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Nostalgia flowed through me as I drove down the bumpy suburban road to my childhood home, finding familiarity in the trees lining the road like towering street lamps. I was fresh off the high of finishing my final year of university, and was looking forward to some much needed unwinding time now that exams were over.
As they passed me by, I recognized all the streets I played games on as a kid, everything from road hockey to capture the flag, and I got chills realizing how long ago that was.
"Home at last, Sean." I sighed to myself, fondly reminiscing in the memories I had of this place.
My Mom had promised to pamper me to my heart's content if I came to see her the very day I finished; she hadn't seen me in months and I knew she missed me. Donald, my Father, probably missed me too, but I'll be damned if he ever said anything about it to my face.
It's not that we weren't a loving family, my sister Lucy and I got along as well as most siblings would with their immature 18 year old sisters.
Sadly, it was my Dad's distant nature that caused him to be a transparent part of my life. All my life he had been a workhorse, even missed a few birthdays when we were kids, but our Mom was always there, nothing could keep Sophie from loving her children!
A woman as inexplicably selfless as my Mother could only ever do what was best for others. I'd met compassionate women before, but not many of them would ditch makeup for weeks at a time just so she could use the extra few minutes to make us eggs instead of cereal. But then again, none of them gave birth to me. Displaying her natural beauty never fazed Sophie, as long as her kids were happy she felt more love than she could handle.
Mom didn't need the makeup, truthfully. She looked smashing in a tight dress, my particular favourite being a knee-length little red number she'd worn to my graduation. It perfectly offset the shimmery, dirty blonde head of hair she kept neatly framed around her face in a typical "mom-style" swoop.
Just as I pulled up the driveway, my Dad was getting into his Mercedes without a care in the world. So much so that I almost went completely unnoticed as he reversed his vehicle.
"Brakes, Dad, brakes!" I called to him, stepping into the path of his rear-view window hoping I'd be noticed before he backed over me. Red lights flooded my eyes and the car came to an abrupt halt.
My Dad stepped out of the car and greeted me with a quick hug. "It's so good to see you, Son!" He was already shuffling back to his car before I had a chance to reciprocate the greeting. "Listen, I've got an important client to close this afternoon so I've gotta jet. You're gonna be around all night, right?"
"I mean, I guess so?" I exclaimed, hurt that he was leaving in such a hurry. "I didn't think you were still busy like this? All the time, that is, Mom said-."
"I know, I know, your Mother had similar complaints the other week." He scratched his head in frustration. "And the week before that, and the month before that, you know how she is."
"Uh, yeah I guess I do?" I replied mindlessly, questioning whether or not I really did know 'how my Mother was'.
He apologized and promised to make it up to me, but knowing Dad it was never gonna happen. I let him run off and grab an armful of my stuff to bring inside; mostly dirty laundry I'd been too neglectful to finish.
Unfortunately, that meant I'd whittled my way down to my last pair of clean pants, and was left with the tightest pair I owned. With all the subtlety of a forest fire, I fumbled around my crotch hoping to realign my dick so it didn't have such an obvious outline through my pants.
Inside, the house smelled just as sweet as I'd always remembered it; vanilla wafting through the halls and greeting me like an old friend at the front door, carrying over a distinct maple scent as well, leading me to believe someone was making waffles.
I shut the door and didn't even have to call out for someone to greet me; Mom's adorable bare feet patted on the hardwood as she raced around the corner, eyes lighting up when she saw I'd made it home safe.
"My baby is finally home!" She squealed like she'd just won the lottery, extending her arms for a hug from across the room. "Lucy, your brother is home!"
Seconds later Mom barrelled into me like a linebacker, hugging me in a ferociously loving grip. "I missed you too, Mom." I laughed some she breathed out a sigh of relief she felt like she had held in since I left.
"How was school? Was the drive home okay? I'm so happy you're home, do you want me to make you something to eat?" She barraged me with questions like a concerned mother naturally would.
A fairly petite woman, my Mother stood just above 5 feet, but her giant-sized attitude gave the impression she'd been a military commander in a past life. Her blonde hair flowed like waves down to her shoulders, tucked behind her ears to keep it away from her eyes when she didn't have it up in a red bow: her trademark.
I'll be the first to admit it, my Mother kept her body in great condition. Years and years of motherly duties had taken away from her gym time, but she still had the curves to knock a weak man to the floor, even with a body type that resembled a plump pixie more than a warrior. She was still determined to lose some more weight to hit her target, but I always insisted she didn't need to.
There was a subtle, yet undeniable chubby side to her, but then again twig thin mothers don't look like they can cook, and my Mom was a master chef. Her skin was smooth as glass, save for the tiny peach fuzz on her arms and, if I'm not mistaken, thousands of tiny goosebumps.
She reluctantly pulled away from our hug and looked up at me. "I'm really happy you're home, Sean." Her eyes were scouring my face trying to memorize every detail and see if something had changed, and I watched in awe as the dark blue circles gazed into mine. "Really, really happy."
My Mom kissed my cheek and called for Lucy one last time, ordering her to help me unpack my arsenal of clothes and what not. When she didn't get a reply back, we decided to just unpack the car ourselves rather than continue to bug my little sister.
Little is a relative term, I suppose, since she was technically an adult at 18, but she always felt little to me.
"Let me help you, sweetie." Mom urges in her sweet tome, reminding me why I used to love listening to her voice as a kid. It had a calmness about it I was drawn to, a comforting melody I loved to be serenaded by.
"Thanks, Mum." I handed her the lightest bag I had: my backpack. She insisted she carry more, but I declined since I didn't want her to get hurt carrying some of the heavier stuff.
"You know, stud, your Mother used to be quite the heavy lifter." She flexed her arms jokingly, pointing them outward from her chest like she was imitating Arnold Schwarzenegger. What she didn't know, and what I was abundantly aware of, was the mountain of cleavage she created when she pushed her boobs together.
With an adorable laugh that made the hairs on the back of my head stand up, Sophie took off for the house to bring my stuff inside.
Part of me was struck with instant regret. No boy should be staring at his mother so lustfully, but the rising erection in my pants was seeing her only as a vibrant, sexy woman whose tits I was longing to bury my face in.
My infatuation with my Mom started a few months ago when she'd gone with my Father and Lucy on a celebratory vacation. I don't remember where exactly, but it was described to me as "somewhere hot". The photos she sent me were designed to make me wish I'd been there (which I SO did), but were noticeably more revealing than the ones she'd uploaded to Facebook.
It was likely my mind playing tricks on me, but every snap she sent to me was tagged with a playfully flirty caption like, "wish you were here, stud" or "come be my captain", the latter of which she had posed beside a boat for. Nothing too unusual, Mom and I had always had playful banter like that between us. These sexier photos would be peppered in between snaps of her slurping down a bowl of noodles, unpacking her suitcase (likely upon arrival), or just posing innocently next to some tourist trap. I had a hard time separating the mature, scantily class vixen from my Mother, but seeing her in two different lights didn't bug me.
Interesting enough, the flirtier caption were hopelessly outshone by the low-cut, barely there bikini she was rocking. I still had a few of the photos saved on my phone, namely one where she was bent over knocking sand out of her flip flops. It likely wasn't intended for me, as Dad was also in the subject, like my e-mail had been added by accident.
Assuming it was a misfire, I almost deleted the picture before I fully examined it. She was in a shamefully revealing red bikini, with a classic red bow tying it behind her back. Her hair was falling all over her face as she bent over, but even the golden tangles weren't enough to block out her famously overjoyed smile, dimples and all.
What really took me by surprise was how tight fitting her bathing suit was. The red bottom was tucked like floss between her bulging pussy lips, leaving very little to the imagination. Her breasts hung down like two massive pendulums, itching to spring from her top and be set free on the world. I could see thin stretch marks on the sides of her boobs, and I knew they were being pulled down by an incredibly heavy weight.
I couldn't count the times I'd looked longingly at that photographic treasure, and now kept a crease-laden print of it in my wallet as a constant reminder. Yes, a print, a physical copy. I was really that infatuated with her.
Being in person, now, was sending my heart into overdrive and my pulse quickened whenever she came near me. It wasn't a nervous sort of feeling, more like a giddy excitement brought on by the incessant picturing of her naked body I couldn't seem to shake.
All the fantasizing about seeing Mom in person made me want to see her picture again. I didn't care if I was inside her house, desire is desire, folks.
I put down the hamper full of clothes and stretched my back, popping a thousand joints up my spine like champagne bubbles up a flute. My wallet was in my hand in a flash, and my eyes greedily absorbed every detail of the photograph like I had so many times.
Lucy came charging down the stairs with no warning and forced me to scramble to get the picture back in my wallet, which I managed with only seconds to spare. I couldn't fit it in all the way, but as long as it was in my pocket she couldn't see the corner sticking out.
"What's that?" She reached for my wallet, of all things, using my full hands as an advantage.
"It's a big load of fuck off, that's what." I snapped, kicking at her blindly under the hamper held in my arms. She flipped me off and walked away, not noticing that my wallet fell out of my back pocket, landing with a thwack on the hardwood floor. "Shit, I'll get you later you little ninja." I cursed at it.
I kicked it off to the side hoping nobody would see it and carried my clothes upstairs. I passed Mom on the stairs and could've sworn I caught her eyes drifting to the bulge in my pants. My face ran hot with the thought of Mom making eye contact with the embarrassing protrusion in these stupidly tight pants.
She saw me looking and quickly averted her gaze, smiling cheekily like she hadn't actually noticed me coming up. "Oh, uh, hi honey. I put your backpack on your bed."
"Thanks, mom."
As she descended the stairs, she was humming a charming little tune like a picture perfect Snow White. I imagined a crown of cartoon birds fluttering around her head as she sung, equally entrance as I was at the siren song of this beautiful creature.
I got to the top of the stairs and my mind clear as a summer day, when suddenly Mom's humming stopped. Thinking nothing of it, I went and dropped my hamper on the bed. When I turned around, expecting an empty doorway, I was shocked to see Mom standing with my black wallet in her hand.
I wish I could say a thousand thoughts ran through my head, but truthfully they were all so muddled I couldn't force out a single one. With a deep breath, my nerves settled enough to squeak out; "Did you...open it, Mom?"
"I didn't have to, it was halfway sticking out." We both knew exactly what she was referring to. She scanned my face for a hint to react to, but I couldn't look anywhere but the floor.
"I'm sorry, Mom." My eyes wouldn't dare stray towards her. "I forgot it was in there."
"No, you didn't. It's been folded and refolded dozens of times, there's no way you'd forget. How often do you look at it?" Her voice grew stern, scolding me like a child.
"I...I guess pretty often. Once every couple weeks." I lied, and she called me out with an unconvinced cough. "Fine, you got me, it's more like couple times a day."
Sophie recoiled, losing her train of thought for a moment. "That often? Really?" I perked up at the hint of intrigue in her voice.
"I know I shouldn't, but I can't help it when you just look so..." I twiddled my thumbs in circles like it would help me rewind time a few precious moments.
"So...what, baby?" Her melodic voice cooed like a harp. The use of a pet name caught my ear and I looked at her for the first time since she walked in. Her cheeks were flushed a brilliant shade of pink, and she used the tone she always used to when she wanted something coaxed out of me.
"I guess the word is...I dunno. Sexy, Mom." My whole body shook like a tremor when I said that, and I instantly regretted being so forward. Mom didn't expect it either; she was visibly ruffled and had to take a moment to catch her breath.
My tongue was grafted to the roof of my mouth. I wanted to correct myself a hundred times over but it wouldn't make it better.
I wasn't able read my Mom the way I usually can. Her face was like stone, eyes distantly focusing on something miles behind me. For a second it became questionable whether or not she was even breathing, but her soft purring told me she was at least conscious.
Like a concerned son, I was still looking at her chest to see if she was breathing, perhaps for a bit longer than I should have.
"Sean, for Christ's sake look at my eyes." Mom stomped her foot angrily, using the loud outburst to cover her excessive blushing. "Okay, in light of this new...information, I'm going to have to think about...a lot." She turned to leave the room, unable to look at me any longer.
I didn't know what to say, but something in my brain told me that I shouldn't let her leave like this. Ignoring the fear that was collecting like mud in my gut, I stood up and fought to steady my quaking legs.
"Dad doesn't deserve you, only an idiot would put his job before a woman like you." I swallowed dryly, forcing a sandpaper tongue against the roof of my mouth.
"Your Father loves me, I know that, but he gives us this amazing lifestyle and the price for that is working every day. And, for the most part, nights and weekends as well." She insisted, brushing her hair over her ear. "It's not as easy as you think."
"Really? Because I think sitting in a cubicle all day knowing I have a woman like you at home would be 'not as easy as I think'. The difference is; I wouldn't give up on the wrong one."
"Well, if that's how you feel, then maybe the right one won't give up on you." Her eyes sparkled so bright they almost blinded me, but I wouldn't have been mad if her poorly withheld grin had been the last thing I ever saw.
My head was going in circles trying to decide what she said, deciding who had more reason to be on edge right now. I was so wrapped up in thought I couldn't remember why she'd come in my room in the first place.
A split second idea flashed across her face and, as if on pure impulse, she threw the photo like a playing card onto my bed. "Don't let me find that out again, young man." With one more foot stomp for good measure, she disappeared from the doorway.
"Lunch is in 15, okay?" She called up to me, likely heading down to make a couple grilled cheeses with tomato soup.
As soon as she left I quickly grabbed it up and made sure it wasn't bent or ripped. I was looking at the photograph with fresh eyes now; I'd always had pangs of guilt whenever I opened it, but knowing Mom didn't mind was like opening the floodgates. I had expected her to rip it up in front of me, burn it, and throw the ashes to the four corners of the world.
The haywire collection of thoughts and possibilities in my brain was hectic enough to sidetrack me from the grumbling sounds emitting from my stomach. I couldn't even think about lunch, everything I tried to imagine eventually gave way to the vivid, eye popping sight of Mom's picture.
True, I had seen it hundreds of times, but now that I had the suspicion Mom wanted me to see it, I convinced myself I was doing her a favour by ditching lunch for a short masturbation session in celebration.
I knew lunch was in 15 minutes, meaning I had roughly another 14 and a half to admire my mother's body in the most primal way I could imagine
So with that being said, a little privacy, please?
***
Odors of melted cheese wafted through the air mingling perfectly with the tomato soup, practically dragging me down the stairs towards it.
"Holy shit, Mom, it smells amazing down here." I exclaimed, approaching the soup and dipping my pinky in one of the bowls.
Mom spun on her heels and gave me a swat on the shoulder. "I don't wanna have some mouthy teenager around my house all summer. Got it?"
"I'm not a teenager! I'm a grown ass man!" I shot back, sucking soup off my finger and letting the saltiness bounce around my taste buds before going in for another scoop.
"Mmhmm, sure you are sweetie." Mom grabbed me by the wrist before I could taste my second sample and quickly dipped her head to suck the soup off before I could. "Damn, I'm such a good cook. Now, stop eating that or there won't be any left."
I offered to help set the table, but saw it was already done for the two of us. Before I could ask, Mom filled me in while she washed the plates she had used to prep lunch. "Lucy already ate about an hour ago, she's not gonna join us."
"And Dad?" I regretted asking right away.
Mom stopped cleaning her dishes and stood statuesque over the sink, clutching the plate in a death grip. "He doesn't do that very often, or at all, anymore. He doesn't think it's as 'efficient' when he could be out with clients instead, drumming up business for the firm."
"I shouldn't have asked, I just remembered he used to come home for lunch sometimes." I grumbled, finding no comfort in explaining myself. "I'm sorry."
It looked as though Mom was sincerely offended; she wouldn't even give me the courtesy of facing me. When I stepped closer I saw she wasn't angry with me, rather, she was crying. A tiny drop of water fell from her miraculous blue eyes, staining her shirt where it fell. She wiped away a following drop and apologized, but I locked her tightly in my arms so she knew she didn't have to.
I rocked us back and forth, rubbing the small of my Mother's back with an open hand. I wanted to say something, but no words felt like they would fit. Her palm was resting against my chest, letting her fingernails trace along the neck of my shirt.
After a few minutes I noticed the subtle sobbing had stopped, in fact Mom's eyes were now completely closed and she was purring softly the more she stroked my chest.



"Mom?" I whispered.
She didn't reply, even with her body language. She was totally at peace and didn't want that interrupted for anything. Her breasts were pushed against my chest, though closer to my stomach due to her smaller stature. They were being flattened and pushed out of her top like a water balloon when you squeeze one side of it.
It took every ounce of concentration not to pop wood right there, and I was actually holding it together pretty well until she drew her head back and stared deeply into my eyes.
"Your father never holds me like this." She shifted her weight nervously and I used the tiny window to angle my hips away from her a bit so she wouldn't feel my erection against her leg.
"He doesn't know what he's missing." I squished Mom extra hard and she gave an adorable giggle. "I'd hold you like this every night, pillows are so overrated."
Shame, as a pink streak, appeared across my cheeks. I'd just said what I was thinking, instead of thinking about what I'd say, and might have overstepped as a result. "I mean, not that I want to replace Dad, that'd be-."
"Crazy, right?" Mom asked curiously, as though she was as intrigued as I was. She had yet to break eye contact and I could feel the tension between us gathering like a snowball in my gut. Her hand extended and caresses up my neck, giving me electric shivers when she brushed her thumb over my earlobe.
I didn't want to admit it but I was putty in Mom's hands. Every fiber of my being was fixated on not melting into her, so I focused on the dull, warm static washing over me and easing my worries away. I didn't want to leave this moment, an unbridled peace of mind is a rare thing.
The wooziness in my head stopped me from thinking straight, and I think it was starting to get to Mom as well. She swallowed dryly, lips slightly agape and drawing all my attention to them. She asked me what was wrong, but I couldn't hear her. She was mouthing the words with no sound, captivating me with only the silence. The roaring heartbeat in my ears was deafening, blocking out any thoughts that said no and only left the ones that said do it.
Do it.
Do it.
Do. It.
So...I did it.
With both my hands on her hips, I pulled Mom into me with a force reserved for established lovers, staggering her before she realized what had happened. I heard a small gasp between me grabbing her waist and kissing her, but I quickly quieted her by fitting our lips together like puzzle pieces.
The tension in Mom's body went solid as oak, before it released and she folded in my arms. It took a second for her to regain composure, but as soon as she did she was kissing me back. We hungrily sucked at each other's lips, mashing our mouths together. Her hand was still on the back of my neck, nails slowly dragging up the back of my scalp while she played with my hair. I didn't mind her tugging at it, I was too hopelessly lost in giving her everything I had.
The two of us moved as one, as though we had done this a hundred times. Every second that passed I had a new craving I knew only my Mother's body could satisfy. I had longed to be this close to her for a long, long time, and now that I finally was I noticed how intoxicating her perfume was. The rich scent of vanilla, with a touch of crisp, ripe mangos was radiating off of her.
Our tongues rolled together, sloppily battling each other for domination of the other's mouth. Hers invaded my mouth and tenderly slid along mine, twirling around like a ribbon and leaving me to play catch-up while Mom absentmindedly went to town on me.
The love behind her kissing was driving her, I had never been kissed with such emotion before and I fucking adored it. I was so busy trying to match the intensity of my Mother's hot, sloppy kisses but that I had "accidentally" dropped my hand down to her bum and held one of her thick, juicy cheeks firmly under my palm.
Even over her clothes I felt how incredibly soft her ass was; two deliciously doughy mounds caving under my grip. Mom moaned softly into my mouth, giving me the courage to put my other hand on her butt as well.
We stood motionless in the kitchen, each pawing at each other with the subtlety of highschool freshmen. Mom had yet to open her eyes, or move her hands from my head, pouring all her energy into passionately making out with me instead. There were countless bolts of electricity surging through my bones, most notably the pins and needles I felt working their way from my cock up to the top of my head.
I hadn't even tried to prevent myself from getting hard, a little part of me was even convinced Mom would like it. The more I thought about it, the less I was sure that I had made the right move, and I became hauntingly aware that I was tongue deep in my Mother's throat in the middle of the kitchen. The motions felt so familiar, I was no stranger to kissing, but doing it with Mom felt different.
Now the person who I had idolized my entire life, spent so long fawning over, the beautiful woman I lived inside of for 9 month, was putty in my hands, and I in hers.
My iron grip on Mom's ass relented and she caught on immediately, pulling away from our kiss while still making sure to rake her nails over my skull. She went to say something, but bit her tongue. I knew exactly how she felt; I wanted to say a thousand things but all of them sounded like the worst good ideas I could think of.
It must've been the look of utter petrification I had on because Mom was the one to break the silence after a few seconds of bated breath in the tension filled air. "Are you okay, sweetheart?" Her voice was usually soothing, but now it bounced around in my head like an echo. I didn't reply so she pressed further. "You know I love you, Sean. You're my baby boy, that will never change." Her hand lovingly caressed my face, stroking my beet red cheeks with her thumb, pretending I didn't feel like a child caught red handed.
"I didn't mean to-I mean, I shouldn't have done that." My words tripped over each other, I didn't want to risk a look at Mom, in fear of my boner growing even harder. "Dad is gonna be furious with us "
"Furious when he doesn't find out about us?" She tilted my head to face her and stunned me with the most enchanting, baby blue eyes I had ever seen. "I won't tell him...if you won't."
Breathing became difficult with my heart lodged in my throat, but I swallowed it down and chose my words carefully. "What do you mean...by 'us', Mom?"
"You didn't think I'd be satisfied with one kiss did you?" She arched an eyebrow. "If you wanna make those kind of moves on your Mother, you aren't gonna stop at just kissing. I'm not raising a tease."
I almost yelped when I felt Mom push a hand between my legs, easily finding my rock hard dick over my sweatpants and grabbing it. Her eyes grew wider as she inched her whole hand around it, constantly thinking she had reached the end only to be greeted by more dick. By the time she had explored the whole thing, her pupils were the size of dinner plates. Mom cleared her throat. "Now, like I said, if you're gonna tease your Mother with a big cock like this, you aren't allowed to finish with just kissing me."
"Where can I finish?" I asked dumbly, perking up as Mom leaned in close to me and breathing whispered in my ear.
"Anywhere you want, baby." Her tongue flicked at my earlobe as she pulled back to face me, holding one of her hands between her legs and rubbing up and down her pussy mound. "I don't want to just give it away, but if you want to step into your Father's shoes you're gonna have to work for it. Do the things around here that he won't do."
"Like what?" I already had some ideas in my head, but I really didn't want to be wrong about them.
"Like chores; sweeping the garage, mowing the lawn, cleaning the car." I would've stopped listening to her if she wasn't still using her smooth, swooning voice to keep me listening.
"So I do Donald's work, and that's 'taking his place'? I'll be honest, Mom, I wasn't really-."
"If you do his work," she cut me off. "Then you get to have his play, as well."
I was confused enough that Mom rolled her eyes and kissed me again, stroking her fingers down my cock until she had the head in her grasp. "Do his work, then do his wife, got it?"
"Oh, y-yeah I got it." My stammering was out of control. I read some of the emotion behind Mom's words as utter disdain, and I second guesses whether my parents' marriage was as solid as I thought it was. "You don't...I dunno, mind?"
"You're cute." Mom gave me a quick peck on the cheek and treated my dick to one last touch before she turned back to the sink. "You've got a hot mom offering you exactly what every guy wants, and you're still gonna question it?"
"Not a hot mom. My hot mom." It frustrated me that she couldn't see the difference, and it confused me that I was letting those lines blur.
"Does that bother you?" She spun around and cocked a hand on her hip. "Because if it does we can just act like that never happened. But if we do that, I might have to ask for my picture back. What do you think?"
I didn't have an answer for her. I knew what I wanted to say, and I knew what I should say. But I couldn't reconcile the two for the life of me. Too many concerns flooded my brain, making every decision seem like the wrong one. I've never been good at chess, so trying to pick the best move for this situation was yielding nothing but all-consuming anxiety.
I took too long to respond, so Mom prodded. "You don't still think I sent you that photo by accident, do you?" Cue the continual awkward silence as I fumbled helplessly for words. Not even the right words, just any would have been better!
A sparkle Mom's eye settled me a bit, and she reached out to touch my hand. "How about this; you go cut the grass, it's starting to outshine some of the flowers in my garden. When you're done you can come back in and we can talk about this, okay?"
My pulse was calming down. I nodded and hurried out of the kitchen, my stomach twisted into too many knots to eat lunch. Once I was back in my room, I flopped onto the bed and stared aimlessly at the ceiling.
"What the hell are you doing, Sean?" I asked myself out loud. "She's your Mother for fucks sake." Even with my personal pep talk I wasn't finding the strength to stop picturing my Mom in her bikini, but now I knew the sensation of her hand on my shaft to go along with the mental imagery. Nervous sweats and clammy hands demanded to be felt, so I swapped into a pair of green shorts and a tank top. Earbuds plugged in and I put an old, underground punk CD on play that had gone ignored in my collection for too long.
I made sure my path outside went past the kitchen, but I saw Mom had already cleaned up and left. One of my lungs let out a sigh of relief, the other wearily held its breath. It was like the feeling of running into your crush in high school. Unrivaled anxiety over the idea of seeing them, colliding with absolute euphoria the moment they spoke to you. My brain was having a hard enough time working through that mess without also trying to justify my lust towards Mom.
Outside was warm and crisp, just the kind of weather that's best for cutting grass. I found some peace walking up and down the lawn, retracing my steps over and over again with nothing to influence my mind except music. Every bass kick brought me further and further away from my reality as I slowly began daydreaming about my Mother.
Before I knew what was happening I had run over a rock and heard it ricochet off the blade like a bullet. I switched the machine off and turned it over, examining the blade for any missing chunks.
Sure enough, there were several pieces missing from both of the blades, and the screws holding the whole thing in place were eerily loose. I had done well over half of the lawn at this point and decided to call it quits before I lost a limb.
Dad had a history of not repairing things, and judging by the look of the lawn he hadn't bothered fixing the mower in a long time.
I went inside, grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and a towel from the oven door to wipe off my neck and face. Mom was still nowhere to be seen, but I could hear Lucy talking on the phone with a friend in the living room.
I went upstairs and saw Mom's door was ajar. I could see her moving around through the crack, pacing in silence. After having some time to think over what we had done, I didn't feel as nervous about it. In fact, I wanted to clear the air right away so I would lose the feeling of heavy guilt in my stomach.
"Mom?" I called through the door.
"Yes, honey?" She shouted back.
I opened the door and was greeted to the glorious, beautiful naked body of my Mother. I froze in place, let that be clear. I did not pause on purpose to get an eyeful of her curves, but when I did, I was paralyzed in place.
Mom was turned away from me, rooting through her drawers with a towel in one hand. She must have been preparing to get in the shower, and hadn't noticed me step inside. My feet wanted to run but my brain knew it was seeing what it had been lusting after for several long months.
Her hair was tied up in a high bun so it didn't get wet in the shower, and her body was practically glowing with natural beauty. Her back was toned, sloping down perfectly to the swell of her butt where it rounded out in two large, plushly mountains. My eyes traced up and down the crease between them, hypnotized by its subtle sexiness, hiding her most intimate parts from me. The shadow that existed between each mound of globular flesh served only to enhance the desperation to see Mom in all her glory.
One of her legs was tucked behind the other, her foot pivoting with her toes planted on the floor. Her elegantly cream coloured skin was perfectly offset by the bold, bronze tanlines where she didn't often let the sun shine, giving her toned legs a beautiful contrast against her milky bottom. From her toes up to her shoulders, she was beautiful, with tiny freckles dotting her back like a mini constellation begging to be gazed upon.
As Mom dug around the drawer, she dropped the towel covering her and cursed under her breath. When she bent down to pick it up, the light snuck between her bum and gave me a peak at the cleanly shaven clamshell poached between her cheeks. It bulged towards me, looking like two plump, swollen lips that I was all too eager to kiss with fervently.
This new look at Mom was too much for me, and I couldn't stifle a gasp. Of course, she heard me and spun around, using the towel to cover herself. To my surprise, she seemed to relax a little when she saw it was just me in the doorframe.
"Someone likes spying, huh?" She raised an eyebrow and nearly dropped the towel, but seemed to enjoy playing the tease even more.
"No, no I just am done. Done the lawn, mowing it. I wanted to tell you I was finished?" Scatterbrain engaged. I threw up a hand to shield Mom from some embarrassment. "I was gonna go take a shower, but you were walking around in here and I thought you'd be, like, not naked and-."
"Honey, if you wanna shower you can have the full pressure. I'll come in, in a bit."
"You'll come...where?" My hand wavered, but didn't dare fall from my eye line even as I subconsciously tried to sneak another peak.
"I meant, I'll shower after you." Mom was blushing unabashedly, giving me a coy smile that turned up the corner of her mouth. I simply nodded and backed away slowly. I didn't want to look too eager to catch Mom naked, but I was too intrigued to give up the possibility of catching another glimpse of her body. Against the will of the screams in my head, I closed the door and headed back to my room. The walk down the hall was a thousand miles long, and my feet made of concrete didn't make walking any easier.
The photo seemed obsolete to me now that I had seen the real thing. Mom was a sheer undefinable pillar of beauty, and the way my heart was racing gave me the hint that I wasn't just fawning over some 'hot girl'.
No, I wanted to do things to my Mother. Things a son usually reserves for online chat forums. Things that, if not played right, would end the closeness I shared with Mom.
I made it back to my room and stumbled through the door, fumbling with my clothes to tear them off as fast as I could. I wanted so badly to get in the shower and jerk off as I knew I wasn't safe from intrusion in my room. Knowing my luck, either Mom or Lucy would interrupt me right at the worst time.
I begrudgingly grabbed my towel and trudged down to the bathroom, leaving the door open a crack so the steam didn't fog up the mirror and wreck the paint on the walls.
The cool water felt fantastic on my skin, like a million crisp raindrops tickling my back and washing the sweat away as they fell. Soon I felt like my entire body was being encased in this refreshing shelter, breathing new life to my limbs like I had just shed a coarse layer of skin made of sand and dust.
The white noise of the water ringing against the floor put my brain on standby. I routinely washed my hair, then popped open a bottle of body wash with a name so absurd you have to wonder how somebody ever thought "Frost Fusion" was the name of a fucking scent.
Seriously, guys have no gauge for buying this shit, it all smells the same and we all hate it.
I heard the shower curtain pull back before I actually saw it. My eyes were closed while I finished rinsing the shampoo from my head, but I snapped them open just in time to see Mom standing with her head cocked to the side, eyes focused on my swaying dong. Though she was equally as naked as she was ten minutes ago, this time I didn't feel any guilt over seeing her so.
Somehow the nerves and tension I had felt upon stumbling into her room had disappeared, much as it had with the photograph. Instead, she consciously chose to let me see her so naturally bare by stepping into the shower beside me and closing the curtain without breaking eye contact.
"Hey." Her voice was calm, and sultry, almost like she was right in my ear whispering into it.
"Hey."
"I figured you'd be okay if I joined you?" She made a less than subtle move to get under the water and cozied up against me. "Sean, that's freezing!"
Mom reached around me, brushing my stomach with her tits by no mistake, to turn up the warmth. "Mmm, much better, don't you think?"
Truthfully, most of the warmth I was feeling was coming from Mom standing so close to me. Her vagina was inches from my leg, and though the water was still cool, I could feel unimaginable heat rolling off of her as if she wanted me to notice it. A small triangle of light brown fuzz was present on her mound, something I hadn't noticed in her picture before, and I wondered how I'd missed something so alluring.
"You like it, huh?" I was treated to a flash of dimples the size of tiny potholes. I got the feeling she was enjoying showing off to me, and having someone appreciate it. Her fingers delicately raked through the small growth of hair, pausing just before she reached the crease of her slit. "I let it grow out a bit, just a little patch."
Her stiffened nipples grazed across my chest, sending shivers to the pit of my stomach. Every instinct I had was urging me to reach out and play with them. To take a huge helping of her deliciously plump breasts and juggle them around my palms.
Standing, naked, next to my Mother, also naked, proved a greater challenge than I had anticipated. All I wanted to do was ogle her like a horndog teenager seeing their first pair of tits, but my brain was having a hard time bringing an air of reality to our shower. Each passing moment felt more surreal than the last, I could feel myself looking back on this moment for the next few years to use as fantasy fuel.



The cascade of water surrounding us wasn't enough to fix the cotton built-up in my mouth, despite its loosely slack jawed stature. "You're...naked." Being that it was the only thing occupying my mind, I didn't blame myself for blurting out the painfully obvious.
"Yes sweetheart, I am. Are you okay with that?" Mom's eyes were longing for me to say yes, brow knit ever so slightly, but she knew how I felt without me having to answer. Her hand was resting flush against my abdomen, and slowly sinking lower and lower. "Just tell Mommy if you get uncomfortable, okay baby?"
I was trying with all my might to sound confident, but Mom started nibbling on my earlobe and effectively shut down my communication beyond a choked out; "yes Mommy". My golden haired Mother dropped to her knees in a heartbeat, pulling her hair back from her face so I could see her staring up at me with perfect clarity, a mirror image to a scene I'd had with a couple girlfriends before. Now those girls were replaced with my Mother, greedily licking her lips over the challenge of a thick cock staring back at her, glistening with tiny beads of water that coated the only real thing that could quench her thirst.
She smiled diamonds, her stare transfixed on my cock as her brain slowly started coming to terms with the new level of relationship we were entering. I had the feeling that even if I had told her about any of my nervous reservations, she wouldn't have let it stop her.
Our eyes met in the moment her hand finally closed the distance to my erection, and I saw nothing short of absolute euphoria emitting from her. It didn't look the way most girls did when they got a hold of my dick the first time. The difference being the unmistakable sense of pride my Mom was showing, feeling the cock she had created out of her own flesh and blood palpitating in her small hands.
"Oh, Sean." Mom cooed, shifting her hand down the length of my shaft, stopping once she had her fist against my stomach. "It's beautiful." Her fingers coiled around my pole one at a time, squeezing me until her whole hand was wrapped around me These advances served as a distraction by putting me in a blissfully unaware haze, giving Mom the opportunity to inch her head closer to me, extending her tongue under the head of my cock and scraping the warm, squishy surface against the bottom, leaving behind a trail of wet, bubbly saliva on me.
She was fascinated with it, much the way I was with her, in a sense beyond just lust. There was an underlying reminder the entire time that what we were doing wasn't necessarily wrong, but it was isolated. We two felt so outside of the norms of society, so lost in our own world where only we existed, doing something so few mothers and sons have done together, and preparing to do a whole lot more.
Mom tenderly gripped the base of my shaft and fell into a comfortable fluidity, stroking it from top to bottom in long, tender motions. Her head rested in the nape of my neck, planting kisses as hot as lava across my skin and teasing me with flicks of her tongue. There was no hesitation between us; I was groaning like a subwoofer, and Mom was feeding off it. She was perfectly at home, holding my cock in her tiny hands and giving it an extra tight squeeze when she pulled up over the head, peeling off the layer of water that had collected on it.
Her unrelenting grip let me feel every bump of her palm as she rubbed my cock raw, and she could tell as well as I could that the water wouldn't be wet enough, so I exited the shower stream.
Whereas I would've needed to ask most girls for spit to keep my dick being rubbed dry, Mom didn't need a single hint. Lucky for me and my love of all things sloppy, Mom spat twice into her hand and proceeded to use it as lube until the polished helmet was glistening with saliva. Try as she might, Mom could hardly cover the entire meaty pipe with both hands, letting glimpses of my engorged cock head sneak through the whites of her fingers. Fingers that she then brought back up to her mouth to lick clean, sucking off a strand of spit like a web between her fingers.
The moment overtook me and I lost sight of the big picture, momentarily forgetting it was my own Mother salivating over the sight, feel, and now the flavor, of her Son's manhood.
"How do I taste, Sophie?" My heart instantly leapt into my throat, then sunk like an anvil to my stomach. I never imagined I'd call her that, and if I was taking time to filter myself I probably never would have.
"Momma thinks you taste wonderful, but you shouldn't call me Sophie. I don't want you to think of me as any other girl besides your Mommy. I'm the woman who gave birth to you, the one who breastfed you as a baby, and held you in her arms while you slept." She haughtily whispering to me, still obsessively playing with my cock without breaking stride. "So, when Mommy is sucking her Son's cock, she would really like him to remember whose hot, sticky throat his cock is throbbing inside of, and whose tummy is gonna be swallowing up all his gooey baby butter."
"What the fuck, Mom." I grunted between strokes.
"Is that too much? I can dial it back if-." She was interrupted by a vigorous shake of my head, to which she giggled. "I haven't talked dirty in a while, might be a little rusty."
"No, you're amazing." I meant that in more ways than one.
"You haven't seen anything yet." To punctuate her sentences, she worked her hand like a corkscrew on my dick and used a flutter of small squeezes for emphasis. I would momentarily forget who was jerking me off with such professionalism when she talked that way, even though I was reminded that it was Mom, her dirty talk gave me the impression that a dark, sexual side to my Mother was hiding just under the freshly scratched surface.
Mom's anticipated load would be coming soon, whether or not I wanted to stop it, and there would be a lot of it. When I was by myself I could generate a great deal of cum on a daily basis, so I usually never went more than a couple of days without release. Due to me leaving university, and the grueling demand of exam week before that, I hadn't had a lot of time to tend to myself. I was sort of worried Mom would be turned off by how much there was, given the buildup I was experiencing, but had to admit a part of me was excited to see her handle copious amounts of cum.
"Uh, honey?" Her darling voice penetrated the still air.
"Yeah, Mom?"
"Don't come yet, okay?" Her voice was pleading, yet convincing enough that I felt the urge to actually fight back my orgasm with a disheartened sigh. She let out an adorable chuckle, standing up on her tiptoes to kiss my cheek. "Stay this hard for Mommy as long as you can."
I swallowed the rock in my throat and forced my arms to move at last, only now realizing they had been lazily dangling at my sides. Mom's hand worked on me like a machine without a pause button, teetering me closer to the edge than I could handle.
Fighting through the nerves I hadn't felt since my first date in high school, I boldly caressed Mom's cheek with one hand. One fingers grazed her ear, and my thumb went back and forth across her cheek, eliciting a purr that echoed with deep, soothing bass. I brushed a strand of hair off her forehead and tucked it behind her ear, internally scolding myself for mimicking a move I know I'd seen in too many corny rom-coms. She seemed to like it nonetheless, nuzzling her face into my palm and smiling at me with unabashed enjoyment.
Every second seemed to be ticking by slower until it came to a near stop. I didn't know what was happening yet, but my brain recognized the signs and instinct took over. Mom closed her eyes a bit longer than a standard blink, and when she opened them she was staring at my lips. Unknown to her, she was letting her mouth hang open just a tiny bit while she did. Her hand slowed down, and I know it was due to distraction. I knew what Mom wanted, and I knew she didn't want to have to ask for it.
I slightly inched my hand to the back of her head so I could ease her towards me. Her desire was unmistakable, yet I could see the war behind her eyes telling her she shouldn't go any further. But goddamn she wanted to.
Like a supportive son, I made the decision for her and covered the rest of the space between us. Even the droplets of water were obsolete in our secluded world; the entire planet felt frozen in awe when we connected. Our kiss felt out of practice, likely thanks to both of us as of late, but it was the most serene moment I had ever experienced.
I pushed my kiss upon her ferociously, convinced Mom would match my intensity. Our lips parted, leaving a small space between us for Mom's purring to be heard. This only lasted for a second before I greedily pulled her body closer against mine, forcing the water to trickle around us with no more space between our bodies for it to escape.
Mom's body collapsed into my arms the moment our lips touched, demanding I keep her standing while she continued to play with me. Her unoccupied hand rested peacefully on my chest, moving up and down in time with my heaving breaths and dragging her fingertips through my light chest hair.
We were like two horny teenagers with a very messy approach to making out, our lips slipping over each other in an attempt to prove our desperation to each other. The feeling of euphoria radiating from Mom was palpable, I had never seen her so completely transfixed by anything, let alone by kissing her Son. The luscious smoothness of her lips parted and gave me a perfect opportunity to grow bolder. Her intake of breath between our passionate spit swapping gave me the opening I needed, and I didn't hesitate to take it.
My tongue flicked forward, sliding between my Mother's lips and dipping into her mouth in one fluid motion. She instinctively knew how to answer back, meeting me with her tongue and eagerly proving how years of experience can shape a kiss.
Her tongue slid over mine, a pink snake twirling around with expert finesse, daring me to keep up or get left behind. We hungrily kissed back and forth, trying to out-do the other person with our display of primal lust. I was boiling down every thought I had ever had about my Mom, every sexual idea to every loving hug or kiss on the cheek. I loved my Mother, and in this moment with her tongue dragging over mine I felt she was trying to tell me she felt the same way.
Her hand was still working tirelessly on me, trying to coax every drop of blood in my body to rush to my shaft to enlarge it for her, but becoming more successful as drawing out the cum. The two fat, plump balls she was caressing were growing sore in their need for release, and it wouldn't be long before I emptied them all over Mom's enormous, jiggling breasts and added a dose of cream to her already milky skin.
Mom must have recognized the signs of my impending orgasm; quaking legs, cock pulsating without falter, rapid and short breathing. Deviously, she relented just when I was starting to see stars.
I know I made a noise somewhere between a gasp and a disheartened groan, but the blood in my ears was rushing so profusely it made everything sound like a dull hum. Only Mom's delicate voice broke through the wall of silence, titillating my ears with her swooning tone.
"I know, baby, I know. Soon." She cooed, slipping her fingers under my balls and raking her nails over them from the bottom up. Mom rolled the heavy twin orbs around her fingers, pulling down on them gently to direct my dick towards her mouth so her tongue could swirl around the tip. "I had to stop, you were about to explode and we aren't done yet."
"Oh, no?" I instinctively tried to grab my dick to take over in Mom's absence but she slapped me away, urging me to stay patient.
"Not yet, no!"
"But I didn't get to come yet! Come on, Mom." It felt like I was arguing with her as a kid trying to get an extra piece of cake for dessert, and my pleas were far from ignored.
"Baby, you'll get to, just not quite yet." She had a devilish twinkle in her eye, hinting that she wasn't quite finished yet, but wanted to keep me in suspense. "You look like you want to come all over Momma's hands." She wiggled her fingers, seductively sucking the rest of the precum and saliva from her middle digit.
I nodded hard enough to rattle my brain.
"Goodness, you're too eager for your own good." Her palm pressed against my chest listening for my heartbeat, locating the hummingbird pulse and hovering over it. The pounding in my chest was so rapid I was sure an implosion was imminent. "Do you trust me? To keep going with this?"
"More than anything."
She gained an ecstatic smile, keeping it present while she kissed my shoulder. Her hand dropped to the small of my back and started rubbing in slow circles, gradually lowering herself and letting her lips follow suit. Her kisses followed a path down to my stomach, periodically stopping to lap at my skin with short flicks of her tongue. I'd never had a girl French kiss her way down my body, and was so entranced by the feeling I didn't put two and two together to realize where she was headed.
It all became clear when she finally dipped below my waistline, and my legs nearly buckled on impact. Mom's hands were on my thighs, holding steady while she sunk to her knees. Her eyes were attached themselves to my cock with fascination, observing every inch she could and licking her lips.
I gazed down upon her and was absolutely bewildered that I wasn't dreaming. A day ago the closest I came to seeing Mom naked was an abusively over-used photograph that left almost everything to the imagination. Now, not only had I seen her fully nude, but she was mere centimeters from my dick, one hand locked around the base and holding it like a delicacy. It brushed past her cheek, hanging over her lips for a moment where she gave it a tiny, teasy kiss.
Her tongue darted from her mouth and slid under the head, licking the underside of the purple helmet. She tightly gripped the base, then released, causing me to involuntarily clench and send more blood rushing to my dong. It jumped a little bit with every application of pressure from Mom's hand, sparking bewilderment in Mom's delicate blue eyes.
I hadn't bothered myself with the ethics of our situation, as it was hard to mull over right and wrong when Mom was showing me a side of her a son should never see. Regardless of morality, I knew my past-self would be outrageously jealous of where I was right now, so I made sure to send him my mental condolences.
"Here!" Mom chirped, pointing to the back of her throat and sticking out her tongue. "I can get it on my hands if you want, and I'll slurp off every last salty, sticky droplet, or..."
She paused dramatically, dipping down to drag her tongue like a velvet rake along the underside of my achingly hard member. Mom started down at my balls and slowly moving up the iron pole with her tongue flatly pressed to its fleshy surface.
"Or?" I asked excitedly.
"Or, you could come in my mouth and feed your Mommy a thick, gooey mouthful of her grandkids?" Now I really lost my mind; Mom accepted the entire bulging cock head between her silky smooth lips and I immediately began to feel my legs tingling, starting at the base of my spine. She wasn't searching for an answer, and she wasn't giving me an option, her decision was made.
Mom steadily worked the head in and out of her mouth, loosely sucking around the head so her tongue would have enough room to move around her mouth. She had no trouble circling the tip with her tongue, sliding it across the bottom of my dong every time she ducked her head down.
Every dip was timed so that on the upstroke she could seal her lips and pop it out like a lollipop. The rapid change in pressure caught me off guard and I couldn't believe I went my entire life thus far receiving admittedly subpar blowjobs.
Mom looked up at me for a moment and let her golden blonde hair fall behind her head in a single, uniform flick. Her eyes, unwavering, were trained on mine. I nodded in agreement and she smiled, letting her single dimple shine as she did.
Mom didn't want to waste anymore time. Her lips were pushed out like a duck face, my bulging helmet lodged safely inside the wet, slurping hole. Every little throb my cock gave off was met with a hint of suction from Mom, leading to more throbbing which lead to more sucking. The constant attention to my dick was becoming somewhat of a distraction, I was getting close to an orgasm but the talents Mom was showing off were far too good to pass up quickly.
By now, she had taken no issue with fitting all but the last two inches down her throat, and seemed to be looking to me for some encouragement. Her eyes glanced up at mine as she pulled her lips back, running them over every vein, bulged out from the enormous rush of blood, until just the head remained in her clutches.
With a wink, she tediously sunk her head down to accept more and more cock meat into her gullet, choking once I passed her larynx and sputtering out several globs of saliva. The strands of spit dripped down to her tits, bouncing together like two overfilled water balloons with every instance of throating.
Still, Mom was laser focused on my dick. The spit wasn't even phasing her, and I could actually feel her collecting a pool of it in her mouth for my dick to be smothered in when I pushed between her pink, pouty lips again. I embedded my dick as deep as I could without actually forcing Mom's head down, and the depth was enough that I could faintly feel the distension in her throat when I ran my fingers along the outer surface.
It tickled my cock a little bit, and made me wonder how rough I should be with my Mother, since she could obviously handle having her throat being stuffed to the point that my dick formed a noticeable, round bulge in her neck. She pushed my hand away and replaced it with own, massaging my dick from the outside with far more force then I used, not bothering to hide how violently she was gagging.
I felt her fingers so clearly that I wondered how she was holding up with so much distress on her throat, but her gaze did not change. Mom gave the occasional wince when a spit bubble would gurgle up from her tummy and force its way around my cock, basting it from the inside out with her own brand of sticky lube, but otherwise was committed to showing off her exceptional talent.
Mom pulled off and took her first deep breath of air in a few minutes, cupping her hand under her chin and spilling three to four tablespoons of gooey, translucent saliva into her palm. I couldn't tell how much was water, but it was all slimy and wonderful, so I didn't entirely care.
My balls didn't even see the move coming; her hand wrapped around them and nuzzled them in a perfect little home of thick, encompassing goo. It was better than a handful of lube because it was so warm, and spread much easier over the entire surface of my balls.
Both of the swollen eggs were tightly pulled to my body, but Mom didn't have any trouble sliding her fingers over them with expert precision. She stretched her middle digit back behind me, but stopped between my asshole and my balls to tickle the muscle that ran between them, pushing on it while she treated my cock head to another slobbery, messy kiss.
I was jealous that my Father had received this treatment from her for so many years, yet never stopped to show her the affection she deserved. As if reading my mind were second nature, Mom eased my dick from the clutches of her throat with a small gagging sound, dragging it through so much suction it sounded almost like a balloon popped when I was pulled from her mouth.
"You know, I never behave this way around your Father." She said curiously, mesmerizingly fixated on the throbbing meat in her hands. "I haven't blown him in years, and even when I did I was never this..."



"Slutty?" I perked up.
"I suppose so, yes." Mom rolled her eyes and gave the very tip of my dick a smooch, flicking her tongue against my urethra before gently nursing on the entire head. "Though I'm not sure you're supposed to use that word for your own Mother, sluts are only after sex and that's not what this is."
"You're right, sorry Mom."
"Now, if you were to call me your Mommy-slut, I might not be so discouraging." Every word was bringing me closer to a quickly approaching orgasm. I knew my little Mommy-slut could tell; she increased the speed her hand was working on me, twisting up and down the engorged cock head pulsating between her nimble fingers, and continued her dirty talk.
"What makes Mommy-sluts different from regular whores is that they only fuck one man, and they don't do it because they love sex, they do it because they love him." I kept quiet and let her build to her point. "This might sound a bit crazy, but I think you've brought something to light your Mother had buried since college."
"What's that, Mom?" My heart was seconds from exploding in my chest.
"You awakened a curiosity, Sean. I never wondered what life would be like with another man, your Father has always provided for us so I let the low sex drive slide for years now."
"What changed?"
"When I saw that photo in your wallet, I realized I could have these new curiosities settled without having to leave my marriage. I still love your Dad, but I love you in a way he'll never understand, we've always been that way."
"So, you want me to fuck you then? Right now?" Excitement rose in my voice.
"No, not right now." Mom's cheeks turned a remarkable red hue. "But, you know, I haven't thought about it but...maybe. For some reason I wanted to do this, even though it was never a thing for Donald and I. For some reason, I want to try all these things with you, I want to make you feel good. And if that makes me feel good too, that's all the better. I don't even think I have to ask you but, would you, ya know, want to?"
"Want to...what?"
"To...fuck, your Mother. Would that be something you-."
"Yes! Please!" I blurted out excitedly, reeking of absolute dork.
Mom laughed it off, putting on her most adorable set of eyelashes and batting them seductively. "I'm sure you'd love to get inside this moist, buttery Mommy muffin wouldn't you, stud? Would that make you feel good?"
"You're actually already doing a great job of the part where you make me feel, well, incredible actually." I could feel the semen boiling in my balls like I was being hit in the stomach. It was all encompassing and I knew I only had precious seconds to give warning. "Fuck, oh my God, Mom I'm about to-."
"Cum. For your Mommy-slut, I know baby, I can feel you pulsing, and your balls are all tightened up. Now, this next part I haven't done in a while, but I used to be pretty good at it." Before I had a chance to ask her to clarify, Mom was already showing me firsthand what a blowjob queen she was, and how fiercely determined she was to swallow me.
The searing warmth churning in my spine exploded to a surge of lightning vibrating through my muscles, turning me putty held up only by the sheer will to experience my Mother gulping my seed.
She pinched her hand at the base of my dick just as I felt the freight train orgasm hit me, wrapping her mouth around the plump, shiny knob. I expected to start spouting off immediately, but Mom keenly held the thickest initial burst in with her tight grip, slurping her bumpy tongue along the bottom of my rigid cock to elicit another powerful muscle spasm. With all that stockpiled cream itching to be released, all Mom had to do was let go and she would get a face full of pearly white goop dripping from her baby blue eyes down to the pinks of her fat, luscious lips.
Before my inexperienced mind could figure out what was really going on in Mom's head, she showed me what only years of expertly practiced blowjobs can teach you.
Rather than pull away from me, Mom thrust herself forward and gobbled my dick to the root and jutted out her chin so she was pressed right up against my body. The buildup of cum she was waiting for came rushing out like a fire hose, dumping rope after rope of sticky semen down her throat. Since she couldn't breathe, she couldn't actually get herself to swallow. Mom's mouth wasn't emptying and it began to collect the semen that wasn't being forcibly injected directly into her stomach, steadily increasing the size she would have to ingest when she finally swallowed the bulk of my cream.
From where my bulbous cock head was situated, I could feel her throat muscles flex and expand when she moved back to create enough room to gulp down the pool of her Son's hot, frothy cum sloshing around in her cheeks. A distressed gurgle escaped Mom's throat, expelling a large gob of cum onto my balls which she promptly gathered with her palm, smoothing it around my quivering testicles with a careful caress.
With an intensity I'd only seen in movies, my Mom pulled back and, for lack of a better term, convulsed. I must've hit something at the back of her throat because she seized up and pulled back, cheeks expanding as she fought to keep my cum from exploding out of her mouth. Mom opened her mouth and struggled to let out what air she could in a sickening, deep gurgle that sent spit and cum all over my balls. Without missing a beat she gathered up what she spat out and pushed it between her legs, spreading the sticky mixture over her undoubtedly soaking wet slit.
Tears were streaming from her eyes, but she didn't relent even after depositing what was easily the most impressive load I'd ever shot, into her stomach with a hearty gulp, chugging the salty baby butter until she had cleared her mouth of the sticky syrup. Stars were popping up in my vision, but I could still make out the form of my Mother bobbing her head back and forth on my dick, using the spongy back of her throat to aggressively draw out more cum. Even though the majority had been let out, I still had enough saved up to squeeze out a few juicy gobs right onto her waiting tongue. With her famously tight grip, Mom pulled upwards from the bottom of my dick and extracted one last spurt of goo right onto her tongue, savouring the sweet nectar and rolling it around her tonsils.
I waited for her to swallow, but she was reluctant. I watched breathlessly as my cum swam around her mouth, pushed to and fro and coating the bright pink surface in a white, gummy mess of bubbly froth. Most of it spilled to the back of her throat and she suppressed a choke, allowing me to watch as she let it tediously drip down the back of her throat to the rest already pooling in her belly.
Mom gargled and more bubbles popped up in the copious mixture of sperm and saliva poised to overflow her mouth if she wasn't careful. The bubbles popped one by one as she rotated her tongue, breaking them back down into a gluey, sticky concoction that resembled a thick syrup. Once it was all settled, she closed her mouth and squinted her eyes really tight, scrunching up her nose as she greedily swallowed her reward. Finally able to breathe, she gave an exasperated sigh and let oxygen fill her lungs once again.
Mom was quiet for a moment, holding one shaking hand over her tummy and giving it mindless little rubs back and forth, eyes distantly staring into the shower wall like it were a rich painting. Her body jumped a bit and a small burp escaped, prompting an enormous blush and a quick apology. With a tummy full of what should have been her future grandchildren, Mom had a satisfied glow that stayed with her while she continued to nurse on my exhausted cock, smiling giddily whenever I would make it twitch a little in response to her kisses or licks.
Truth be told, with everything rushing through my head, the only thing I really wanted to know was what was going on in hers...



        Mother of Love Ch. 02

        Sophie enters exciting new territory with her Son.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mother-of-love-ch-02

Title: Mother of Love Ch. 02

Author: ChloeKendall

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Sophie enters exciting new territory with her Son.

Tags: cum, mom, wife, mother, mother son, incest, mom son, mommy

Series: Mother of Love


Sean let out a breathy sigh and steadied his back against the wall; cold tiles providing sanctuary from the aggressive downbeat of ten thousand warm raindrops. Coupled with the post-orgasmic sight of witnessing me, his loving mother, on her knees, choking back gurgles and swallowing his cum with genuine enthusiasm, I could see why my Son was having a hard time standing up.
"Mom, where the hell did you learn to do that?" He asked, wiping his eyes to convince himself he wasn't in some sort of hyper realistic dream. "No girls at school-."
"Have even half the experience that I do, so none of them will ever be able to make you come like that." I stayed down on the floor for a minute longer, gently nursing on Sean and running my fingertips over his freshly emptied balls.
An odd sense of surreality came over me; his balls, so wonderfully plump like two large, smooth eggs, weren't just empty. They had drained their entire contents into my stomach, like an injection of warm, gooey medicine, but continued to seize up as if desperate to squeeze out one last drop. Somehow, "empty" seemed like an understatement.
I had stopped swallowing for Donald years ago, and I didn't miss it for a second. What fascinated me was how devoted I was to getting Sean hard so he could feed me again, with an urgency I hadn't felt in ages.
I wasn't sure why I felt so compelled to deliver a knee buckling orgasm to my Son, but the sounds he made had encouraged me like a carrot to a horse. I gave him everything I had to give, in a way I never had with my husband, with more devotion than I thought I could muster.
"What did I do to deserve that? You are fucking amazing, Mom. You should teach the girls at school a thing or two." The nervous excitement of my babyboy's voice was bringing up all sorts of motherly emotions in my womb.
I squinted my eyelashes together, pushing the water drops from my eyes. "You know what, I was just about to ask the same thing about this python." My hand gripped his semi-rigid shaft halfway up, letting my finger tips slowly run over its surface until I twisted my palm around the head, polishing the water off the bulging, glistening helmet. "Momma hasn't tasted a cock like this in a long, long time." I not-so-subtly gestured to my throat. "You have no idea how long I've been wanting someone to scratch that itch."
I stood up next to my grow-up son, letting the warmth of his embrace shield me from the water. "I love you, Sean." I whispered into his neck, placing a tiny kiss on his collarbone. I closed my eyes and let my mind float in the gelatin thick lust saturating the air.
My hands mindlessly wandered up and down the impressive length of Sean's dick, coaxing it back from the brink of softness with a few well-trained strokes & tickles. Donald never got hard again this soon after an orgasm, but truth be told I had never had such a desire to make him so.
I knew taking Sean in my throat again would likely mean a trip to the hospital for a punctured trachea, and there was no way I was letting him really fuck me without some serious soul searching to determine if I was still a good mother or not.
With that, I knew I had to call Caitlin and pump her full of details just like how my Son had done to me with cum.
--+++++
Sean was still in the shower when I left the bathroom, clad in only a simple towel that didn't quite covered the bottom of my mound. I had to admit, showering with Sean had given me a thorough soaking, worthy of investigation once I was alone.
My leg muscles were so unbearably shaky as they carried me back to my room, I felt I could crash at any minute. It was like coming home from a party late at night when I was in high school; stumbling through the halls like a drunk, using the walls as a sturdy brace to keep me upright, walking at a snail's pace so I didn't feel an oversized load of semen sloshing around in my guts.
It was unusual for the sloshing in question to belong to my Son, but I relished the nostalgia all the same. Every step I took nearly reduced me to a whimper, finding myself helplessly to the incredible feeling of Sean's cum bubbling around inside my belly.
The longer I went feeling the weight in my gut, growing accustomed to being full, the more my critical thinking returned. I left me wondering how, and why, I had just sucked my son off in the shower.
Because he had cut the lawn, right? That's how most mother's reward their sons isn't it? The more I thought about it, the more I agreed that if it wasn't, it definitely should be, since our shower was exponentially more fun than paying him an allowance. The worry and guilt was beginning to dissolve, leaving me with nothing but the unrivaled thill of having Sean's gooey deposit costing the walls of my stomach, splashing around with every step.
I caressed my belly with both hands, like I used to when I was carrying Sean as a baby, and rested my back against the wall. My eyes closed and a smile slowly spread across my face. Maybe it'd been hard to admit at first, but now I was completely committed to how blowing my son made me feel, and I wanted to chase that feeling.
I loved my son, he loved me, and we both clearly liked seeing how far I could take him into my throat. Nobody was getting hurt, so why should we stop? How could we, considering I was just rediscovering how much fun my mouth could be? "Maybe next time he'll be the one using his tongue on me." I sighed hopefully, patting my pussy mound and slipping my middle finger through the moist, glistening folds of my vagina.
My eyelids fluttered and I let out a soft purr. I didn't want to stop playing with myself, but Lucy would be awake soon and if she saw me having "time to myself" she would go ballistic, with good reason. I knew Sean didn't need any more stimulation, and if he walked out to that sight I was sure he would take it as an invitation.
Quickly, and with my fingers still dripping with beads of honey, I dashed into my bedroom and locked the door behind me. Dressing myself seemed half important, so I only threw on a small pair of baby blue boy shorts. They didn't do much to cover my bum, but seeing as I was alone, classiness was no longer my top priority.
I flopped down on the bed and groaned into my pillow, reaching for my phone on the bedside table. My fingers flew like lightning plugging in Caitlin's number, forcing me to repeat it couple times to compensate for my shaking hands. A few deep breaths settled me enough to punch the it in properly, but my heart continued racing through the four long, drawn out rings coming from the other end.
Caitlin picked up in the middle of me criticising her for taking so long to answer, thankfully after I'd already gotten the cursing out of my system. My sister answered with an elegant tone I only heard from her when she knew people were watching. "Caitlin Ried speaking, how may I help-."
"Cut the shit, Cait, its me." I didn't mean to interrupt her so sharply, but I didn't have time for her pleasantries. "Where are you right now?"
"At home, why?" Caitlin arched an eyebrow, though she knew Sophie couldn't see it.
She could probably tell based on my behaviour that something was up, and she knew I wanted to vent about that something. The more anxious I was to share, the juicier the gossip, so my sister knew she would barely have to prompt me to spill the beans. "Come on little girl, let me hear it." Years of practice had taught Caitlin that, as her baby sister four years her junior, I was a routine proprietor of the art of "kiss and tell". There wasn't anything yet to hint at an aura of sexuality to my words, but that didn't stop Caitlin from making assumptions.
"Who was it, Soff?" She teased me with pet names, pushing my patience to the point of bursting before I was allowed to relay my story. Her jokes didn't stop even when I gripped the phone with iron fingers, trying to crush the tiny machine in my palm like a stress ball. "Usher at a movie theater? Maybe a mechanic? Ohohoh no wait, was it a bouncer again?"
The cheery pitch behind my tone took a violently sharp turn, and I snapped at my sister like a disgruntled alligator. "A big, generous fuck you to you too, Cait."
"Oh, come now, love." Caitlin cooed. "We both know how hard it is for you to say no to a cock, isn't this what always happens?"
I knew Caitlin was referring to my old sexual escapades, wherein I was a young, horny teenager willing to stuff anything in my vagina if it led to an impending orgasm. "I've never cheated on Donald." I exclaimed proudly, which would have been completely true, save for the last hour or so. I felt the need to defend myself even though I knew she was right.
"i know sweetheart, I know. So, you met a new man. Start from there." Caitlin excitedly urged me to keep going, brushing off the impending judgement I saw coming my way.
"Well, not exactly." I groaned, resisting the urge to wimp out and disconnect the call immediately. I took a breath of new confidence and tried to keep subtlety in my corner. "Cait, you'd do anything for your girls, right?"
"Of course I would, Sarah and Jess mean the world to me. But I don't see what-."
"Bear with me, just for one minute, please." I was practically begging my sister to hear me out, desperate to vent everything I could about how the past 2 hours had gone. "I don't really know where to start, but I guess the ball started rolling when Sean came home today."
"Oh my goodness, my Bunny is home!" Caitlin squealed like she'd just won a free vacation, remembering all at once how much she missed her nephew. "I haven't seen him in ages, I miss my pudgy little bun-bun."
"You know he's shed the baby weight, Caitlin, he looks better than ever. You can't keep using a nickname you gave him when he was-."
"A chubby bunny?" She interrupted with a giggle.
"Yes! To be fair, the only word he knew was 'bunny'." I found it hard to not leap to Sean's defence, but it was encouraging to know none of it was made up. Sean had shaped himself into a man whom I was losing the ability to keep off my mind.
"Wow, somebody has a little mommy crush, huh?" Caitlin teased me, making kissy noises into the phone. "Well, I don't care, he's always gonna be Bunny to me. What does Sean think of this new boytoy you've found?"
"Uh, he's okay with it I guess. It's a bit strange for both of us, to be honest, but he doesn't seem to mind." My heart was thumping in a quick rhythm, the bass echoing around my chest with powerful reverberation.
"Makes sense, he's a mature boy. He knows you and Donald have been unhappy for a while, and he's always been a momma's boy so I don't doubt he would keep your secret." Caitlin said mischievously. "So, he and the new guy have met? Does he know you're fucking him?"
"No, I mean yes sort of, but no, no not really. We haven't, uh, had sex yet." I gave my head a vigorous shake, trying to work up the courage to be direct. "Do you remember a couple years ago, at the Alister's Christmas party, we were drinking on the couch, probably the last couple of people awake?"
"I remember that, we talked for like 2 hours. God, I remember it so vividly but it's like I wasn't even there, mentally, ya know?"
"Sort of, yeah." I was growing more anxious with every passing second, biting my tongue to hold from rushing the explanation. "Anyway, I remember you said something about us that I still, admittedly, think about every so often."
Caitlin gave me a soft chuckle. "I can't promise I'll remember it, I was reasonably drunk. Paraphrase it for me?"
"Sure." I exhaled deeply through my nose, silently praying this would play out the way it was in my head. "It had to do with you and I, how we were slightly too...explorative, for sisters. Do you remember that?" Hope rang true in my voice.
Whether she did or not, I got the feeling she was playing me. "Not quite, what else did I say?"
"Well, I mean, do you remember how we used to...God, how do I explain this? We were very self-educating in the realm of our bodies."
"You mean when I came back from university the first time?" Caitlin was past chuckles now, launching into a fully formed laugh. "Soff, sweetheart, I still remember exactly what your pussy tastes like. And more importantly, I remember how incredibly talented you are with those hands, wow."
"Oh, great, so you remember us having sex." I felt my body decompress for a short second, a brief reprise for my overstressed psyche before the realization that I'd used the word 'sex' tensed me back up again.
"I don't know if I'd call it sex, we were still technically virgins when we met our college boyfriends. At least, I was." Semantics, some would say. But I didn't see it that way. Fooling around with Cait was just between us, no matter what I did with her it didn't do anything to prepare me for the first time I saw a penis in person.
"I'm sure if we'd asked them for a foursome they would've said yes. Guys seem to have a permanent hard-on for the whole 'fuck me and my sister' angle, so the convincing would have been minimal." Caitlin said. 'I doubt I would've had to convince you that much either, you little whore."
"Fucks sake, Cait!" I yelled, cupping a hand over my mouth to stifle the shock. I had clearly forgotten how crass my Sister could be, and how even after all these years I had a hard time deciphering if she was being genuine.
"Oh relax, you spaz, I'm half kidding."
It might have been my imagination, but I picked up on a hint of nostalgia in her voice that had me thinking all sorts of devious thoughts. Caitlin and I hadn't been..."together", in over twenty years, but now the vault of memories had swung open and they came tumbling out.
"I kind of miss our exploring." I pouted, curling a strand of hair around my middle finger.
"I don't know how much professional exploring is usually done with mouths and fingers, but we got the job done."
"Did we fucking ever!" The two of us cackled like we were in middle school late at night at a sleepover again, gossiping about boys we imagined were gossiping about us. A brief silence led me to prompt my next question. "And it wasn't...weird, was it?"
Caitlin lapsed for a second before filling in the gap. "It was just between the two of us, so if it wasn't weird for us two then who gives a damn what other people would've thought? They don't know us, that part of us, and they don't need to. It didn't change who we are, if anything it just brought us closer."
I found strange, familiar comfort in my sister's words. Despite her being a mere handful of years older than me, she had always been known to speak far beyond her years.
"You're right, Cait. Thank you, I needed to hear that." Sometimes going so long in between phone calls to Caitlin gave me the sense that she wanted to be distant, but I was happy to find myself mistaken at her overwhelming support. Leaning on the momentum of her charitable positivity, I chose to push the envelope a little further. "Have you ever thought about doing it again?"
It didn't even take a full second for my sister to respond, and she dropped the three words she knew would send goosebumps through my entire body. "All the time." I couldn't help it, I groaned a little, and she heard. "You like that, huh Soff?"
"God, yes I do. I haven't even touched a woman since-."
"Since you had both hands gripping to the roots of my hair when I tongue fucked you at Shephard's Bay twenty five years ago? Even then it'd been ages since we were intimate, and yes I'm using the word even though I know you hate it."
"I'll let it slide." I whimpered. "I mean, don't get me wrong, if Donald wasn't around so often I probably would have already started pleading for you to come over."
"Tsk tsk tsk," Caitlin scolded with a bubbly tone. "Once a slut, always a slut, so it seems."
"Careful who you're calling names; I know exactly how to work that ass so that you'll be calling me whatever the fuck I want." I snapped, dropping the innocent tone and feeling a rush of warmth surface from the pit of my stomach as I recalled one of Caitlin's favourite fetishes.
"I guess sisters just have that bond between them."
My eyebrow arched. "What bond would that be?"
"I dunno, same parents, same genes, similar bodies, I spend enough time practicing on myself it doesn't surprise me that I can flip your switches, too."
"Ease off the horn; its inflating your ego like a cheap balloon." My eyes swam circles. "I see where you're coming from, though. It's hard to get past the taboo, but he doesn't seem to mind."
Silence. Pin-drop, gut-wrenching dead silence let me know I'd accidentally shown way, way too much of my hand. I resisted the urge to fill the silence by backpedalling into an incessant ramble, and waited to see how my Sister would react.
Thankfully, it didn't take more than a handful of painfully slow seconds before she clued in. "Wait a minute...'he'? Are you talking about your new boyfriend? Why would that be taboo, Soff?" Caitlin seemed calmly alarmed, prodding the subject further but apprehensive to learn too much about it. "I mean, cheating is taboo, sure, but not the way incest is."
My throat tightened at the mention of the word incest; the stigma of my new favorite thing was wired into me biologically and I couldn't help but recoil at hearing it phrased that way. Knowing what I was hoping to accomplish with this call, her interest served as a green flag to let me know I was picking my words well. "Just hear me out, and save your judgement for someone who'll listen to it."
"Relax! For crying out loud I haven't even judged you yet, what's gotten you so wound up?"
I swallowed a lump the size of a baseball and found my voice buried beneath the rubble of my wavering confidence. "Okay, so, you know how Sean got home today?"
"You mean like you mentioned a whole 2 minutes ago? Now you're just repeating our conversation back to me, I thought you called with juicy gossip?" She was starting to grow impatient, I could hear the pout forming through the receiver.
I had two options laid out in front of me. One: bail and tell her some bullshit story that even I knew she would only pretend to believe to end the call.
Or option two; The "risk alienating your only sister because she thinks you're slutting up for your only son" kind of option.
Swallowing my fear, I chose the latter.
The air hung heavy with a peculiar sense of silence that left me less sure of myself than I was when I first called her. I picked my words carefully, not leaving myself any breathing room to ensure Caitlin didn't interrupt me. Relaying the story back gave me a somewhat villainous vibe, so I started throwing in some extra details to lessen the judgement against my character.
When I came to the part about my son shoving his dong halfway down my trachea, I heard her take a dramatic breath. She said nothing, weighing the outcome of every line of dialogue hoping there was one that didn't go along the lines of:
"You let Sean...throat fuck you? Fuck's sake, Soff, I'm all for being adventurous but you just made me blowing that guy on the ferris wheel look like a marital consummation." She was shouting, but not angrily. There was almost a sliver of relief, like she had been expecting worse, but the overwhelming aura of desperate intrigue was what shone through in her voice. "I mean, that's probably the last thing I ever expected of you, I knew you two were close but...doesn't this count as cheating on Donald?"
"It's not like that, not at all." I stated firmly, stomping my foot but gaining nothing from it. "I love Donald, and I love Sean. I just love them in very different ways."



"Uh huh, so now Sean is gonna be the one bedding you like Egyptian cotton? Wonder if he's up to the task."
"Oh fuck, Caitlin, if you had any idea how eager this kid is you wouldn't be wondering."
"You're making me jealous, share with your sister!" Caitlin pleaded, balling up her fists and slamming them on her bed in frustration. I knew she wanted a picture, that part didn't surprise me. What surprised me was how quickly she took to the idea of Sean and me being this close.
I reasoned that our past together, dabbling in incestuous games and exploring each other past what most sisters would, gave her an edge that cut the judgement many people would have shown me.
Still, her enthusiasm was surprising and I felt urged to make sure it wasn't being played. "You seem a bit too excited, Cait. This wouldn't happen to be something you've already been thinking about, would it?"
"And by this you mean..." She tried to play coy.
"I mean my son, and his dick, and the fact that I can practically hear your mouth watering over the phone." Metaphorically, of course. But she didn't know that.
"Fine, you're right."
I waited.
"You're right about...yes, okay Sean is good looking but I've never thought of him like that I mean, he's my nephew." Caitlin was trying to ground herself, retreating back into what she knew as safety instead of branching out. "I just think we'd be lying if we didn't say he was growing up into quite a hottie."
"But he's my son, and that didn't stop either of us. You're curious, aren't you?" I was only half aware of it, but my index finger was now slowly circling my areola, teasing it to forming a firm, pink nub I could easily pinch between my fingers. As I seemed myself I felt the ribbons tying me to civility begin to loosen. "If he can gag his mother on his cock, surely he would be happy to choke his big-titted aunt as well."
"Would that be...okay? I'm a curious girl, we already knew that. But this might be too much for me." Her final sentence trailed off and I could tell she was thinking deeply. "Hey! I thought we had a long-standing deal that you would send me any dick pics you had of guys you'd slept with. When did that stop?"
"About 25 years ago, when Donald formally requested I stop blowing strange, well hung men and marry him instead." I blew hair out of my face, stifling the pang of guilt I felt at disparaging my husband in such a cavalier way.
She was right, though. For years, anytime I had met someone worth taking to bed, I made sure to forward all of their dick pics to my sister for approval. Not that I had actually let her judge my relationships on penis related qualities, but it was a fun little game.
"I haven't had sex with him yet, you goof. I can't just blatantly ask him for a pic of his dong."
Caitlin scoffed. "Yet, huh? Got a plan in the works, do ya, Sophie?" Shit, she caught me. I tried to misdirect her with a topic change.
"It sounds to me like you're desperate for a picture of Sean's dick, is that true? I think I have one from when he was a baby lying around, he used to love running around naked when he was a little guy." I rustled the sheets around, trying to make it sound like I was looking for something in my dresser drawers.
"NO!" She took the bait. "You know I want a recent one! Nobody cares about baby snakes, I want a python I can fucking gag on." This time it was laughter I had to stifle; after going this long without talking about sex with her, I'd forgotten how blunt our dirty talk was. It made sense, we taught each other everything we know.
"If that's what you want, then you picked the right nephew. I couldn't even stop my eyes from watering when he had his balls against my chin." I closed my eyes blissfully, rubbing my stomach and imagining Sean's semen swimming around my insides.
As for a picture, my mind continued to swim with possibilities; Sean had a great one of me, maybe I should get one of him to show to Cait. Better yet, maybe I wouldn't have to rely on just a picture to show her what Sean was packing. Theorizing that my sister was at least twice as horny as I was, and without a son for her to take it out on, I pitched an idea I knew would go over well. Caitlin listened with a patient ear, gasping and giving "ooooh, aaaah" at all the right places, until she culminated with an ear shattering; "FUCK YES!"
I held the receiver away from my ear and rolled my eyes, waiting for the fangirling on the other end to die down.
"You'd be comfortable with that?" I already knew the answer.
"I'll find the girls a sitter as soon as I can. I can probably be over tonight?" She sounded suggestive but I could tell there was a desperate plea behind her words.
Sadly, I had to turn her down. Tonight wasn't right for us to swarm Sean with Mommy-love, as per my plan. Instead, I convinced Caitlin to give the night to Sean and I, whatever I thought that meant.
"I hope you know what you're doing, Soff. Your kid has huge feet, so I can only imagine the damage he's gonna do on you if he gets in there." My sister warned me lovingly.
I chuckled at her use of the word "if", like there was any chance I'd even bother inviting Caitlin over without the promise of getting her off.
"It's getting really late, I should call it a night. I'm here if you wanna call again, I love you."
"I love you too, Cait. I'll call you tomorrow and tell you how it goes tonight, okay?" She agreed and we hung up, severing contact until our rendezvous tomorrow.
Though it was difficult, I convinced her to wait until tomorrow by promising one, very particular, condition. Much to my dismay, and Caitlin's outburst of joy, I was cornered into promising Caitlin she and my son could do the one thing I wouldn't even let Donald do.
Synapse cannons fired off in my brain, letting the stomach-churning reality set in all at once. I was going to let my Son in my ass, and I didnt know whether I was trembling from nerves, or unexplainable excitement.
But I was ready as hell to find out.
****
My bare feet stuck to the chestnut brown hardwood floors as I silently crept downstairs, adding little suction sounds to my small steps as I descended to the living room.
After my eventful phone call with Caitlin, I hadn't the capacity to put on anything more than a long sleeved shirt over top of my shorts. I never thought twice about how I dressed around my kids, so going without a bra wasn't uncouth. It felt different now, knowing there would be prying eyes watching me prance around half-dressed.
Sean and Lucy were taking up opposite ends of the couch, both facing the TV, leaving the middle cushion open. My theory was that they did this so when they started fighting, their insults had time to gather momentum before slapping the other person across the face. That, and a safe distance to avoid hard-flung fists.
I entered the room in the middle of Lucy giving her older brother a long, overly detailed explanation on why they weren't going to be watching anything on the Discovery Network, and why Sean should "kindly go fuck himself, thanks".
Her words, not mine.
If I hadn't broken them up, it would have escalated to a full blown slapfest in mere minutes.
"Lucy, your Brother got home today, at least wait the customary 24 hours before you start bugging him?"
Lucy flung the remote at Sean and hit him in the shoulder. "Momma's boy." She retreated into the safety of her phone screen, effectively sealing away from Sean and I.
"Damn right." Sean muttered under his breath, exchanging a knowing look with me. I gave him a little wink timed with a commanding clap to bring his Sister down to Earth. "You, with me, in the kitchen."
"What? What did I do?" She whined, flicking her phone off and casting her face in shadow.
"Nothing, yet." I folded my arms over my chest. "Which is why you're going to help me with dinner, for a change."
"Why the hell doesn't Sean have to help?" She complained.
"Because," I looked to the boy in question. "He's had a long drive back from university, which he chose to attend this year-."
"Mom, we've been over this."
"I'm not finished, Lucy." I forced my tone to grow angry, but I felt nothing of the sort. Thanks to my shower with Sean, I was feeling bubblier and happier than usual, but I couldn't tell her that. "He's been working all year, making his own meals and doing laundry by himself."
"What a fucking chore." Lucy was growing bored, I had to pull her back in before I lost her to her phone.
"Excuse me, young lady?" I let a menacing growl sneak into my voice that gave her goosebumps visible from the doorway. "He's my son, if I can take care of him, I will. Sean has been doing chores for me all day and as your mother, I'm telling you to help me. I'll find work for him, you know your Brother hates cooking."
A grumble of discontent was all Lucy fought back with, dragging herself off the couch and marching to the kitchen with heavy, grumpy footsteps.
A smile crept on to Sean's face; it seemed this commanding stance got a rise out of him. Good to know. Rather than follow hot on the heels of my grouchy daughter, I teased my Son a little bit, to feel the rush I felt on my knees in the shower, by offering him an ultimatum.
"Hey, hot stuff." I whispered, cocking my head to the side curiously. Caution told me to keep eyeing the door in case Lucy decided to make an unannounced reappearance.
"Hey, Mom." Sean said, greedily absorbing the image of my body's every inch, not bothering to concentrate on keeping his mouth from hanging open. "You look...really great."
Whether or not that was true, I appreciated the compliment. I hadn't done anything to doll myself up, so seeing such a bewildered reaction to my natural, low-effort self was something only Sean had ever shown me. "Thank you, sweetheart. I have an idea, if you're up for it."
"Always."
"You don't even know what it is yet, what if I do actually make you clean the gutters?"
Without missing a beat or shifting his gaze, Sean replied; "As long as I get to have you at the end of it, I would crawl through fire."
'Have me'. Is what he had said. Not have sex and with me, or fuck me, but he wanted all of me. I choked up a bit, flustered in a way that reminded me of trying to talk to cute boys in highschool so many years ago, before I discovered how to really "talk" with them.
I seductively slid my boy shorts down over the hump of my butt, turning to the side just enough to Sean could see the swell of his Mother's round, succulent bottom silhouetted against the dim light coming from around the corner in the kitchen.
"And what will I get from Mommy as a thank you?" Sean spoke softly, no anxiety peppering his words, with a boldness I wouldn't let go unrewarded. I felt the plague of goosebumps appearing on the back of my neck and welcomed their arrival.
"What do you want from her?" I purred softly, daring to drop my bunched up cotton shorts even lower, to keep his attention where I wanted it. Even when I spoke with the sexiest voice I could, Sean was transfixed on my ass, just how I wanted it.
His gaze was unwavering, and I had the sinking feeling that my Son was wordlessly telling me he had already picked his favourite part of my body, regardless of how talented I was with my mouth. To be fair, I was intentionally swaying my butt back and forth, and I had been doing squats lately, so the attention was warranted.
Sean hadn't responded to me yet, so I subtly prompted him. "See something you like?" I bit my lower lip, waiting for his approval of me like a schoolgirl looking for attention while giving a final little dip to pop out my lower half.
"I don't see anything I don't like, you're flawless, Mom." It didn't feel like Sean was trying to swoon me, he was stating an indisputable fact that even he was having trouble comprehending. "If I clean the gutters can I have...her?" His wording was awkward; I had never had my vagina referred to as a "her" before. Seeing as "she" tightened in response, pinching out a small droplet of honey from between her creamy lips, I don't think she minded one bit.
"We'll see how clean you get the gutters, okay? I don't wanna make enormous promises just to get a lazy job out of you." What was wrong with me? I was asking myself over and over again, but nothing could compensate for the guilt, or adrenaline rush, Sean gave me.
"Wow, Mom, I've never had a girl let me...back there." He exclaimed, making me wonder why I hadn't noticed it was my bum he was gawking at. I assumed he was eager to return to his first home, but perhaps he had other plans.
"Have you ever tried it?" Sean was riddled with curiosity, tightly wound like a Hitchcock thriller.
Technically, I had. But it wasn't something I had done with a man before. Caitlin had always had a wild fascination with my ass; she said it was so thick she couldn't help but leave handprints in my flesh.
It happened one night, after pestering me for an entire hour, I finally caved and allowed my sister to play with my ass. I swear to God she was less like a kid in a candy store, and more of a kid in charge of an entire candy factory; she was in absolute uninterrupted euphoria the entire time I let her (gently) prod and push her fingers into my inexperienced hole.
Once I was used to her fingers, she introduced me to the wonders of her mouth. To this day I can't even picture anal without first imagining her tongue buried between my ass cheeks, sloppily sucking at my puckered butthole.
We only did it a handful of times after that, each attempt becoming rougher, until I finally had to stop her to save myself from being ripped in half. I'd always been interested to try it again, with a real dick, but hadn't found an opportunity where I actually wanted someone, man or woman, to really give it to me in the one spot I felt so fragile.
My stomach churned with freshly hatched butterflies as it slowly became clear that the opportunity I was looking for might have presented himself to me. Regardless, I wasn't ready for that yet, and Caitlin would have a field day if she knew I'd caved to anal sex without her, so I pushed it to the recess of my mind. Still, I left a mental sticky note on the idea that read "revisit later; with Cait."
Rather than clue Sean in on my history with anal, I let him think I was a tad more pure than I really was. "Never, not even your Father. I never let him in her." For added effect I smacked my ass and turned just enough so the light bounced off my skin, juicy handfuls of meat rippling for his amusement.
My babyboy was staring in wonder, giving more praise to my teasing than I had ever received from something so slight. Considering he'd already seen me completely naked and knew what the back of my throat felt like, I didn't imagine something so tame would rile him up this quickly.
His reactions were never disingenuous, never faked for my benefit, he was genuinely and unequivocally obsessed with seeing me naked. Much to my surprise, I had nothing but similar feelings I was aching to return in the most devious of ways. Truth be told, I felt like a teenage slut the way I was craving attention from my Son, sexual or otherwise, I found myself attracted to simply being near him.
"You can have her one day." I grabbed onto one cheek and the doughy flesh oozed over my fingers, earning saucer-sized eyes from Sean. "But not yet, despite what my shower may have implied, we're gonna start taking it slower."
That wasn't entirely true, but I needed a way out in case everything got too...real, I suppose. "So before we do anything else, I'm gonna need those gutters cleaned." I winked playfully and stomped my foot, snapping him from his daze. "So, big guy, the gutters sound like a fair chore, or what?" He nodded and took off like a rocket, not bothering to hide the enormous bulge in his sweatpants.
In fact, and I'm sure he did this part on purpose, his cock brushed against me as he slid past me until the hall, slowing down so that I could feel the heat from his crotch radiating like a furnace near to my own heat source. We were only pressed together for a couple seconds, yet it took every ounce of restraint in my soul not to collapse into Sean's arms and pin us against the wall.
When he was out of the room, I finally had a chance to catch the breath I had found so fleeting amid our palpable tension. My heart was trying its hardest to burst from my chest and I didn't want the feeling, the rush, to stop. My pulse returned to normal, but my thoughts were still whirring a mile a minute. I had to pull myself down from the clouds, where my Son proudly dominated my concentration, in order to convince myself to start dinner.
I went through the motions on autopilot, coasting through the meal-prep without a single shred of brain power dedicated to actually cooking. At the height of my fantasizing I wouldn't even be able to tell you what I had chosen to make.
I didn't feel like myself, I felt young again. The last time I had experienced this infatuation was in high school with my first boyfriend, back when making out was considered a serious commitment. These thoughts were so different from my usual harmless sexual daydreaming, featuring whatever golden bodied, pinnacle of prowess was in the spotlight that week.
No, these were moments of bliss where I imagined nothing but my Son's arms around my body, his lips latched onto a nipple like when he was my baby, and his cock stuffing me to my heart's desire.
My heavy daze prevented me from hearing my name called, even after Sean shouted it for the fourth time or so. I turned and blinked like I had woken from sleep to see my boy standing in the kitchen doorway covered in sweat, nail beds full of dirt and gunk. "What happened to you?" I asked.
He shot me a look of concern. "Gutters, remember? You do remember telling me to do them, right?" His smile dropped. "Don't tell me I did this for nothing!"
I offered him a sympathetic smile, abandoning subtlety as I dove straight for his dick, grabbing it through his thin cotton shorts and giving the spongy head a small squeeze. "Baby, I'm kidding. It's about time they got cleaned out, I've been asking your Father for weeks."
As if on cue, I heard the door beep indicating Donald had opened the front door. All he had to do was round the corner and he would see Sean's meaty cock resting comfortably in my palm. And if he looked even closer, he would have seen me salivating.
Until now, the taboo carried little weight, since it was just between us. But hearing Donald return home had made it abundantly clear that it would only take a second, one single moment, to derail everything I had set in motion. I didn't want Donald to know anything, or rather, I didn't want him to even think there was something to know about that he didn't know about. All that realization set in and I leapt back from Sean, banging my head on the cabinet behind me with a sharp CRACK.
"Sophie, honey? You okay?" Donald droned from the front hall.
"I'm fine, but fuck that hurt." I rubbed the back of my skull while Sean rooted through the freezer for a cold-pack.
"Hey now, watch your language for crying out loud, our kid is home." Donald laughed jokingly as he waltzed into the kitchen, oblivious to the boner Sean had stealthily flipped up into his waistband. He dropped his coat and suitcase, leaning in to give me a light peck on the cheek and Sean a firm handshake.
"God dammit, I wish he was Sean." I caught myself thinking sour thoughts towards Donald, so for the sake of our family I put on a brave face and called Lucy to the kitchen for dinner.



We ate through dinner in mostly silence, save for the sound of Donald tapping away on his phone while he ate. It was set down on the table, so every touch set off a tiny vibration I could feel on the other side of the table. "Honey, do you have to do that now?" My faux smile was on full display.
"Dear, we've discussed this." He didn't grant me the courtesy of eye contact. "I have a company to help run, they need me there. So, if I'm going to be here, I also have to be there, okay?."
"I need you to be here, Donald." I said through gritted teeth. "Why don't you talk to your Son on his first night home in months?"
He rolled his eyes, hoping I wouldn't see it with his head tilted down as he begrudgingly pocketed his phone. "Okay, if that'll help get you out of this mood of yours." What an asshole. "So, Sean, what are you gonna do tomorrow with your first day back on the old block?"
Sean grumbled something about relaxing, giving his Father minimal attention. Ever the ignorant, Donald didn't notice his disinterest and kept talking about how they should go to lunch with some of his colleagues the next day, essentially inviting him to a stuffy business meeting. "Come on, it'll be good for you to make some new connections. It's all about networking, you know, Son?"
My temper reached a boiling point and I saw an opportunity to release some rage. When Donald finished, I turned to Sean again. "Actually, I think you have some chores to do tomorrow."
"Sophie, he has all summer to do chores, let me spend some time with him if that's what'll help you...settle down." He was trying to deliver his condescension gently, but I wasn't about to let that slide.
"He's staying home, and that's final. I missed my Son, I don't want you scampering off with him all day." I snarled, pushing my food around my plate to direct the conversation away from me. "Lucy, hon, what are you doing tomorrow?"
Always eager to win the affection of his daughter, Donald perked right up when she started telling "Daddy" about her upcoming day at the beach, followed by a house party that same night. She, along with Donald, would be gone all day. My nerves started buzzing at the realization, the same way they used to when my parents would leave me and my Sister in the house alone for the weekend.
I flashed my Son a smirk across the table and he caught it instantly, returning it with an unabashed wink. His foot brushed up against mine and I felt my heart flutter, reminding me of the thrill of trying to keep our secret. His toes continued to wander until they were mere inches away from by panties, testing the my warmth. I was sure Sean felt it, with the way a smile crept onto his face the longer his toes ventured.
I had to admit, I was growing fond of Sean's boldness. It seemed as though the more comfortable I made him, the less he saw me as a matronly figure, and as more of a woman. A woman who, against the laws of nature, was seriously considering having sex with her Son. Then again, wasn't this sort of the most natural thing in the world? Perhaps my brain was finding ways of reasoning to sooner get Sean between my legs, but the more I thought about it the more I began to unravel my guilt. I knew Sean wanted to do it, he'd probably even do me in the pantry if I told him I was ready to go now, but was I really ready?
The thought gave me a little chuckle, provoking interest from Donald. "Everything okay?" He hoovered down a spoonful of mashed potatoes, sans eye contact.
"Fine, sweetheart. Everything is just fine." Now it was my turn to avoid eye contact, though it was to deter my Husband from seeing how dramatically our Son could get me to blush through a burst of endorphins.
I spent the rest of the meal with my head down, pretending I had an appetite for anything other than Sean.
***
The clock on my bedside table brightly flashed 11:15 pm in bold, red lines. The only other light on was in the bathroom where Donald was completing his nightly ritual. I, on the other hand, was in bed going over the news he'd just dumped on me.
"I'm sorry, you have to do what?" I tried to keep my voice down, but hushed whispers couldn't contain my disdain.
"Keep it down, Soff." Donald urged, eyeing the door like one of our kids would come bursting through at any moment.
"Don't call me that, only Cait calls me that and you know that, so why do I have to keep telling you, Donald?" My voice grew louder as I spoke longer, until I was out of breath. "Explain to me why, after not seeing your son for 8 months, you would take this stupid vacation?"
"It isn't a vacation, that's what I'm trying to tell you." He pinched the bridge of his nose, sighing deeply. "It's for work, everyone from work is going."
"Who is everyone, exactly?" I folded my arms across my chest and arched an eyebrow as high as I could. "Is Amanda going?"
He said nothing for a moment, like he considered lying before realizing I wouldn't have made it easy to get away with. "Yes, okay yes Amanda is going, she works with me I can't make her stay home just because you're so-."
"I'm so what? So jealous, right?" I was trying not to sound shrill. "Well fuck me for being jealous, or distrusting, or crazy, or whatever you want to call me. But when my Husband kisses another woman I shouldn't have to find out about it through your work friends."
"I told you I was sorry. We were drunk, the office went out for cocktails and the two of us just...made a mistake." Finally, I was seeing shreds of shame.
"I've heard the story, thank you, it doesn't warrant repeating." Either way, I knew Donald would continue to defend his actions despite regretting them.
"She's in a relationship now, and this isn't a vacation it's just work focused. We'll be doing team building exercises and work shopping product development all day, it's all about investing in synergy and group cohesion. Hardly the place for romance."
He threw buzzwords at me to keep me distracted, so I played along. Truthfully, I didn't give a shit what he was doing. "Fine, forget I said anything. I could use some time to myself, go on your little retreat."
He groaned like a bear and slid into bed, placing himself as close to the edge of the bed as he could. "Thanks, sweetheart. I knew you'd understand."
I rolled over and shut my eyes as tight as I could. "Goodnight, Donald."
He stayed silent.
Minutes ticked by as I tried to get to sleep, but dreams eluded me with all their might. My brain was drugged up on full blown lust and sleeping beside my snoring husband was somehow not stifling that. I was an addict in need of a fix, and admitting that to myself stung a little bit.
I knew just down the hall from me was a dick waiting to be serviced, so I did what absolutely no sane mother would do. I got out of bed, and I got dressed for my Son. I was currently wearing a baggy sweatshirt and shorts for maximum comfort, but I wanted to look good.
No, scratch that. I wanted to look amazing, for him.
I slipped into a vibrant red babydoll that cut off a couple of inches above my knees, and was stunned to find it had never been worn before. There wasn't much in the way of support for my breasts, if I spun around too quickly they would crash against each other like rolling waves. I never realized how white the untanned portion of my breasts was, but seeing them witj my bronze tan lines, contrasted with the vibrant red lingerie, they really popped. There was something extremely eye catching about seeing three different colours bouncing around when I swayed my boobs back and forth.
I did a sharp turn to see how my skirt would keep up, but ended up exposing a fair bit of my bum to the crisp night air. I gave it a light smack, relishing the sound echoing around the bathroom, challenging me to do it harder. I brought down my palm with more force this time and watched in the mirror as my bottom absorbed the impact, sending out a little ripple like a pebble in a pond.
I had hit myself so hard enough that my other cheek quaked as well. The two mounds fed off each other's energy, wobbling back and forth even after I had poised myself to take another hit. This time I nearly squealed when my hand came down with a THWACK, startling me half as much as it stung. Despite that, I was mesmerized watching my bum taking the punishment and turning a luscious, rosy pink in the process.
I felt a tad silly admiring my own body in such a way, but for years I had felt like it was something I should be neutral about. I never cared very much about how I looked, my kids always came first when I was in my prime. After Donald and I stopped being intimate (sorry, I know, I hate that word too) I fell into a lull where being attractive seemed frivolous. Sean was finally pulling me from that void and giving me the confidence I had back in university, where I was a young, dumb, hot twenty something who had no trouble getting a man.
Staring at my reflection, I could finally see that girl coming back for the first time. I tried my hardest to imagine myself in Sean's shoes, what it would be like to see his Mother dressed up, just for him. I only prayed he wasn't asleep already; I was growing as impatient as I was horny and it was compounding by the minute.
I exited the bathroom with a deep breath, hoping to steady my nerves. Suddenly every creak and groan from the floor was an alarm bell alerting the warden to my daring escape. I crept along the creaky floorboards with feather-light feet, stepping in all the right spots where I knew there would be minimal noise. Down the hall, Sean's room was pitch black, but it would take more than that to discourage me.
I reached his door but couldn't bring myself to open it right away. I had peeked behind his door while my Son was sleeping many, many times throughout his life, as most Mothers will do. But tonight it was taking every modicum of will I had just to grip the handle.
It was serene, as if I wasn't really conscious. How could I be at my Son's door right now, preparing to open it dressed in an outfit that begged him to have sex with me, knowing I had watched my baby boy sleep in that bed so many times?
"Oh, Sophie, I hope you know what you're doing." I mumbled to myself as I opened the door, holding my breath to hear if Sean was awake or not. His breathing was low and constant, taking very deep breaths. I had a few seconds to prepare before I actually woke him up. His bed was big enough for both of us to fit side by side, and then some, so he didn't even stir when I climbed in beside him and tossed the covers over my half naked body.
He was still asleep, completely unaware of my presence. I stood over him for a moment watching his shallow breathing, wondering if he was dreaming of me as much as I day-dreamt of him today.
"Okay, Sean, time to show Mommy what you can do." I whispered, planting a kiss on his forehead.
His eyes snapped open and scanned the room to get his bearings before landing on my face with a confused look. "Mom?"
"Hey, sweetheart." I combed my fingertips against his scalp and gazed longingly into his dark pupils. "Is it okay if I sleep here tonight? Your Father stole all the blankets and I need someone to keep me warm."
"But it's summer?" He gawked without a clue.
"Stop poking me with logic." I wrinkled my nose. "Can you please shut up and hold me now?"
I nestled my body into Sean's arms, burying myself as deep into his chest as I could. His massive arms encompassed me and gave me a sense of peace, rubbing my shoulders and playfully toying with my blonde hair. He was taking deep breaths with his nose pressed to my skull, savouring the mango & coconut aroma wafting towards him. "You smell great, Mom." His husky voice carried an edge to it when he kissed the top of my head, a deep rumbling I could feel vibrating out from his chest.
"I taste great too." I winked with equal parts sexy and cheesy, kissing him without warning. He kissed back with as much effort as his groggy sleep state would allow.
"You're right, you do. What is that...cherry lip balm?" He asked, nibbling on my bottom lip and tugging on it softly. "Delicious."
"I think my other lips taste a whole lot better, do you wanna find out?"
I swung one leg over Sean and climbed on top of him. His hands rested on my thighs, just below the skirt of my babydoll. "You look incredible, Mom." His eyes were wide enough to speak for themselves. "Did you buy this...for me?"
Truthfully, I hadn't. But that doesn't mean I had to let the opportunity go to waste. "I knew how much you'd love your Mommy dressed in red. I'm sorry the underwear doesn't match."
"I think it'll be fine, Mom. What, uh, what colour are they?"
I played up the teasing and kissed my way up Sean's neck, nibbling on his earlobe. "They're a really nice creamy white, almost a sort of peach, I guess?" I whispered to him, wondering if he would get the hint without having to feel around.
His interest was clearly piqued. Sean's hands slid further up my thigh and bunched up the skirt, exposing my bottom to the air. He felt around for evidence of said underwear, but instead found only bare skin. "Mom, you aren't wearing panties." As if I didn't know that already.
"I know, honey. I wanted to bring out that adorable face you make when you're speechless." I smooched him again and was greeted by the aforementioned face. "There! That's the one!" My taunting was having an unexpectedly quick effect on Sean; I could already feel his boxers tenting up. Since that's all he was wearing, Sean didn't even have to be fully erect for me to feel his cock bump against my bare pussy.
The thin barrier of fabric separating us was tightly pulled around the head of Sean's dick, keeping it from entering me, but only just. I was firmly grinding my hips against my son, pushing my weight down to stop him from springing up and losing control. I worked myself into a groove, stirring up a noticeable warmth deep in my belly that grew more intense as I gained speed.
My hands traced over my son's naked body as I felt my way around his chest like I was reading braille. I couldn't stop myself or stay in one spot for too long, I liked letting my impatience get the best of me. Sean's chest was heaving steadily with his deep, concentrated breaths, encouraging my hands to explore the muscular body I was so proud of creating. I paused for a moment when I reached his heart, bewildered by how fast the thing was beating.
Keep in mind, this is the boy I hugged after he ran his first cross country event in high school, and I remembered feeling the powerful thumping of his heart against my chest when I embraced him at the finish line. But that was still nothing compared to the machine gun speed he was experiencing now, and I felt my motherly instincts kick in.
"You're nervous, huh baby?" I cooed softly into his ear.
"A little bit, yeah." He said sheepishly. "Is that weird?"
I kissed Sean's neck as reassuring as I could, letting my lips linger. "Not at all. I'm actually kind of nervous, too."
"Really?" For some reason, he didn't believe his Mother was a nervous wreck upon inciting cowgirl with her Son. If that wasn't enough to bring some anxiety to the surface, then feeling the pulse of his heartbeat through his cock definitely was.
I was prolonging the foreplay for as long as I could, afraid that once I let him inside of me, my Son would never see me the same way again. "You tell me; feel Mommy's heart." I grabbed him by the wrist and guided his palm over my breast, placing my hand over top of his and pressing down so he could feel the rapid fluttering for himself. "I haven't had sex with anybody except for your Father since I married him, and I hate to be the one to tell you, but you're somewhat larger than him."
"I am?" Sean didn't even bother trying to conceal his pride, practically blinding me with how bright he beamed.
"You are." I smiled gleefully, feeding off his burst of happiness. "I don't know where you got this thing from, maybe it was your Grandfather?"
With our lips still locked, I tried to take off my babydoll without breaking the rhythm. I had barely gotten it up over my bum when Sean stopped me and insisted; "Let me do it."
I relinquished control of the fabric and let him take hold. Surprisingly, he didn't immediately try to undress me. Instead, he let me smother his shorts in my juices and went to work playing with my ass. Neither of us dared to be the one to break our kiss so we remained connected at the waist and lips, twisting our tongues together and swapping spit like a couple of horny teenagers.
Feeling his hands against my bare bum startled me at first; heightened sensitivity due to my spanking earlier. Still, I knew that was only part of the answer. The real reason it felt so different was the sheer passion Sean was displaying, pouring over my body with interest in every detail.
He was anything but gentle, unconcerned that it was his own Mother he was roughly toying with. My cheeks gave no resistance when he dug his palms in and took a greedy handful. The meat of my pudgy bum oozed like putty between his fingers. He lifted up the skirt of the babydoll and spanked me, like I had earlier, conjuring a yelp that was thankfully muffled by our lip lock.
Closed eyes entrenched me in the moment, letting my kissing become sloppy and lazy so I could, in turn, allow my mind to focus on Sean's touch. For so long I had felt apprehensive about my bottom half; I could never get it toned down to the smaller size I wanted it and felt like it didn't fit the rest of my body.
Sean, on the other hand, had no such thoughts. He tucked his hands under the swell of my bum, where my legs ended and curved out to form two juicy bulges, and cupped the bottom of my ass with his thumbs. I was finding it hard to maintain my balance as my butt was jiggled, accompanied by small clapping sounds when he pushed my cheeks together.
Of course, he was making it do that on purpose, but it felt oddly enjoyable being massaged with such aggression so I took no issue. All the motion stopped, however, when I felt him place his fingers deep into the crease where my pussy had created a gooey mess of honey. He managed to get a grip and pulled my ass apart like he was readying himself to enter it, but instead he kept it held wide open so the chill of the air could tickle my butthole.
Once he was satisfied he had spread me enough, he rearranged his hand so his middle finger wasn't being used to stretch me. I wasn't expecting him to be such a confident adventurer but Sean was prepared to keep going until I said stop, which I sincerely didn't want to do. I was honestly so willing to give Sean anything he wanted that I didn't know if I would tell him no, even though anal had always been forbidden to all but my sister.
Feeling his finger lingering over my backdoor gave me a rush of memories, namely my recent promise to Caitlin. I wanted her to be there the first time Sean fucked me in the ass, essentially taking my anal virginity all over again. The couple of times Donald and I had tried were trainwrecks; it hurt too much the first time when he got past the head, so the second time he made sure I couldn't resist.
It hurt, a lot, and by the end he took to covering my face with a pillow so he couldn't hear me pleading for him to stop. We hadn't done it or talked about it since, so anal was somewhat of a black mark on our history. I knew the only way Sean would ever get inside my bum was if Caitlin was helping him, and I think he could sense my reservations; I couldn't stop myself from clenching up defensively as soon as he made contact.



"You don't like that, Mom?" His voice carried pebbles of disappointment, but was full of concern more than anything.
"I'm sorry, honey, it's not that I don't like it." It was pretty obvious to me at this point that if Sean wanted it, I would likely give it to him just so I could see him happy. Even though my brain was screaming NO, I didn't want that to be what came out of my mouth. "It's just...kind of hard to explain."
Thanks to me running my mouth, Sean now knew he was bigger than his Father, but he didn't know by how much. If I told him, it would make a lot more sense why I wasn't eager to take his monster cock in my ass, but I didn't want him to know that letting him back there would equate to the thickest thing I'd ever taken in there.
"How about today you make sure you know how to please your Mommy's pussy, and if you do a good job I might let you have a little fun back there...someday." I winked and pecked him on the nose, no point in spoiling the surprise for him. "But, first things first, we have to get these boxers off you."
"And we have to get this dress off you." His eyes lit up.
"You got a little distracted playing with Mommy's bum, huh?" Cue the immense blushing.
"Can you blame me?"
With his focus regained, Sean bunched up the bottom of my babydoll, slowly lifting the garment above my breasts, off my shoulders, and then onto the floor.
The way Sean stared at my breasts made me feel like I was on the receiving end of a teen movie cliché. He was wide eyed and slack jawed, looking like he was laying his eyes on his first pair of breasts. "Honey, you saw me naked in the shower, remember?"
"I know but...they're bigger from down here." He was probably right considering I was towering over him, boobs wobbling back and forth so my nipples dragged across his face. He was gawking up at his Mother's breasts like a baby bird waiting to be fed.
I bent over so my nipples were lined up with his mouth, making sure one of the pink caps ended up sealed between his lips. As soon as he had a hold of it, Sean started sucking on the rubbery surface, giving me a torrent of nostalgia I'd been longing for. My hands instinctively crept under the back of his head, supporting my Son while he hungrily nursed on my breasts. He had definitely gained better control of his tongue since we last did this, and was using it to gracefully manipulate the sensitive nub without being overbearing.
But then, just when I got comfortable I would feel his teeth lightly press into the milky white breast meat his face was drowning in, followed by a long, tender lick from his tongue. The slimy texture was foreign on my skin; I'd never felt something like this before.
Sure, I had kissed plenty of guys, but I had never had anybody actually drag their tongue across me like they were trying to taste me. That's the impression I got from Sean; I had never seen such unbridled lust before, except in movies where it always looks forced, but my Son didn't look like that. He was experiencing absolute joy, now that I had given him an opportunity to be friendly with my breasts.
The shower was nice, but I wanted to make it about him. Now it seemed he was more than willing to repay the favour, and I was happy to let him. Rather than take the lazy route I decided to make good use of my hands, arching my back so there was enough space between us to shimmy his boxers down, but only to his knees.
"I can't reach down any further if you don't let go of my boob." I got no reaction. I'd have to pull him out of his daze if I wanted any communication. "Okay, if you just wanna play with my chest that's fine, but I guess that means I got this wet for nothing." Cue an instant reaction in the form of my nipple being released from his mouth with a small pop!
"I didn't know I was doing so well." Liar.
"Oh, sweetheart, you are." I innocently batted my eyelashes and placed Sean's hand in mine. "Do you want to feel how wet your Mommy-slut is?"
He nodded, dumbfounded.
"Then you have to let her take your pants off." I was still tugging at his boxers to no avail, unable to reach back far enough to remove them.
"Not yet." He was still side-tracked with my breasts. "Your tits are too good to pass up, Mom."
I flicked Sean's ear and he gasped: attention gained. "Your Mother doesn't have tits, Sean, I have breasts. Tits are how a stripper earns tips."
"What's the difference?"
"You didn't breastfeed from tits, baby, you breastfed from me." I pushed my boobs together and his eyes turn from pinholes to saucers, hopelessly hypnotised as I dug my fingers in to the white flesh. "Don't you think they deserve some respect?"
Sean buried his face between them, trapping his mouth and nose in soft breast meat until he reached the center of my chest and planted a kiss between them. "I never thought about that, sorry, Mom." His voice vibrated against my boobs and I couldn't help but giggle. Okay, not a dainty little giggle, it was more of a surprised yelp laden with laughter.
He recoiled. "Are you okay?"
"You're trying to tickle me!" I mashed my breasts together again, trying to shake off the warm, fuzzy aftershocks. "Take your pants off, young man. Don't make me count to three!" His grin was contagious enough to end my ruse pretty quick, and in a matter of seconds I was reduced to begging. But for the sake of my character, we'll call it 'persuading'.
"Okay, you win!" He kicked his drawers off with a few easy flicks, what a show off. "See? Easy! Now sit down, Momma." Sean started his hands at my knees, his palms firmly pressed against me as he slid them further up my thighs. Their path ended at my waist, subtly pushing me downward until I felt his cock sandwiched perfectly between the lips of my vagina, instantly dousing his entire girth with the cream dripping freely from between my legs.
Maybe it was all the previous muscle memories of toying with myself the same way, albeit with a flimsy piece of silicone, but my anticipation didn't prepare me for the pulsating heat I felt radiating off my Son's cock. I closed my eyes and devoted myself to the sensation of his dick dragging over my clit in a steady rhythm, with only a single stroke to get us in tune, as though we had been practicing together for years.
One particularly firm stroke threw me off balance and I instinctively shot my hands forward to balance myself before I fell. Before I could even open my eyes to see where my hands had landed, I felt Sean's large, encompassing hands catch me and tightly interlace our fingers.
"You knew that was gonna throw me, didn't you?" I accused between bated breaths.
"Well, you are kind of delicate." He teased without allowing even a hiccup into his grinding. "I figured I might have to catch you."
"You think I'm delicate, do you?" I increased my pace, but unlike his Father, he was somewhat of a natural at keeping up with me. My plan backfired, but his bare cock against my clit was a wonderful consolation prize. I gave up on trying to control our speed and let Sean take charge. All I could do was bear down and ensure that each forceful push made contact with my clit, pushing my hips down to angle the sensitive button towards my Son. Sean was in a trance that I didn't want to take him out of, particularly now that his eyes were closed.
An idea crossed my mind and I didn't bother to think about it twice; my plan was fool proof.
I grabbed Sean by the wrists and guided his hands to my butt, gingerly using them to spread myself once they were planted on me. "Don't let go." I whispered into his neck, removing my hands. He couldn't help but gently knead my ass and timidly pull me open a little further, but they stayed glued to me.
Sean's grinding was slower now, more deliberate. "Keep going." I encouraged him with a whisper, nibbling on his earlobe. I had not been this nervous when I lost my virginity, but something in me needed this to go right, so I fought back my anxiety and let my instincts lead.
"Are we ready?" I was asking myself more than I was asking my Son. I didn't need him to answer, his body was telling me "yes" all over. I matched his timing and made sure that the second he pulled back his cock, my hand wrapped around the base of his shaft. Without breaking stride Sean lurched forward again, only this time he didn't touch my clitoris.
My son effortlessly popped between the folds of my vagina, pushing my gooey juices down with it as the fat, throbbing head sunk deeper and deeper inside of me. Every inch he fed my pussy was swallowed up with an unabashedly hunger. I had never been so full before, yet my walls earnestly made room for our guest until his hips were flush with mine, his cock nuzzled firmly against my cervix.
The hairs on the back of my neck stood up and a cold shiver ran through my spine, which slowly grew into a glowing fire brewing in the pit of my stomach, as though I had swallowed lava. With his cock firmly embedded in the depths of his Mother's vagina, Sean started pulsing, fluttering against my cervix like his persistent bulging would open me further.
Neither of us spoke; there was nothing to say. All of the guilt and emotional weight I had experienced vanished as though it had never been, and I fell unconditionally in love with having my Son inside of me. Unlike the times I would play with myself, I didn't have any clawing, desperate need to get myself off in record time. When I was alone, my toys never sat still for this long, especially my vibrating ones, but that state of mind was absent here.
I think a part of me was waiting, wanting, for him to take control, momentarily forgetting that I was the one on top. Dragging his cock out from within my warmth was a disappointing thought, but I was getting antsy, so I raised my hips and let a few inches of Sean's fat cock ease out of me. I gasped loudly, but Sean's grunting drowned me out. Neither of us were prepared for how good it felt to fill, or be full of, each other.
My insides were used to intruders of a decidedly smaller size; not even my toys were able to give me such a fulfilling stuffing, but Sean's girth was proving a welcome challenge. I needed to see how much I could take before I really started aching. I plopped down into Sean's lap and my globular bottom bulged out like a pancake under my weight.
I thanked myself for maintaining an interest in pilates for so many years, I loved having an ass I could be proud of, just as I'm sure Sean thanked me for my tightly developed grip. I happily conformed my fleshy walls to fit around him, trying to milk and store every drop of precum from his balls. My pussy knew it was being fucked by someone special, it knew the prize we were facing was one to treasure.
Sean's bulbous head was perfectly poised so as not to fall out when my ass rose, waiting to be swallowed whole when I plummeted down again. The constant pounding was forming a knot in my stomach where I could feel my Son hitting each time I impaled myself on his throbbing erection, so I aimed to change pace.
I grabbed my Son by each side of his head and pulled him up to kiss me. His muscular arms encircled me and pulled me down into his lap as he rose to a sitting position, keeping his lips locked with mine. There was something to be said about communicating wordlessly and getting exactly what you want from your partner; Sean and I were in perfect harmony. The knot in my stomach uncoiled itself as I slowly eased my Son into me, taking the time to feel him gingerly peel me apart rather than punishing my body with his full effort.
Once he was buried to the hilt I began steadily rocking back and forth, carefully trying to release some of the pressure on my cervix. Sean did a wonderful job of keeping me held tight; one hand nestled between my bum cheeks and the other on my shoulder so he could pull me down to meet his strokes. My breasts flattened over Sean's chest as he brought me as close as he could, creating a mountain of squishy boob between us.
Sean placed his lips in a seal around my nipples, jutting out like bullets, and sucked them while flicking his tongue over the bumpy surface. His sucking grew harder until I felt him pop it from his mouth, retrying the same tactic on the creamy skin like he was sucking on a giant, puffy marshmallow. His sucking left a small red ring that stood out noticeably, successfully branding me with his own personal hickey.
The longer we stayed in this position the more I felt civility leaving me, giving way to lust. Sex with my husband was always done with the objective of impressing him, or at least doing a good job, and that's something I had always considered to be my job. Archaic, I know, but we married young and nothing ever changed. The differences being that now, looking like a mess of sweat and tangled hair, towering over my own son, I felt sexier than I ever had.
I was thoroughly enjoying being so close with Sean, but the fire in my gut needed more in order to burn at its brightest. There was a moment of weakness in him and I took advantage by pushing him down onto his back and taking control. It didn't last long, as the second I closed my eyes to bask in my newfound power, Sean dethroned me. I didn't register what was happening before I was torn down and thrown to the blankets, snapping my eyes open to see Sean hovering over me with a goofy smile.
"See?" He winked, withdrawing from me and leaving me feeling empty. "Told you; you're fragile."
He spread my thighs apart and climbed between them so he would have uninhibited access to his mother's pussy. My heels dug into his back in an effort to bring him closer and he followed mercifully, equally uninterested with the idea of leaving his mommy's clutches. I didn't have time to pout over his absence; his cock dipped between my lips and I swallowed the inflated helmet, cooking up a bubbly, gooey mixture of precum and my own nectar that threatened to leak out should I be left unplugged for too long.
Sean plunged his cock into the creamy pussy and stirred me up, filling all the space I had left. I clenched with all my strength, forcing a bead of wetness out of me that dripped down between my butt cheeks, gliding over my asshole and sending a tingle through my legs. I couldn't help but groan and dig my nails into his shoulders as he inched out, preparing for the next moment where I knew I would be made to stretch for him again.
My Son held himself over me, leaving me very little room to move as I squirmed around beneath him. The oncoming waves of pleasure encouraged me to lose what control I had left.
"Mom, are you okay?" He asked with concern.
It was then, when I finally took a breath, that I realized I had been holding it for more than a few seconds. "Y-yes sweetheart, I'm fine." My eyes fluttered open in response to hearing him refer to me as 'Mom', and I'll be damned if it didn't trigger something major in my brain.
"It's just that you-."
"Stopped breathing, I know, I'm okay." I stroked his face reassuringly, an instinctive mothering move that I'm sure works better when my face wasn't contorted in a pre-orgasmic glare. "Just...keep fucking your Mother, baby. Your Mommy-slut is gonna come really, really soon, so can you-."
"Can I do...this?" Sean interjected, tilting his hips down so his next thrust was aimed squarely at my g-spot. The head of his cock dragged against the velvety soft spot at the top of my vagina and sent fireworks into my eyes as he did. I couldn't manage to respond, but I must've nodded 'yes' because Sean replied, "Okay, Momma, hold on tight."
I bit into his shoulder just enough to inflict a touch of motivational pain. Each thrust was directed with precision against my g-spot, giving me just enough relief in between to catch a small amount of breath. My eyes were shut so tightly I was seeing stars appear behind my eyelids, their size building to a crescendo until all I could see were fields of white with blue and yellow spots dancing on the horizon.
My toes were curled so intensely the muscles began to cramp, and the same thing was happening over the rest of my body. I shivered like a leaf but my Son held me close, undoubtedly benefiting from the fleshy vice constricting his cock in a slippery death grip.
I gave myself to my orgasm, falling out of touch with reality as I moaned like only Sean and I existed in the world. I had to muffle myself with his shoulder again but he didn't seem to mind, bearing into me as I bit down harder. My ankles locked around his legs and he got the message, obediently holding himself as deep as he could so each of my convulsions had something to hold on to.
Sean covered my mouth to silence the whines that I couldn't contain. "You've gotta be quiet for me, Momma." He insisted, but his wording only served to encourage me. My tingling brain was made of fire, igniting like gunpowder down my spine causing my back to arch with Sean still inside of me, bumping my g-spot again. This cycle happened over and over; I would tense up and arch my back when Sean brushed my inner button, then relax as he withdrew, only to feel my muscles constrict when he sunk into my depths again, hitting my g-spot every time on the way down.
Lucky for me, my son is a patient man. Sean rode my orgasm out with me and waited until the final wave ran through me before he started to pull back his cock. After being embedded in me for so long, enough suction had built up that made my walls and lips want to cling to my Son with dire desperation. "Stay." I urged, digging my nails into the back of his head and pulling him in to kiss me, until I was satisfied he wouldn't be going anywhere. "Now baby, if you love me, you'll keep fucking me."
"I still am, Mom." He laughed like I was making a joke.
"No, you aren't, you're just resting inside of me." I made sure he was looking into my eyes so he knew I was serious. "I'm telling you to fuck me. Can you do that?"
"Yes, Mommy." He treated me to my favourite smile in the whole wide world.
"Yes, Mommy-what?" I teased, waiting for his playful return response.
He gave a slight chuckle and pushed his fat cock into me, taking me off guard to fill up every small space he had left to fill. "Yes, my Mommy-slut." He cooed between kisses across my neck. I tried to remain in the dominant role, but found that it wasn't nearly as much fun as letting my Son take the reins.
I got the feeling that he had been holding back, despite my assertion against fragility, as he now gave in to the urge to pound his Mother with gradually increasing speed. I wasn't going to tell him to stop; I wanted to see what my Son would do with me before I brought him down to Earth. Every handful of strokes he would make the next one a bit quicker, so it didn't take long before I felt him bottoming out once or twice every few seconds.
My tightness was starting to fade, my pussy was telling me it was giving up trying to maintain elasticity, but Sean didn't seem to mind one bit. In fact, when I formally relaxed I heard him groan with excitement. "How did you somehow just get even softer?" He found the time to beg me amid a mounting assaulting against my tender, velvet tunnel.
"Don't ask silly questions." I demanded, transfixed watching him slide into me at such a fast pace, my tummy, breasts, and thighs all rippling without a moment's rest. Our foreheads were pressed together, sweat forming on out brows. He was pounding me awfully hard, and he sure as hell wasn't doing it for my sake. My hands rested comfortably on his neck with my thumbs rubbing behind his ears to give him a subtle reassurance that I could handle the rough treatment, no matter sharply I squealed.



I edged my thumbs up and down, subtly soothing his racing brain like only a Mother could, calmly rubbing behind his earlobe and tracing down over his jawline. That had always worked when he was a child to stop him from over-processing, and bring out an old technique yielded a similar result.
The sheets beneath us were soaked through, but still I could feel more wetness bubbling to the surface. My body was remarkably in tune with Sean's, like a practiced call-and-response, I made sure I was feverishly wet to endure his forceful pounding. This allowed the thickness of my Son's cock to be encased in wetness all the way down to my cervix without skipping a beat, knocking against the womb he was created and held in, expressing an insatiable desire to refill the emptiness in his Mother's tummy.
"B-b-baby?" My words were rushed and breathy as I tried to condense them into a whisper. He didn't respond, face unflinching, and I knew he was too far lost in being deep inside me, so I tried again with a new tactic. My hand crept underneath him and reached his balls, allowing my fingers to wrap around the base of the bulging sack, and I gently tug on them until he let out a gasp. "Can you hear me now, baby?" I kissed his chin with a cheeky smile and he nodded with a sharp grunt.
"Oh good, baby. Momma can feel your balls pulsing, they're getting real tight, do you think you're going to come for me soon?" My words intentionally carried a begging tone, and Sean only grunted his affirmation. "I can't believe I'm saying this. I haven't let your Father come inside me in years, so this isn't safe at all, but-."
"But if I pull out, it'll be fine." He kissed me and pushed me into the bed, flattening me against the mattress.
"Well, yes..." Intent on getting I had a nervous rumble in my stomach that told me I was crossing a dangerous line, but that wasn't nearly enough to deter me from crossing it. "But if you don't pull out..."
Suddenly, I had Sean's undivided attention. "What...do you mean? I have to pull out, right?" He was desperately looking for me to prove him wrong. So many Sex Ed classes had taught him that there was an objectively safe way to have sex. And to be fair, that's true, and it was comforting to see my boy play safe.
But that wasn't the fun way. I wasn't as afraid of the risk as a teenager hopped up on newfound kinks would be. I had years of horniness building up under the surface and I wasn't passing up the opportunity to feel cum splashing inside of me for the first time in almost a full decade.
I gave his bulging orbs a squeeze, they were so achingly full I couldn't believe he walked around all day without getting to empty them in a healthy way. "Are they always like...this?" I raked my nails from the bottom of his shaft, over his balls and towards the bridge connecting to his asshole, tickling him before circling my palm around his sack again to keep them warm.
"Pretty much, they always feel this heavy. I shouldn't complain, though, you've gotta spend all day lugging these around." He jiggled my boobs around and let them bump into each other. "At least I can drain my balls, these have been huge ever since I was a kid."
Just the mention of him depositing his cum into me only served to excite me further, in a way I don't recall ever feeling for a stranger filling up a latex balloon. Now, knowing my Son's seed was about to come flooding into my womb, I was trembling helplessly with anxiety but I wanted, or needed, to see where that feeling would take me.
"Do you want to pull out?" I asked hollowly, taking an intentional pause before providing a second option. "Or do you want to help me make a little brother for you?" My brain doubled back on itself, wondering if I had really just said that out loud. The look on Sean's face asked if I was serious, and I had to ask myself the same question.
Was I worried about getting pregnant again? Not necessarily, I knew today would be safer than most, but the mere concept was sending shivers all the way to my toes. Something primal within me wanted Sean to breed me, to put his baby in my belly despite, or because of, the undeniable risk. The stigma of a mother letting her child impregnate her would rightly incur scorn, but tonight I was longing to be more than just his mother.
"Are you sure? Like, really sure?" Sean didn't want me to deny him, but I knew that my "okay" was the only thing stopping him from unloading in me. He was nervous too, but his desires were instinctive as well; the impulse to spread his seed had taken over, and his body wasn't listening to the worries of his mind. "What if I get you-."
"I know, baby, you might." My voice jumped to a squeak. "But right now that isn't enough to stop me, so I'm not thinking about that right now." That wasn't entirely true; my newfound impregnation fetish was starting to sound more and more enticing. Every sane part of my being was screaming at me to stop my Son from coming inside of me, but at the moment those parts didn't have nearly enough control. I gave Sean's balls once last reassuring squeeze, priming them for an explosive release, before moving my hands to his chest for stability. "Baby, can I get back on top? I want to feel you dripping out of me."
The request was barely processed before Sean tightly pushed his chest against mine, pinning me firmly to the bed and wrapping his arms around me. We rolled in tandem to the other side of the bed to put me on top. My hands latched to his chest and rooted me in place, giving me an anchor so as to bottom his cock out with as much force as I could endure.
I was reading every sign my Son gave me, and they all told me he was about to cum, so I wanted him to know I was ready for it. His cock had grown thicker due to the powerful little pulses rippling from the root of his girth up to the swollen head, and I knew exactly what that meant.
With his eyes closed he still managed to catch a handful of my hair and pull me down for a kiss. I responded instantly with an equally enthusiastic tongue lashing, keeping him tense and focused on dueling my tongue while I worked my plump pussy lips up and down his length, until only the head was resting motionless inside of me. I flexed my muscles and worked the slippery, throbbing egg, feeling the firmness pushing back against my smothering. The rest of his cock was begging to be swallowed up into my gooey pussy as well, but I wanted to bring my Son right up to the edge before I pushed him off.
I balanced myself just right, so that I was tightly constricting underneath the bulging crown with only the tip sealed inside. I pulled back, dragging my fleshy insides up and over the spongy head. His guttural moans told me I was doing well, but my goal was to milk the semen straight out of his massive balls, so I wasn't going to stop until I did.
"Mom, oh my God, I'm gonna cum." He blurted out, unable to hide the disbelief that he would direct that sentence towards me. I was experiencing the same surreal feeling; I didn't think I would ever hear an orgasm preceded by "Mom", but at this point I wasn't even surprised that I enjoyed it. "You're gonna make me cum, oh my God!"
"That's my best boy, cum for your Mommy." My nails dug into his pectorals to show him how serious my demand was. I, too, had grown tired of the shallow teasing and was craving something more than short dips. I dropped my full weight down into Sean's lap and wiggled my hips back and forth, forcing my pussy to make room and take him balls deep.
His cock head dragged against my depths, waiting patiently to deposit a large helping of sticky cum into my waiting womb. The length of Sean's dick shuddered briefly before stiffening to granite, stubbornly pressed right up against my cervix with no intention of relenting, despite hitting bottom. I made sure to clench down ferociously in an effort to cocoon his member in velvety soft walls, and create the perfect environment to accept and store all of my Son's baby butter.
One particularly powerful flex engorged the thick vein running down the center of his cock, priming his cock like a syringe with a heavy dose of sperm and allowing a second contraction to inject the white goo into the deepest part of my pussy. My lips were closed tight enough that he didn't have much room to leak out, and I slowly felt what little space was left inside of me being flooded with warm cum. As he let go of one burst after another, I naturally relaxed my body and allowed Sean's cum to gently expand the walls I surrounding him in, giving an extra few centimeters to contain even the smallest addition to my already bulging collection.
My cervix halted his sperm from sinking further, and it built up like a river to a dam. As the bubble of cum grew, it became warmer with every drop my Son donated to my hole. It was looking for a way out of my hot, sticky pussy, but I was clenching too tight to let it escape, forcing his buttery cum to churn in my pussy and marinate in a swampy concoction of our collective syrup.
"Mom I-I'm still l coming." Sean gasped, intentionally flexing his erection to spurt the last few ropes of cum out before the flow turned to a dribble. My poor boy was so used to finishing in his hand that he didn't anticipate how his much cum his mother would pull out of him. I expertly milked every powerful emission I could, proving how talented I was at extracting more cum than he thought he could provide.
Little drops of his seed were still making their way out of his balls, but his body was too tired to eject them with the same force as his first donation. What was left was calmly trickling out and hoping to find a home deep in my pussy.
I laid my head down on my Son's chest, rising and falling at the mercy of his spastic breathing. His cock was losing rigidity but I didn't stop massaging him. He was tucked snugly in my kitten, bathing in our juices and trying to stay hard as long as possible. I would have loved to stay together until he got hard again, but I didn't think either of us had the energy to muster up round two.
Both his balls were sufficiently devoid of cum, but he continued to throb in vain, obsessively trying to up his odds at getting me pregnant.
Oh, fuck. Pregnant.
The last time I had a pregnancy scare was in college. It ended up being a false positive, but after feeling how much was sloshing around inside of me I was pretty sure my odds were worse this time around. I didn't want to alarm Sean, it had been my idea to let him cream me, so if I showed regret he surely would too.
It was hard to process that his children, my grandkids, were swimming around my vagina at that very moment. Every movement gave them a new pocket of air to fill and it was impossible to shake the sensation of his cream seeping to the bottom of my pussy. His cock was still semi-hard when I moved to raise my hips off of Sean's lap, and he did his best to lift his body with mine so he didn't slide out of me as intended.
"Sean, baby, can you pull your dick out of Mommy for just a second?" My eyes were begging with desperation, and I'm sure my whimpering betrayed the calm demeanor I was attempting.
I kept my hips raised and he begrudgingly let him fall, taking his time on the drop. The bubble of cum sitting comfortably against my cervix was threatening to pop, and as I felt the bulging head of his cock start to withdraw, I found my vagina wasn't bluffing. All it took was an inch or so of room for his semen to notice my lack of constriction and start dripping faster than a popsicle on a summer day.
Oozing like thick pudding from my hole, Sean's cum followed his cock until it finally popped from my clutches. I sighed defeatedly, wishing he could have stayed there forever. Long strands of glistening white cum were led out of me, following the cock stretching me as it made room on it's way out. The moment his dick left from my grip, I loosened exponentially. With nothing keeping me held open, I realized how worn out my pussy was when it stayed open on it's own. The poor thing was gaping open, if only slightly, giving his cum a way out.
It felt like two full loads of cum raced to get out first, and resulted in a second, smaller bubble forming just behind my opening. A smaller amount would have clung to his cock and fallen out by now. Having so much fill me up had created a sort of vacuum with the suction Sean's dick created by plunging into me with so much force.
I eagerly reached down and positioned my fingers under my slit. Without even having to push it out, my creamy dessert started to trickle into my palm like warm, bubbly honey. It fell through my fingers and dribbled across Sean's pelvis, but he didn't seem to mind. The viscous goo clung to my hand, moving slowly now that it was out of it's extra lubricated hole and on my skin.
I lifted my hand and, in a trance, couldn't stop myself from bringing it close to my mouth. Against my lips I could feel how warm the mixture truly was, and I longed to have it stuffed back inside. Cum was still dripping out of me, leaving my mouth wide open to hungrily gulp down the reward stuck to my fingers.
Sticky ropes swung between my digits, linking them together like webbing. I pushed my pinky into my mouth and savoured the salty flavour run over my taste buds. I didn't swallow yet, instead pulling my first and middle finger apart and laying the cum strand between them directly on top of my tongue. I slurped the second helping to the back of my throat but held it there, dragging my tongue against my palm and collecting the quaking pool of cum it held. Like sucking spilt milk off a table top, I pressed my lips to my palm and gobbled down the remains of Sean's semen with an audible slurp. Sucking each of my fingers off one final time, then checking to make sure I had eaten every morsel, I rolled the cum around in my mouth and let the salt dance over my tongue.
It took two tries to swallow his whole load, but once it had collected at the back of my throat I managed a hearty gulp and felt the mass of semen creep down my throat towards my gut. The warmth slid down my gullet and plopped into my stomach, eliciting a faint coo that I couldn't withhold. I made a show of it by rubbing my belly and throwing him a wink. "You're yummy."
"You're welcome- I mean, thank you?" Poor boy was all flustered watching his Mother feast on cum. He looked down and saw how much had emptied into his lap, laughing at my sheepish grin. "You made quite a mess."
"I think we share that blame fifty-fifty." I let the final, painstakingly slow drops of cum release from my pussy, adding to said mess. "Uh...okay, maybe sixty-forty? It's hard to hold that much in there?"
"Is there any left?" He raised an eyebrow, moving his fingers towards my slit.
"Let me check." I beat him to the punch, putting two fingers to my slit and let them claw their way inside, digging at the walls of my pussy, still slick to the touch. Sean watched breathlessly as I rummaged around his former home, hoping I could discover a few more hidden dribbles. "I think I'm empty, for now."
His eyes sparkled. "You want to go again?"
I was taken aback; nothing can prepare you for the unrelenting enthusiasm of a young man given access to a willing hole. "Right now? I don't think so baby, I don't really know how long I've been in here and I'm nervous we might have woken your Dad."
My pouty boy gave me his best puppy dog eyes, but to no avail. "Please, Mommy?" My brain shivered hearing my adult son call me that, and the context made my inner lips tingled with delight.
"Patience, sweetheart, I have plenty of surprises for you tomorrow, all you have to do is wait for them." I booped his nose with mine and began to climb off him, but I'd barely lifted one leg when he wrapped a hand around my neck and tugged me down to his level.
I saw the anticipation in his eyes, and managed to duck my head under his arm before he had a solid grasp. "Uh-uh, not tonight."
I honestly would have let him go again if he hadn't caved, but I beamed with pride seeing my Son respect my decision. "Okay, but I'm holding you to that!"
"Oh honey, you won't have to. I'm looking forward to it as much as you." Albeit with more anxiety; I periodically remembered that I'd promised my bum to Caitlin, and vicariously to my Son, so every reminder gave me goosebumps and unsteady nerves. "I think I better go, your Father might wake up."
"You already said that." Sean proclaimed. "He's a heavy sleeper, there's no way we woke him up."
"And if we woke him, I doubt he'd even be able to hear you fucking me all the way down the hall." I teased my Husband about his hearing all the time, but never in such a callous way.
"Once that cuck's vision goes, I'll be able to have you anywhere I want you!"
I didn't have a response to that; I hadn't expected Sean to take jabs at his Father like I did, it felt like something husbands and wives do with each other. Listening to Sean disparage his Father stung me; I already knew how much it would crush Donald to find out I was sleeping with his Son, but I thought Sean had more respect for him than that.
"Sean," I began quietly. "I don't want to hear you talk about your Dad that way, ever. Okay?"
"But you do it all the-."
"Do as I say, not as I do." I commanded defensively. "At the end of the day he's still your Father, he deserves your respect."
"Respect? I already fucked his wife-."
"Watch your language!" I snapped, pointing a menacing finger at Sean. "I'm not 'his wife', I'm your Mother, and you will treat me as such."
He lowered his head in defeat, and I knew I'd upset him. "Sorry, Mom." He said without eye contact. I was fine, after so many years, to adapt my feeling towards Donald, but I felt guilty knowing I'd changed Sean's mind as well. Now, I was afraid I'd messed up my family dynamic for a quick fuck. "It's just that-."
"Don't apologize. I can't ask you to treat your Father with more respect than I do, it's not fair." My brain was wrestling with internal conflict; I knew I'd made a risky call, and had to live with the fallout, so why was I more excited for the future than afraid of it?
My Son didn't seem bothered so I tried to adopt his cavalier approach, stifling my oncoming anxiety. "I should head back, are you okay?" I knew Sean was doing great but it was natural to over-ask.
Even in the dark I could see glimmers of moonlight reflecting off his pearlescent grin. "I'm awesome, Mom." He squeezed my hand tight. "Are you?"
I nodded mindlessly, unwilling to lend credence to my fears. "I love you." Was all I could think to say before rolling from underneath his covers and exposing myself to the frigid atmosphere of his bedroom. My Son was growing groggy, and fast, as I watched his eyes fighting with the natural inclination to succumb to sleep after a bout of bedroom fun.
My babydoll was hardly enough to combat the unforgiving chill of the hallway. I scampered to my room holding my skirt between my legs to try and keep out the cold, forgoing any element of stealth. Every creak and groan was present on my return journey, but they didn't scare me the way they had on my way to Sean's room. I was burdened with a secret I knew I'd have to carry with me forever, but found momentary solace in knowing I wouldn't have to keep it alone.
Caitlin was still slated to see me tomorrow, something I didn't know I had been looking forward to so greatly. She was the only person besides Sean that I trusted to keep quiet, and if it hadn't been so late at night I would've called her for morale support. Instead, I promised myself I would call her first thing in the morning. She would want to hear all about this, and despite her jealousy I was sure she would be excited to hear the news.



The news that I, against all my better judgement, had just let my Son have sex with me. And tomorrow, I was gonna let him do the same thing to my Sister.
I released a pent up sigh. "Sophie, what are you doing with your life?"
And the little devil on my shoulder poked me, leaning in close to whisper to me; "Whatever the fuck you want."
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*DING-DONG*
The familiar chime of our doorbell bounced down the hallway and into the kitchen, snapping me out of my haze and renewing the anxiety I had been avoiding all morning.
Shit, already? It can't be ten yet! I checked the oven clock and cursed myself for letting time get ahead of me. I'd barely slept a wink after my night with Sean, so time was bending itself as it always did after a lack of sleep.
Donald had left for his retreat only a couple of hours ago, and wouldn't be back for at least a few days. Lucy was gone as well, having left before I was out of bed, without so much as a note, much like I would have at her age. I knew she wouldn't be home until tomorrow morning at the absolute earliest, and when she did come home, she would be belligerently hungover.
With the house empty except for a still-sleeping Sean, I had invited my sister over in the hopes of flaunting my son in front of her. Granted, I planned on letting her have her fun, but slow, methodical teasing was still in the cards.
Lo and behold, though not to my surprise, Caitlin turned up early. She rapped on the door, hard, not letting common courtesy deter her. "I know you're home, Sophie! Let me in, you slut!"
"It's open!" I hollered from the kitchen, tossing the dishtowel on the counter before smoothing down my skirt.
Caitlin burst through the door with a mischievous smile on her face, scanning the front hall for her nephew. "Where is he?" She was a starved lioness being teased with supper, and patience was not on the menu.
"First of all, it's nice to see you, too." I opened my arms for a hug, and Caitlin embraced me as tightly as she could. She resumed her search and asked, again, where my son was. "Somebody's eager, I see."
"Is that a bad thing?" Her eyebrow peaked, but she gave up her search and turned her attention to me.
"It is when you're screaming my name and calling me a slut for all my neighbors to hear!" I folded my arms across my chest. "Was I unclear about the importance of discretion?"
"Okay, okay, sorry!" She held up her hands as if to defend herself from my verbal punches. "To be fair, I haven't seen him in a while, and I talk to you every other week. I was a little afraid you might start without me."
"I promised you I'd wait, and I've been good." I winked. "Silly me, how can I possibly ask you to prioritize your own sister over some dick?"
"Some dick?" She was taken aback. "The way you talked about it; I'm expecting this to be the dick. Like, the dick of all dicks."
"I'll let you judge for yourself," I said, to which Caitlin clapped her hands excitedly. I shushed her, gesturing towards the stairs. She toned her enthusiasm down and bit her lower lip to stay quiet, though she remained unabashed in her excitement to witness my son's size for herself.
I pinched the shoulder of her knee-length jacket and arched an eyebrow. "Why exactly are you wearing this thing? You're aware it's summer, right?"
Her eyes rolled so far back the whites of her eyes threatened to eclipse her vision. "Oh please, I have more on my mind than the weather. But I didn't want to walk around wearing this." Before I could ask what "this" was, Caitlin peeled off her top layer and my eyes jumped from my skull.
Underneath her jacket was a shockingly revealing dark black full-piece bathing suit that did next to nothing to hide her body from prying eyes. Ample cleavage threatened to spill out from the skintight garment, though her bulging ass cheeks were in competition to escape first.
I had always teased Cait that she looked like Katy Perry would have if she'd opted to have kids fresh out of university, with just enough of (what I affectionately referred to as) the "Mommy-pudge" that came with having children.
Admiring how she fit herself into something so small caused me to miss the diamond cut out in the fabric over her tummy, exposing her belly button and pushing the tiniest bit of mommy pudge through the hole. This wasn't from her usual wardrobe; she never wore anything this revealing unless she was trying to impress somebody, which she hadn't for many years.
Caitlin had always been a fair bit taller than me, and her proclivity towards high heels didn't help. Even now, in open-toed flats, she managed to look down on me, which is expected of an older sibling, but I had my own advantages over her.
My breasts were too large to be considered "modest." It ran in our family, a famous complaint of our mother, but we learned to work with what we had. What Caitlin had, against all sensibility, were a pair of breasts even larger than mine. Perhaps her taller frame permitted them to grow so impressively. She'd sacrificed some of their pertness after having children, whereas I managed to retain a subtle bit of perk that most mothers have to say goodbye to when they start breastfeeding.
Caitlin was one of those mothers, but she was far from upset about it. She would argue, often, that hers were the better pair. They swung low, not quite to her belly button, but low enough that when she bent over, she could get them impressively close to the floor without falling over. It was next to impossible to contain them in a commercially available bra, so seeing her with nothing but a weak bathing suit to hold them back meant they would likely escape if she wasn't careful.
Though her outfit didn't show it, her two jiggling mounds were capped with dark, puffy nipples, compared to my bright pink ones, with slightly larger areolas. The suit mainly served to accentuate her curvy figure and make her booty, hidden underneath laughably small denim shorts, look much bigger than mine, even though I remained the reigning booty-queen of our duo. I cursed myself for not wearing something sexier, but a quick self-assured pat of my rounded, pear-shaped bum alleviated those woes.
"Like what you see?" she said, brushing a strand of dark brown hair over her ear and feigning ignorance, posing like a traditional pin-up girl against the doorframe.
I hadn't even realized I was staring, but quickly averted my eyes under scrutiny, blushing profusely. "You know I do." My gaze unconsciously wandered back to her. "Those aren't your shorts."
"Right you are!" She stuck a thumb under the waistband and showed what little room she had to squirm around in. "They're Allie's."
"I don't think I'd be able to fit into Lucy's clothes." To be fair, Caitlin was hardly fitting into hers, either. Her bum was peeking out from under the garment, looking for attention now that they were given a chance to breathe. "They don't look all that comfortable."
"They really aren't, but I didn't wear them for my own enjoyment." She reached around her sizable backside and jiggled the exposed flesh, ripples moving beneath her shorts.
I momentarily forgot why I invited my sister over, but it all came rushing back in a bout of mild panic. My entire night had been spent anticipating her arrival, but now that she was standing in my foyer, I was aware of how peculiar our situation was. "I didn't tell him you were coming over."
"Should you have?" She strode further into the house with me hot on her heels. "He would have said yes, so we might as well surprise him."
"I guess so." I tried not to let the anxiety seep into my words, but Caitlin knew me well enough to catch it. She shot me a knowing look as I searched for comfort. "I'm not overreacting, am I?"
"Soff, baby, you have nothing to worry about." Her tone was soft and reassuring. "I know we haven't been...intimate in a while, but I really miss you, and I miss Sean, too."
"I hate that--"
"Word," she said, finishing my sentence. "I know you do, but it's true. I don't even remember what your pussy looks like, let alone your tits." She reached out and cupped the latter, rubbing her thumbs across my clothed nipples until tingles woke me up from the inside out. "Let's just...hang out for the day, and see where it takes us?"
My nerves subsided a little bit. Caitlin always knew how to talk me down, and truth be told, she was right. I was paranoid for all the right reasons--inviting my sister over to tag team my son was certainly unfamiliar territory--and I hadn't given myself more than a day to consider the repercussions. I didn't really imagine anything would go wrong, but my worries persisted despite the assurance of my instincts.
I changed the subject to keep myself distracted. "So, you dressed like...that, just to come 'hang out', is that right?" Now it was my turn to arch my brow with suspicion.
"I dressed like this because I don't want to look like his aunt if I'm going to let your son fuck me."
"If?"
She paused. "You're right: when. Speaking of when..."
I waited for her to finish, but she must've thought I caught her implication. "When what?"
Cue a second eye roll. "Your bum, remember? You promised! Is that still a when? Or has it been downgraded to an if?"
Fuck. I forgot.
"I'm...well, uh, I'm not really sure." This was true. I knew that I had promised her, and vicariously my son, entry to my backdoor. Caitlin's state did not waver, prompting further honesty. "I'm nervous. Nobody has been back there since...well, you."
"Nobody?"
"I don't count Donald," I spat dryly. "We've only done it twice, and I haven't enjoyed it with anyone since you." Even with Caitlin at the helm, I wasn't the biggest fan of having my bum explored. Truthfully, knowing how intensely most men loved anal gave me incentive to let my son try at least once, but it was a lie to say I was worry-free.
"Sean isn't Donald, and you know that. Donald barely helped raise the kid. Lucy has more of him in her than Sean does. Your boy is all you--be proud of that."
I blushed almost as much as I had seeing Sean naked, and I was grateful for it. "Thank you, Caitlin. Can we just sit for a minute? I don't wanna wake Sean up yet. I imagine he's pretty tired."
"I could go for a tea." She plopped down on the sofa. "You have quite the adventure to tell me about. Care to spill?"
With the kettle on and two mugs prepped with bags of Earl Grey, I sat on the sofa next to Caitlin. "Where do I even start?"
"At the beginning." Easier said than done. The 'beginning' didn't exactly start the night before.
So I told her how it began. Complete accuracy would be impossible. I was unaware, or unwilling to admit, for a long time that my feelings for Sean did more than confuse me. He was my first child, so I never questioned the way he made me feel, but when Lucy was born, I realized it had always been a different kind of love that I harbored for Sean.
I loved Lucy very, very much, that won't be questioned, but it was not in quite the same way I fell in love with her brother. Experiencing strictly parental love for her made me question if I could ignore the way Sean excited me. He made me feel like I was young again, chasing a boy in daydreams as often as in real life, superficially aware that it could never be.
All that changed when Donald, Lucy, and I went on vacation without Sean a number of years ago, I explained. Unable to remove him from my mind, I started sending photos of our trip that had a very 'wish you were here' vibe to them. Before I understood what I was doing, or why, the photos began to take on a life of their own, aching for Sean's attention for reasons I could not explain.
I took to adding flirty captions, posing in ways a sother shouldn't, and sending them directly to him instead of tagging them on Facebook. I told myself I was just having fun; we had always been a tad flirty but without analyzing why that was. I ignorantly assumed it was how any sother would behave in my shoes. If I had taken a moment to consider my actions, I may have seen what my brain was subconsciously vying for, but instead I was complacent in pretending we had a normal relationship.
The change of dynamic was not lost on Sean. His responses became more verbose, his replies quicker and more frequent until I was essentially spending the whole trip in a PG-13 sexting haze with my son. Nothing we did ever crossed the line, so I thought nothing of it, until one night a fiendish idea crossed my mind.
Before we began to drift, my wearing a bikini all day was a constant turn-on for my Husband. He took more revealing photos of me in that short week than he ever had, before or since. One particularly engrossing photo was known to rev his engine, so I saved it to my phone in case I ever needed a secret weapon.
The need for such a weapon came when I was feeling under the weather one night. Not wanting to halt the festivities, I opted to stay in while Donald went to a bar with a couple of the other husbands we had met on our trip. Lucy was off with some guy, leaving me all alone with my thoughts. I wouldn't say I'm immune to jealousy, so halfway through the night I wanted to send Donald that particular photo just to get a rise.
At the sound of the kettle I filled our mugs, setting the tea to steep. I went on.
Staring at my phone, I told her, message loaded and ready to fire, I succumbed to my routine of the week. Before I had even typed Donald's name in the "To:" line, my fingers took charge and put in Sean's name instead. While I initially laughed off the mix-up, a moment of reflection elicited strange, unmotherly emotions that I wasn't strong enough to shake.
A teeny, insignificant voice pleaded with me to reconsider, but my mind was made up. I internally promised myself to play it off like an accident, though it was anything but. I sent my son a photo clearly displaying a healthy portion of my vagina and most of my bottom, stained with recently acquired tan lines, and both my breasts hanging heavy from my chest as I bent over. It was one of the sexiest photos I'd ever seen of myself--and Sean should have never seen it.
But if he hadn't, we wouldn't be here, would we?
"Wow." Caitlin was (almost) speechless, both hands wrapped around the mug she had yet to drink a single drop from. "One photo is all it took, huh?"
I shrugged. Knowing my sister so often craved attention, no insult meant, now that I had hers undivided, I made good use of it. I sipped my tea. "Hard to say. I don't know when he started feeling like I was more than just his mother, but that photo seems like the thing that made the biggest difference."
Caitlin bit her lip again, this time likely unaware she was doing so. "Speaking of, uh, big differences, does he take after his Father?"
I tried, I really did, but I couldn't hold back a hearty chuckle. "Absolutely not, and thank God, right? Do you remember, and I mean this was years ago so it's fine if you don't, but do you remember that night--"
"When we saw Dad's dong?" Caitlin was fully aware of my point and cut me off, all but foaming at the mouth as she did. "It was a sleepover, right? I kinda feel bad for the other girls there, but when he gets that drunk, he doesn't notice anybody. Not even his daughters."
"Or our many, many friends."
"Friends that love to tease, evidently. They didn't let that go for years." She took her first sip of tea and scrunched her nose. "Not sure what there was to tease about; if Sean has half the package he did, I'll be a very happy auntie."
A brief silence unfolded and I wanted to give Caitlin a chance to process, so I nodded my head towards her mug. "Cold?" I asked, grabbing her cup.
I placed my empty cup on the side table and took hers to the microwave. Our house is open-concept, so as the buttons beeped on the machine, I only had to raise my voice a touch to call to my sister. "And how would you feel if he was, perhaps, a bit bigger than Dad was?"
"Shut up!" Rapid footsteps approached the kitchen. Caitlin popped her head around the corner, eyes like frisbees. "Don't play games with me, Soff. That's a tall order to fill."
"Fill being the understatement of the year." I sheepishly nodded down towards my lower half.
"Oh my God, okay, please shut up? If you aren't going to wake him, you're going to have to distract me, like, fucking ASAP." Caitlin was joking, but not entirely.
"I mean, look, it was dark when we saw Dad, but Sean is...I've seen it up close." That wasn't enough for her; she was eagerly waiting for the conclusion to that thought. "And he's large, to say the least."
Caitlin clasped her hands together and held them to her chest with a glow that suggested she'd just been asked to prom. "Oh, thank God he is, I didn't wanna drive all the way out here for anything less than average--I've got that at home in spades."
"So, you just have no qualms about cheating on your husband? That's not...weird to you?"
"Extremely weird," she said, nodding, "but that didn't stop you, did it? Sometimes you have to do things for the greater good."
"The greater good, meaning..."
Through her shorts Caitlin patted her clam. "The greatest good there is!" She set her mug down; it brandished the red lipstick mark of a single sip. "It's way too hot for this stuff, can we go outside? I didn't wear this just because it makes me look good."
With a half-hearted glance to the stairs to confirm Sean was still asleep, I stood up and shuffled Caitlin out of her seat. "Fine, fine, go wait outside while I rinse these out."
"I'm not waiting! It's crazy hot out there, your pool is calling to me." She closed her eyes in wistful thought. "Come find me when you're changed."
I looked down at my outfit, tugging on the loose-fitting shirt I'd hastily thrown on that morning. "What's wrong with this? I think I look okay."
"Is okay the height of your standards?" We both knew it wasn't, but I lacked the forethought to wake up dressed to impress. "I get that he's already seen what's underneath, but men love unwrapping their presents. Put a bow on it."
"I think I jumped the gun already." I twisted a rope of hair around my middle finger. "Showing up to his room undressed seemed presumptive, so I made sure his, uh, 'gift' was wrapped."
"Stop teasing me with details like that if you aren't gonna wake him up--you're torturing me." Cait pranced out the door, entrancing me with her butt jiggle, humming the chorus to "California Gurls" to herself as she went.
I dumped the mugs in the sink, which took all of eight seconds, but even a fraction of that spent thinking to myself risked seclusion in my own thoughts. Shaking my head didn't correct my bearings, but I refused to overthink the situation I'd put myself in any longer.
Dammit, Sophie, you'd better be ready for this. I stroked my brow and forced my body to calm down. With my center found, I unstuck my clammy feet from the tile and headed upstairs. I hadn't spoken to my son since our encounter, and I realized I was nervous to see him again. They were giddy, happy nerves that filled my gut with butterflies.
Each step towards the second floor was methodical, slowly closing the distance between me and my (presumably) sleeping son. Short of breath, yet determined, I paid no mind to the sickening creaks of the hardwood stairs beneath my toes.
My quick breathing did little to subside my anxiety, and, standing directly outside his bedroom, my stomach churned in anticipation of our impending reunion.
The slow groan of Sean's door was even louder than the steps, or so it felt. It was loud enough to mask the sound of his lumbering snores, giving me just enough confidence to close the door behind me and tiptoe towards the foot of his bed.



I gazed longingly at the man I'd raised as he snored happily. Cliches abound, I floated nostalgically down memory lane to the nights I would do this when he was a boy. His room had hardly changed in the last few years, but the body occupying the bed was a world away from the one I'd pushed out of me so many years ago. Every rise and fall of his chest put a smile on my face that blurred the admittedly thin line between motherly love and fervorous lust.
Testing the waters proved rewarding: I bunched up the comforter and raised it over my head, ducking underneath until it cloaked me from the outside world. It was warm, cozy even, cuddled up next to my son's legs, but that wasn't why I'd come to wake him.
I inched forward, praying he wouldn't awaken before my mission was over. Like a soldier low-crawling through the mud, I slid on my belly to meet Sean, butterflies breeding by the second, as I made my way out from under the blanket. The moment of truth came--would he be happy, or nervous to see me?
My cheek on his chest, I savored the silence before boldly dragging my nails over his bare chest and caressing his neck. "Baby?" I cooed as softly as I could.
He stirred from his slumber and pulled his eyes open, taking stock of his surroundings before realizing there was a woman plastered to him.
I smiled up at him and scanned his face for signs of emotion, any kind of hint to tell me how he was feeling. Nothing could have prepared me for the voracious desire I felt to start making out with my son, but I was uneasy about being the one to re-cross that bridge. "How, uh, how are you? Did you sleep okay?"
His eyes darted around my face and, likely taking note of my furrowed brow and hesitant smile, he softened his expression and brought both of his sturdy arms around me, eliciting a sharp intake of breath. "I don't remember the last time I slept so well."
"Oh, oh well that's good." Beating around the bush would get us nowhere. "Honey, about last night..."
He said nothing. He didn't have to.
Without a second's pause, Sean took a light hold of my chin and gingerly pulled me towards him. I couldn't help it; I let a startled gasp escape, just late enough to have it stifled as quickly as it was made. He tried to pull away when I gasped, but I refused to allow that and followed him back down to the pillow.
My lips pushed between my son's and encouraged him to do the same, hungrily gnawing at each other to prove our passion through touch alone. No part of him was unexplored at this point, but retreading his body brought the same elation as the night before.
I gripped the back of his neck; a handful of short hair gave me a handle as I devoured my son's tongue with wild abandon. My tongue adventured unashamed, poking against Sean's, and linking them in a wrestle for domination. Saliva coated our lips as we emptied ourselves of decency, lapping eagerly at each other with only my occasional soft whimper to fill the silence.
Being on top certainly gave me the advantage, though I wasn't far from caving entirely and letting my son do anything he wanted to me. We'd begun grinding together, subconsciously acting on our impulses even when clothes separated our skin.
Fuel needn't be added to the fire; my body was already ablaze without so much as a finger laid on it. Every bump against it, however small, remained more enticing than anything I had experienced in my life before. We were trying to outdo ourselves, displaying wanton disregard for societal norms as we incestuously committed ourselves to each other. My butterflies flew their cage, and I knew all at once that Sean would be mine forever.
He rested both hands casually on my waist as I lay beside him, but I wanted more. I needed more.
Greed overtook me. I climbed farther on top of Sean, so he was trapped beneath me, and, without notice, he grabbed the hem of my shirt to pluck it off my frame in one fluid motion. Without a bra to hold them back, my breasts slapped against my tummy with a dull smack, instantly catching the attention of his eyes like floodlights.
"Oh, Mom," he groaned into my mouth, marveling at the enormous, bulging hills I exposed for him. He squeezed them timidly but enough to encourage me to bear down on his palms, evoking a more satisfying grip. My pearl skin oozed between his fingers, putty in his hands as he grasped aimlessly at my heavy, swinging udders. Breast meat pushed out from between my son's fingers, squishing around his palm and encasing his hand in soft, warm dough. He lifted his hand to get a better grip and left a large, pink handprint where he had squeezed me, a temporary mark that disappeared by the time he took another greedy handful.
I reluctantly pulled away from him, lifting a fat boob to his mouth to replace my lips. "Here, baby." I laid a hand behind his head and reassuringly brushed a thumb under his hairline. Raw instincts guiding him, his tongue circled around my nipple before consuming it in a bout of hearty suction, letting me bask in a sensation I'd been longing for.
Looking down on my adult son nursing from me was tickling desires I had held back for years, but I needed more than just a tickle to sate me. Teeth grazed ever so slightly against the bumpy, pink protrusion and released frisson from my skull all the way down to the base of my spine.
I urged him to continue, and he answered back under a muffled heap of breast meat. "Okay, Momma." Even without seeing it, I could tell he was grinning with enthusiasm. "What about this?"
With only that single question to prepare me, I didn't have time to register that he'd released my nipple with a wet pop! My eyes snapped open to see him bury his face to my sternum and blow a raspberry against my chest.
Naturally, I chortled in a rather unsexy way and tried to pull back, but his hold on me was unbreakable. Our momentum carried us backward onto the mattress, now putting Sean on top of me, with a seductive smirk on his face. "Was that too rough?"
"What kind of Mommy-slut would I be if I said yes?" Brazen use of a word so harsh put Sean on edge, but I reassured him we were the only two in the house. While technically not a lie, I knew he would be shocked when he learned I had invited his aunt over, so I kept that a secret for now.
I kissed him again. "Stop worrying, my big handsome man. Nobody is gonna come home and see you pinning your mother to the mattress." That description got a rise out of him, both figuratively and, well, you get the idea.
His burgeoning erection knocked against my crotch, politely requesting admission behind the cotton curtain.
"Morning wood, I see?"
"Nope." Sean refused to sway his gaze, burning holes into my chest from his bird's-eye view. My breasts rolled off the sides of my chest like pendulums, showing their weight as they flattened with gravity and spread out like two fat, jiggly pancakes.
"Oh, no?" I stretched my arms out with exaggeration and pushed my breasts together, highlighting the rise of my chest towards his waiting hands. "Did Mommy do that to you?"
He nodded pensively, with a dry swallow.
"Should she fix it, then?" I blinked with equal exaggeration to embody a faux innocence, something men had always seemed to like. "It's awfully big, it must hurt getting this hard all the time." On my emphasis, I made a point to let him see me open my mouth and drag my fingers across my tongue to collect a generous portion of thick, gooey saliva.
I reached between us and dove a hand under his boxers, mentally restricting myself from formally drooling as soon as I relished his firm cock seizing under my grip.
My fingers started underneath his balls, softly tickling the bulging vein that had, so far, twice delivered me a generous donation of cum. I ventured under the two swinging orbs, already beginning to pull tight to his body, spreading the makeshift lube all over his balls until they were slick enough to slide effortlessly between my fingers.
I rolled them back and forth, enchanted, as every subtle motion evoked a twitch in Sean's legs, his mouth agape in disbelief that something so minor could reduce him to rubble.
I lightly pressed a thumb directly below the base of his length, separating his balls to either side of the large sack, and pinched my middle finger together with my thumb, before slowly pulling them down with just the right amount of pressure, using the nails on my remaining fingers to inject him with electricity as I dragged them over his smooth sack.
He tensed up in response, his testicles clenching together uncontrollably as his muscles tightened, so I moved to soothe the tickle. I formed an "O" with my first finger and thumb right above his balls, still slick with saliva and tightening by the second. With unrequited patience I pulled gently on his balls and let the lube ease the pressure as I opened the "O" wider as I approached his swollen testicles, sliding over them with ease until I reached the bottom.
My fingers released and his massive, dangling balls swung freely, making his cock bob up and down as he flexed it. I brought my hand up, so the heavy weights laid comfortably in my palm, delicately lifting my son's balls like I was weighing them to see how much baby butter he had cooked up overnight. If their heft was any indication, they were about ready to burst.
I began wrapping my entire hand around the fat, quivering plums and tugged them just enough to get his legs twitching again before releasing them entirely. He looked at me like a sad puppy, but I wasn't done yet. I brought my hand back up to my mouth and locked eyes with him as he watched me slobber all over my palm, making a display of drooling into my open hand as much as I could, making him wait for the treat he now knew he was getting.
I returned to his balls, for only a moment. I traced from the base of his shaft all the way up to his frenulum, leaving a thin, shiny trail of wetness leading from his balls up to his engorged crown. My son pushed himself onto me, squashing his cock firmly against my hand while delivering a kiss laden with such passion I was sure he was trying to show off.
"You're sure they're gone." His hurried, slurred speech told me he wasn't really asking, but I nodded anyway and bit my lower lip to halt the quivering. I had expected to bring Sean downstairs soon after I woke him, but he had other plans.
The moment would have been inescapable, save for a familiar voice taunting us from the doorway, brandishing an expression all too cheeky. "Well, they're gone, but I'm not."
"What the fuck!" Sean bolted off the bed and callously slapped away my hand, though trying to hide his boner did not come so easy. He fiddled around in his boxers to conceal himself, but it was far too late. "A-Aunt Caitlin? What are you doing here?"
I adored the idea that he thought, even momentarily, that Caitlin had shown up unannounced, but tried to picture the scene from his perspective. He only saw his aunt a handful of times every few months, same as me, but I talked to her almost every day. This was the last day he ever expected Caitlin to show up, and I would bet anything he wasn't prepared to have her walk in on him smooching his own Mother.
He stared at me with pure horror washing over his face, begging me to save him. I wasn't sure how long my sister had been watching us make out, though her hand gently kneading her breast led me to believe she had seen enough of our show to want to join.
Her shorts were removed, leaving her in her revealing full-piece bathing suit, which reminded me that I was originally supposed to join her by the pool.
The outfit did wonders for her body, clinging to her breasts and rounding them out to an impeccably formed curve that even made my mouth water a little. The thin piece of fabric stretched over the mound between her legs was barely doing its job, leaving little to the imagination, sinking little by little between her hungry lips and displaying the edges of her mommy muffin. Her lips were clearly visible from a few feet away, with more of her juicy pussy threatening to expose itself if she spread her legs even an inch.
I wanted to tease Sean further, to make it seem like we had been outed only a day after finding each other, but concern over ruining the mood led me back on track. "Honey, don't freak out."
"He's already freaking out." Caitlin did not relent as kindly as I did. "Surprised to see me, Bunny?"
Sean's eyes darted back and forth between the two of us, trying to find a foothold to steady himself. "What did you, uh, I mean...what are you doing here?"
"What did I see, you mean?" Her posture was bulletproof and Sean was crumbling, his expression desperately pleading for me to intervene. Motherly instincts almost kicked in, but I'd gotten fairly good at ignoring those lately, so I decided to let Cait have a bit of fun. I gave him the classic hands-in-the-air shrug that suggested I had no idea what was going on.
I climbed off the bed and stood behind my son, eager to watch him writhe under Caitlin's control. If Sean paid close attention, he would notice that I made suspiciously little effort to conceal myself from my sister's view, but his mind was preoccupied.
He did not know of the history I shared with his aunt; she had seen me naked almost as many times as my Husband had, so it was counterintuitive to cover up when I knew she would be exploring me again very, very soon.
"Well, what did you see?" Sean squeaked timidly.
Caitlin finally broke her stance and strode haughtily towards her trembling prey, closing the distance at a snail's pace. I stepped closer to my son for reassurance, but my sister fired daggers at me, so I backed up, curious to see where she would take this. "Hmm, what do you think I saw?"
"Aunt Caitlin, I swear it's not what it looks like."
"And what does it look like?" She cocked her head with her arms folded, now a mere foot or so away from Sean, who was hanging his head in shame. "Because to me, it looks like you guys started early."
He snapped to attention and narrowed his brow. "We sta-...wait we what? What do you mean early?"
"I mean, when someone makes a promise, they must keep it." She peeked around Sean's hulking frame to arch an eyebrow in my direction. "Don't you think so, Soff?"
I nodded.
"She...promised? What promise? Mom, what is she talking about?" Confusion spun Sean in a circle, volleying from my sister, to me, then back to her. Sleep was still clouding his mind, blood was rushing away from his brain, and the result was a lack of critical thinking and an uptick in lost words.
Now, speaking strictly to me, Caitlin pushed past my son and backed me against the closet door. "You said you'd wait."
"I did wait!" I stomped my foot, growing bolder as I stepped towards her until our chests met and ballooned out like they were fighting for supremacy. Her boobs were bigger, and she was taller, removing any possibility of a contest by forcing my back flush against the door, though I didn't back down. "He's my son, for Christ's sake!"
"Possessive, huh? That doesn't sound like you." Sarcasm rang true in her words. "Share with me, you little whore."
I gawked, jaw all slack, as she took charge and laid both her hands on my hips. She released some of the pressure keeping our breasts pushed together, but two pairs of big tits tend to look even bigger when they work together. A mountain of pudgy white boobs peaked between us, and I bet Caitlin could feel my diamond nipples poking her, in the same way I felt hers.
Her skin smelled of mild lavender and I remembered why we used to behave this way as teenagers. Just as she did when we were younger, my sister used her height to bear down and keep me flat against the wall so her hands could wander freely. Caitlin had already grown comfortable on my hips and sought new territory to conquer.
I linked my arms around her neck and let nostalgia flood through me as she repeatedly kissed my neck the same way she had many years ago. It felt different than when Sean did it; Caitlin's lips were soft, softer than I remember, and she kissed me the way she knew a woman wanted to be kissed.
Her arms embraced me tighter the longer her lips traced across my collarbone, up behind my ear, darting her tongue behind my earlobe and sucking it into her mouth to nibble. "F-Fuck, Cait," I groaned, ignorant to Sean's presence amidst a moment of bliss.
Now that my neck was abuzz with tingles, Caitlin lifted her head and touched her forehead to mine. She was staring at me with fire in her eyes, forging the dominant role and making me close the final few inches keeping our lips apart. Years had passed since we'd last kissed, but it felt natural to reunite with her after so long.
My breath was racing; hers did not waver. There was a confidence in Caitlin, claiming me as a long-lost prize and treating my body like a playground in ways that reminded me who she was related to. Only Sean had shown such primal, selfish interest in pushing my buttons, but my sister was far more experienced with the locations of those buttons.
Caitlin's teeth hooked onto my bottom lip and gently tugged on it, lifting my head off the closet door as I followed her as far as I could before she relented. Hiding my disappointment when she let go was difficult, and Caitlin's sly smirk proved her awareness of this. She always liked being a tease, but she liked acting slutty even more.
I didn't have time to protest the separation before my head was forcefully pushed back, joining us at the lips again. Caitlin was using me to release some pent-up energy, all of it sexual, but giving very little attention to how we must have looked to Sean.
The previous night had broken the barriers between my son and me, but he had obviously never seen me with another woman, especially not one we were both related to. He was now witnessing two of his closest family members devoting themselves to sultry escapades. Rather, he was watching two women in their sexual prime ravaging each other in a contest to prove who possessed the more talented tongue.
In this instance, Caitlin's vigor earned her the victory, but we both reaped the benefits of her affection. My hands closely embraced her cheeks to steady myself against the torrid onslaught of her sloppy kisses, each of which was plagued with greater passion than the last. Regret rose from the pit of my stomach the instant she pulled away and it manifested as an involuntary childish whine.
Our lips remained linked by a tiny strand of translucent saliva, daring us to move apart and risk breaking the bond. Caitlin wiped the back of her hand across her mouth. "You taste like tea," she marveled, turning my cheeks to blossoms. "I like it."
I didn't know many women, myself included, who could have imagined themselves french-kissing their son, only to jump seconds later into eagerly swapping spit with their sister. I was on a hell of a roll today, but it was only getting started.
I grabbed the neckline of Caitlin's full-piece and began feverishly pulling down, but as I tried to yank the fabric through the tightly squashed cervase our tits had created, she let go of my hips and grabbed me by the wrists. "Don't you think someone else might want to undress me?"
Shame on me for forgetting about Sean, but my sister knew how to absorb my focus like no other. I poked my head around Caitlin's body and locked eyes with my son. "Baby, could you sit on the bed for us?"
I didn't have to ask twice; Sean flew to the mattress with his mouth agape, still trying to discern if he had actually woken up yet. Maybe this was an elaborate, beautiful dream.
Lucky for him, he was wide awake.
I sat beside Sean, refusing to explain anything to him when I knew actions would speak such volumes. Caitlin did not follow my lead, instead opting to straddle the young man we were both drooling over. "Hey, Bunny." She repeated his nickname, softly this time, and dragged her nails through his hair. "Long time, no see."



"Yeah, it has been." Verbosity be damned, he was horny and wanted to get straight to the point. "Did Mom invite you over?"
Caitlin nodded and they both turned to face me. "At my request, she allowed me to come over. You'd be surprised how badly this woman wants you all to herself." I momentarily averted my gaze shamefully, only peeking up again when I felt Sean squeeze my hand. He gazed longingly into my eyes.
"Surprised? No, I don't think so." Sean beamed at me. Honestly, if that doesn't make a Mother's heart swoon, nothing will. "She's kind of amazing."
"Speaking of amazing..." Caitlin returned her attention to her mount and tucked a hand behind her back to undo her bathing suit top. "I've been told these are your favorite."
"Wait!" Sean stopped her, his eyes obsessively pouring over the barely clothed woman in his lap. "Let me do it." He wasn't asking her.
Caitlin turned to me and nodded her approval of how he had been conditioned. She pushed her chest forward, aiming to get her breasts as close to him as she could without touching. Her arms wrapped around his head, mirroring how I'd steadied myself on her, and she blew him a kiss. "Okay, Bunny, go ahead."
If this were a cartoon, Sean would have licked his lips in delight. His profuse swallowing made it hard to lend credence to his stoic appearance--if he left his mouth open, he would have dribbled all over my sister's tits like a horny doofus.
Wearing a bathing suit instead of a bra made it easy for Sean to untie, but he took his time doing so. Starting at her waist, Caitlin was caressed with breathtaking patience. Fingers teased every nerve ending leading up her sides and treated me to the birth of a thousand goosebumps across her pearlescent skin.
Sean dipped one finger down and ran it along the hem of her suit where her thigh was exposed, causing her to roll her shoulders backward and tense her muscles up, hoping to dispel the icy tingles. "Oh you little shit!" Caitlin feigned a look of anger which Sean returned with a palpably seductive stare, both waiting to see who would crack first.
I'd seen the same look on Sean's face when he saw my naked body only a day ago, and couldn't ignore the jealousy that was coursing through me. I wanted to rip my sister off his lap and replace her fat bottom with mine. I wanted his hardening cock sandwiched between my legs, only now realizing just how wet I had become in reaction to my back-to-back make-out sessions.
Emotion took a backseat to logic as I reminded myself whose vagina he actually came out of. I was certain he wouldn't forget where his real home was, even with his aunt grinding on him like a practiced stripper.
With her legs firmly planted on either side of his body, the temptation on Caitlin's face became too much to ignore. She cradled Sean's face in her hands, lost in the powerful gaze I'd begun to crave, and brought her lips down to his as slowly as she could. The initial reaction I saw from Sean was resistance, and even with his face aimed squarely at hers, I could see he was concerned about how I would take it.
I had invited Caitlin here for a reason. I didn't want to back out now because I was hesitant to see another woman using my son for her pleasure. We were all blood here, so I bit the bullet and squeezed his hand reassuringly, rubbing my thumb over the back of his fingers. "It's okay, honey. I brought her here for you. Don't be shy."
He turned to me with Caitlin's hands still glued to his face, ignoring her disappointment towards being put on hold. "Are you sure?"
"I'm sure. Do you need proof?" I knew he had requested it for himself, but it was something of a secret pleasure of mine to watch a woman with large breasts release them from captivity. I granted my approval by pinching the loose string dangling down Caitlin's back and plucking it like a harp, releasing the tension keeping her held together.
Her shoulders relaxed as her heavy breasts lost their support, but being that it was a full-piece suit it didn't fall right away. The momentum of her breasts springing forward nearly carried her top off, but the suit hung on just enough to hide from Sean's eyes. Practiced in the art of methodical seduction, my sister moved achingly slowly to hold our undivided attention.
Caitlin shed her razor-thin layer of clothing, peeling the garment off like it was glued to her skin. She uncovered one side of her chest while leaving the other hidden from view. The contrast of her black suit against the uniform cream-colored skin of her breast was the kind of thing you'd see in an edgy, adult art exhibit. Her dark brown nipple jutted menacingly towards Sean, and I was sure he was as excited to suckle from her as I was to watch him. I clenched my teeth together to ensure I wasn't leaving my jaw on the floor.
I wasn't sure who was more stunned: me, or my son. Sean didn't seem to care that I took the moment away from him, he was far too astonished by the sudden reveal of Caitlin's enormous breast to pay me any mind.
Always a fan of attention, Caitlin refused to let go of her hold on us. "You two like them, huh?" She winked playfully, looping a thumb under the string that was still covering the other half of her chest. It had been years since I saw my sister naked, and the sight of just a single bare breast was enough to bring back a storm of old memories.
Even with one side shielded I knew both her nipples were rock hard; through the suit I could see the tiny button begging for recognition. A hundred more goosebumps dotted her breast, cool air flicking its tongue over her freshly exposed skin. She moved painfully slowly, letting the tension build to a fever pitch before she removed her top and let it rest around her waist.
Sean and I were in competition for who could look more awestruck, and our fawning was not lost on Caitlin. She loved being the center of attention, as was clearly evident by the unimpeded grin displayed across her face. Her tits swayed side to side, bumping against each other in a torrid display that perfectly utilized their size. She ran her hands from her hips up over her abdomen, tucking them under her breasts to overfill her hands. She raised her nipples close to her mouth.
Caitlin stuck her tongue out and tapped the tip against her nipple, letting a strand of saliva connect the two. She lingered for a moment, admiring how the light bounced off the slick, hardened nub, only to dip her head down and suck the button dry, letting it pop from between her teeth.
Upon release, gravity took hold of Cait's heavy udders and plunged them downward, one slapping against her chest and the other landing on my son's forehead.
Sean gawked helplessly, uninterested in escaping the smothering weight of his aunt's bust. Caitlin brushed a hand behind his head, holding him in place while she lifted her dangling boob to his mouth and encouraged him to suckle her. I held back a laugh when I realized how similar our moves were--we really had taught each other everything.
He didn't need to be asked twice, instantly putting her tiny brown nub under assault. "Tell me if I'm too rough." His voice was buried under a pile of doughy, soft breast pudge.
"I won't," Caitlin assured playfully, kissing the top of his head and dragging her nails over his scalp. The challenge was not lost on Sean, who took full advantage of the invitation and lightly dug his teeth into the sensitive, rubbery surface he was sucking on. My sister yelped in response, playfully swatting her attacker but gaining no relief. "Don't try that hard!"
"Careful what you wish for," Sean taunted, bringing a hand down on Caitlin's backside and eliciting a startled cry. "If you can't stand the heat..."
"Excuse me! You better not finish that thought. I was cooking before you were born, sweetheart!" Caitlin grabbed a handful of Sean's hair and yanked it back, giving her open access to plant a kiss on his neck. "If you wanna play rough, mister, your mother and I are quite familiar."
I suddenly became aware that I had been motionless for an eternity. I locked eyes with my son, his aunt perched in his lap, and immediately averted my stare.
Why did I feel like a shy little kid being caught doing something I shouldn't? Sure, I was ogling my son in ways a mother never should, but that was nothing new. I had already been with Sean, seen him in a sexual light, but now the urge to impress him was overwhelming. I pushed my nerves back down to the pit of my stomach and stood up.
Stepping behind Caitlin, I rested my head on her shoulder, meeting my son's gaze once again. "Hey, baby," I cooed softly, tightly hugging my sister around her stomach and lifting my arms until I was supporting the full weight of her breasts in my arms. I juggled them up and down, dreamily attached to the feeling of unparalleled warmth underneath her giant marshmallow breasts.
They were too heavy to hold up for very long, and with every raise of her tremendous breasts, I could feel my arms growing tired but seeing Sean's fascination with watching them collide like a wave in the ocean was a driving force to continue.
I was determined to put on a show for him, so I struggled to pull one arm out from its busty prison. Once freed, I could slide my arm between Caitlin's breasts and take hold of her like I was trying to squeeze her to death. Buy, try as I might, I couldn't fully contain them, and was now faced with an armful of fluffy, pillowy breast meat trying its best to burst free from my grasp.
Restraining a tornado might have been easier, as the tighter I clamped down, the more Caitlin's tits resisted, juggling in my hold as if they were actively trying to spill out of my arms. I welcomed the challenge of trying to ensnare both her breasts at the same time; I would pin one down and involuntarily relinquish the other, letting it slip from my grasp before I had a chance to catch it.
I could never tire of toying with Caitlin's breasts, though my muscles were humming a different tune. A burn was creeping on that I knew I couldn't outlast forever; her boobs were simply too heavy for me, and it took everything I had to hold them up until I nearly cracked. Still, I soldiered on, unable to voluntarily let go of my sister's breathtaking tits.
This game of back and forth was mesmerizing Sean, whose interest could not be overstated. He was positively riveted watching me play with Caitlin, and who could blame him?
He was faced with two beautiful (pardon my ego) half-naked women, both seeking to please him more than the other, when yesterday morning he was still using his hand like...well, someone who didn't have a mother like me around to help him.
Sean's hands sat motionless on Caitlin's hips, waiting for his brain to cue the reminder to use them. I took the lead when it looked like he was dangerously close to entering a hypnotic coma, confident that a little prompt would start turning the gears. Caitlin audibly gasped when I let her boobs succumb to gravity, startled by the sudden plummet. That was all it took to jumpstart Sean's engine and pull him out of the fog.
"Hey!" Caitlin's eyes snapped open. "Play nice!"
"Never," I whispered into the nape of her neck. I took Sean's hands and pulled them off my sister's hips, guiding them upwards until his hands were as full of bulging dough as mine had just been. "How does she feel, baby?"
"Amazing." He couldn't have contained his grin if his life depended on it, but I noticed him trying to sneak a peek over Caitlin's shoulder. "Could I..."
"See mine? Of course, sweetheart." I perked up at the request, relishing his affection. The fact that he had my gorgeous sister in his lap, tits and all, but still wanted to see mine was more of a compliment than he intended it to be. Stepping around Caitlin with an intentional slowness gave me plenty of time to watch the curiosity seep onto Sean's face, only to be replaced by unabashed wonder when my breasts were finally put on full display.
"Oh, fuck." His eyes were saucers. "Can I--"
"Yes, baby, you don't have to keep asking." I stifled a giggle. "But it's very heartwarming to see what a gentleman I've raised."
Caitlin's massive breasts were overflowing in Sean's right hand, and his left reached out for me. The expression of sheer amazement he wore was worth every bit of suffering I went through to bring him into this world, like I had spent a lifetime waiting to get to this point.
Our chests were like a tennis match, his eyes bouncing from me to Caitlin, then back to me, as if he was comparing every tiny detail. I knew Caitlin had me bested in the weight category, but there was an unmistakable glimmer in his eye when his thumb brushed against my nipple. He watched intently as the tiny nub grew and stuck out enough to jut into his palm when he took a greedy handful.
"Who's the winner?" Caitlin batted her eyes like a seasoned seductress, imitating puppy dog eyes will all her might. "There is a right answer, by the way."
"Yes, there is." I raised an eyebrow at my son, clasping my hand on top of his, hopeful that I could manipulate a victory. "Choose wisely."
Sean swept panic under the rug and calmly declared it a tie, refusing to relent for a second. I knew if this were an ass competition I would have it in the bag, so I accepted the tie for now.
Caitlin shot me a glance that said she tolerated that answer, but she wasn't thrilled to draw in a breast contest when it was typically her winning category. "Fine, but if we tie any future events, I'm going to be suspicious."
"Future events?" Sean's eyes screamed at me.
"You didn't think I invited Aunt Caitlin just to let you play with her tits, did you?" I stood beside Caitlin, pushing our competing chests close together to form a quadruple boob-wall that threatened to encase Sean's head if he didn't fall back to the mattress.
Now, lying on his back, Sean was without a pair of melons in his face for the first time in several seconds. I took pity on my boy and sought to rectify that, giving Caitlin a knowing nod. Lucky for us, Sean's boxers did not challenge our advances. We grabbed our respective sides and pulled the shorts down, training our eyes on exactly the same spot for the impending unveiling.
I hadn't seen Sean's cock since our shower, and I was already in withdrawal. It was too dark when I'd snuck into his room last night to get a good look, and rising anxiety placed me firmly on the edge of my seat.
He must have shaved recently, leaving minimal time for a thin layer of stubble to grow back above where our treasure lay waiting. We tugged the shorts down until only the very root of Sean's cock entered our view.
"Oh my...God damn." Caitlin released a breath she had been unwittingly holding. It was evident, just from the base, that my son was painfully hard. His erection fought against the waistband, desperate to meet the outside world but was held back indefinitely. Unless we let him out, he would continue to struggle for freedom, and something about that seemed unjustifiable. "What the fuck, Soff, he's--"
"I know." I was the living personification of the heart-eyes emoji. I knew I was playing up my shock and awe, if only just a little, but I was sure Sean would eat it up. "Believe me, I know."
We exposed more of Sean's length, and I watched Caitlin's eyes absorb the scene in front of her. The tension was all-consuming, my heartbeat thumping all the way to my ears like I was marching towards a high dive, though much of that was being fed to me vicariously through Caitlin.
The boxer's edge met with Sean's bulging helmet, nearly unleashing the beast from its cotton cage before we were ready. I was in no rush, though the same couldn't be said for Caitlin, so I forced her to move at my pace for the time being.
With his erection still straining for release from his shorts, I poked my tongue just above where the fabric met his skin. Instantly, the organ gave a powerful throb, inviting me to run my tongue up the length of his shaft with as much patience as I could muster. My slippery pink snake left a trail of saliva in its wake, leading down to the base where I planted a very, very wet kiss. I half-wrapped my mouth around the root of his cock and nibbled with my lips covering my teeth, flicking my tongue over, then under, his excitable bulge.
I pulled my head back and invited Caitlin to join me, both Mothers now eagerly flicking their tongues against the base of his ever-growing length. Sean was barely being touched, only the very tips of our tongues were making contact, and I knew he was rearing for the passion I had exhibited in the shower but getting there was half the fun.
He was so delightfully hard that I was certain that if I caved to my own desires and let him in my throat, he would come immediately.
Caitlin and I worked ourselves into a routine with ease, expertly managing to keep his dick from sneaking out of his boxers. She would drag her tongue, following my slimy path down my son's shaft until she touched the base and planted another very wet, drool-filled kiss next to mine. Before she had a chance to pull back, I would already have my tongue pressed against the edge of Sean's boxers, preparing to slide up his thick pole and leave my own sloppy smooch.
It didn't take long for Sean to be noticeably dripping with our collective spit. Considering he had yet to enter our mouths,that was quite a feat, and I silently congratulated our efforts.
My tongue flattened against the smooth surface, savoring the taste and feel of my son's cock dragging against it, but I wanted more. I tilted my head to the side and took his girth sideways between my lips, basting it with saliva. My mouth traveled up the length and kept suction tight, only loosening the seal to dribble more lube upon my descent. He had been wet before, but now he was absolutely soaked.
"Hey!" Caitlin pouted with her brow furrowed. "You have to share!"
I glanced at her with Sean's dick still sandwiched between my lips, muffling my response. "Whud a yo gunna du abou it?"
I shouldn't have asked.
Caitlin grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked me off my son, mashing her lips against mine. I tried to get out of her grip, but I was caught, helpless to my sister's aggressive attempt to taste Sean on my tongue. "Share, please?" She wasn't putting on a show, she wasn't acting, she was genuinely begging me.
I gave her some space and whispered faintly, "Okay, just...let me get him ready for you."
Sean's dick was still thumping like a heartbeat even without our mouths on him. We had wound him tighter than he could bear, and his body was aching for relief. Groggily, he blinked back at us, waiting for our next move.
Caitlin's greed got the better of her sooner than I'd hoped, but I leaned into her enthusiasm with vigor. While she impulsively assaulted him with another array of passionate kisses, I grabbed Sean's waistband and jerked his boxers down around his knees, unwilling to waste the precious seconds it would cost to have him lift his butt off the bed. The sudden motion startled him, and if Caitlin hadn't returned to making out with him, he would've bolted upright on the bed.
Sloppy sucking noises filled the room, adding a kind of white noise in the background that I all but filtered out in the pursuit of disrobing my son. I tossed his crumpled shorts into the corner of the room, hopefully never to be heard from again, and laid my eyes on Sean's hulking erection.
Common courtesy may have been to wait for Caitlin, but I wasn't feeling courteous at the moment. I tilted Sean's cock to an upright position, gently stroking his entire length in long, fluid motions. I dipped my head forward and, resisting the urge to take him in my mouth, flattened my saliva-coated tongue against the underside of his juicy, purple helmet.



My thumb spread around my spit, tickling his frenulum with a light touch every time I grazed my thumb through the slippery saliva. I brought my head directly over top of my hand, pausing my routine with his bulging head placed squarely in my palm and giving it a flutter of soft squeezes. I made a deliberate show of drooling into the small hole my hands made around his cockhead, watching the lube trickle down and disappear between my fingers.
The bubbly goo coating him gave me the courage to squeeze harder, twisting my wrist as I slowly began to lower my hand, only reversing when I felt him give me a strong pulse in response. I wanted to jerk him off with the fervent intensity I'm sure he was used to, but tediously forcing him to endure every minuscule touch was turning his dial to eleven.
Sean said something to Caitlin, muffled under my sister's hungry kisses, though I didn't have to wonder what he said for long. Caitlin's hand joined mine between his legs, but ventured down a little further. His dick flexed powerfully when her hand wrapped around his balls, forming an "O" with her fingers, and applying the slightest downward pressure, softly tugging away from his body exactly the way I had earlier.
My son let out a series of small groans, struggling to focus on making out with his aunt while I lovingly tended to him.
Greed must run in our family, I thought, unable to resist the temptation staring me right in the face. I lied and told myself that Caitlin wouldn't mind if I got a head start, sure that she wouldn't let me play alone for too long.
Manners be damned--I couldn't spend another minute watching my son flex his erection mere inches from my face without letting lust ravage me. Caitlin was distracted, so I took the leap.
Sean knew how close he was to my mouth, my hot breath rolling against his skin, and I could practically feel the energy emanating from him like a heat lamp. I secured one hand tightly to the base of his cock and it stood up excitedly, anticipating my next move.
I opened my jaw as wide as I could, slowly lowering my head until I knew I had the entirety of his big, cushy helmet inside my mouth. I didn't close my lips, instead opting to tease him with the heat, inviting him inside by exhaling hot, exaggerated breaths around his cock. I couldn't close my mouth to swallow, which allowed saliva to freely drip onto him the longer I made him, and myself, wait for what we wanted.
My head dipped a bit lower, and I closed the entrance, vacuum sealing my lips an inch below Sean's protruding crown, my tongue pressed firmly against his frenulum. The back of my throat was crying out for attention, but I quieted the urge, seeking to toy with my son as long as I could. I stopped being aware of the fervent kissing happening just above my head and lost myself in bliss.
I stayed airtight to Sean's cock as I lifted my head, tucking a piece of hair behind my ear with my free hand. I dragged my lips over his glistening cockhead until I had nearly released the fat egg from my grasp, but left my lips connected to the tip.
My lips parted slightly so dribbles of spit could seep out and run down his impressive length. I slid my hand up from the base of his cock through the trail of saliva, maintaining the connection with my lips so my tongue could stick out and bathe him in wet kisses like I was trying to French kiss his cock.
My hand reached the edge of the head and I dipped back down to meet my fingers with my lips, tightly constricting as much of his girth as I could. Nursing happily, I found a steady rhythm that kept him locked inside my cheeks while my hand ran up and down the greased pole.
I pulled back and took a shallow breath, gazing desperately at my prize and continued to slowly jerk him off. The thick rope of spit connecting us was snatched up in an instant to add to the goo with which I was basting my son, giving me a frictionless glide up and down his massive length.
I let my palm clasp around his throbbing helmet, mashing his cock against my mouth and audibly forcing the saliva through my lips so it came out as a bubbly froth. A sticky mess was now on my hands, figuratively and literally, but I would not relent. My mouth returned to its meal, and I eased another inch or two into my mouth, swallowing almost half of his cock.
I tilted my head so I could feel him pressing against the roof of my mouth and rubbed him back and forth, hoping to let the bumpy texture coax him into coming as soon as possible, though I knew Caitlin would have a fit if that happened.
Sean squirmed under my assault; muffled grunts being deposited into Caitlin's smothering smooches by the second. I was sure she was close to figuring out I'd again started without her, so I wanted to remind my son which of us could truly take care of him the best.
With one hand still wrapped around him, tugging tirelessly at the rigid monster in my grip, I opened my jaw and tried to silently fill my other hand with some of the profuse saliva building up in my mouth. That hand, loaded with lube, wrapped around his testicles, and gave them a reassuring squeeze, making him buck under Caitlin.
So far, she was too busy sucking face to notice, so I pressed my attack until I had worked every part of Sean's cock with precision.
His engorged head was flaring under the work my tongue was doing, circling the fat helmet while I bobbed up and down, never letting him out of my grasp. With the warmth of his dick trapped between my lips, it felt like my mouth was melting him. I felt the blood rushing to him with every pulse and continued feverishly nursing on him like the meaning of life was hidden inside.
Somehow Caitlin hadn't yet heard the sloppy suction noises I was emitting, but even without looking it would have been clear that Sean was smothered in saliva with the squelching sounds my hand made every time it raised to meet my lips. His balls were pulled all the way up to his body, making it even easier to caress the swollen orbs with my fingertips, occasionally daring to slide one of the slippery digits underneath his balls to tickle that secret spot right above his asshole.
Just as I came to terms with staying there forever, I felt the well-known signs that meant Sean was about to come. The edge was neared, and I pulled back, only leaving my hand on his balls and giving the sack a gentle, loving massage as I tried to hold it in place through his powerful flexing.
I felt the impending finale subside a bit and couldn't stop myself from pressing my face right into his balls so I had one on either side of my cheeks, jutting my tongue out so I wrapped as far around the bottom as I could in the hopes of triggering that special place behind them. My face was entirely buried in my son's testicles, with no room for a hint of air to sneak in as I intentionally smothered myself with his swollen, aching balls. I flattened my tongue against him to cover as much of the surface as I could, and, mouth wide open, began my ascent up towards the squishy cockhead, feeling every little quiver on the way up.
As soon as I reached the top, I pursed my lips and pressed them to the tip, slowly edging downwards and letting my lips separate as I did to make sure Sean felt every part of my mouth envelope him. I thought I gave him enough time to rest, but it only took a few lazy head bobs to bring him right back to the brink.
"M-Mom, you gotta s-stop!" Sean could barely get the words out, but as soon as Caitlin caught wind of my trickery, the jig was up.
She stopped making out with my son like a lovesick teenager and immediately scowled at me. "Sophie! What the fuck!"
I glanced up, eyes wide with embarrassment. My cheeks were visibly bloated from trying to hold so much dick in my mouth, and I knew I looked like a naked chipmunk smuggling an oversized acorn. She didn't avert her gaze, so I decided to stop before she blew a gasket.
It took almost ten full seconds for me to remove myself from Sean's cock. I took my time releasing him from my mouth, causing several strands of thick, gooey saliva to stay attached to Sean's cock like long, dripping spiderwebs. I stayed staring at Caitlin, hoping she would soften, but she would not back down, knowing what was at stake. My poor boy was still doing everything in his power not to let loose, and I could see out of the corner of my eye that he had both hands pressed to his temples in an effort to focus, muttering, "Oh my god, oh fuck, holy shit," in sheer disbelief.
With an audible grumble, I released Sean's dick with a loud, wet "pop!"
He gasped in exasperation. "Fuck!" He dropped his arms to the bed and took to heavy breathing, while his aunt and I stared in wide-eyed fascination at his powerfully flexing cock, begging me to finish him off. "You can't do that, Mom, you're too fucking good at it."
"Watch your mouth, Sean," I teased, throwing a wink at Caitlin without breaking eye contact.
"No, why don't you watch your mouth?" Caitlin shot at me with a bratty snarl, pouting like a schoolgirl. "You promised, Sophie!"
"I know, but have you seen this thing?" I waved at Caitlin with Sean's cock, swaying it back and forth so it slapped softly against my lips and cheeks, submitting to the reckless, primal abandon that told me I needed to follow the urge to cover myself in his scent. I engulfed the inflated head one final time and released it slowly, making sure to leave a thick layer of throat goo coating it before I aimed the missile towards my sister. "Do you want a turn, Cai--"
I hadn't finished the question before she was scrambling down to my level like it was Christmas fucking morning. "I thought you'd never ask."
I gave a casual shrug, patting the floor beside me. "If you didn't stop me, I wasn't going to." I hadn't taken my hand off of Sean yet; I wasn't ready to let go now that I'd had a taste. My sister was past waiting, though her disappointment softened as I tilted Sean's pole towards her and gave her a swift kiss on the cheek. "He's all yours." I offered.
Caitlin wasn't far from licking her lips at this point but showed resounding patience for someone who was so close to drooling. She placed her hands around both his ankles, bumping her butt against mine to tell me to scooch over. Slowly but surely, her hands drifted up over his legs until she reached his thighs.
Her nails lightly scraped against Sean's leg, causing him to spasm so hard I almost lost my grip on his cock. A devilish smile creeped onto Caitlin's face as she remembered how much she loved reducing a man to her control, and she hadn't even put her mouth on him yet.
I rubbed my thumb over Sean's frenulum to keep him stimulated while my sister took her time pushing her hands towards his balls, tightly constricted, and begging for the release that they were still so far from reaching.
Caitlin pushed both hands together and kept Sean's balls sandwiched between them. Both of her thumbs rotated in circles over the smooth surface as she gently kneaded them, tenderizing her nephew to encourage a quick submission. Without a word she dropped her head into his lap and brushed my hand away, replacing my hand with hers, and replacing her hand with her mouth.
Soft suckling noises emitted from Caitlin's mouth the second she had her mouth stuffed with Sean's bulging orbs, and she let loose a satisfied groan that turned into a low, rumbling vibration around his sack. I knew how much I had missed having two large, heavy balls filling my cheeks, and knew my sister shared a similar proclivity.
She started jerking her hand up and down in time with her slurping, quickly raising her hand to the head, encircling it with her palm while she pulled Sean's balls away from his body, only to slowly drop her hand to his lap and tighten her grip, making Sean's crown balloon up as the blood raced to the head.
As she squeezed, her lips relinquished their hold on his testicles and slowly reintroduced them to the outside air, letting the cool air lap at him before gobbling the tender jewels back into her mouth. I could see her cheeks inflate when their bulging intruder took its place, giving her tongue a chance to slip underneath his balls, tickling the underside until she made Sean's hearty groans rise a few octaves.
I couldn't just sit on the sidelines and watch--I wanted in. Instinct moved my fingers to Caitlin's cheeks and caressed the bulge she held inside. I could feel her tongue slithering around within, relentlessly manipulating the two orbs with her expertly trained mouth.
"Mom," Sean said between shallow breaths. "Could you come up here?"
Caitlin raised her eyebrows excitedly and looked at me, nodding eagerly. "Goh aheaa." Caitlin gurgled with excitement and, upon realizing how the vibration had affected Sean, continued emitting a low, steady hum.
I took Sean's outstretched hand and he pulled me towards him until I was close enough for him to hook his hands under my arms. I thought he wanted to make out with his Mother again, but it seemed he had other plans.
Taking a position that no mother ever should, I climbed atop my son and planted one knee on either side of his head so I could rest my bum on his chest. He looked so handsome down below me, buried underneath my womanhood, that I couldn't help but pause to fully absorb the image of my son sandwiched between the bed and my vagina. His face, the half I could see, hinted at an uncontrollable ear-to-ear grin.
Consumed in my thoughts, I jumped when I felt Sean's tongue slither between my legs. He poked around the entrance, and I ached for him to venture inside, but was instead greeted by a warm, slippery glide through the folds of my pussy lips until he reached my sensitive button.
He gave it a sloppy kiss and paused for a moment to hold his suction, releasing only to lightly suck the soft pudge around my Mommy muffin into his mouth a few times. If he sucked any harder, he would've left a temporary hickey on my chubby mound, marking me as his own. I internally prayed that he would, leaving me with a subtle reminder I could swoon over for the rest of the week.
The wetter I became, the more attention he was forced to pay to my pussy, tirelessly lapping up my copious flowing honey to keep from drowning. He pressed his mouth against my entrance and, finally, inched his tongue inside of me. He flexed it upwards and poked around the roof, searching for my g-spot, but fell just short of reaching it.
It was clear he was teasing me; he knew me well enough by now to know that I was going to start riding him, without him needing to say a word. I had no urge to control myself, so I let loose. With both hands rooted to the back of my son's head, I bore down on him like an animal.
He immediately got the signal and stuck his tongue out to let me grind on it with wild abandon. I found the perfect angle to position him so every downward push would slide his tongue from the sopping wet hole he had tended to, up through my lips and directly over my clit.
Sean had both arms securing me to his face like a feedbag, preventing me from jumping away from him every time I spasmed with delight, each time giving a high-pitched squeak that only encouraged him further. Honey dropped down the inside of my thigh and left a trail in its wake that Sean's tongue happily followed. He flattened the slippery snake against my skin and ran his taste buds over the softness of my skin, picking up the droplets of syrup dripping from me.
The muscles in my legs began to ache. How long had I been doing this, and how much more could I withstand? I snapped my eyes open and looked down to see him still blissfully lost in eating me out. Finally, after what seemed like a lifetime, I slowed down and fell forward, taking note of how exhausted I was.
Sean's hands moved with no hesitation to my bottom and grabbed two greedy handfuls of pudgy dough, bringing me against his face and sliding further underneath me. Before I could ask what he was doing, I felt his tongue wiggle in between my cheeks and prod against my tightly puckered hole.
"B-Baby hold on," I pleaded, hoping Caitlin wouldn't notice his exploration or the way my entire body seized up the moment he touched me there.
Of course, she caught wind that something had changed and emitted a gleeful gasp. "Go, Bunny! Yes!" I guess she finally took his balls out of her mouth to speak, as I felt him finally relax a bit in the brief pause he was given.
I hushed my sister, but she took no notice, bringing an immediate answer to my question of how I would tell Sean what I'd promised Cait I would let him do.
"Relax, Sophie, by tonight he's gonna be doing a lot more than tonguing you down there." She resumed her attachment to my son as if she hadn't said a word, pulling his meaty cock back into her mouth like a fat pacifier.
"Really, Mom?" My son was staring up at me with stars in his eyes, his voice muffled between two fat butt cheeks. "You're gonna let me in here?" He pressed his tongue flatly against my asshole and pulled my cheeks apart with his hands, making me clench with every circle he drew around the puffy pink ring.
I nodded silently, biting my lip to keep from growing too loud. I was afraid if I seemed too eager, he wouldn't go as slowly as I needed him to go. Nerves still plagued my limbs every time I thought about letting him back there, but I knew it was only a matter of time before I did.
"I don't think I'll make it that long this time," Sean grunted from below. "Aunt Caitlin is way too good at this."
I turned my body so I could see her work. One hand was pulling his balls in a gentle massage, while the other was glued to her lips in a swivel motion as she bounced her face up and down into Sean's lap, engulfing nearly his entire cock with each dive. The saliva overflowing her mouth was loudly bubbling like a cauldron as she fought to keep the hot foam from spilling out.
With a mighty plunge, she gobbled down most of his shaft, and swung her mouth side to side with one final push to lodge the final inch of his cock inside her constrictive throat, not letting the loud, violent gagging deter her from stuffing her throat with cock. Her lips formed a seal around his length, and she pressed his balls up against her chin so her tongue could worm underneath them when it found its way out.
Tears were forming in the pit of her eyes, threatening to worsen her mascara-stained cheeks every time her body lurched from trying to swallow his length. Her tears rolled freely as she scrunched up her face, fighting for one more second on Sean's cock without pulling away for the oxygen she desperately needed.
With a huge gasp, she flung her head off his dick and took a huge breath, coughing and sputtering out the collection of goo she'd been keeping warm in her cheeks. The slimy lube coated Sean's cock as she drooled the thick mixture of saliva and precum back onto him. It dripped in big gobs down the two large plums pulled tight against his body, leaving every bit of him smothered in Catalina lube.
"I can't Aunt Caitlin, I can't wait anymore." Sean was begging now, waiting for permission before letting go. "M-Mom? Please?"
Caitlin chimed happily and continued her assault. That was as close to a "yes" as he was getting from her.
"Go ahead, sweetie--come for your Mommies." I brushed a finger through the hair over his ear and pushed down on him, lining his tongue back up with my slit.
He emitted a deep growl and his body seized up. I pressed him against my pussy, holding him tightly by the sides of his head. Caitlin gurgled as she fought through what I had been blessed with earlier, though she didn't hesitate for a second.
The first burst of semen caught her by surprise as it rocketed against the back of her throat, dumping a stream of hot, sticky baby butter down her gullet before she had a chance to taste it. Caitlin's whole body recoiled; eyes as wide as moons as she tried in vain to gobble it down before a second load was delivered into her suckling mouth.



Rope after heavy rope of cum coated the back of her esophagus like paste, bombarding her with more than she could swallow, so she had to keep it collected in her mouth until Sean finished emptying his balls. Her eyes widened nervously as she fought to keep the whole load from bursting out, connecting with my obsessive stare just as Sean's cum-hose flexed like a bicep and launched another thick deposit towards her tonsils.
Still, she pressed on with no pause, swallowing the head of his cock over and over until she had extracted the final drop, reducing my son to a heap. With a tinge of regret, she withdrew her lips with as much patience as she could, getting one long, low groan out Sean before she finally let his softening cock slide out from between her lips.
Caitlin sat up, but her expression did not change. She tilted her head back and dipped a finger in the vat of cum swimming in her mouth, stirring the frothy mixture around until a few drops spilled out and ran down the side of her cheek. She gathered the renegade droplets on her finger and slurped them off, tilting her head back and forth so the load swished around inside her cheeks, effortlessly blanketing her taste buds in warm, salty cum.
Caitlin steadied herself and braced an arm on Sean's leg, maneuvering the mouthful of cum around so she would be better poised to handle it. One loud, audible gulp and Caitlin let the whole of Sean's butter slide into her belly. She was yet to break her stare, hungrily focused on the aftereffects of her handiwork and panting to catch her breath. "Holy...I mean...wow."
Caitlin rubbed her hand over her belly with a look of surprise on her face, literally and figuratively digesting the enormous deposit of cum that was now bubbling like a heavy weight in the pit of her stomach. "You're the kind of guy that gets a girl pregnant on the first go, aren't you?"
I giggled, reaching behind my back to pat my son on the shoulder. "That's my Boy, such a showman."
"I think...I need...a minute." Sean gasped for breath. "You two are just exhausting."
"And to think we're just getting you warmed up," Caitlin chimed.
I climbed off my son's face, winning the ensuing battle with my shaking legs to gain the ability to stand. "Let's give him a chance to rest, Cait. Don't wanna tire him out too quickly."
Sean hadn't budged from the mattress. "I'll be up in a minute--promise."
"Then I'll make sure breakfast is ready for you, sweetheart." I bent down and kissed his forehead like when he was a kid. The moment was immediately lit with tension as I caught Sean staring at my lips, thinking about all they'd done to him. My lips were tingling, so vividly alive with the sensation of numbing themselves from working on Sean's cock that it felt as though they were still wrapped around him.
I pressed my lips to his and released a sigh of relief I didn't know I was holding, melting like a sidewalk Popsicle onto my son's chest, comforted by its steady rise and fall.
We didn't make it long before Caitlin pulled me off my son and marched me to the door, blabbering about how we needed to pace ourselves, and, though good advice, I wasn't happy to hear it.
My mind was flooded with thoughts of what the rest of our day would hold. It wasn't even noon yet and we'd already moved way ahead of the schedule I had in mind. Excitement surged through me like static through a wool sweater, and I promised myself that whatever happened was meant to happen.
If only I'd known what I was getting myself into.
Thank you so much for reading, I hope you enjoyed it! Part 4 is out now, and it wouldn't be without the amazing support and love that this incredible community has shown.
Thanks everybody <3
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Cool droplets trickled down my back, littering the shower floor with a torrent of water that wasn't quite loud enough to drown out my racing thoughts, echoing like gunshots in my brain. I couldn't possibly be dreaming--I would have woken up by now. On the other hand, how could any of this possibly be real?
After spending the last few years shamelessly pining after my own Mother, I had been given experiences that my wildest imagination couldn't match. If intimately exploring Mom's body wasn't a big enough surprise, waking up to a double-blowjob from her and Aunt Caitlin certainly was!
Now, curiosity struck me as I pondered what the rest of the day might hold. I'd gone to bed knowing that the dynamic between Mom and me would take some adjustment, but nothing could have prepared me for the mental gymnastics I'd need to ready myself for Aunt Caitlin, too. I could hear the two of them gabbing excitedly in the kitchen. The status quo had been altered, I knew, and as soon as I stepped out of the shower, I would be entering an entirely different world.
I was learning about my Mother, the woman behind the veil that she'd kept hidden from me, finding this new person to be the embodiment of the same love she had always shown me, expressed in a physical form. Through this new lens, I understood that this was her revealing her truest self to me, and my eager acceptance had only served to encourage her to explore those desires.
Accepting her transformation made Caitlin's attitude all the more believable--they are sisters, after all. The more my Mother displayed her tendency towards carnal affection, the easier it became to conflate her new image with the one I had developed over many years. This wasn't a new woman, this was the same Mother that breastfed me before I could defend myself, taught me how to walk, and burned in my brain her role as an unwavering beacon of compassion whose love knew no bounds.
The juxtaposed visual of her hunched on her knees, trying with all her might to heartily engulf the final few inches of my baby-maker, was slowly becoming less jarring. This was my Mother, she always had been, and I wouldn't change a thing about her.
Where I had been expecting a sense of anxiety when I exited the shower, I was pleasantly surprised to find the fear I'd been dreading had washed down the drain with the soapy water. I took a deep breath and stood on the small rectangular bathmat, feeling the rough material soak up the moisture still clinging to my toes. I enrobed myself with an equally scratchy towel and stood silently, itching to hear a shred of conversation slip between the floorboards.
Nothing greeted me save for the low mumbling of intentionally hushed tones, and I told myself that I was above planting my ear to the bathroom tile just to catch a snippet. Whatever they were talking about must have been slightly above my pay grade.
I left the shower with a trail of waterlogged footsteps that followed me towards my bedroom, though I was sure Mom would forgive my hurry so long as I made up for it later. I threw on the very first t-shirt I grabbed, and a pair of boxers I was nearly too big for, just to make my descent down the stairs come that much quicker.
I heard hurried shuffling coupled with poorly disguised giggles when the stairs creaked underfoot, foiling away my stealthy approach.
"Somebody's finally ready." Mom's voice carried me down the rest of the stairs like I was a cartoon floating towards a freshly baked pie.
"Ready for what?" I was thankful I got the final word out before rounding the corner into the kitchen or my sudden loss of breath would have rendered me speechless.
"For us, silly!" Aunt Caitlin piped up, straightening her back so when she leaned forward, her tits plopped on the kitchen counter with a heavy thud. "How was your shower, Bunny?"
Her alabaster skin was perfectly accented by the dark bathing suit hugging her body, swelling out in all the right places to make my mouth dry up. Her firm nipples formed noticeable peaks under the suit, enticing a fiery curiosity though I had held them in my hands less than an hour ago. The tight fit of her top was forcing the pillowy flesh to bulge out of the sides like two pudgy stress balls being squeezed on either end, intoxicating me to the point of shameless staring. The counter relieved a share of their weight and subtly flattened her massive tits, so they looked like a cream-coloured puddle of jiggly breast meat, perilously teetering on the edge of the counter.
"You don't think this is too small, do you?" She donned a cutesy voice and hoisted her melons by the strings around her neck, briefly swinging the pendulums off her chest before plopping them back down on the counter to re-establish their hefty size with another loud thud. "Your Mom thought you might like it."
Cottonmouth kept my voice at bay, so I nodded wordlessly with an affirmative grunt.
"I told you," Mom teased, stepping behind me and wrapping her arms around me to place a gentle kiss on my neck. "I know what my Son likes."
Mom's breasts pressed against my spine and ignited my nerves with a barrage of shivers. I laid my arms on top of hers as her kisses inched their way up my neck, a sensation made more intense when I closed my eyes to focus on it. "I hope you're ready for today, baby," She whispered so Caitlin couldn't hear, nibbling and flicking her tongue against my earlobe. "We aren't even halfway through."
Christmas morning couldn't rival my excitement at her words!
I turned around and gave Mom my full attention. Our hold did not waver as I lowered my neck to her level and went in for a kiss, testing the waters to see how casually we could step back into our new roles.
Our lips fit together in perfect harmony. I kissed my Mother as though we had just this moment together, shrugging off the existence of the world outside our embrace. Her hand rested against my cheek, fingers teasing the edge of my hairline. She let her tongue playfully dart from between the softness of her lips, searching for a playmate. Pushed forward against the eager explorer, I tangled my tongue with hers, letting the slippery snakes dance together, backed by the sounds of sloppy spit swapping and poorly hidden moans.
"You two are something else." Caitlin tapped her metal straw against the rim of her glass, freshly emptied.
Mom instinctively snapped away from me like we'd been caught, but released her tension when she was reminded who was with us in the kitchen. She rested her head against my chest and breathed deeply, giving my shoulder a reassuring squeeze. "Fuck, I forgot you were there, Cait." She chuckled.
My Aunt threw her hands in the air. "Seriously?"
Mom nodded bashfully, gazing up at me with a bonfire of lust brightly illuminating her eyes. "He's just..."
"Perfect," I finished for her, though she knew I wasn't referring to myself--her uncontrollable blushing gave that away.
"I swear if I have to get naked already, just to get your attention, I'll do it!" Caitlin threatened sarcastically.
She walked to refill her drink, swaying her hips side to side with enough exaggeration that it could catch a blind man's eye. The razor-thin line of her bikini bottom sat high on her waist, disappearing when it reached her bouncy ass cheeks and was swallowed from sight between the plump globes. The tiniest sliver of her slit could be seen poking out from between her quaking cheeks, but the black fabric hugging her bulging mound obscured a direct gaze at the prize I longed for.
I was convinced another few steps would cause Caitlin's boobs to burst out of their impossibly small prison, but she made it to the alcohol cabinet in one piece. I didn't know what she was looking for, but it must have been at the very back of the cupboard. She balanced on her toes and stuck her ass out until she nearly lost her footing, expertly poised to flaunt her delicious curves.
Caitlin grabbed a bottle of wine and spun on her heels, examining the label as though she wasn't aware my Mother and I were entranced by simply watching her walk around.
"You know," she unscrewed the lid and poured a healthy dose of medicine into her glass, which was still sporting the legs leftover from her last serving. "In some countries, it's considered rude to stare."
"Yeah, and in some countries, it's considered taboo to waltz around like a half-naked floozy in front of your Nephew." My Mom winked at me, earning ire from her Sister. "Some countries, I mean. Definitely not this one."
"Hardy har har," Caitlin bellowed, throwing her head side to side to embellish the sarcasm. "I don't care what's taboo in any country. I wanna have fun today so that's what I'm gonna do. Sean, lotion!"
I snatched up the tube she pointed to and held it like it contained the meaning of life, dumbly repeating "lotion" as I, a deer caught in the headlights, stared helplessly at her revealing outfit.
"See?" Caitlin raised an eyebrow and waltzed towards the patio door. "He's ready."
She slid the glass barrier open and stepped out into the sunshine, taking a moment to soak in the warmth before extending to me her hand. "Join me?"
I looked eagerly at my Mom for affirmation. "Gooooo," she said, rolling her eyes with a fiendish smile. "Entertain her."
"Are you sure? What about breakfast?" I asked, again quite dumbly.
Mom handed me an apple from the fruit bowl and pointed to the corner cupboard. "Get a protein bar or something, but hurry! Caitlin already ate, remember? She isn't gonna wait for you to do the same."
"I can wait for you!" I tried to insist, but Caitlin hooked her arm around mine and dragged me across the threshold into the glare of the afternoon sun.
"I still need a drink, and so do you! Go with your Aunt; I'll bring us something strong." She patted my bum on my way out the door, exchanging a knowing glance with her Sister that I was likely not supposed to see.
Drinking before noon wasn't typical of my Mother, but then again, none of this was.
"Did you bring the lotion? I only use this new natural brand, it's way safer and, in a pinch, works pretty well as a makeshift lube." Caitlin sat sideways on one of the many lounge chairs around the pool, patting behind her to invite me to join. "If I come home with too dark of a tan, your Uncle is gonna start asking questions, so let's try to make sure that doesn't happen, okay?"
"Sure thing, Aunt Caitlin." I scooched behind her, laying my legs on either side of her like I was preparing for a bear hug. "Where should I start?"
Caitlin untied the string around her neck and clasped an arm around her tits to stop the behemoths from escaping their cage. "Right here, Bunny. Can't have uneven lines, can we?"
Impulse guided my gaze around her tummy, hoping to catch a glimpse of the tidal wave of breast meat she was struggling to hold back.
"Boy, you sure are impatient, aren't you?" Caitlin chirped. "You take after your Mother."
"I do?" I squirted lotion into my hands and rubbed them together to warm it.
"You sure do."
"How?" I rubbed both hands against her skin and felt the knots in my stomach unwind. Her skin was flawlessly smooth, letting me glide down her neck over her slim shoulders like sculpted marble.
"You don't think your Mother just up and turned into a Mommy-slut out of the blue, do you?"
Truthfully, I hadn't thought about it. "I guess not, no."
"Exactly! So, who do you think taught her to channel that inner lust fiend into something awesome?" Ego was peppered throughout her words, but it was more than enough to inflate them. "I'm sure she's a great Mom--"
"The best." I cut in.
"Oh, of course, you would say that Bunny." She blew me a kiss. "But before she was the best Mom in the world, she was my slutty little Sister, and I was--"
"Her slutty older Sister?" I laughed, but Caitlin's death glare made me rethink my words. "I meant her slutty...experienced Sister?"
"Much better, thank you, Bunny."
Intrigue got the better of me but didn't stop me from massaging my Aunt like I was trying to decorate her skin with fingerprints. "So, what did you, like...do together?"
Caitlin cackled and almost lost control of her breasts. "What didn't we do? The only thing your mother ever said no to was anything involving her ass."
Urgent curiosity formed in the pit of my stomach. "What do you mean?"
"I mean, at this point I'm not sure if anything is too graphic, but we were each other's first kiss. We went down on each other almost every night, for crying out loud! If you wanna know how to push Sophie's buttons, just ask."
"Her...ass..." I couldn't muster a complete sentence. "She, like, never even let you near it?"
"A handful of times, but just barely. You're lucky she promised it to you--that's a tall order."
If Caitlin had been looking at me, she would have gained a glimpse of my soul trying to stop itself from exploding out of my body. I had both my hands on her hips, holding her firmly as I slid them over her ribs and drew a line directly under her bust. "She said that?"
"You didn't know? I knew she wouldn't tell you. That's classic Sophie."
By now, Mom and I were all but an open book, so I wondered what could be holding her back when she had been the one to invite Caitlin here and move us in this direction. "Why didn't she let you?"
"Play with her asshole?" My Aunt was nothing if not blunt. "Every time we tried she was either too uncomfortable, or in too much pain."
"Won't I hurt her, then?"
"Brag much, Bunny?" Caitlin craned her neck to peek around her back and see my slowly stiffening boner poking her in the spine. "Actually, come to think of it, you probably will. But she promised me I'd get to help if I came by today, and I don't let people break promises."
"I wonder if she ever let Dad, uh, back there."
"She did, a couple of times, but I don't even think you were born yet, so it's been a very, very long time for her."
"Then why would she even want to try with me?"
Caitlin shrugged and proceeded to swell my heart three sizes too big. "I dunno, Bunny, I guess she just loves you that much."
Damn.
"Ahem!" A voice came bellowing from behind us. "You wouldn't happen to be talking behind my back, would you?"
I turned around to see my Mother, in all her undeniable glory, leaning against the doorframe with a dark red drink in each hand. It took a moment to sink in, but I soon realized that the bikini she now had on was the same one she'd been wearing in the photo that ignited this entire journey. Caitlin put a finger under my chin and closed my slacked jaw to save it from colliding with the floor.
Mom's breasts were searching for a way out of her top, but it was glued so tightly to her chest that they were pinned down by the garment and had to settle for spilling breast meat over the sides. Every dainty step her cute little feet took across the concrete would shift her weight and cause both of the heavy balloons to bump together. Two pearly white juggernauts, crashing into one another like a boob tsunami, each brazenly daring the sun to tan their porcelain glow. I could see the swell of Mom's juicy bottom curve out around the edge of her legs, reinvigorating the idea that I may be getting up close and personal with it quite soon.
"Wow, Mom, you look amazing." I was entranced by every agonizing second that she spent striding towards me, dramatically rocking her hips side to side.
"I do?" she said sheepishly, feigning shyness. "I just thought I'd throw this old thing on to see how it looks."
"It looks," I poured over her body, head to toe, "really, really fantastic. You look fantastic, I mean."
"Thanks, baby." Mom stood next to me with her hips next to my head and handed me a glass of red liquid. "Try this. I used to drink it with Caitlin all the time when we were kids."
"Is that Cooch Hooch?" Caitlin clapped her hands together. "I guess mine is still inside, right? Because I know you wouldn't forget to make me one, right?"
Mom pointed to the full glass of wine sitting on the table, earning nothing more than a dissatisfied grunt from Caitlin. "Fine, I'll make my own." She downed the rest of her drink and stormed off towards the kitchen to fix another.
Mom placed her hand in my hair and rested my head against her hip. My eyes closed as I let any sense of reality drift away with the cool, crisp breeze, escaping from my body like someone had pulled my soul out with a vacuum. Mom smelled like oranges with a touch of vanilla. It had always been my favorite and the nostalgia collision drove me straight down memory lane.
"I love you, Mom." I smiled through a sigh.
She nuzzled her nose against the top of my head and stroked my cheek. "I love you too, baby. Very, very much." She kissed my forehead and rested her hand on my shoulder to balance as she sat on the nearest lounge chair.
Silence befell us, but it carried no awkwardness. Just being in the presence of a woman as special as my Mother, feeling such undivided closeness with her, was the most comfortable I had ever felt. I knew whatever came next would be monumental and, though trepidation plagued me with every new revelation, I knew that if I was with Mom it would all turn out alright.
"So, uh, what's in this?" I raised the glass of Cooch Hooch to my eyeline and made a show of examining it top to bottom. "And why the hell did you give it such a weird name?"
Mom took a slow sip of her drink and held her with both hands. "Well, every time your Aunt and I drank it we loosened up a little...sometimes a lot. I think it's a bit too on-the-nose, but you know Caitlin--she loves to be direct."
"Loose meaning?" I pried for an answer.
"Meaning exactly what you think it means, young man." She gave me a playful kick and grinned devilishly as she took another sip. "I wasn't always a Mother, you know."
"Aunt Caitlin was just telling me about that, actually." Now I had her attention.
"I knew my ears were burning, but what does that mean?"
I shrugged. "Exactly what you think it means."
Mom narrowed her eyes at me. "I know it comes easy for you, but don't get cute. What did she tell you?"
"She said precisely what you were too timid to say!" Caitlin said, coming hurriedly towards us, arms bowed out so she wouldn't spill her drink. "Sorry, I spilled a bit, but I wanna be here for this."
Mom stared at me with her head cocked at a slight angle. "What did she tell you?" I think she was afraid she already knew the answer.
"Well, she uh, Caitlin I mean, told me that you made her a promise that if she showed up today--"
"You already told him!" Mom squealed in annoyance, scrunching her face up and glaring at her Sister with a frustrated pout. "I wanted to tell him!"
"You took too long!" Caitlin insisted. "It just slipped out. I'm sorry, Soff, but if it makes you feel any better he seemed shaken to the core that I even mentioned it, so you're not gonna have to ask him twice. He's really excited!"
Mom whipped around to face me. "You are?"
I nodded.
"Oh...well, I guess that's settled." Then, to Caitlin, "Part of me was kind of hoping you'd forget but--"
"I never forget!" Caitlin cheered herself on. "Come on, be honest, you're a little bit excited too."
I could see in Mom's eyes that her nerves were diluting whatever excitement she may have had. She may have been interested in attempting it, but her history gave me the impression that it would be a steep uphill battle. "Mom, if you're too scared, we don't have to do it."
"She's not getting out of it that easily," Caitlin taunted. "A promise is a promise, right Soff?"



Mom took a concentrated breath. "You're right." She laid a hand on my knee and gave it a comforting squeeze. "I'll be okay, as long as you're gentle."
"Gentle sounds good." I was just thrilled there was any option on the table that included anal with my Mother. If she wanted me to be gentle, that's what she would get.
I could tell the anticipation was weighing heavy on Mom, so I sought to distract her. "It's really sunny out--do you want me to get your back, Mom?" I was already reaching for the lotion.
"Sure, why not? I could use some color, but last time I fell asleep out here I paid the price for weeks." She lay face down on the lounger, untethering the string keeping her bikini top around her neck.
I warmed the lotion up between my palms as best I could, examining Mom's body for a place to start. She wagged her butt back and forth as she awaited my touch, writhing under the anticipation. I wanted to dive right into the doughy mounds but knew patience would be the better path.
My hands began at her waist, thumbs digging into the small of her back with my fingers curling around her sides. I moved my hands up towards her spine and pushed out a hearty groan; clearly, I was doing something right. I rubbed my hands up farther until I reached her shoulders, then pulled a wide U-turn and descended the smooth sides of Mom's well-toned torso, down to the large swell of her ass cheeks. Her legs were pressed together, making the mountain of quivering flesh bulge out as far as it could while foiling my attempt to peek underneath to catch a glimpse of her hidden hole.
Caitlin had taken to sunbathing, and though she was right next to us, it felt like she was a world away. She hadn't said anything in ages, so I understood that she was giving us some alone time so I could admire my Mother's body.
Mom's skin was soaking up the lotion, like it had found an oasis in the desert. I would have been content to spend the day massaging Mom's luscious curves, but I dared myself to go further. I crouched over her legs, so I had a more comfortable angle and expected her to ask what I was doing, but she said nothing. Instead, she waited for my next move.
I placed a hand on either leg right above her knees and slowly worked them upwards, so my thumbs pressed against the insides of her thighs. Her skin was incredibly soft, molding under pressure like memory foam no matter how softly I dug in. The thin line of her bikini was nestled snugly against her slit, disappearing between her chubby bottom so only the tail was visible at the top.
My hands settled underneath the giant globes and kneaded them, pushing her cheeks against each other so they would bulge out just before being spread apart again. The heat between Mom's legs rolled over my fingers, teasing me with treasure that lay behind the thin fabric barricade that separated us, radiating as if a small sun was trapped inside of her, enticing me to find it.
Both hands had a firm grip on Mom's ass, squishing the pudgy cheeks so the soft dough oozed like putty through my fingers. I timidly spread them apart, waiting to be scolded, but was instead given free reign over Mom's body. It took some effort to keep a hold as Mom's skin was slick from the lotion, and even with the seductive glimmer it gave her rounded bottom, I partly wished I could gain better traction to spread her open. I was forced to juggle my grip back and forth as my hands slid around the slippery surface, giving Mom the massage she wanted, but still getting something out of it for myself.
I pushed my thumbs up against the outer ring of Mom's asshole and spread her from there. The deeper venture between her cheeks surprised her, and she gasped accordingly, but I was determined to hold the upper hand. I opened her as wide as I could, letting the cool breeze flutter against her. Her asshole was scarcely covered by her bikini, and the wider I stretched her, the more it winked at me from beneath the tiny string. A trace of lotion from my thumbs had spread on the outer rim of her puckered ring, giving the tight, puckered hole a subtle shine that I was hypnotically drawn into.
I pulled the bikini string aside with one hand, keeping an eye on Mom to see if she would react, but she gave me nothing. I obeyed my instinct and tugged it as far away from her body as I could. It wrapped around my thumb so I could still use both hands to play with her bum, but I wasn't satisfied yet. Mom gave her booty a small shake to encourage my advances and I humbly obliged.
With the final obstacle out of the way, Mom's holes opened to me. Her vagina, a robust, bright pink, was spread even wider than her ass. Slick, sweet juice coated her entrance and turned her once-delicate passage into a gooey, slippery mess, with strands of honey reaching from one side of her stretched-out hole to the other. Whether intentional or not, Mom was clenching her holes in a steady rhythm that lulled me into a sense of serenity, hypnotized by her ritualistic squeezes. Even with her ass spread this wide, Mom had no trouble flexing her strengths, no doubt to impress me with her elasticity, but all I saw was a pulsating tunnel aching for something it could cling to.
I was so focused on touching my Mother that I clued out for a second when she slid the bottle of lotion over the curve of her bottom and pointed the nozzle directly above her puckered asshole. The bottle pumped out a healthy dollop right against the wrinkled donut, which began trickling down over the bumpy surface while leaving a subtle trail of chalky white lotion in its path.
I thanked my lucky stars that Caitlin brought this all-natural lotion, as I couldn't see myself getting inside of Mom without it. After liberally spreading the deposit around Mom's clenched ring, I knew the easy part was over. Her butthole was an immaculate jewel glistening in the sun, with each tiny crack filled with slippery lotion that let me glide seamlessly over the raised rim, rubbing my finger against the tunnel like I was trying to shine it to an even brighter gleam. Mom was letting out cute little moans every time I pushed against her tender backdoor, and after a few minutes she began thrusting her hips back to meet me.
Mom's head was buried in her arms. Hair covered her face so I couldn't see what she was feeling, so I pried. "Mom, are you okay?"
She gave a hurried nod and wiggled her ass again, urging me to continue.
A gentle nudge lodged the tip of my thumb inside the first ring of Mom's asshole, and she clenched up like she was trying to snap it off. I could feel the second, deeper muscular ring spasming as it realized it was next, but the sensation of being hugged by Mom's slippery pocket was already overwhelming. My dick was about to rip a hole in my shorts, but I told myself the benefits of exercising self-control would show themselves in time, so I focused on trying to make Mom feel as good as possible.
I inched deeper into Mom's ass at a snail's pace. Partly to help her get comfortable, but I'd be lying if I said I wasn't enthralled by the feeling of every individual ridge, every velvety soft wall and gooey corner surrounding my finger like a steamy, sticky blanket.
At last, I felt my knuckle meet the stretched-out hole. The tension being put on the inner ring was making Mom uncomfortable, and she squirmed harder the deeper I went. Rather than force it, I curled my thumb and put more pressure against one side of her tunnel, and began sliding out, stretching her the entire way. I could feel an unbelievable heat blazing inside her core, and as I edged back inside, it only grew hotter.
It felt like I'd found a hidden layer that was begging to be opened. As I slid my thumb farther, I found that the texture of Mom's insides began to change. The wrinkles disappeared and were replaced by an unfathomable softness, wrapping my thumb in a fleshy, velvet sweater. She clung tirelessly to my finger but followed my manipulation with every push and pull like she was trying to teach her insides to shapeshift. Half my thumb vanished inside my Mother's asshole, and with a final push, her muscles finally lost their will to fight. She was loosened to the point where, even though she wasn't ready, my entire thumb could slide the rest of the way into her bottom.
"Oh, oh, oooooh!" Mom squealed; her knuckles white as she gripped the chair with stiff limbs. "Baby, oh my god, that feels so weird, what the hell are you doing back there?"
"Just stretching you. Gentle, remember?" I bent down and kissed one of her quivering cheeks, leaving behind a small hickey. "Can I move my finger around?"
"I...I guess so?" Mom's voice was two octaves higher than I was expecting. Her grip on the chair, and on my finger, had only gotten tighter when she was faced with my whole thumb in her ass.
I wiggled my thumb up and down against Mom's soft anal walls, hoping to soften the anaconda vice in which I was trapped. Some of the tension lifted, so I began sliding my finger out, but I hadn't even made it to the nail before Mom was squealing and forcing her asshole shut with all her might.
"Uuuuhhhh, that feels...oh my god! Sean, baby, that feels so weird!" she cried out, kicking her legs against the lounge as an act of resistance. I wasn't sure if she meant to eject me, but her sudden squeeze pushed my finger out of her asshole in an instant. Mom tucked her knees underneath her chest and groaned, rocking back and forth. "Fuuuuuck, that was...I was not expecting that."
"Did it hurt?" I asked.
"A little bit, mostly when you went in a bit deeper. But when you pulled it out, even a little bit...it's so strange to feel that and know that it's just your finger." I knew what she meant, and I didn't pry further.
"It could've been worse," Caitlin chimed in, sucking down the last of her Cooch Hooch. I had completely forgotten she existed. Hell, I had forgotten that time itself existed. For how long had I been playing with Mom's ass?
"How so?" Mom grumbled, rubbing her cheeks with a pout.
"He could have used that thing." Caitlin lowered her sunglasses and leered at my erection, standing proudly at attention to form a large tent in my shorts. "Just imagine that, huh?"
"I'm trying not to," Mom lamented, rolling onto her back to stare up at the clouds. "Okay, baby, I think I'm all lotioned up. Maybe we could go for a swim now? I need something to soothe my poor butthole."
I wasn't sure if Mom was playing up the pain to avoid trying again later, but I took comfort in knowing that Caitlin wouldn't allow such trickery.
Whether from the blazing sun, or a sore bum, we were all forced into the pool for one reason or another. I casually swam laps around the pool and let my mind wander for a few minutes, only to find that it landed back at the same place every time. The alcohol had started to take effect, and every thought seemed to make me more excited for the day to play out as the anxiety, as reasonable as it was, washed away. Water blocked out any sound from reaching me, and I felt at peace kicking my way through the water.
As I felt myself slowly succumbing to whatever powerful alcohol my Aunt had fed me, I heard her and Mom doing the same. Nothing could stop them from bickering and having alcohol plus a man to squabble over was turning them back into petty teenagers.
I lifted my head out of the water just in time to see Caitlin cackle as she splashed my pouting Mother. "Who's soaking wet now?" she taunted without mercy, leaving very little subtlety as to what they were arguing about.
"Oh, you wanna know who's wet?" Mom sent her own furious tidal wave at her Sister and nearly knocked the drink out of her hand. "Both of us, now, you ditz!"
Caitlin downed the last of her drink. "It is so on!" She lunged at Mom and the two began playfully trying to push each other under the water. Part of me wanted to intervene, but a much bigger part of me wanted to watch two beautiful women fighting in skimpy bathing suits.
Mom splashed Caitlin with a wave and used it as a distraction to launch her own attack, clinging to her Sister's waist and dragging her below the water in a bout of hectic thrashing. When they resurfaced it was clear who was winning: me.
Aunt Caitlin had pulled Mom's suit down far enough that one of her breasts had fallen out, while Mom had been rough enough to completely strip Caitlin's top off so that it was bunched up just below her boobs. Neither woman so much as flinched, despite their nudity, whereas I felt like a bomb would go off in my stomach at any second.
They dove at each other a final time and fought for what seemed like a half-hour before each retired to their respective sides of the pool. Caitlin had not bothered to put her boobs away, and Mom had completely lost the bikini top that had barely been keeping her contained to begin with.
"You did that on purpose, didn't you?" Caitlin raised an accusatory tone and cracked a smile through her labored breathing.
"Maybe," Mom shot back, resting on her elbows on the poolside. "But so did you."
"Maybe, maybe not." Caitlin turned her attention back to me. "Didn't your Mother ever teach you not to stare?"
I rolled my eyes and swam between them. "I think we're well past that by now."
Bright rays of sun brought out the best in both women, highlighting the beads of water dripping off the swells of their enormous breasts with the rise and fall of their heavy breathing. Even from a standing position their boobs were nearly touching the water, and I wanted nothing more than to have my hands back on them. The cool breeze was giving their nipples reason to stiffen, and picturing bouncing back and forth between mom's tiny, pink rubbery nubs to Aunt Caitlin's fat, chocolate brown caps was making me dizzy.
Sensing my urgency, Mom gestured towards the house. "Should we go inside before we get burned?" She turned to rise out of the water and kicked her legs until her bum left the pool, causing her bottoms to cling to her thick booty.
Underestimating your opponent is never a good move, and Mom gave Caitlin the window she needed to secure her victory. She leapt across the pool as soon as Mom's back was turned and looped her thumbs into either side of her bathing suit. Before my Mom could exit the pool, she was completely bottomless. Her ass rippled and sprayed water in every direction as it broke the surface tension and rose from the pool, displaying tan lines that looked too perfect to be an accident. My brain was recording in slow motion so I could remember every detail later.
"Caitlin, what the fuck!" She dove back underwater with a squeal, scanning the neighboring houses to see if anyone had caught a glimpse. "I know these people; I can't have them see my Sister stripping me in front of my Son!"
Caitlin loaded the bikini bottoms on her fingers like a slingshot and sent them off towards the house, far out of reach. "Oopsie! Sorry, Soff."
Mom glared angrily at her before realizing she had an ace up her sleeve. "Sean, baby, could you get those for Mommy?" Her eyes pleaded with me, but I was too afraid of Caitlin's wrath to take a side.
"Don't drag him into this. Be a big girl," She teased, untying her suit so she could wiggle out of it easier. She threw it beside Mom's bottoms and stood, fully naked, in all her glory. "Your move."
In a word, she was beautiful. In many more words she was so astonishingly sexy that I had to double down on my effort to swallow the lump in my throat.
Caitlin's chest was bedazzled with thousands of water droplets, reflecting the sun, and striking her with a heavenly glow that perfectly embodied her vibrant, sexual aura. Her skin was smoother than marble, save for the small goosebumps evoked by the same breeze that tickled her nipples until they hardened like bullets. Each of her milk bags hung low against her belly, but her areolas had me locked in a staring contest. The rubbery, brown surface made my mouth water when I pictured sucking them into my mouth and flicking my tongue over her nipples.
Unlike Mom, Caitlin sported no tan lines. Her body was one uniform color from head to toe, the only exception being her dark pubic hair, trimmed neatly above her slit. Her pussy bulged out from the way she was standing with her hips pushed forward, showing off how round and juicy her mound was. I could see her petals poking through her lips, and I couldn't wait to see how different she felt compared to my Mother.
Mom sheepishly scanned the windows again and, convinced we were as alone as we could be, undid her top all the way. The two goddesses were matched in their daringness, and I was the one soaking up the reward.
Caitlin caught me staring but said nothing. Rather, I watched an idea take hold of her that she seemed eager to share. "Bunny, could you do something for me?"
I nodded.
"Could you go inside and take a seat on the couch? We'll be in soon, I promise."
I jumped out of the pool and would've forgotten to dry off if Mom hadn't called after me, but I was too eager to see what Caitlin had in store to be thinking clearly. As I stepped inside, Caitlin whispered something to Mom, and Mom tensed up in response.
My mind was racing, but I tried to stay grounded. I took my shorts off and hung them in the laundry room, wrapping a towel around myself to maintain the sliver of modesty I had left. The house was quiet, but it didn't stay that way for long. Caitlin entered shortly after Mom and I, and Mom darted towards the stairs without so much as a glance in my direction. Neither of them had gotten dressed, giving me a chance to catch Mom's bottom jiggling behind her as she shuffled upstairs.
"She'll be okay. She's gotta take care of something." Caitlin winked, standing in front of me with her hands on my temples. Stark naked and still dripping with water, Caitlin was threatening to take the spot of the "sexiest woman in the world," but her competition was stiff.
Caitlin towered over me, breasts eclipsing the ceiling lights and shrouding me in shadow. I was eye level with her belly button, giving me my first close up of the beauty between her legs. My Aunt wasn't shaven like Mom, her dark brown hair trimmed so it rested in a neat tuft on top of her mound in a perfect triangle, accenting the fat, bulging lips below. The whole length of her slit was visible, with hints of pink pussy meat peeking out from between the smooth, wet folds. "You and I have something to take care of too. Don't we, Bunny?"
My hands answered for me. I planted them under her ass and cupped both of her swollen cheeks, shaking the plump mounds back and forth so they clapped together. I eagerly climbed farther up until I had one enormous globe in each hand. I dug my fingers in and felt her softness give way with the lightest touch, oozing around me like the inside of a toasted marshmallow. I playfully swatted one fat cheek as I kissed her belly button, and she winced a little.
"Are you gonna play nice?" Her hands tousled my hair.
"Do I have to?" I didn't look up for an answer. I slapped her ass harder and felt both cheeks quaking like a bowl of vanilla pudding. I pulled her into me and lowered my head, placing my next kiss right at her waistline.
She pulled back before I could kiss any lower, but not enough to break our hold. "Not yet! This is about you."
"What is?" I tried again to kiss my way down her body despite her weak reluctance.
She finally broke away and knelt, taking the corner of my towel in her hand. "Just trust me, Bunny. I'm gonna get you ready for your Mom."
Aunt Caitlin slowly opened the towel and let it fall beside me, taking her time as she did. I was starting to get hard, and she wanted to get me there; I could see it in her eyes. Without averting her gaze, she lifted her hand and filled it with a healthy gob of saliva. Her fingers worked the lube around her palm for a second before she reached towards me.



This was far from the first time her hands had been on me, but I still felt palpable anticipation building in the pit of my stomach. My dick throbbed reflexively as she neared me, waiting anxiously to feel her slippery fingers wrap around me.
She circled her hand around the head of my cock, squeezing it gently as if to wake it from a deep slumber. Caitlin's hand rotated in a calm, measured pattern as she worked her way around the head, making sure the entire helmet was slick before she bent down and spat another mouthful onto it. The bubbles trailed down my shaft, Caitlin's hand following close behind them. She gripped me with focused intention, making sure that every methodical pull inflated my bulbous helmet a little more, coaxing blood to my purple crown with every stroke.
While one hand stayed circled around the head, Caitlin made use of her other to gingerly squeeze my balls, rolling them back and forth between her fingers, gently tugging my sack towards the floor. She used a fingernail to tickle my perineum like a feather, exploiting a weakness I had never been aware of that made me grateful I was sitting down.
It didn't take long before the whole shaft was sparkling and drenched, gleaming with a thick layer of homemade lube courtesy of my Aunt. Even my balls were treated to tiny beads of saliva running over them and sending shivers through my entire body. I flexed impulsively, begging for more attention from her master handiwork.
Caitlin pushed me back against the couch and climbed beside me, her hand still securely fastened on my cock. Her face hovered just above mine, teasing me with a kiss that she didn't yet plan to give. Every tiny manipulation elicited such extreme reactions that I knew Caitlin was probably relishing the feeling of complete control. Her smile rode the line between playful and evil, giving me enough pleasure to feel like I could orgasm at any moment, without giving me that final push.
I was a worm writhing on a hook, pushing myself into the couch in search of relief from her onslaught of slippery tugging. She cooed and leaned into my ear so her soft lips pressed against the nape of my neck, sending lightning through my body that bounced around like an echo in a cave. "Does Bunny's cock feel good?"
"Y-yes," I choked out, eyes glazing over. It felt weird having her call me that at first, but as with everything today, I was quickly growing used to it.
"Do you wanna come for me?" Her words were breathy and hot on my neck. I nodded incessantly, but that's exactly what she wanted. "I know you do, but you gotta wait for your Mommy, okay?"
"Fuck, Aunt Caitlin, that's so unfair." I dug my nails into my palms to feel something, anything, other than her slippery fingers gliding over me. "I don't know if I can make it!"
"Oh no, not yet, but I think I have an idea." She giggled as if she knew something I didn't. "Here, is this any better?"
Caitlin tore her hands off me and I sat up in revolt, assuming that we had reached the end of our session. Even though I was playing with fire, I didn't want it to end. "Wait, wait I didn't mean--oooooh, fuck."
Hot, muggy wetness enveloped me and the familiar feeling of a slimy tongue coiling around me released an anvil in my guts. Caitlin was squarely seated between my legs with her hands on either of my thighs, bobbing her head just enough to swallow my engorged plum between her lips with every dip. Her tongue was glued to my frenulum, expertly sliding under the head, and dragging the velvety softness against me every time she took me inside her mouth.
She didn't dare take more than just the head, not yet. Fulfilling her role as an expert tease meant I was still a while away from being allowed to come. Her eyes were trained on mine, wide and innocuous as though it wasn't her Nephew's cock she was slobbering over like a horny teenager. Her gaze filled me with a sense of calm, clearing my mind so that I began to let myself succumb to Caitlin's sloppy guzzling routine.
I could have been seated in a chair made of nails, it wouldn't have mattered. All my normal senses had taken the day off, leaving only what I needed to feel Caitlin voraciously gobbling my cock. Her tongue pushed me to the side of her mouth, nuzzling me up against her plushy cheeks and wiggling free of the meaty intruder. She bettered me with wet kisses, fighting to make room inside her cramped mouth.
Caitlin created a symphony of soft suckling noises underscored by my defeated groaning. I was sure the whole house would have been able to hear if anyone else was home, and smirked at the thought of my Mother upstairs having to hear her Sister sloppily nursing on her Son's cock.
Her lips parted and saliva began to drool out, but she didn't stop it. She let the streams of spit cascade down my pole as she gently dragged me across the roof of her mouth, lazily brushing me across the bumpy surface while meticulously coating me from balls to tip in foamy saliva.
Caitlin took down another inch, careful not to make me come yet but eager to push the limits. She pushed my cockhead against the inside of her cheek and rubbed the ballooning orb over the surface like she was trying to polish the fat egg to a brilliant shine. I marveled at the sight of my drooling Aunt trying fruitlessly to contain the saliva in her mouth as she flicked her tongue over me with a thousand butterfly kisses she couldn't help, or wouldn't resist, letting little dribbles of spit ooze from her open mouth.
Her hands formed a diamond around the base of my sack, capturing my balls so they were pushed out towards her. If she had taken another few inches, she would have been touching them with her chin, and not far after that, her lips would be pressed flush against my smooth sack. Caitlin lightly tugged on my balls as she nursed on my spongy head, fighting the urge to put me in her throat as she had earlier.
"Ca you tae moe?" Her words were full of hope, and I didn't want to let her down, but being trapped inside her mouth while she spoke had unintended side effects that made it hard to not come on the spot. Her entire mouth vibrated around me, bouncing me around so that I bumped against every wet and slippery corner as she tried to speak without letting me slip out.
"Can I take...more?" I knew what she had said, but I needed a second to process what "more" could mean, but I didn't need to wonder for long.
Caitlin tightened her hold around my balls and took a deep breath through her nose, slurping the head one last time before she began her steady descent down the length of my cock. I was almost halfway in when I bumped the back of her throat, and the spongy flesh welcomed me with a loving hug before she inched me deeper. The dull pressure flattening the head of my cock told me she was at her limit, but Aunt Caitlin was nothing if not persistent. She paused, letting her lips work around me, sawing them back and forth while she prodded the back of her throat with my bulging cockhead, trying to find the sweet spot.
We both knew when she found it, as her lips stopped moving and she pulled back just barely enough to capture one final breath before nuzzling my cock flat against her gullet. With a slow, firm push, Caitlin popped me farther down her throat and dipped my cock into the vat of hot, slimy magma boiling at her center. She lurched as I edged down the tunnel, but she didn't release me, giving me a taste of her talent. Each time her body seized up, the throat prison entombing me smothered my cock in a gooey, warm embrace that took all my concentration to withstand. This pattern, along with her slow, tender tugs on my balls, repeated until both of her lips were resting snugly against my pelvis.
I bucked and squirmed, nudging her esophagus with every movement but eliciting no resistance from her. She stayed happily nuzzled against my stomach as she marinated my throbbing erection in a thick, gooey coat of saliva.
Air finally became a necessity so Caitlin unplugged her gullet just enough to breathe, circling one hand around the root of my cock, following her lips upwards as she released me from her clutches. Her hand rapidly jerked up and down my shaft as she focused again on delicately nursing my pulsing head, swirling her tongue around me in time with the slow, deliberate strokes of her hand.
She vacuum-sealed her mouth for one last slurp before relinquishing me with a loud pop! She sank back onto her legs and wiped a sizable gob of drool away from the corner of her mouth.
"I thought that would make you come for sure," she whined, still half excited that she didn't have to stop playing yet.
"It will!" I exclaimed with desperation. "I thought I was supposed to wait!"
"Wait for what?" Mom's familiar voice woke me from my near-orgasmic stupor. She was still naked, but looked even more beautiful than ever.
Her heavy breasts looked divine as they hung over her folded arms, swooping over her tiny limbs like a tidal wave of soft, heavy dough that she could just barely support. The light from the hallway illuminated her silhouette well enough that I could make out the clean-shaven peach nestled between her legs forming a perfect "V," tipped with a small crease where her smooth, pudgy lips started to bulge out. Mom's ass was so incredibly rounded that I could see it swelling behind her, and even though she was facing me, I felt my attention drawn hypnotically to that side of her. Each time her adorable little toes touched down the stairs, it made her bottom quake up and down, rhythmically punctuating each step like a booming bass that made the swollen globes dance around.
"I thought we were waiting, you minx," she chastised her sister, her breasts still dangling over her arms. Her nipples were getting hard, and I knew she was harboring more jealousy than anger.
Catlin's hand continued to stroke me as Mom descended the stairs and knelt beside her. "We were, but then I got excited and I just...really wanted to make him come. Can you blame me?"
"Not even a little bit." Mom fixated her gaze on my cock, no doubt impressed that Caitlin had gotten me so close to the edge without finding it. With her faux innocent Mommy tone fully loaded, her voice dipped my soul in a bath of luscious honey. "Oh, my goodness, he's very, very hard. Did you do this to my sweet boy?"
"You know I did." Aunt Caitlin popped me back inside her mouth to clean up the saliva dripping off me. "Did you do what I told you to?"
My interest piqued as Mom nodded shyly, and I couldn't resist the temptation. "What did you do, Mom?"
"Patience, Bunny." Caitlin shot Mom a knowing look. "I think we should take him upstairs. What do you think, Soff?"
Mom bit her lip for a second, hesitating, but ultimately agreed.
The walk upstairs was one of the longest of my life. Sandwiched between two gorgeous mothers vying for who would use me first made every step feel like an eternity, but Mom's hand squeezing mine assured me that we wouldn't be leaving the bedroom without something special happening.
"Bed, now." Caitlin snapped her fingers and pointed to the edge of the bed for me to take a seat. She turned to Mom and whispered something. Mom nodded, and they both approached me.
We resumed the position we'd had downstairs with both women sitting between my legs, staring at the hulking erection bobbing in their face. The map of sprawling veins that extended up my length pulsed excitedly when so much as a breath passed by, but that anticipation made the moment that much sweeter. My balls were pulled against my body--any more inflation would cause me to burst.
"Where do you wanna start?" Caitlin said to Mom, omitting me from the conversation. The two matronly vultures eyed their prey with hunger surging behind their stare, thrusting me into submission as I waited helplessly for them to decide what to do with me. To me.
Mom's hand caressed my leg as she beamed with pride at my towering erection, but her eyes slowly drifted away from the inflated head and down towards my balls. Her hand followed her gaze as she cupped the tightly pulled sack in a "U" with her hand, pulling the swollen bulge towards her so it seemed to grow before her very eyes.
"I wanna start here. Gotta make sure his cum stays nice and warm." Her logic wasn't great, but if it meant she was going to baste my balls with a torrent of sloppy kisses, I really couldn't complain.
Mom patted the inside of my thigh, and I spread my legs to give her room to lower her head so she could greet my balls with a loving tongue bath. Not to be outdone, Caitlin reminded me why I had nearly come in her mouth so quickly by falling back into her practiced rhythm without missing a beat.
Mom sucked one of my fat orbs into her mouth and dragged her tongue across it, nudging it back and forth with the soft paddle of her tongue as her lips slurped their way towards the second. Her jaw stretched open, and her tongue nuzzled flat against my sack as she sucked like a vacuum, gulping the second sphere into her mouth. Her cheeks bulged out from trying to contain the weighty guests, and she made a show of tapping her fingers against the outside of her cheek to show me just how much she had stuffed inside.
Caitlin paid no mind to her Sister. With her lips stretched around me, and her tongue sliding along underneath, she welcomed me back inside with open arms...well, an open throat, actually. She tenderly gorged on the spongy head, flicking her tongue against the bottom, and loudly sucking to make sure the dripping river of saliva didn't overflow more than she could handle. The stream trickled down to my balls where my Mother was fighting for air, smothered beneath her dick-sucking Sister and her Son's plump ballsack.
Caitlin's spit pooled around Mom's lips, dripping down onto her face the more my Aunt worked on me, but Mom didn't complain. Instead, she used a hand to sweep the lube off her lips and lathered it around the base of my cock, twisting her hand in a spiral to rise and meet Caitlin's lips every time she dipped down.
Both hands were needed for Caitlin to steady herself on my thighs as she fervently thrust my cock to the back of her throat over and over again, so Mom took over the steady stroking that her Sister had so expertly employed.
Caitlin threw herself as far down as she could, ignoring the mess she was making--Mom was there to clean it up. If anything, she probably did a sloppy job on purpose just to make a mess of Mom, as any good sibling would. Mom was still attached to my balls but managed to work her hand in a corkscrew motion around the bottom few inches of meaty dong, gliding through the saliva plastering my length in perfect unison with Caitlin's violent lurches.
Mom's lips gnawed at both balls like she was trying to swallow as much of them as she could without hurting me. Her mouth pressed against my body, so close that I could feel her tickling my taint when she stuck her tongue out below my balls, but that wasn't enough to satiate her. My balls bounced around Mom's tongue blender of a mouth, constantly surrounded by hot, bubbly syrup like she was trying to make sure my cum stayed as warm as it could before I was ready to give it to her.
Caitlin, after a gagging so hard her entire body lurched forward, finally slithered me out of her throat like a long, rigid snake, and took a huge breath. Not keen to waste a single second, her hand took hold of my bloated head and she treated me to tiny squeezes and circles with her palm as she fought to catch her breath.
That brief moment was all Mom needed to switch places. She popped my balls out of her mouth and looked up at me, staring longingly into my eyes. She formed a small "O" with her mouth and made sure that I saw her blowing bubbles with the load of saliva she had saved up, giving a preview of what she had in store for me. "Wanna feel Mommy's mouth on your cock, sweetheart?" she gargled through the mouthful, with a drop of foamy spit edging out of the corner of her lips as she continued to blow little bubbles.
Caitlin giggled and let go of me to grab Mom's head and inch her towards my dick. "Good girl, Soff. Taste your baby boy."
Mom happily obliged, opening the "O" just enough that I could fit the very tip of my rod inside. Without hesitating, she kept her lips clinging to me as she dove downwards and spread the lube down my entire length. She made it almost as far as Caitlin had but, unwilling to come in second place, she stiffened her body and forced down the last inch, choking for air with a harsh gag that sent saliva streaming over my clenched ballsack.
Mom's mouth was unlike any other, even her Sister's. She was boiling hot inside, knew just how to flick her tongue to get me to spasm uncontrollably, and made sure her silky smooth throat walls fit me in a buttery hug. I wondered why more guys didn't let their Mothers suck them off if it could feel this good, but even then, most guys wouldn't also have their Aunt gobbling their balls he way Caitlin could, so I was doing better than most.
The two of them were like a practiced team. Mom would drag me from the depths of her throat, sputtering and gagging, and Caitlin would take over without missing a beat. Two mouths, four hands, combing my body and delivering as much pleasure as they could with every passing second, competing to see who would be blowing me when I finally popped.
If I hadn't recently had my balls drained so thoroughly, I wouldn't be able to last this long, but Mom and Aunt Caitlin were doing their best to pull another orgasm out of me, and I wasn't going to break so easily. I knew something special was coming, and I had to last until I saw what it was.
That determination, however, could only go so far to hold back the inevitable, and I realized quickly that I couldn't hold it in forever. "I need--ooooh fuck--Mom, right there."
My dick was halfway embedded in my Mother's throat, pushed forcefully against her soft tongue and the back of her throat, shallow enough that she could work me in and out without taking a break for air. She found a place and stayed in it, making these adorable little gulping noises every time I bumped against the back of her throat. Her eyebrow raised in surprise whenever she pushed me a bit too deep but she didn't let that break her rhythm.
Gulp, gulp, gulp, gulp.
Mom didn't take a single second to herself, devotedly tending to my shamelessly selfish erection as though she was receiving just as much satisfaction from it as I was. Her eyes were closed, and as I watched my Mother's brow furrow as she readied herself to engulf another meaty portion, I realized she wasn't just doing this for me anymore. Even though she made me fit like I'd always been there, I could tell by the way her body stiffened that it was taking everything she had to keep me buried in her gullet when her instincts all begged for her to pause.
Caitlin rose out from between my legs and started stroking Mom's hair, waking her from her blowjob-induced stupor and snapping her attention to me. She brushed strands of Mom's hair off her face so she could clearly see my expression scrunch up every time I brushed her throat.
"What do you need, Bunny?" Caitlin asked softly, gazing deep into my eyes. "Tell your Mommies."
"I need to fuck one of you!" I pleaded with a sense of urgency that diluted any subtlety. "Please, oh my god, you two are unbelievable."
The Mommies shared a congratulatory grin before turning back to me. Caitlin winked at my Mom and gave her a peck on the lips, gesturing with her head that they should get up. They stood above me, and I was dwarfed by their presence. Anything they wanted to do to me, I would let them.
They each took me by the hand and pulled me off the bed to take my place, rolling into position on their backs. Their heavy tits fell to the sides of their chests, laying side by side close enough that the spilling breast meat met in between them and pushed together to make a mountain of titties. Without so much as a word between them, they lifted their legs in sync and pointed their toes to the ceiling.



My eyes were drawn to how the wet, puffy clamshells were aching for attention, each glistening with an intoxicating aroma of juices that made my knees weak, as if they released a chemical in the air that turned my muscles to pudding.
Mom's delicate vulva opened its petals and let a glimpse of slippery, pink meat show. My breath caught in my throat as I imagined coming out of that hole so many years ago, stunned that Mom still looked so snug and inviting after pushing out two children. Tiny goosebumps dotted her labia that were begging for my tongue to soothe them, leading up to her chubby mound that looked ripe for leaving hickies. Mom's tightness made sure everything was tucked inside, though I knew once I opened her up, I would be greeted by a steamy, luscious pussy that was ripe for fucking.
Caitlin matched her pose, placing a hand on each knee to open herself as wide as she could, her eyes trained on me, daring me to dive in. Her patch of neatly trimmed brown fuzz was a perfect triangle just above her slit, and I pictured it tickling my nose as I shoved my tongue inside her waiting hole. Her pussy was meaty, with deliciously plump, suckable curtains encircling her dark, swampy canal. Strands of honey were visible even from where I stood, like vines stretching from one side of her sloppy sheath to the other.
I knelt and placed my hands on Mom's legs, pushing them higher. With her legs up, there was just enough of Mom's crease bulging out that I could wedge my tongue between her petals and nestle inside her opening, her delicious honey washing over my tongue as I wiggled inside her cozy tunnel. Juices saturated my tongue, igniting my taste buds with my Mother's uniquely sweet, pungent taste. My tongue trailed up the length of her slit, leaving the tip inside her folds as I rose from her entrance towards her clit. I wrapped my lips around the small nub and pushed my tongue against the bottom, gingerly poking under her hood as I suckled on my Mother's pussy.
Caitlin pouted unhappily, so I quickly shuffled over to her, pushing her legs back just like Mom's, and glided my tongue between her drenched pussy lips, sucking on her labia like I was trying to leave a hickey. I licked up the length of her slit and pushed my tongue against her tiny bud, smoothing over the bump as my thumbs pulled her curtains apart to expose the pearl.
Caitlin's pubic fuzz tickled my nose, but I didn't let that stop me from pushing my tongue as far it would go. I thrust my tongue as deep as I could and moved it in slow, wide circles that brushed against the walls of her plushy pussy. Her legs rested on my shoulders, and she grabbed a handful of my hair so she could grind her pussy against my face, churning up cream from deep inside her that melted on my tongue like butter.
Something nudged my upper lip and I looked up to see Mom's hand moving in circles, fingers parted on either side of Caitlin's sensitive button and gingerly toying with it. "I think your Aunt is getting impatient, baby."
"She is!" Caitlin groaned, parting her legs, and bringing her knees up to her chest, prompting Mom to do the same. "You better stop teasing me, Bunny."
I stood up and soaked in the heavenly sight before me. Two loving Mothers, on their backs, splaying themselves with as much wanton lust as anyone could muster. They held hands as they looked up at me, breasts pressed up against each other, competing for my attention. Each of their milky legs were spread as wide as they could, their knees pulled close to their heads. I drank in the view of my Mother and Aunt presenting themselves as a prize, leaving nothing to my imagination as they pulled and spread to expose every part of themselves to my unwavering gaze.
"So, sweetheart, who do you want to put your penis in first?" Mom swung her heavy tits back and forth across her chest, sending her boobs careening into her Sister. One hand was interlaced between each of the Sisters, but with their respective free hands, they each enacted the same devilish plot to sway my decision.
Mom spread her lips apart for me to get a better view and Caitlin mimicked her, each of them whimpering dramatically to make my decision even harder, which was working wonderfully even if it was just for show. I knew they were enjoying toying with me as a team, and I was happy to be along for the ride.
"I think..." I paused to make sure my decision was sound. Playing tennis with their pussies was only going to make me lightheaded, so I let my gut make the decision. "I think I wanna try Aunt Caitlin first, if that's okay?"
Mom cocked her head at me and opened her mouth a little. "Oh, really? You try your Mother's vagina once and now you wanna move on to better things?"
The panic in my eyes got a laugh out of the Mommies, especially Caitlin. "Don't be jealous, Soff. He just wants to see what he's been missing." She brought her hand down in a couple of light slaps on her pussy mound, making the pudgy hill jiggle in anticipation of its guest. "Besides, you've got a lifetime to enjoy this cock. Let me savor it while I can!"
Mom and I circled Caitlin like a pair of hungry hyenas, Mom at her side and me in front. We had her cornered on the bed with no hope for escape.
As if by instinct, Mom's hand ventured between Caitlin's legs and began rubbing her, toying with her pink button until it stood at attention. Mom gingerly explored her Sister's plump labia, tracing over the outer bulge before her fingers found the honeypot and poked inside, wiggling around the entrance in small ovals. She pulled out and made a "V" with her fingers, prying open Caitlin's slippery lips.
"I think she's ready for you, sweetheart." Mom's voice made my heart flutter, but I wanted to give my attention to Caitlin while she was on display for me.
I grabbed my Aunt by her thighs and pulled her closer to me. She gasped softly and clung closer to Mom's hand, fiercely eyeing her soon-to-be-fucked pussy so she wouldn't miss a second of the action.
I spat into my hand and began to spread it around before realizing that Caitlin didn't need the aid--she was absolutely drenched. She clenched her pussy excitedly as though it were gawking at my dick and wondering how it would fit all of me. Every squeeze ejected a small drop of nectar from her entrance and, after blowing me for so long, she had made an unbelievable mess of herself.
I stepped closer so my cock rested on the small patch of fuzz atop her slit, and my balls were lodged up against her hole so her ceaseless clenching could baste them with honey.
Mom took a break from rubbing Caitlin's clit to take a firm grasp of the stiff appendage bobbing in her face. She left the head exposed as she lowered the piston into place, dragging the engorged purple egg through her lips so I could savor Caitlin's gooey pussy slobbering all over me. We groaned in harmony as Mom pushed and pulled me through her Sister's slit, making sure to nudge her button with each pass, sending shivers through us both.
As she aimed me lower, it became clear how close I was, and I began to feel Mom push me down to line up with Caitlin's tunnel. I didn't even need to push when she made the connection. It was so hard that when Mom held me down and nestled the tip against Caitlin's pussy, my dick couldn't help but try and spring back up to my belly the second she let go. Lucky for me, it didn't work that way.
Mom let go and expected my dick to slap against my stomach, but she had pushed me low enough that I got stuck between Caitlin's juicy folds on the way up, and she did not want to let me go. I flexed hard but couldn't free myself from her clutches, and with each attempt, I only sank deeper. Even with just the head inside of her, it was enough to make every flex drive me against the spongy ceiling of her slippery pussy and farther into her hot, sticky tunnel.
"Push, Bunny!" Caitlin dug her nails into Mom's hand and took a deep breath, clinging to her Sister as she prepared to stretch around me.
Like a stone in a pit of magma, I slowly descended through the smoldering heat of Caitlin's steamy pocket, pushing through a swamp of dripping wet pussy meat like I was trudging through a jungle, brushing against her soft, plushy pink walls as I sank deeper into her. Every few inches felt like I had reached a new layer of heat that made the last seem frigid, and by the time I was halfway in, I felt like my cock was about to melt inside her hot, buttery lovebox.
I knocked against something firm but fleshy and Caitlin's eyes snapped wide open. I held myself deep inside of her, pressed against her cervix, and let her grind on me. Her hips bucked as she used my shoulder and Mom's hand for balance, staring aimlessly at the ceiling while she focused on gyrating her body with me cemented against her cervix. I was deep enough that I could feel Caitlin's patch of pubic fur tickling my stomach, and even with my balls pulled tight to my body, I could feel my Aunt's bulbous ass cheeks caressing them from underneath.
Caitlin's vaginal muscles were milking me for all I was worth, and I wanted to last as long as I could, but she was making it difficult. I felt the first telltale sign of my orgasm building and instinctively pulled my body away from hers, but she wasn't having any of that. She dug her claws into my shoulder until I slumped my full weight onto her chest, releasing the tension in my own body and sandwiching my cock directly against her cervix again.
Pillowy soft breasts enveloped my face, oozing out to the sides to drown me in the plump dough. Her diamond nipples jutted against my chest, and I dipped my head down so I could slip one into my mouth.
Caitlin had very different nipples than Mom, which were tiny and bright pink, but Caitlin's were just as beautiful. Her areolas were fat and dark brown, capping her enormous white milk bags with delectable dark accents that were just slightly larger than the diameter of a soda can. Her nipple popped into my mouth, and I nursed hungrily on the small brown nub, greed enticing me to slurp as much of her bronze areola into my mouth as I could fit.
Caitlin clung to me like saran wrap while she bucked her hips, dragging my cock back and forth across her cervix until she was used to the size. She rested a hand on the back of my head, rooting her fingers in my hair as I nursed from her like I had found an oasis in the desert. I pulled my hips back, slowly, to feel each piece of her stick to me as she tried to pull me back inside.
Reluctant to let me go, but too slippery to get a grip, Caitlin's pussy was hopelessly trying to keep me from sliding out of her. Cool air flicked its tongue against the root of my cock, newly exposed to the breeze. It was so humid inside Caitlin's steamy pocket that I had completely forgotten what the outside world felt like. I was so used to being held in her depths, gooey and hot as an oven, that even a sliver of cool air sent me running back to the safety of her cozy sheath.
I pushed myself back inside with less patience than I meant, and Caitlin audibly voiced her surprise, biting her tongue when she realized how desperate she sounded to have her Nephew pound her. "A-again," she choked out.
I obliged, slowly withdrawing a few inches before slamming my entire length back inside of her. It didn't take more than a few strokes before the veneer of civility was erased and Caitlin was groaning like a bitch in heat. Saturated in her endless flowing juices, I was too slickened to stay inside if she dared to arch her back too much.
Whenever I fell out, a small hand would tenderly wrap itself around me and guide me back into place, patting me on the bum to say "go ahead" once I had slipped back inside. Mom was patiently waiting her turn, watching her Sister experience the same thing she had the night before. Their hands were still glued together, but Caitlin's was stark white in response to her relentless squeezing.
Caitlin and I fell into a steady rhythm for a few minutes once her legs wrapped around me, stopping me from pulling away far enough to slip out. Her heels dug into my butt as she used her powerful leg muscles to drive me against her in sync with my thrusts. My balls were covered by the honey freely flowing from Caitlin's pussy, and the longer we fucked, it seemed like she only made more, constantly making sure I was slick enough to fuck her senseless.
I took charge and wrapped my hands under Caitlin's legs, lifting them so they rested on my shoulders, her feet next to my ears. Her pussy sealed up as soon as I pushed her legs together, and her meaty pussy lips bulged out to meet me. I nudged against the roof of Caitlin's pussy as I sank inside of her, brushing a small patch of flesh that made her nearly jump out of her skin.
"Right there, ohmygod right THERE!" she screamed like nobody else existed on Earth, yelping, and groaning with barbaric disregard for decency. Her face was contorted in ecstasy as an orgasm built in her pussy and, by the snug squeezes she began to assault me with, I knew it was going to be a big one. I pumped myself against that special spot and watched Caitlin crumble into grunts and convulsions as she rode through her powerful orgasm.
Pure lust drove Caitlin now, replacing the tight clenches she had been using on me with full-blown seizures that rocked her body like an earthquake. Her pussy exploded in a flurry of constriction, brushing my cock against her cervix with every convulsion. She made sounds I had never heard before, completely removed from the realm of decency as she succumbed to a mind-bending orgasm at the hands of her Nephew.
Trying not to come had been difficult, but now it was nearly impossible. I couldn't pull out with Caitlin so deeply embroiled in her orgasm, so I prayed I could stay in control long enough to outlast her.
The tension in her body began to die down, and everywhere but her pussy started to relax. Caitlin continued to constrict me even when her muscles turned to soup. She wouldn't have been able to hold herself up unassisted, but her body was working on autopilot to keep milking me. Her clenching became too forceful, and almost ejected me from her with a particularly strong push. I couldn't hold myself halfway inside of her, as the contractions would push me out, so I sunk back into her creamy pussy until I felt her quivering lips kiss my bloated testicles.
Mom reached a hand behind me and let her fingers wrap around my balls, raking her nails over the surface so they pulled even closer against my body. She held them like a baby bird in her palm, stroking the sides with her thumb and rolling them between her digits. "His balls are swelling, Cait," Mom taunted her Sister, but received no response. "Cait? He's gonna come soon, and he still has to...well, you know."
Caitlin was in a different world and only returned to ours for a brief moment to say, "T-then s-s-stop h-him," as if she couldn't bring herself to call it off while she was still being fucked silly.
Mom gave my balls a gentle, but firm squeeze and tugged them backward, pulling me along with them. My dick popped from Caitlin's spasming pussy and slapped loudly against my belly, sending droplets of Caitlin's sweet nectar over all three of us. With her Sister panting like a wild animal, Mom knew her turn was coming and she couldn't wait any longer.
"Are you ready for Mommy's pussy, sweetheart?" she sang to me, cupping her bountiful breasts in her hands and shaking them so they danced together. I guess my dry swallow gave her the answer she needed, because she instantly climbed onto Caitlin, so their tits were pressed together, and stuck her ass up in the air. Mom waved her booty side to side and gave it a playful swat, rippling the juicy meat for a few seconds before it came to a slow rest.
I grabbed Mom by both cheeks and spread her open, exposing both of her holes. Her pinkness still looked unbearably tight when stretched open, and her asshole hardly budged despite how wide I held her open. I dribbled a bit of saliva onto her puckered backdoor, but she pulled away from me before I could smear it around.
"Baby, please," she begged me with no attempt to hide her desperation. "Mommy's pussy needs you--my bum can wait."
"Awww, Bunny wants Mommy's bum, doesn't he?" The mention of Mom's ass seemed to wake Caitlin from her daze, and slowly but surely she started to return to Earth. She wrapped her arms around Mom's neck as she teased her, pulling her Sister in for a kiss that would make lovers jealous.
Watching them make out, hearing my Mother sloppily swapping spit with her Sister while I held her ass cheeks open, was almost enough to make me come on the spot.
I leaned down and dug my tongue between the Mom's slippery folds, gathering the ropes of sweet, slippery honey on my tongue. I dragged my fat, slimy snake over Mom's perineum and her knees buckled as she realized where I was going. She crumbled onto Caitlin and whimpered softly into her mouth, twirling her tongue in her Sister's mouth to stifle her audible concern.
My tongue delved between her meaty ass cheeks and prodded the delicate hole hidden between them, flattening against the wrinkled opening, and slowly rubbing back and forth until her muscles began to relax. I pried both cheeks apart and darted the tip of my tongue directly against her asshole, meticulously flicking up and down so that every change got me slightly farther inside.
Her warmth, radiating like an oven from both of her waiting holes, was only intensified the deeper into her ass I went. I knew my tongue wouldn't make it far but feeling how quickly her bum turned into a pit of lava filled me with eagerness to get inside. My thumb began softly stroking her clit, hoping that it would distract her from the foreign sensation of her Son eating her ass. I wiggled my thumb against the entrance to her pussy and sunk inside the cozy pocket, easily finding her g-spot at such a convenient angle, and working it in time with my long, tender licks.
Caitlin reached back and met my hands on Mom's bottom, giving me a reassuring pat before swatting me away. I didn't have time to ask why before I saw Caitlin had taken my job and was now holding her Sister's ass cheeks wide open, showing her off for me so my hands could work elsewhere. She juggled Mom's booty around in her hands, letting me watch the hypnotic display, enticing me to use her to my delight.
I stepped up behind Mom and stared down at the holes spread open for me. Her slick, hairless mound was dotted at the top by her pink, puckered asshole, making me feel like a kid in a candy store. With so much beauty displayed in front of me, I didn't know what to do first, but I couldn't wait for another second to decide.
Sinking my inflated helmet through her engorged lips, stretching her pussy around me, filled my heart with pride. I dug my way into my Mother's vagina as if it were the most natural thing a boy could do. Pushing apart her velvet walls so they would enrobe me like wet, heavy curtains had my knees daring to buckle. She was much, much tighter than her Sister, so I had to take my time, but I enjoyed every second of it.
The head disappeared into Mom's clenching hole with ease, but it was nothing short of incredible watching the hole she's grown me inside of, where she'd kept me safe and warm while we grew together, gobbling down inch after meaty inch of pulsating cock.
All Caitlin could do was smile knowingly, running her fingers through Mom's hair to comfort her. "Your baby boy is big, isn't he, Soff?"
"Oooooh, God yes, yes he's fucking big." Mom squirmed as she tried to adjust to my size. I pushed until I felt resistance and thought I had hit bottom, when really, I had just reminded myself just how tight my Mother was. I hesitated, but the call to, "J-just push hard into Mommy, I can take it," was all I needed to bury the rest of myself inside her greedy, creamy pussy.



We groaned in unison, though I'm not sure who was louder. Mom's body couldn't stop from shaking, and my legs followed suit as I struggled to hold on for dear life without coming immediately. Her hands clung mercilessly to the sheets on either side of Caitlin's head, knuckles bright white with tension. Being stretched so quickly had taken Mom off guard, and she collapsed on top of Caitlin in a heap.
"Sounds like somebody just bottomed out." She ran her tongue over Mom's earlobe, not allowing a sliver of reprise from the sexual onslaught.
"He did, he's all the way inside!" Mom involuntarily clenched her body and strengthened her grip on me, pulling me hard against her cervix. "How is Mommy's pussy, baby?"
"You feel incredible, Mom." My eyes nearly rolled back in my head. "I already feel like I'm gonna come."
All the honey leaking from Mom was spreading over my balls and thighs, coating us in slippery juices that filled the air with the smell of insatiable lust. I hadn't the courage to move any more than a few inches back and forth, afraid that being overstimulated by her gooey hugs would send me over the edge if I didn't keep myself in control.
"Not yet, baby, don't come yet," my Mother urged, turning her head so she could look at me for the first time since I'd entered her, flashing a sassy grin that she could barely maintain. "You still have another hole to fuck, first."
"Mmmm, good answer." Caitlin purred, kissing Mom on the cheek, turning the taunting up a notch. "Tell your baby boy what you did for him."
Mom let out a deep, breathy groan as I withdrew my cock, waiting until I had almost pulled out before she spoke. "I got my...my bum, uh, ready...for you."
She tightened up like she was sealing the exit behind me, but her insides were so slippery she couldn't keep me out if she wanted to. With just the bulging head pulsing in her buttery grip, I bore down to drive it back into her swampy cock-pocket so I could feel her meaty tunnel swallow me up all over again.
"Really, Mom?" My heart just about burst through my chest. "You did that for me?"
Caitlin winked at me and slapped Mom's ass, leaving a light pink handprint. "I brought her an enema kit, so she'd be easy to get into, Bunny."
I couldn't slow my racing heartbeat after this revelation. The adrenaline was impossible to ignore, so I made it work for me. I focused on just moving, trying to downplay how insanely good my cock felt trudging through Mom's sweltering insides when I tried to pull out again. In, out, I told myself with calm breathing. I centered my mind on my hips, nothing else, as I sawed back and forth inside my Mother, feeling her fat ass cheeks slap against my thigh with every thrust.
Caitlin brushed Mom's hair out of the way and sought to make eye contact with me. "Flex, Bunny."
"What?" I was too mesmerized watching myself plunge back into my Mother. The sound of her juices sloshing around me, her sopping wet walls trying to keep hold of me, almost made me come before I could even reach the bottom again.
"Flex like you're trying to stop yourself from taking a leak!" she encouraged me, holding my Mother tightly. "Flex, and push right up against her cervix, okay?"
I nodded silently and closed my eyes to eliminate all distractions.
"Good boy!" she cooed happily. "Now, stay there until you feel your orgasm calm down."
It felt like I was going to burst, and not in a sexy way, from trying to keep myself together. All I could think about, all I could feel, were things that brought me closer to the edge.
Mom shuffled underneath me in a way that made her cervix smooch the tip of my cock, pressing the spongy ring against my inflated bulge. Her tunnel constricted me like a vice so tight that I could feel her rapid heartbeat thumping through her squishy walls. Every dull thud was like a python tightening its wet, slithery hold around my rigid length, like Mom was trying to coax my orgasm to the surface by flexing her strong vaginal muscles to milk it out of me.
We both knew we were one wrong move away from giving her a buttery creampie, and as enticing as that sounded, even more lay on the horizon that I longed to experience. I tried Caitlin's advice and bore down harder, causing my Mother to squirm around like she was trying to find more room in her pussy to give to me, wishing for a crack or corner she could give me to feel me fill her just a little bit more.
I held onto her hips, digging my fingers into her smooth, creamy skin as I clenched myself for all I was worth. My cock expanded inside of Mom, further pushing into her deepest regions where the head ballooned to the size of a large walnut against the door to her womb.
Her round, half-moon ass cheeks were pressed against my thighs and bulged out in a way similar like Caitlin's breasts. So much ass meat spilled over the sides that it would put most other asses to shame with the excess alone. The softness of her jello booty was even more remarkable, how it would spring back into shape no matter how desperately I pawed at it, forming those two perfect, breathtaking cheeks like her ass was made of memory foam. I gripped her thick, juicy cheeks and watched the skin effortlessly cave to my touch. Like dough being pulled and kneaded, it offered no fight to my incessant mauling.
I was so focused on Mom's ass, and trying not to come, that I didn't notice she had risen up onto her palms. Mom was getting impatient and she didn't care if I made it into her ass or not. She just wanted to come.
Without consent, from me or Caitlin, Mom lifted her ass towards the ceiling so I almost fell out of her, waiting to see if we would say anything. When we didn't, she threw her hips back into me so hard that her ass cheeks slapped against my stomach with a smack. It was the starter pistol I needed to ignite the animal instincts I had been suppressing, so against Caitlin's advice I lost my footing in reality to enter a dreamlike state where only Mom's pussy and I existed.
I grunted in a tone unbecoming of a gentleman and savagely gripped Mom's hips when she moved forward again, this time yanking her against me when she pushed back so that we met in the middle and began fucking as though I wasn't mere seconds from exploding inside of her.
Her pussy formed a vacuum seal around my bulge that made wet, squishy noises seep out of her just as gratuitously as her juices were. Try valiantly as she may, she was too creamy to do anything but ooze honey onto my cock every time I bottomed out, failing hopelessly in her attempt to cling to me.
The sounds of wet skin slapping together echoed around the room as I pounded my Mother into the mattress. Mom's tits swung below her like two heavy pendulums, adding another instrument to our sexual symphony, clapping like thunder every time her hanging udders collided with each other. The shifting weight was pulling my poor Mother all over the bed, making stability difficult when her heavy milk bags kept throwing her off balance.
Mom held her butt in place with her back arched so her ass stuck out seductively, giving me easy access to throw myself against her and embed myself in her gooey tomb. She was clutching Caitlin like a pearl necklace, pinning her Sister against the bed as she searched for anything to keep her stable amid my torrent of deep, powerful thrusts.
Lightning surged through my entire body like someone had flicked a switch on my nerve endings, firing up a machine that ran on autopilot in pursuit of its one instinctual goal: breeding my Mother. I wanted to take her ass still, but if it hadn't been for Caitlin's oversight, I never would have made it out of her without coming.
"Slow down!" Caitlin kicked at me with her legs, but it was tough while she was trapped underneath Mom, so she opted for a stern tone instead. "You'd better not come yet, young man. Your Mother worked very hard to get her bum prepared for you."
"He can come!" Mom's voice was shrill and desperate but muffled against Caitlin's neck. I understood her even before she whipped her head around to face me with a pleading look. "You can come, sweetheart. Come in Mommy's pussy, please, baby."
Caitlin saw right through her and rolled my Mother off to eject my dick from her just before I came.
"You little bitch!" Mom whined, frustrated that her impending creampie had been denied her.
"I know what you're doing!" Caitlin wagged a disapproving finger in Mom's face. "You think if you make him come quickly that you won't have to give him your ass, don't you?"
Mom stared into the corner of the room like a scolded puppy. "I don't know what you're talking about."
"Great!" Caitlin clapped her hands excitedly. "In that case, let's get you into position."
Mom's bluff was called, and the only card she had left to play was to cancel the whole thing, but I had a feeling she wouldn't take that route.
Caitlin crawled out from under Mom and kissed her on the forehead, hoping to calm her nerves. "Stay right where you are, Soff, and we'll get you ready."
"Wait," I urged. "Can we...I mean, do we have to do it like this?"
Mom craned her neck to face me. "What's wrong, baby?"
I blushed a deep maroon. "I want to see your face."
The mommies shared a look that said, "Isn't that sweet?" But based on the situation, I don't think "sweet" was what I had in mind. Mom wasn't afraid to use her facial expressions to let me know how she was feeling, and I didn't want to miss one bit of it.
"We need lube," Mom instructed. "Lots of it."
"Bedside table." I motioned to the small wooden end table by the headboard. Caitlin scurried across the bed and pulled the drawer open to find the small, blue bottle I hinted at. "That's it, perfect."
"You've been waiting on this for a while, I see." Caitlin twirled the bottle between her fingers.
"A Boy Scout always comes prepared" I said, parroting the motto I had learned as a kid.
"Ooooh, Boy Scout, hmm?" Caitlin uncapped the bottle and tipped it upside down. A thin stream of lube ran out and formed a pool in her palm. "Does that mean you're gonna tie us up?"
"If that's what I have to do to get in here." I grabbed a handful of Mom's plump bottom and patted it lovingly. "Then sure, I'll tie up whoever I have to."
That made Mom chuckle. "Let's just see how I handle it first, okay?"
"You'll be totally fine. I promise." Caitlin stroked her Sister's hair to distract her. Her fingers, slick with lube, slid through Mom's ass cheeks and brushed over her unsuspecting butthole.
"Hey!" Mom lurched forward and brought her tummy flat against the bed with her cheeks clenched together. The light peach fuzz on her bum stood on end as if her fight-or-flight reflex had just been triggered.
"Hey to you, too," Caitlin teased, slapping a wet handprint on Mom's ass with a thwack. That got her to spin onto her back to protect her ass. Now, apart from her eyes burning holes through me and Caitlin, she was exactly how we wanted her.
I looped my arms around Mom's legs and pulled her, so her ass hung off the bed, then lifted them high to the ceiling before easing them apart. Mom's pussy peeled open like it had been waiting for the invitation. Her lips, drenched with syrup, were sealed shut until her knees extended past her waist, but it couldn't stay that way once Mom was spread to her widest. Finally, the sticky curtains parted and exposed the magnificent jewel I was searching for, glistening with juice, and seizing for something to hug. Pink, plump, and puffy, Mom's pussy was calling to me like it knew my favorite song.
Nobody could resist such a display, most notably myself, and I gave in to the desire to be back inside my Mother as soon as possible. Her eyes fluttered momentarily as a gasp escaped her, taken aback to feel me unexpectedly push into her birth canal all in one thrust. "Oh, oooooh, that's so fucking good," she groaned.
"Bunny, we've got a job to do," Caitlin scolded me. She placed the bottle at the top of Mom's slit and gave it a steady squeeze so lube would flow over her labia and dribble between her tired lips. I was buried to the hilt, keeping her plugged so the lube went around my girth and began to puddle up between her asscheeks.
Caitlin hadn't told me to stop, and I sure as hell didn't want to, so I rolled the dice and prayed I wouldn't reach my limit before I was ready. Playing with fire isn't dangerous if you're playing with something warmer than fire, right?
Mom's legs rested on my shoulders, her small, cute feet overlapped behind me to keep me close to her. Her thighs were turning red where I was holding her but, like a seatbelt, it was a necessary evil to keep her in place.
Her tits were squashed against her body, flattened out like huge, fluffy, white pancakes dotted with two small, pink raspberries that looked ripe enough to eat. Even with my cock inside of her, I couldn't help thinking about getting her boobs soapy and wet enough to fuck. I knew she would absolutely dwarf my erection as soon as it pushed between them, as a buoy lost amid a sea of quivering breast meat, happily succumbing to the waves washing over me.
Daydreaming, again, would have been the end of me if not for my heroic Aunt to rescue me from my headspace. I felt a tingle rising from my balls like a starship through my body, rocketing my brain to the stars.
"W-what is that?" I asked between bated breaths.
"Just a little finger magic." Caitlin was standing beside me, clinging onto my shoulder with her tits squashed against my back. Her fingers, coated with lube, were gently roaming around my balls while I pounded her younger Sister. She employed the lightest of touches to trigger ignition in my nerves; a single finger being dragged along the surface was enough to get my legs shaking. I knew I was really in trouble when I felt all five of her nails meet in the middle, then spread outward like a starfish to slowly spread the violent tingles through my veins like heroin.
"You have to stop," I pleaded half-heartedly.
"No, you have to stop!" she shot back. "Take your dick out of your Mother! Right now! Come on, Bunny."
Mom sighed with disappointment, but I didn't have much choice. A sober mind would know I wasn't gonna be able to hold on much longer, but my brain was intoxicated by alcohol and the sweet, heavy aroma of two honey-soaked Mommy pussies.
Clearly, a sober mind I did not have.
Mom shook her chest back and forth to keep my attention, biting her lip with giddy intrigue from watching how easily I could be lured into a hypnotic trance. "Stop staring, loverboy."
"I can't help it, Mom. You look fucking amazing!"
"Well, lucky for you, I'm also an amazing fuck!"
I looked down at Mom and knew the moment was near. She was practically leaking lube all over the bed, and I couldn't picture any of us being any hornier than we already were, so there was just one thing left to do.
Caitlin tapped her Sister's mons to tell her to pull her knees back, and though I'd seen her do so before, I noticed this time she was plagued with trepidation.
"Just...be gentle with me, remember?"
"We will be," I said, sharing an excited smile with Aunt Caitlin. "Right?"
"We have to start somewhere, let's see where it goes." Caitlin shrugged, eliciting a nervous grumble from my Mother.
Mom's wrinkled, pink asshole was poking out from between her globular ass cheeks, sparkling with the slippery lube Caitlin had already adorned her with. It clenched randomly, with no rhythm, more akin to impulsive spasm, like Mom was off her game. She had gone from a seductress to a submissive in just a few minutes, being ordered to wait patiently while her Sister and I took our time with her.
I extended a finger and poked it against the puckered ring, intentionally feeling out every small crease like I was reading braille. I circled the hole, though Mom was so tight it wasn't fair to call it that yet. Her pussy was an entrance, but her ass was a sealed box that required a delicate touch to unlock. She was quietly wailing like a banshee with low, drawn-out groans that seemed to go on forever. I had yet to put any pressure on her, and already my poor Mother was shaking like a leaf.
Caitlin slid up next to her and wrapped one arm under her head, laying her other across Mom's chest to rise and fall with every deep breath. I couldn't hear what she was saying, but her lips were pressed against Mom's neck and I could discern only the faintest of whispers. Mom said nothing, just stared down at me with wonder and fear battling for supremacy behind her eyes, but Caitlin was a chatterbox.
Whether she was giving helpful encouragement or enticing her to tough it out for my sake, I didn't care. Whatever she said translated to Mom unwinding enough that her bum, slowly but surely, began to relax. What had felt impenetrable now revealed a chink in her armor, and my eyes widened as I watched Mom's asshole dilate just a hair.
Progress is progress, I told myself.
I poked both of my thumbs against Mom's ring and pushed until I got traction, which I used to timidly spread her open while leaving her cheeks mostly in place. I managed to loosen her just enough that I felt the bumpy, gnarled texture give way to a core of soft, pink flesh that caved under my fingers.
I massaged my thumb around her slippery donut in small circles, occasionally applying a bit of pressure in the center in between Mom's deliberately tight clenching. Her best efforts weren't enough to dissuade me, and no matter how hard she squeezed I knew I was getting somewhere.
"Mom, you gotta work with me, okay?" I planted a kiss on her cheek and held my face against it. "Can you push when I push?"
Mom's face scrunched up. "Push?"
"Push for him, Soff, or he'll never get inside." Caitlin's voice was soothing, but not convincing.
"I-I don't know about that." Mom blushed up a storm but soldiered on. "Just...like, right now?"
"Push, Mommy," Caitlin encouraged, kneading one of Mom's doughy breasts with her fingers, dialing her perky, pink nipple.
Mom turned her face towards Caitlin and burrowed into her hair, grunting as she pushed out with her anal muscles to meet me. Bewilderment overtook me as I watched my Mother, in close-up, vivid detail, urging her body to accept me. Her asshole transformed from a small, wrinkled indent to a slightly raised bump, which smoothed out some of the smaller creases and made the edges of her ring puff up like rising bread.
I wiggled my thumb against the center of her asshole and applied some light pressure. Not enough to hurt her, but enough that she wasn't doing all the work. It took a few seconds of me twisting my thumb around the slippery pink halo for it to pop inside, and when it did, I couldn't get further than my fingernail before Mom recoiled in shock.
She didn't say anything, but her eyes were saucers as she took internal stock of what she was feeling. Her breathing was slow and deliberate, but shallow, relaying the message that she was doing her best to stay composed. Mom looked at me with anxiety spread across her face and, to my surprise, she encouraged me to continue with a brief, forceful nod.
The least I could do was make Mom feel as good as possible while she adjusted to this new feeling, so I ventured to give her a more familiar one. I knelt down, earning no reaction from Mom, though Caitlin knew instantly that I was aiming to have my tongue in her pussy.
"Can I keep going, Mom?" I did my best to stop my voice from wavering.
"Uh huuuuh," her voice droned, lost amid a torrid of new bodily sensations. "Just g-go...slooooow, baby."
My thumb pressed onward, wiggling back and forth to help Mom finally get comfortable with the feeling of being stretched somewhere so foreign. I managed to slide up to my knuckle but had to pause when Mom's instincts drove her to arch her back and try to eject me.



Caitlin placed a hand on her belly and gently returned her to the mattress before I was squeezed out, rubbing in gentle circles while she continued to whisper in Mom's ear. This time I could make out the odd word or phrase: "be strong" and "good girl" and "push." I thanked my lucky stars that Caitlin was acting as my personal assistant; I wouldn't have gotten this far without her.
I laid my cheek against Mom's silky inner thigh so she could feel my breath against her bald mound. Goosebumps popped up like polka dots across the smooth, bulging hill, and I took a second to admire the view before slithering my tongue between the delicate folds of my Mother's vagina. A lava flow of sweet honey spread across my tongue, and I followed it until my tongue reached Mom's molten center. I was suffocating in the heat rolling off her steamy pussy, but I didn't dare take a pause, not when I had seen Mom bringing her A-game for the past day.
I buckled down and held Mom's muff against my face, covering the length of her entire slit with my mouth so I could sate my hunger by devouring all of her at once. I dragged my tongue through her syrup-drench lips a few times, parting her curtains so I could pop them in my mouth for a short suckle on my way to her clit. The button was small but mighty, engorged like a small berry that took all my restraint to not brutalize with sloppy kisses. I traced a tiny circle around Mom's clit and tucked my tongue underneath it so I could turn a tiny bit of pressure into explosive results.
Mom's hips writhed with every advancement. What few defences remained began crumbling under my carefully directed exploration. It took a few minutes of patient maneuvering, but eventually I had my whole thumb inside Mom's bum, and she seemed to slowly come around to the sensations.
"How's she doing?" Caitlin asked me, forgoing an interrogation of my distraught Mother.
"She needs more lube." I held out my free hand to keep Mom plugged. "Can you pass me the bottle?"
Caitlin had other ideas. She put the bottle at the top of Mom's mound again and sent a torrent of lube cascading over her pudgy muffin. It trickled down over the round bulge and through her lips, which were now slightly parted, and pooled inside the opening to her pink tunnel. When the pool was too full, it ran down until it reached her asshole, where her thick cheeks acted like a dam to keep most of it from escaping any further.
"Bunny, can I play with your Mommy for a bit?" Caitlin didn't need to ask twice.
So much lube smothered Mom's pussy that Caitlin barely had to push at all. The maw clenched and relaxed like it was gasping for breath, so as soon as her fingers grazed the pink velvet, they were already starting to slip inside.
Mom greeted Caitlin's fingers like an old friend, spreading around them into an embrace that pulled them into a deep, fleshy hug. Showing her expertise, Caitlin flipped a switch and Mom's back arched on command. She needed leverage to grind deep on her Sister's fingers, and once she found it there was no stopping her.
Caitlin nudged against the roof of Mom's pussy and made a "come hither" motion, fingers caressing her g-spot as she began to move her hand up and down. As she plunged her digits into Mom's dripping peach, her pace increased.
Mom's honeypot was too saturated with our homemade mixture of slippery goo to silence the aggressive slushy of lube and pussy syrup that smothered her lower half. Caitlin was a conductor, enacting a symphony of soft whimpers and loud, gooey sloshing from Mom's core that cemented her, in my mind, as my new idol.
"Oh god, oh fuck, oh god," Mom chanted to herself. Her facial expression didn't stay the same for more than a moment, as the constant barrage of stretching, prodding, and kissing had momentarily reduced her faculties to that of a sex doll, but she played the part well.
I was awe-struck, absorbing every little detail I could to repeat Caitlin's moves in the future.
"Tell him when you're ready." Caitlin kissed Mom on the forehead, fingers still burrowed deep in her succulent sheath.
"I am." Intentional or not, I could barely make out Mom's tepid tone.
"Tell-, him." Caitlin demanded her to perform but did not slow her fingers for even a second to give Mom a breath. In fact, it seemed that her interest was in making speech as hard as possible. "Talk to your Son, Soff."
Mom snapped her eyes open and looked at me after a few disoriented blinks. She didn't say anything at first, she just stared at me with her head half-cocked to the side and a subtle smile creeping onto her face, like we were sharing a moment she didn't want Caitlin to see.
If I didn't know better, I'd say she was beaming with pride.
"Sean, honey," Mom's smile grew until it turned into one of those poorly hidden smirks people display when they don't want to appear overeager. "I'm ready, I think."
"For what, Mom?" My heart didn't just skip a beat, it skipped a whole bar. I knew the answer, but I wanted to hear her say it, and I think she knew that.
My Mother chewed on her lower lip, and even without much light, I could see sparks dazzling her irises. With conviction I hadn't expected Mom yanked her knees back so her plushy flower opened up to me, a sight I was beginning to fall in love with. She rolled back a little so her asshole pointed directly towards me in such a perfect position and coated in so much glistening lube, that if I had tripped, I imagined I would have slipped right inside.
"I'm ready." Mom's tone was adorable, juxtaposing the sultry scene of her presenting her body to me like a trophy as her anxiety vanished into an ocean of raging horniness. "For my Son, my big, strong, sexy stud, to fuck his Mommy-slut in the ass for the first time in ten years!"
"Laying it on a bit thick, dontcha think?" Caitlin chimed, cuing a giggle from both Mommies.
I considered making a pun about "laying" and "on thick" but I couldn't get there in time; Caitlin was already reaching for me with an obvious intention. Her fingers curled around the base of my manhood, insisting that I stop stalling as she pulled me towards my Mother, waiting with open arms.
Mom's bum was still dangling off the edge of the bed, so I didn't have to climb on top of her for Caitlin to guide my missile towards its target.
Caitlin used my dick like a mallet to give Mom's pussy a few playful taps. Mom's pudgy mound quaked with every strike, and our sweat gave rise to the sound of soft slapping each time I thwacked against the meaty hill. My bulging cockhead came to a rest at the top of her slit, her clit tickling my frenulum.
Caitlin patiently traced my cock up and down Mom's sloping crease, gathering the juice between her succulent folds. I nudged Mom's lips apart on the way down, but Caitlin was sure to avoid letting the natural magnetism between our bodies spoil the event. If she had let me back inside Mom's pussy, I would have finished there, and we were all better off waiting for the big finale.
Throbbing veins bulged up and down the length of my manhood, decorating the shaft with blue lightning bolts that lead to a purple, spongy bulb that pulsed like the bass at an EDM concert. Each heartbeat engorged the fat helmet like a fleshy balloon, pumping it bigger than I had ever seen as the moment of my dreams became a reality.
Mom's honey generously coated me like a warm blanket, glistening between her Sister's fingers as she guided me towards my Mother's timid butthole.
"Now remember...," she choked out.
"Gentle," Caitlin and I said in unison. She released my cock and brought her hand to cup one of Mom's heavy breasts, massaging the dough in her palm.
Mom was holding one leg while Caitlin pried back the other, each seeking to expose my Mother's holes as voraciously as they could. Their free hands were now linked atop Mom's chest, seeking to comfort her, rising, and falling in tune with her rapid breathing. Caitlin brushed her thumb over Mom's trembling fingers, which were white as a sheet from her unrelenting grip. Nothing could sway Caitlin, who stayed calm and continued to gingerly kiss her Sister's neck despite the vice threatening to sever her hand.
Caitlin gave Mom's hand a tight, reassuring squeeze and nodded at me, comfortable that she had subdued Mom's anxiety. The spell was working for now, but her trance could break at any moment.
My cockhead nuzzled between the globes of Mom's soft, round bottom. I couldn't help from slipping in the waterfall of lube that ran down the length of her slit as I tried to position myself. I knew I found it when I lodged inside of the gooey pocket of warm lube pooling between her cheeks, kissing the tightly puckered ring that we had worked so hard to loosen.
Mom clenched up as soon as she felt my cock nudge her opening. I dragged the inflated head over the bumpy ring and tried to get her used to the feeling, applying just enough pressure to start stretching her without actually going inside. The slow, gentle prodding was calming her down, but didn't stop my own excitement from bubbling to the surface. I had to remind myself to be patient this time, or it may be the last time.
I watched Mom's breathing, stayed in time with it, and waited for her to take a deep breath before I began to push.
"Oh, oh, oooohhhhh oh fuck." Mom grunted as she accepted the first half of my cockhead inside her asshole, her brow furrowed in concentration. "W-w-wait."
I held still, trying to exude patience though I was anything but.
"Is that...the head?" she croaked meekly.
"Almost, Mom," I encouraged her.
"That's the hard part," Sophie said, lovingly stroking her Sister's chin. "Once he gets the head inside, you just gotta get used to the size."
Most of my cockhead had worked its way into Mom's bum, and though the flared bit was still waiting to push deeper, I could already feel the incredible warmth that awaited me inside. Looking at how tightly secured I was in Mom's bottom was curious; with such a tight squeeze on the balloon tip, the bottom was expanding more, and it looked as though Mom was going to have to take more than twice the size of what was already beginning to stretch her.
My dick throbbed with excitement, begging to go further, but was outshone by the intensity with which Mom's holes were spasming. Her pussy was gawking hungrily for something to fill it, to scratch that familiar urge she had just reveled in but knew it would have to wait until her ass, clenching with equal vigor, was fully explored.
I rested my hands on Mom's thighs to help keep the shaking limbs from collapsing. As I pushed them forward, Mom's body moved with me, and when she rocked back towards me, I held my cock in place. The momentum gave just enough force to surprise Mom by nudging the rest of the head inside, stretching her donut open as wide as it would need to go to fit the rest of me.
"Is that the head?" Mom squealed, ripping her eyes open to look down, for the first time, at her Son trying to get inside of her ass. "Ohhhh, god. Oh wow, oh god, okay Sean, please, baby, please go slow."
Mom clung to me like a wet bathing suit, leaving not a crack for air as she sealed her asshole around my cock in a grip that made her white knuckles look tame. Her heartbeat steadily thumped against me as her insides tried to constrict my entire width.
I slowly moved back and forth, but Mom was so tight I had to make an effort not to be forced out when I relinquished even a smidge of ground. As soon as the pressure relented, Mom's insides worked in tandem to try and push me out, succeeding only in smothering the head in a hot, gooey tomb of velvety soft ass meat. Her flesh strained as it failed to eject me from her ass, the edges of her ass rising like bread as the muscles did their best to push me out of her. I circled my thumb around the squishy ring to truly feel how hard Mom's tender asshole was working to stretch around me, amazed that she could be stretched so wide.
"Mom, can you push for me?" I wasn't above begging, but luckily, I didn't have to.
With a dull groan, Mom obliged and tried to push me out of her with real effort this time. Her wrinkled hole pushed outward like the outer ring was trying to climb my shaft, bringing more of her soft, tender walls to the surface to loosen up for me, puckering like a bright pink donut.
Without her constriction, I fed more of my dick into the buttery soft hole and was greeted by unparalleled warmth melting around me like lava. I watched in a daze as the ridge of my inflated cock emerged from Mom's asshole for a faint moment, glazed in condensed lube. I pressed against the softened entrance and felt it give way easier this time, accepting the whole head in one mighty gulp before halting an inch or so later. It felt like I hit a wall of soggy flesh and I didn't want to hurt her, so I ignored my instinct to start pounding now that I had a foothold.
My Mother couldn't stop from curling her toes each time the head crept out of her ass. Like clockwork her body would go through waves of relief when it was granted a pause from my slow thrusting. The wall of flesh slowly opened for me, each time greeting me with less resistance and a warmer hug as it became used to the sensation.
It was surreal, but somehow felt all too natural, to be pushing myself inside the ass of my Mother. After the last couple of days, I was seeing her as a new woman, but even so, I didn't expect I would ever get to feel what the inside of that new woman's asshole felt like. Most girls I had met were against anal, and knowing Mom was putting that aside just to see me happy was giving my heart all kinds of feelings.
Here she was, spread out before me, biting a hole in her lip just to keep it together, all to let me see what it feels like in another one of her holes. I loved this woman, and wanted to show it, but for now I couldn't do anything if it didn't involve her ass.
I was lost in the moment and lapsed for a second, letting those pesky instincts wander back into my head. I pushed too hard and felt Mom's whole body seize up, accompanied by her all-too-familiar groans. Reflexes pulled my cock out of her ass all at once, though that proved to be its own surprise.
Mom nearly bolted upright as I yanked myself out of her ass, but she quickly settled down once the shock had passed. I expected her to call it off--her one rule was to be gentle and I let myself get carried away.
"Wow," she said, letting go of Caitlin's hand for the first time to prod her puckered ring, tracing a circle around the bumpy, raised surface. "It feels weird."
"I know. I'm sorry, Mom." I kissed her leg as it dangled next to my head. "I went too fast; I didn't mean to--"
"No, like, this feels weird." Her face bore a smile that was mostly of curiosity as she explored her butthole. She took Caitlin's hand and thrust it between her legs so they could both gawk over how different her ass felt. "Sean, baby, how much did you fit into me?"
"Almost half, I think." I mindlessly stroked myself to the sight of my Mother and Aunt exploring her asshole, feeling how loose she was after only our first attempt.
Caitlin kissed her sister and slid a finger inside her bum, a feat easily achieved thanks to the abundance of lube. Mom gave a small jump before scolding her diabolical sister, but made no efforts to stop her from poking another finger against the slickened ring and pushing inside. Their tongues were a flurry as they bounced against each other, sloppily exchanging passion and saliva.
Caitlin pulled her fingers from Mom's bottom and gave her chubby pussy mound a few slaps, spreading the pink jewel for my eyes to soak in.
"He wants back in," Caitlin whimpered between kisses.
"I know." Mom briefly shot me a knowing look and, without abandoning her Sister, pulled her legs back with renewed confidence. Her hands rested on either side of her enormous ass cheeks and her nails dug into the pillowy soft mounds, pulling them apart so her asshole could be the center of attention.
Open, close, open, close.
My Mother's asshole was sparkling with lube, looking like a bright pink ruby in the sun as it winked for me. Thin strands of lube were strung like spiderwebs between her cheeks, and the very center of her butthole had tiny bubbles where the lube had started to be worked into a froth. I ran my thumb over her asshole and gently pushed, not enough to slip inside but enough to get her to start opening.
I replaced my thumb with the tip of my cock, and pushed. Now that she'd been loosened, it didn't take much force to get Mom's ass to stretch around me. I sank inside instantly, her asshole burying the head, sliding over the smooth crown like a glove. It clung tightly to me all the way down, encasing me in a vat of melted butter whose warmth rose to meet me.
With Mom holding her cheeks apart, it became almost too easy to gain ground. The tightness didn't change, but with the slippery pink insides now being spread and brought to the surface, it was easier to get the head inside with just a small push. I sawed back and forth, giving her greedy bottom inch after inch until I was sure she would soon be full.
To my surprise, Mom kept finding places to fit me. Every corner was being explored for the first time in a long time and needed to be stretched a few times before it began to loosen enough to be comfortably stretched.
At first, only the head could fit, and even that was a struggle to achieve. Simply trying to spread her bum, after it had been neglected for so long, was a challenge. Now, I could pull my dick all the way out and watch her wet, softened butthole wink at me, then slide the fat helmet back inside without even hurting her. It may have taken a few more minutes than I had planned, but the wait was worth it. The point where Mom began to squeeze was deeper inside every time I ventured in, and it was only a matter of time before she held all of me inside her asshole.
Caitlin plunged her fingers into Mom's sopping wet pussy and worked them in small circles around her clit, nudging the stiff button back and forth in tune with my gentle prodding. "I think you're done teasing him."
"W-what?" Mom needed time to come back to earth. "He's in my ass! I'm not teasing anybody!"
Caitlin clicked her tongue with disapproval. "But he wants to fuck you." My aunt looked to me. "Don't you, Bunny?"
"Uh-huh." The mere mention of picking up speed almost made me do so. "But...but I can go slowly, Mom."
Caitlin rubbed my arm reassuringly, though taunted as only she could, "Bunny, you wanna put your whole cock in your Mommy's warm, tight little bum, don't you?"
I grunted my approval, and both my Aunt and I looked to Mom for the same thing.
"Okay, sweetheart," Mom gulped nervously. "Go ahead--put it all inside Mommy."
Blood raged in my ears as tingles were born from the base of my spine, riding the adrenaline boost towards my brain like fireworks. My heart was a jackhammer that shook each bone in my ribcage like branches in a storm, pounding so mercilessly that I took to silently praying that it wouldn't up and quit before I was finished. Mom's words hung heavy in the air, glued to my ears. They played on repeat to create a background chant that built to a thundering crescendo when I committed to burying myself in my Mother's asshole.
I had been waiting to give Mom the last few inches slowly, and truthfully I would have been fine taking my time, but with courtesy removed, I couldn't stop my primal lust from taking over.
Velvet walls encased the final length of my throbbing cock, dragging me into Mom's hot, steamy anal depths. Her walls wrapped around me like a silk robe, lovingly marinating me in her buttery asshole with tender little squeezes that made me never want to leave her clutches. The root of my pole was being strangled by a tight, squishy noose that kissed my balls with its puckered ring each time it clenched. Each and every part of my cock was being tended to by my dotting Mother, and, whether it was gently kissing or ruthlessly smothering, she was doing an incredible job.



The noises my Mother was making would have stopped a normal person in their tracks, but for me, they were fuel to the fire. Being hilted to the base in her bum was a dream, but her desperate panting and stifled groans made it real. Mom knew that the feeling of my thighs touching hers meant that I, or rather "we," had done it. She opened her eyes and winced as she adjusted to the feeling of her insides being pushed around like a toy.
We stared at each other for an eternity, balancing in the serenity of the moment before it evaporated. I felt like a king, treated by his queen to the rarest delicacy our kingdom could offer. Mom was swooning over me, as I her, soaking in the last time she really felt like she could call herself a "virgin" from anal. Once I started moving, there was no going back. She had seen me in action and knew that if she could handle me pounding her backdoor, it would surely happen again in the future.
I tried to pull out of Mom to give her a short breather, but she resisted. "No, no! Just...stay with me." She let go of her grip on her ass and let the pudgy cheeks come together. Her hands firmly secured themselves to my bicep, caressing me with the kind of affection I had only ever found in her as she looked into my soul.
Mom's eyes fluttered as she started grinding her hips up and down, dragging my cockhead against the fleshy tunnel, and giving her momentum with which to time her powerful butt hugs. It took seconds for Mom to find her rhythm, but soon she was massaging my cock from root to tip like she had been doing it all her life. Her mouth was shaped in a small "o" as she worked her body like a weapon, deliberately assaulting my weaknesses but giving no pause as she felt the tell-tale signs of my orgasm building.
"Holy shit, I'm already gonna...Mom!" I gasped as my Mother's legs ensnared me, pulling me flush against her body. "I'm seriously gonna come soon, if you keep doing that."
"Doing what?" she cooed, flexing her asshole as she bore down with all her strength. "You mean this?"
I let out a very unsexy groan. "Yeeeessssss, that!"
Caitlin lay beside Mom, but turned her body so that her head was between Mom's legs. I hardly noticed her switch positions, so I was a bit taken aback when her hand wrapped around the base of my cock and gave it a hard tug. It didn't do much good to pull me out of Mom's ass, I barely budged, but her message was clear.
"Out, Bunny," she demanded with her tongue hanging out, "you can't come yet, so give your Mother a break."
I stepped back enough to give Caitlin room to slither my cock out of Mom's greedy asshole. It felt like I had spent an hour getting her warmed up enough to fit all of me, but it was a labor of love. Even though I knew it would push me over the edge, I wanted back inside more than I could believe. My cock flexed in despair, aching to sink back into Mom's creamy cocoon and bask in her warmth.
Mom's ass wasn't gaping, she was too tight for that, but it was shocking to see how relaxed and loose her butthole had become, without even being truly fucked yet. Just from holding me inside and working her magic, Mom had managed to turn her once tiny, wrinkled hole the size of a dime into a softened, bumpy ring that protruded like it was puckering for a sloppy kiss. Thick lube coated her asshole and gave it a remarkable shimmer, like a precious stone showing its value for all to see.
Caitlin wasn't transfixed by the sight like I was, so she wasted no time in getting to work gobbling down my cock until the head brushed squarely against the back of her throat. She emitted a loud, hearty gag but didn't pull me out, instead content to let her saliva flow down over my length until little dribbles ran over my tightly pulled ball sack. She mimicked Mom's technique by holding me deep in her throat and working just the last inch or so back and forth against her windpipe, leaving not a crack for her to breathe. I was sure it was to impress me, to remind me she was just as talented as her Sister, but I convinced myself that she was savouring the taste of Mom's asshole, even if it sounded absurd.
"Is it good, sweetheart?" Mom's adorable voice penetrated my skull like a dose of heroin.
"Caitlin's throat?" I summoned all the intelligence I could and came up short, clearly missing the real question. I looked down to see Mom twirling her finger in a circle around her bulging ring, gingerly slipping inside just enough to make a nail disappear. "Oh my god, you mean that."
"Yes, honey. I mean this." Mom giggled, aware that she caught my attention with her finger. She lined up a second and slowly pushed inside, giving me a world-class seat to the show as her asshole swallowed up one knuckle, then another, then the entirety of her two fingers.
For a woman so cautious towards anal, she was certainly growing comfortable with it, boldly exploring her asshole to put me in a helpless state of hypnosis. Perhaps taking my time had convinced her that it was nothing to be afraid of, and now that her confidence was growing, she wanted to flaunt her ability to tickle a newfound fancy.
"You mean this, sweetheart?" Mom knew it would take some coaxing to get my gourd in gear, but she knew just how to do it. "Mommy wants to know how it feels having your whole cock deep in my bottom. Does it feel good in there, baby?"
I didn't produce an answer. Winter had overtaken my head and I couldn't defrost my brain. I just stared dumbfounded as I tried to absorb the striking imagery along with the overwhelming blowjob Caitlin was treating me to.
"Yurf muffer acked oou a queton," Caitlin gurgled in my lap, blowing bubbles as she withdrew my pole from her throat and took a much-needed breath of air. "Answer her, Bunny."
"How does my ass feel, honey?" Mom cocked her head and entranced me with a loving smile.
"It feels so fucking good, Mom." I sighed in exasperation. "I could fuck you for hours."
"Language, young man." I knew she was teasing; she wasn't in much of a position to scold me with her legs pulled up to her ears. Her Sister's loud, sloppy nursing of my cock didn't do much to drive the message home, either.
"You haven't fucked me yet, not here." Mom pulled her fingers out and resumed spreading herself, asking a question we both knew the answer to. "Would you like to fuck Mommy's bum, sweetheart?"
Caitlin pulled her lips off me in a smooth, slow motion. She kept her tongue flattened against the underside as she slid off, tickling my frenulum as she released me with a loud pop!
Drool still dripped from the head as she returned me to the entrance, taking the scenic route through Mom's gooey pink pussy petals as she did. From there, I only needed to give a small push to start driving my cock back through the sweltering warmth of Mom's buttery soft ass meat. We sighed in unison when I reached bottom, feeling like I was home again, with a little more endurance up my sleeve thanks to Caitlin's reprieve.
Once Mom had gotten used to being stretched open again, her ring gave me a couple of quick squeezes as if to say "go ahead." I tightened my balls and sent a rush of blood to the tip of my cock, expanding the spongy helmet so Mom would feel every inch of me being dragged out of her. She moaned like a banshee as her once tightly packed bottom was slowly emptied, trying in vain to keep me from slithering out.
I left the fat head nuzzled inside Mom's asshole, savoring the tight seal her circle formed under the flare of my bulging egg.
I placed one of Mom's legs on my shoulder so I had a hand free to travel up her tummy, coming to a rest with one of her enormous, white milkers overflowing my palm. My fingers traced Mom's rubbery areola, nudging her firm pink nipple until it was ready to cut glass. I lightly pinched and tugged on the nub, gradually increasing pressure until I surprised her with a sharp squeeze.
Not enough to hurt her, but enough to get her to tense up in a way that only reflexes can. It was with this reflexive bucking that I timed my thrust, delving into Mom's asshole until her pussy was creaming against my stomach. I did not pause this time but pulled out as soon as I hit bottom.
"Ooohhhh, oh fuck!" Mom yelped, layering her hand on mine, and squeezing down on her breast. "Fuck me, keep going, baby! Just like that! Oh, my fucking god!"
If it weren't for the situation, I would have laughed at hearing my Mother curse like this, but my mind had one thing to focus on right now. I drove my cock into my Mother's waiting asshole with enough force to smash the bedpost against the wall, banging the wooden frame in a loud, rhythmic pattern as I grew bolder in my efforts. I was wary of hurting her, but I had seen her face contorted in this particular type of bliss before and it told me not to stop.
Mom's asshole clung to me with every long, deliberate thrust. As I pulled myself out of the loosened tunnel, I was aware of how badly she wanted me to stay, warning me with a desperate whine whenever my cock came dangerously close to sliding out of her. Such a cry was something I couldn't ignore, and within seconds I found myself trudging again through the dense, gluey channel to end up in a tomb of pulsating flesh whose sultry hugs could melt glaciers.
Skin slapping against skin overwrote my Mother's primal, heated grunting, drowning out her wails amid a torrent of relentless pounding as I had my way with her. Though my pace had yet to reach a peak, as I wasn't sure I could hold back once I dropped the reins. Mom was still clutching my hand like she was on the ride of her life. This was the first time she had truly accepted someone in such a sacred, forbidden place, and every new direction we took only showed her how much more there was to explore.
The woman who had been so timid in having a single finger inside her bottom had taken to howling obscenities like a sailor to encourage me to give her more, and more, and more.
The well-lubed piston plunged into Mom's butthole like a machine was driving it, trying everything it could to rearrange its new home so it fit perfectly. The harder I went, the easier Mom seemed to take it, as if once I had enough speed, her slippery canal simply could not hold onto me, so it stopped trying. She was still unbelievably tight, but was no longer able to constrict and smother me the way she had before.
A surge of pleasure nearly took me off balance, but I wasn't ready to come yet. I tore my dick out of my Mother and let the rigid, glimmering length rest on her pussy mound, where it continued its strained throbbing.
Mom's butthole was stretched even wider now, and though it still looked too tight to imagine sticking a finger in, I could see now that the forceful tightness had been all but eliminated. Her asshole hung open just a touch, enough so anyone would be able to discern that it had been through quite an ordeal. The copious layer of lube that she was painted in was evidence that she would have no trouble accepting me back inside with one strong push. But I couldn't tear myself away from watching the puckered tunnel, worn out and looser than ever before, fail to return itself to its dainty origins no matter how hard it tightened up.
Mom fought hard to turn her racing breath into words. "Wh-why did you stop?"
"Why do you think?" I teased, confidently covering the excited shaking that my limb could not avoid.
"Gonna c-come for Mommy?" Mom was trying to entrench herself back in the seductive, sexy role, but found no stable footing amid the rubble of her first genuine ass pounding.
I nodded in defeat. "I can't, Mom. I can't stop."
Caitlin shushed me with a finger on my lips, taking hold of my rod and fitting it back in the opening of Mom's asshole. I begged her with my eyes, insisting I couldn't hold back anymore, but by the firm grip she had on my steel member I knew she could already tell I was at my limit. Caitlin slapped my butt and I lurched forward, sinking into my Mother's inviting asshole.
My thick pipe bore down hard into Mom's butthole, greased up so mightily that even her most powerful flexing couldn't do anything to stop me from embedding my cock deep in her guts. I held it there for the briefest of seconds, trying to find even a moment's pause to calm my brewing orgasm, but Aunt Caitlin was having none of it.
"Come for her--she's ready." Caitlin nibbled my earlobe and delivered her message directly, to which I could no longer resist.
Summoning every last ounce of willpower in my possession, I began fucking Mom in the ass with no intention of stopping. It took only a minute of uninterrupted pounding for the alarm bells to start going off. There was no going back, so I fully committed. "Mom, Mom I'm gonna--"
"You...oh, fuck! You can come inside, sweetheart! Give it to Mommy, gimmie all that fucking baby butter, please baby, feed Mommy's asshole!" Mom's voice was high and shrill, and contained no trace of the doting matriarch that had cherished me from birth.
Her arms braced her against the backboard as I began pumping with one goal in mind--come inside my Mother.
I bottomed out in Mom's ass and slumped against her chest, allowing nirvana to wash over me as I emptied my balls into her bowels, my head resting on her fluffy, pillowy breasts. My toes curled so hard I feared they might snap off, but that was nothing compared to the perverse electricity that ripped through my body like a shockwave. All my muscles lost their will to function as power was rerouted from them directly towards my penis, ensuring every last ounce of energy was devoted to inseminating my Mother.
The first burst of cum felt like thick, heavy pudding when it blasted out of me. Such a forceful convulsion sent the viscous cream barreling out of me so fast I almost recoiled. Mom felt the ejection baste her guts and would have leaped off the bed if not for my weight pinning her down. She gasped in shock, unfamiliar with the feeling of such a potent dose of cum tickling such a deep, unexplored part of her.
Two more ropes came flying out, one after the other, adding to the collection of gooey baby butter flooding Mom's asshole. The outpouring of these two deposits was less startling, but still had Mom bucking uncontrollably each time a new wave of hot, salty liquid splashed inside her.
It splattered against Mom's velvety insides and painted them like a messy canvas with long, white gobs of semen clinging to the spongy walls that ran down to form one large, bubbly hot pool of frothy cum.
I continued to dump little bits of cum into her, but the explosion was over. Mom's asshole was tenderly squeezing and pulling on my cock, trying to elicit just one more dose to satisfy it, but my balls were completely drained. I happily allowed my cock to marinate in her gooey insides, stewing in hot cum and slimy lube until I felt my cock finally begin to soften.
The silence hung heavy in the air, nobody wanted to be the first to break up the serene moment, but we all knew Caitlin would grow impatient first. Her hand rubbed the small of my back as she whispered to us both. "You two look amazing together."
I lifted my head and met my Mother's gaze. Her hair was a sweaty, matted mess that obscured most of her face, and her cheeks flushed bright red. Her tits wore the marks of our conjoined mauling like a badge of honor, but she looked like the perfect woman to me. I felt an undeniable smile creep onto my face as reality roared in front of me, daring me to feel some semblance of shame for what we had done, but all I felt was pride. I had made Mom my woman, she made me her man, and we were never going back to our old life.
Our breathing began to return, but Mom could barely muster the strength to tell me how much she loved me, placing a kiss on my forehead with her arms securing me in a bear hug against her pudgy body. It felt safe, it felt right.
It felt like home.
******
Epilogue
"So, there is someone else, then?" Donald sighed in defeat.
"Yes, there is, Donald," Sophie said sternly. "You and I had problems long before him, so we can't blame anyone but each other for this."
"You're full of shit," Donald snapped, tossing the last of his ratty cardboard boxes in the back of his car. "Tell yourself whatever you have to, it's all a lie."
"Well, I'm going to tell myself I'm happy and not concern myself with what my ex-husband thinks of it," Sophie retorted; arms folded across her chest.
"We aren't divorced, yet." Pain entered Donald's voice that would have evoked sympathy had it not been followed by such rage. "Not like you care;you've already got his goddamn baby in you."
Sophie looked down and admired her pronounced baby bump. She rested a hand on her swollen belly and caressed the round bulge, sending love to the little girl she carried inside her.
It had been seven and a half months ago that Sophie told Donald she was seeking a divorce. It had been on her mind long before that, but the demands of life kept getting in the way. Sophie knew, but didn't really consider, that Sean would have gotten her pregnant by now. Their lovemaking had not slowed for a single day since spending that first weekend together, and as a result, it hadn't taken long for her to start missing periods and start showing the undeniable signs that a baby was growing inside of her.
She had been scared beyond belief, but found a strange comfort that she pursued until it led to solid ground, and a life she was excited by--a life with her Son and father-to-be, Sean. The pregnancy was the push Sophie needed to make a change, and she had not regretted it since. Donald had moved into a new place while they worked on selling the house, which was due to be finalized in the coming weeks.
With the last of his belongings now removed from the house, Sophie knew her new life was just around the corner.
"That's it, then?" Donald scowled, anxiously fidgeting with his keys. "You just get pregnant by the first guy you see and I leave your life forever?"
Sophie beamed with a brilliant illumination, feeling as though her euphoria could fuel the entire world, should its own fire burn out, and she turned to say her final words to her husband.
She glanced down at her belly again, mind racing with possibilities for the future. "Yes, that's it...for now."
Writer's note: You did it! You finished reading the longest thing I've ever written, congratulations. I truly didn't know if I would ever complete this series, but the constant requests from readers (like you!) for a conclusion gave me the final push I needed to complete this story. Chapters 3 & 4 only exist because of the wonderful people who wanted this thing made and helped me rediscover my love of writing.
I truly thank you, even if you didn't like it, for giving even an ounce of attention to something I worked so hard on. There are more writings in the works I can now turn my attention to, but for now, I leave you with the deepest of gratitude.
Have a nice day <3
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"What? Like...today?" I flicked a bit of eraser and sent it careening off into the corner of my dorm room. It landed somewhere in the shadows between my mini-fridge and my gym bag, briefly illuminated by the rays of light that illuminated my small cell before vanishing into the void.
"Yes, today!" My Mom's familiar chirp always shone through when she was trying to get her way. "I'd really like it if you came. It's in a few hours, actually. Is that alright?"
I pretended to thumb through my nonexistent calendar for a second before inevitably replying. "Uh-huh, yeah, that works for me."
"Really?" Mom's voice perked up even more. "Oh, thank you, honey! You know how I hate waste, and throwing these tickets in the trash would have been the spoiled cherry on my woefully melted sundae."
I chuckled, entertained by my Mother's imaginative comparison. Not wanting to be that spoiled cherry, I was happy to oblige her request.
My Dad's birthday was a week ago, and Mom had bought them two tickets to watch his favorite team play the Yankees; a game that my Father ensured me would be a real treat. He had recently broken his leg after he fell off a ladder while fixing the gutters and was forced to miss the game, but the tickets were non-refundable so Mom's attendance was set in stone. Mom promised Dad that we would record as much as we could, but he said that would basically be like watching it on an even smaller television than he usually did.
Though I wasn't much of a baseball fan, I recognized that Mom would have been somewhat crushed to abandon the chance at a fun afternoon out so I wanted to be the one to brighten her spirits.
It had been weeks since I had seen my Mother and, though we occasionally talked on the phone, I was looking forward to the chance to have fun like we used to when I was younger. My Mom was always the goofiest parent at the PTA meetings and though some of that chaotic energy had spread to me, I had recently been feeling the burden of my undergrad longing to drag me down into an endless abyss. A day out was as necessary for my mental health as it was for the cabin fever she contracted from spending all day tending to my Father.
No, he didn't need the endless help she provided, but Mom was always keen to play nurse when one of her boys was sick or injured. Her tendency to "over-mother" was something not lost on me or Dad, but we loved that about her.
Mom quit working a couple of years ago, thanks to the large pension provided by my Father who was nearly ten years her senior. Her early retirement meant that the two of them had been spending more and more time with each other. Though they were still very much in love with one another, her brand of independence can disappear after so many years with one person. Giving up work to live on my Father's -- admittedly enormous -- pension had given a blow to that independence, so any reason for an adventure was one she would gladly take.
While I knew she was enjoying the freedom to garden at her leisure, I was sure there was an even greater desire to get out in the world and connect with people. My Mother was a social butterfly and, being that I felt sequestered to my cocoon most days, I was thrilled to be getting out of the house for something other than a casual beer with my friends.
Mom continued to excitedly plan our outing while I looked through my laundry for anything salvageable. I didn't usually go out on laundry day, but I knew "I have no clean clothes" was not an excuse she would accept. My choices were sparse; a pair of menacingly thick sweatpants (a quick glance at the pavement melting in the heat outside told me to keep searching) or the baggy cargo shorts I had sworn to burn in a barrel next time I saw one alight. I seriously considered my options, and concluded that a fashion faux pas would suit me better than a fatal heatstroke. Cargo shorts, here I come.
"Does that work for you, Muffin?" The mention of my childhood nickname snapped me to attention.
"Does that...does that work for me? " I repeated, hoping to buy some time without revealing I was busy rifling through my dirty laundry for something salvageable. "Uh, yes! Yes, of course it does."
Without finding so much as a pair of semi-clean boxers in my dresser, I was forced to accept defeat. Going commando, here I come.
Mom giggled excitedly. "Oh thank you, baby, I'll see you in about forty minutes."
Mom said something about finally being able to wear a new "flowery sundress" she was excited about before she hung up. If I hadn't dropped the phone while trying to tighten a belt around my horrifically ill-fitting shorts I might've heard her, but I don't focus well in a rush.
Thirty-nine minutes later my phone buzzed with Mom's signature ringtone. I was going to the bathroom to avoid using the dreaded communal nightmare known as "the public urinal", so I had to rush to grab my phone before I missed the last ring. I would have missed it if not for my incredible reflexes. Well, perhaps not so much "incredible reflexes". A more accurate phrase is "my disastrously impulsive rush, resulting in a zipper jammed beyond repair".
"Shit!" I vocalized my frustration, gripping the zipper and yanking it upwards with all my might as I answered the phone.
With a sudden release of tension the small piece of metal snapped off in my hand. I stared at the black rectangle and clicked my tongue with disapproval before tossing it into the trash bin. My fly was left irreparably agape, so I knew I would have to keep that in mind if I wanted to avoid embarrassing myself in public. "Piece of junk, you are."
"I'm sorry, I must have misheard you." Mom's voice lost its typical chipper. "I'm a what?"
My stomach sank. "No! Oh my god, no. I'm sorry, Mom. I broke my damn zipper and-."
"Dang." She corrected me.
"Oh, right, I broke my damn dang and now my shorts-."
"Evan!" She hollered. "I know you think you're being funny, but that kind of language is simply unacceptable!"
Beat.
We both burst out in a fit of laughter, neither one of us winning the game of chicken she thrust us into.
"Almost had me, Mom." I lied. Half my mind was running the numbers on how likely I would be to keep my dick in my pants without a proper zipper, but nothing came to mind.
"Damn right, I did! Now, get your ass down in this car before you have to bring my remains home in a soup bowl." I could hear the A/C blasting in the background, so I knew she wasn't kidding about the heat.
Is it really that hot outside? I groaned to myself, stifling any hope of survival if I opted for sweatpants instead of my newly zipperless shorts. I begrudgingly tightened a belt around my waist and folded the front flap so it stayed closed; the single line of defence stopping my dick from flopping out the front.
Just relax, nobody is even gonna notice it. Who needs boxers, anyway? They're totally overrated, just sit still and don't shuffle around too much so you don't blah, blah, blah...
This kind of internal assurance ran laps through my head until I stepped outside into the familiar warmth of summertime air, at which point I was too distracted by Mom's outfit to keep any other thoughts in my head.
My Mother was adorned in a bright white sundress dotted with vibrant yellow flowers that stopped just above her knees. The hem around the bottom sported a subtle, delicate frill of lace that was nearly thin enough to overlook, with a thin, brown braided belt stretching across her tummy that held the whole thing together. Her arms were slightly pudgy, legs sturdy but not chubby, and her cream coloured skin reflected the light in such a way that the word "angelic" would be an understatement. When compared to most women her age -- hell, even half her age -- she was immaculately put together.
Her shoulder-length strawberry blonde hair, as naturally vibrant as you could imagine, sat loosely from her face and blew freely in the crisp breeze. She had been rocking the same matronly haircut since I was a kid, but it framed her beauty in such a pronounced way that I would consider it a crime against nature if she were to style it differently. Sure, maybe I was biased, but she looked great and she knew it.
"Wow, Mom. You look fantastic!" I tried in vain to swallow a mouthful of sand. I didn't remember Mom as such captivating woman, but with the sun lighting her from behind and peeking through her golden locks I found that I could not take my eyes off of her. "Does Dad know you left the house like that?"
Mom gave a sarcastic curtsy before she rolled her eyes to the heavens. "He knows that he has a cooler full of beer at his feet and the game on his TV. Do you really think he noticed what I was wearing when I left?"
"I didn't think the game had started yet? Are we late?" I pulled my phone out to check the time.
Mom rolled her eyes. "No, the other game. Whether it's from last week, or even this decade, I simply do not know. All I know is that he was watching baseball when I left, and he'll be watching it when I get back -- though the beer will be long gone."
Yeah, that sounded like Dad.
Mom and I caught up on the way to the game, stopping for coffee to enhance the speed at which we could soar through conversation topics. By the time we reached the bus terminal we were knee deep in a tale of Mom's sleepless night spent waiting for me to get home from my friend's house, and the ensuing scene she caused when she mistook me for a burglar sneaking in through the garage.
The longer we talked the more I felt like I was shedding layer after layer of residual anxiety. My Mother was such a tremendous comfort to me, and had been for so much of my life, that I felt suspended between reality and escapism just by spending an hour with her. So much of the stress and woe that plagued me, overlapping like layers of graffiti, were being scrubbed away to expose the person I remembered before I succumbed to the pressure of my studies.
As our conversation went on, I only felt closer to her. That's meant metaphorically, but for Mom it was quite literal. Every laugh was an opportunity for her to squeeze my forearm, every moment of sincerity accented by her head on my shoulder. For her, listening to me talk was an excuse to gaze into my eyes so lovingly that I couldn't help but lose my train of thought. I chalked it up to nostalgia, and having not seen me for such a long time, so I wasn't surprised that she was so affectionate. I never remembered seeing this side of her so strongly, as she pulled back on how dotting she was after I hit puberty, but I was hooked on it. It felt like being on a first date with someone whom you click with such rapid intensity that it feels like you've known them for years.
I was so distracted by her that when Mom pulled up to a bus station, I had some serious questions. I had even more of them when she pulled the car around and parked in the underground garage.
"Uh, Mom?" I jerked my head around like I was trying to spot a surprise party hidden behind a nearby cement pillar. "Do they play baseball here? This place looks kinda...I dunno, like a parking lot?"
She chortled sarcastically "Ha ha, Muffin, how very astute of you. We are going to the stadium, but your Father said this is how he always did it when he went to games."
"Why would he park in a lot that's nowhere near the actual game?" I arched an eyebrow.
"He said, and I quote," She puffed up her chest and spoke in a lower, husky register with her brow tensely furrowed. "Kitty, you gotta take the bus, cuz the stadium is gonna be a nightmare when everybody rushes home. I've seen those busses packed so darn tight it makes sardines look lonely, but it's still better than fighting the traffic!"
"Well, that sucks, but in other news you're apparently crushing your impersonation of Dad." I finished off the last dribble of my coffee. "Do you think it's possible that, after getting pretty shitfaced at a game, Dad might not be left with the option of driving home? Are you sure you wanna take the bus?"
Mom pondered this for a second before throwing her hands up in defeat. "You might be right. He did say it was "part of the experience", though. Either way, we're here now so there's no time to think about just what kind of experience he meant. Driving down there now would be an awful waste of gas, so let's just make the most of it?"
Now that sounded like a reason she would truly insist upon; my Mom was nothing if not frugal, so I knew I would be buying all the drinks and snacks today.
The idea of public transit wasn't my favourite. I'm not a fan of enclosed spaces and once you add in strangers it just gets even messier. "You'd better have several games of twenty questions loaded up, otherwise I'm gonna get cagey."
"Fine, I'm thinking of everything I can to tantalize those juicy brain cells." Mom searched through her purse one last time to make sure we had the tickets, and raised them to the sky in a clenched fist once she found them. "Ready to go, Muffin?"
I thought I was, but no. I was anything but ready for what happened next.
"Mom, the flash is on." I leaned in and tapped the lightning bolt icon.
She sported a huge, cheesy grin before quickly hiding her phone. "Do you think 57 saw?"
I looked down at the pitcher who, from our seats, looked like a small, white weed amid a field of brilliantly manicured green grass. "I think he's got enough going on, you're probably safe."
She breathed a sigh of relief.
"What would Dad say if he knew you were fawning over the enemy, hmm?" I teased.
"Ah, the King of Envy, as he's known?" I saw nothing but white as Mom rolled her eyes to the back of her skull. "He'll be fine, he's a big boy."
As the first inning came to a close I felt my stomach trying to stage a war against hunger, and it was gaining ground. I asked Mom if she wanted anything from the concession stand and she paused to think.
"You know what?" She beamed with self-satisfaction.
"I couldn't possibly."
"I think I want a hot dog, it's that weird?" She scrunched her nose into an adorable pout.
"I think you might get some strange looks, but why not break the mold and- wait, nevermind, that guy has a hot dog." I dialed the sarcasm up to eleven. "If you wanna join the 'Cult of Dogs Hot' you could probably ask him."
Mom stuck a twenty dollar bill in my face. "Will this buy your silence, funny man?"
"Whatever you give me is coming right back to you, Mom." I took the bill from her out of her left hand and passed it back to her right hand. This was a game I knew she would play, and though her offer to buy the treats was appreciated it was empty at its core. She just wanted to see if I would let her pay, and I wasn't going to fall into her trap. "Let me pay, it's the least I can do."
More self-satisfaction spread across her face as she relished the presence of my undying chivalry. "How noble of you, Muffin. Let's make it two hot dogs, then?"
I tilted my head as if to question her spending habits on ballpark meat, but she insisted: "One for each of us, you goofball."
Fully prepared to play the hot dog delivery hero, I raced off towards the concession stand.
The line wasn't as long as I had expected: maybe I beat the rush? I wasn't allowed to be alone with my thoughts for long before I felt a tap on my shoulder. Wondering why she would have left her seat, I turned around expecting to see Mom standing there. Instead, there was a guy roughly my age standing with a dumbstruck look across his face.
"Dude," He spoke slow, as though he wasn't sure if I spoke English. "How did you get that fucken smokeshow to come to the game witcha, bud?"
My brain ran an analysis and came up short: who the hell was he talking about?
"I think you have the wrong guy, buddy." I spoke firmly and began to turn around in the hopes of cutting the conversation short.
He waved his hand back and forth as if to fan the remains of my answer out of the air, then grabbed my shoulder. "No, dude, I have the rightest guy there is."
Before I could ask what the fuck he was talking about, he gestured back towards the stadium.
"That fucken blonde hottie that's sitting next to you in there!" He was practically jumping up and down, like he had wrapped the present for me and was bursting with excitement watching me open it. "She's with you, no?"
"Well, yes, but also... no?" We shared an expression of equal bewilderment.
"Oh, damn, I see you." He hastily scanned the room to see if anyone was listening to us, as if we could discern anything besides each other amid the sea of shouting parents and crying children. "So she's like...a hooker or something?"
Irrational anger replaced the blood flowing through my veins. "Excuse me? Who in their right mind would bring a prostitute to an afternoon baseball game?" I now turned to face him and shook his arm off my shoulder. "That's my Mom, you dickhead."
"Oh, no I just, like -- I mean I didn't -- aw, fuck...I'm sorry, man." His eyes relayed an apology that his mouth was stammering to convey. "I didn't mean it like that, she's just a lil' older than you and she's got that nice dress on, so I was like-."
"I get it," I snarled. "Thanks, man."
My new friend seemed to no longer be concerned with offending me now that he had been snapped at. "Whatever, bro, I'm just sayin' that your mom is wicked hot. Shit, she's lucky she's not my mom, you know?"
Disgust gurgled in the pit of my stomach worse than the hunger, and I knew I couldn't resist the urge to taunt this guy. I intentionally raised my voice louder than necessary for conversation of this nature. "So, if she was your mother, you'd just... What? Fuck the shit out of her?"
Again, he scanned the bystanders in a panic to see if he was about to be made a spectacle. I thought I had dissuaded him from pestering me further, but he seemed encouraged to continue.
"No, bro, listen," He moved in close and wrapped his arm, clad unapologetically in dried paint, around my shoulder. "I'm just saying that if you gotta do you, you gotta do you, you know? A woman is a woman, end of the day."
Never in my life had I witnessed a human being speak so confidently about such utter bullshit.
"You're a bit off-kilter, aren't you?" I scrunched my nose as if the sheer odour of his character repulsed me.
He half-shrugged and rolled his eyes. "Maybe, but I think the real psycho is the guy who doesn't tear into a beautiful woman like that when he gets the chance."
By the mercy of every deity that humanity has ever worshipped, it was finally my turn to order. I paid and said goodbye to my wisdom laden life coach and tried to rid my head of his words.
The only problem? I couldn't stop hearing them.
A woman is a woman, end of the day.
A woman is a woman, end of the day
A woman is a woman, end of the day
I sounded like a broken record, saying the words "excuse me/sorry/pardon me" so many times that they lost all meaning. After my trek across many a nacho-covered lap, I plopped back down beside Mom with a huff.
She scanned me up and down in search of something. "Beers?"
Oh...oops. "I meant, you didn't ask for them." I winced, hoping she would accept the non-apology.
"Evan, it's a baseball game, I shouldn't have to ask." She put on the most dramatically sad face she could muster. "This better be the best hot dog I've ever had."
Shockingly, it wasn't, so I was back up to buy the forgotten beers by the end of the next inning.
The heat was staggering, but Mom and I were having such a good time that we hardly felt it. Every laugh felt like it shook my entire body, loosening the worries that had built up over the past few months from burying myself in school work.
The whole afternoon seemed to pass by in a blur, though that may have been thanks to the four or five beers I bought for us. I didn't see my overly friendly comrade again, but his words still echoed in my head every time I went back to refill our refreshments.



A woman is a woman, end of the day.
A woman is a woman, end of the day.
A woman is a woman, end of the day.
I knew it was total bullshit. But, if that were the case, why couldn't I stop thinking about it? I laughed at the idea of trying to discern whether or not a random lunatic had fundamentally changed the way I viewed my Mother, though an argument could be made that I was trying to laugh away the nerves.
I must have blinked, because suddenly we were nearing the end of the game. It had evolved into a nail-biter, giving every single seat a reason to stay packed until the final moment and thus making our departure from the venue that much more difficult. That, and the effects of alcohol on a blisteringly hot day, made it quite a chore to try and escape the crowd.
"All that and they didn't even win?" Mom whined, laying her head on my shoulder with a defeated sigh. Her face was turned towards my chest and I felt her breath tickling me like a warm breeze. "Now I'm happy I didn't tape it for your Father. It would've sucked to see his team lose on his birthday."
The nostalgic scent of Mom's mango shampoo lit up fireworks in my brain, bringing me back to a time when I would smell such an aroma and know I was home, wherever I was. I wanted to bury my face in her hair and hold her so tight she popped.
Mom lifted her head and fanned the air in front of her face. "Oh, I'm sorry, honey. I probably smell like one too many drinks."
I vigorously shook my head and dove in with too much enthusiasm. "No, Mom. You smell as amazing as you look." I might have overdone it.
Mom tilted her head and birthed a coy smile, eyes searching my face for any hint of how she should respond. If I didn't know better, I'd say I caught her blushing. "Uh, thank you, sweetheart?"
I took her by the arm and we stood up, each fighting the swaying legs that refused to support us. Mom pressed a hand against my chest for balance and the soft pads of her fingertips dug in like she was trying to find a light switch in the dark. The exit was already flooded with patrons and I didn't want to get caught leaving the stadium when the sun came down, so we pushed along with the crowd until we reached the aisle.
"Well, we went big. Time to go home." I mimicked the same impression of my Father that Mom had used earlier.
Mom chortled an a decidedly not-so-cute way, and I thanked the alcohol for bringing down her walls enough that she felt comfortable snorting like a piglet. "Your Dad used to say that all the time. Still does, actually. Still says it. He loves saying it, he says that all the time."
Now it was my turn to deliver an ugly snort, something that only served to make the two of us laugh even harder. One of us (ie. Mom) laughed a little too hard and had to reach out a hand to steady their balance.
"Oh, jeez!" Mom yelped as she missed the next step, narrowly grabbing the handrail as she turned a disastrous fall into a reasonably graceful stumble into an empty seat.
She stayed seated for a second, like she was pondering something. I thought she was collecting herself before taking another attempt at it, but her face bore too many mixed emotions to get a read on.
"You okay, Mom?" I reached out a hand and she accepted it, lazily climbing to her feet with a look of worry scattered across her face. She didn't let go of my hand, and I didn't care how tightly her grip became as she leaned her weight onto me.
Mom whispered something into my ear with a giggle before pressing her face into my chest like she was trying to hide in embarrassment, but I couldn't quite make out what she said. I'm sure she was aiming for my ear, but her aim placed her tepid breath against my neck and gave me the strangest goosebumps I had ever felt.
"What did you say?" I asked.
"I said; I sat in something slimy!" Mom took hold of my hand and moved it an inch below her dress, pressing my hand against her soft skin. My entire throat was now occupied by my heart, but I was so entranced that I let time slow to a crawl as Mom guided my hand against her thigh. Her perfectly smooth skin was glass to the touch, and I would have had time to scold myself for that curious analysis if I hadn't discovered the 'slimy' she spoke of.
"What the hell is that?" I yanked my hand away. "What is that? What am I touching?"
"You tell me!" Mom insisted, turning away to bend over in front of me. We were still surrounded by people leaving their seats so I prayed they were too busy with their own lives to see the gorgeous blonde woman nearly exposing her bum for the whole crowd.
I stared at my Mom's backside like a man possessed. I wasn't sure what I was looking for but I didn't want to say anything that would convince her to turn back around. The definition of Mom's shapely legs was boldly displayed from the low heels she had on, every curve like a perfectly toned sculpture of brilliant white marble. Her dress was doing everything in its power to stay below her generous curves, but the bottom swell of her chubby cheeks was clearly visible from this angle.
Small, narrowly visible lines were imprinted in the juicy meat from sitting on her underwear for so long, giving the doughy globes the allure of a fluffy memory foam pillow you would sink into like a cloud. The faint, nearly invisible peach fuzz caught the fading sun and halted a breath in my throat, striking me with the desire to press my face against the hauntingly perfect skin and succumb to its impossible softness.
Vivid images of digging my fingers into her delicate, plump curves filled my head and I heard voices telling me to tear the whole garment off of her. I almost listened to them before shaking myself out of the drunken haze.
"See?" Mom wagged her butt back and forth, no doubt clueless to just how provocative such a move looked.
It took me too long to notice it, but to be fair, I was deeply distracted. Now I was keenly aware of the enormous streak of mustard that trailed from Mom's knees all the way up until it disappeared below her dress.
I swallowed a couple times to try and fight my dry mouth, idiotically asking, "How far up does it go?"
"All the way up! I even think my underwear is dirty." If she caught the strangeness of my question, she didn't let on. A frightening realization struck her and Mom's face soured. "Evan, I can't sit on a crowded bus like this, I feel disgusting. It's all...mustardy."
"What should we do?" Again, brilliant question.
"I've got wet wipes in my purse, I'm gonna go to the bathroom and get cleaned up." We both knew that leaving later than we already were would mean a fully packed bus on the ride back to the parking garage, but sitting in a pool of mustard would have been a whole new nightmare for Mom. We begrudgingly trudged to the bathroom so she could rid herself of the horrid yellow sauce.
I stood outside the bathroom as Mom cleaned up, watching the crowd balloon in size until they were bottlenecked at the exit. I scanned the crowd, looking for the gentleman whose words still swam in circles around my brain, but he was nowhere to be found. I didn't know why it was so hard to shrug off his "advice", if you can call it that. I had never felt any particular attraction to my Mother, and while she was an objectively good looking person I never imagined I would feel such persistent butterflies from the simple act of touching her thigh.
A woman is a woman, end of the day.
A woman is a woman, end of the day.
A woman is a woman, end of-
"Oh, my god, shut up." I cursed the inner voices while I pinched the bridge of my nose in frustration.
"I didn't say anything, goofball." Mom came shuffling out of the bathroom, clutching her purse like the next passerby was going to rip it from her hands. She hadn't been so protective of it until now, and I amused myself thinking of what treasures she had hidden inside that she suddenly wanted to shield from the public. "Come on, we can still grab the next bus before it leaves."
"Sure thing." I looped an arm through hers. "M'mother, shall we?"
To the surprise of nobody, the bus was inhabited by countless bodies trying to pile in at once. Nobody wanted to wait for the next ride so Mom and I had to push our way to the back to fight for the single unoccupied space in the back corner.
"Is that all that's left?" I asked with a lump in my throat, gesturing to the isolated spot at the very back of the bus. I suppose nobody wanted to take a single seat in the back corner, and I admittedly felt a tinge of claustrophobia creep in as we moved towards it. I realized how closely we would have to sit to make the spot work. "We aren't gonna fit beside each other, Mom."
"Maybe not beside, but let's get creative!" Mom gleamed, untroubled by either the chaos erupting around us or the lack of adequate seating. "Here, you sit down first and then I'll just sit on your lap."
I almost burst a muscle from trying so hard to keep my jaw attacked to my skull. "Uh, I guess, sure. If you're okay with that? I mean, if you're cool with that, then I'm cool with that."
"Only if you're cool with this fat caboose crushing you to death." Mom rolled her eyes and gave her butt a playful swat. "Hurry up, Evan! I'm getting knocked around like a friggin pinball over here."
She was right; the rowdy passengers were making it tough to traverse the aisle, each shouting something more obscene than the last as they all vented their collective frustration.
The seat wasn't exactly comfortable, and even with nobody behind us we were essentially trapped in the chair by the gentleman sitting next to us. He was deeply enthralled with a mystery novel so we had to fight for his attention to allow us to squeeze into the tiny space. He sighed like we were asking him for a million dollar ransom, but ultimately lifted the shoulder bag sitting next to him so we could wiggle into the seat.
Moments after we sat down, he returned to his book as if we weren't faced with a cavalcade of angry sports fans trying to win the "loudest passenger" contest. The shoulder bag acted like a wall between us, and based on his generally not-so-cheery disposition that was probably intentional.
The bus roared to life and we all lurched forward as it pulled away from the sidewalk, leaving a horde of wailing bystanders on the sidewalk to wait for the next pressure cooker to pick them up.
Mom was resting squarely on my lap, and I chastised myself for thinking that it was anything notable. Weird, foreign thoughts entered my brain that I could not escape, and I ironically took to thinking about baseball to distract myself.
The bus chugged down the bumpy streets, coming to repeated stops as the hulking metal tube made its way through copious, unending lines of traffic. Mom and I made light chit-chat to distract ourselves from the monotony, but you can only watch skyscrapers pass by for so long before it starts to all blur together; before the overlapping patterns of architecture inch you towards sleep like an industrial lullaby.
We were both drained from a day in the heat and drinking too much, so the conversation quickly dissipated as we calmly watched the streets, pedestrians, and buildings passing us by as a hazy portrait of city life. Even the boisterous swarm of fans surrounding us weren't enough to keep Mom from relaxing with her head against the window, making her full weight rest on my crotch as her muscles turned to jelly in my lap.
Mom hadn't noticed that, when she sat down, her dress had not come with her. The fabric had bunched up around her waist when she sat down, giving no barrier between her skin and my lap. I suppose she didn't notice, but I certainly did and I was in no rush to tell her. Thank god for her underwear being the sole thing keeping her from resting her bare bum against my lap.
"Are you comfy, honey?" Mom cooed, craning her neck to look back at me.
"As comfy as I can be, I guess. I don't know where to put my hands, I feel like an awkward statue." This was true. They had been resting motionless by my side ever since Mom climbed on top of me. "Oh, just put them here, goofball." Mom placed both my arms around her tummy with a reassuring squeeze. "I'm pretty close to falling off, anyway. You'd really think they would get somebody to pave these roads after so many years."
"This is nothing." I repeated in my head. "You're just drunk, stop being a weirdo."
It came as no surprise that I was doing very little to dissuade my arousal from creeping in. I had a beautiful woman bouncing on my lap, and regardless of who that woman was, it was having a profound effect on me. It just so happened to be my own Mother, but recognizing that only seemed to compound the sickeningly intense arousal.
A woman is a woman, end of the day.
A woman is a woman, end of the day.
A woman is a woman, end of- SHUT UP!
Defiant to the core, my brain seemingly used my anxiety as fuel to incite my greatest fear. I felt a stir in my balls and that only meant one horrifying thing. I tried to hide the panic through some aimless shifting without being too obvious. I pinched my legs together to pin my stiffness down, but putting pressure on it did the exact opposite. The floodgates were open now, and each time the bus jostled around I felt more blood rushing to my lower half.
"Need some room, Muffin?" Mom cooed. She raised her bum off my lap so I could shuffle around and, no longer held down, my rigid member sprung up from between my legs and poked directly through the small window where my zipper should've been. If Mom wasn't on top of me, my dick would have been clearly visible to any prying eyes. Without the help of a zipper to seal it away I would need a miracle to escape without alerting Mom.
My brain tingled at the taboo; having my Mother feel my naked erection push between the swell of her globular ass cheeks was quickly becoming a dark new fantasy. I halted the words in my throat before I could audibly condemn myself for getting so hard over my own Mother.
"Is that better?" Mom chirped with her ass still hovering above me.
I wouldn't be able to keep her in the dark if she sat back down; she would plop directly onto my bulging erection and everything would go to shit. After such a great day together, I didn't want this to be how she remembered it.
"J-just a second." I fumbled fruitlessly with my pants, trying to manoeuver within the small space between my lap and Mom's bum. I couldn't arrange myself in a convincing way, but I knew I had to do something so I furiously tugged at my shorts as if it would make a miracle happen. The missing zipper made it impossible to securely hide myself, leaving me with an open door where I could feel air nipping at my balls. I desperately scanned to see if we could find another seat, but my fate was sealed.
"I'm sitting back down, Evan. This position is hell on my legs and I'm not trying to do squats on the bus." Mom didn't mean to sound threatening, but given the stakes her tone came across as such.
My whole life flashed before my eyes as I watched Mom lower her bottom onto me, unable to think of an excuse that wouldn't scar our relationship. I watched in horror, powerless to stop my Mother's as her ass landed in my lap again.
There were a few seconds, however faint, where I convinced myself that it wouldn't be an issue. Maybe she wouldn't feel it, or maybe she would write it off as my phone, or something equally unlikely would happen to stop my life as I knew it from ending. Mom paused once her bum flattened against me, curious about the familiar stiff shape lodged between her cheeks.
She shuffled a bit. She bounced a couple of times. She froze in horror.
Mom's whole body became stiff as a board. Neither one of us were willing to break the silence first, we didn't know how. There was no precedent informing our behaviour. We were in uncharted waters, neither of us bold enough to speak their mind, but she grew impatient before I did. "Evan..."
"What?" I whispered. At least I think I did, but I'm not sure if the words ever left my mouth.
"I feel, uh...I think something is poking me?" Mom started to lift herself again but I instinctively wrapped my arms around her midsection to tether her to me. She knew what was happening, but lacked the will to say it aloud. "Honey, is that-."
"I'm sorry, Mom." I choked out. I buried my face in her back in shame and took a deep breath that was saturated by her intoxicating aroma. "I don't know what happened, I swear! I didn't mean to­-."
Mom hushed me, eyes darting around the bus to see if anybody was paying attention. Even the man next to us was ignoring our corner, so she felt safe enough to turn her head towards the window and whisper to me with sincere, unexpected desperation. "Evan, please. You need to make it go down -now."
My guts were twisted in a thousand knots, but she was right. "I-I can't, the zipper is broken and I don't have enough room to hide it."
"You have to, seriously. Please, Evan, do something. Make it stop." Mom wasn't able to stop the anxiety from peppering her words, but she took a deep breath to steady her nerves before she explained the stakes. "I-uh, I took my underwear off at the arena because of that fucking mustard."
"You did?" I bit down on my tongue, unfazed by hearing my Mother utter a word I rarely heard her use.
"I'm basically naked down there!" She spat through her clenched jaw as quietly as she could. "There's nothing between us and I can feel...it on my bum."
Mom's revelation stunned me, but I realized she was right. I was too panicked to notice it earlier, but she was telling the truth. The open zipper did nothing to separate us, and without any barrier of clothing between us I could clearly feel the immense heat emanating from between my Mother's legs. It was a dense, muggy heat that felt like it was threatening to spill lava all over me. I was on the edge of a volcano, and if asked I would have gladly thrown myself right into it. As much as I hated the situation, part of me wanted - no, needed - to see what would happen next.
If my heart had been in my throat before, it was now my entire stomach that threatened to come spilling from my gaping maw. I didn't register the presence of the world around us as my heart thumped like artillery in my ears, drowning out anything and anyone that wasn't seated directly in my lap.
We hit another big bump and Mom squeaked as she tried valiantly to minimize any unnecessary movement. It seemed like no matter what she did, no matter how she twisted and turned, it all served to bring my straining bulge closer to her vulnerable center.
Mom looked down as if to confirm her fears, but since her dress covered the two of us she had to be sure of what she was feeling. "Do you feel that? I-I think it's almost going in me, Evan. Every time we move it just- AHH!"
The entire bus looked back at us as Mom leapt to her feet, their attention summoned by Mom's response to the bump we had just hit. She offered a meek wave before she abruptly sat back down too quickly for me to react. Mom lowered her head in shame to try and avoid even a shred of eye contact.
To her horror, she had repositioned me by standing up. I knew I was no longer sandwiched between her ass cheeks as I felt a soft tuft of hair tickling my bulging crown. I couldn't see it, but I knew my entire cock was now between Mom's thighs, lodged against her slippery petals. Without her dress, my dick would've been clearly seen poking up from beneath her thick thighs, mingling with the wet fur that tickled my exposed plum.
I could feel her lips half-encircling my shaft, and I dared not ask myself why Mom was already so wet. A trickle of her honey ran down the length of my pole at a snail's pace, tickling me on the way down as it trailed towards my balls.



If I was a smidge lower, that one bump may have been enough for me to slip inside. Thankfully, my dick was slightly too long to allow that, and instead the fat bloated head only managed to push through her fluffy runway of pubic hair. For now my length trudged through her meaty, honey soaked slit as she continued to baste my cock with her juices.
Mom whispered to me through clenched teeth. "Evan, what do we do?"
I had nothing to offer her. "I don't know, but I can't get off the bus like this, everyone will see me. It's not going to go away." My voice was as hollow and empty as my head.
Another dip in the road caused Mom's legs to come together as she braced for the impact, firmly securing my dick against her sweltering box as she tightly constricted her thighs around me. Her supple thigh meat no longer simply teased me. They were now using the coating of Mom's slippery syrup to effortlessly slide over me, mimicking my vision of what she might feel like inside. As we jostled around, the smallest movements made my dick rub against her slit and pushed me through the small gap between her thighs, treating me to the velvet sensation of her supple skin jerking me off. I figured my cock head was probably glistening with all the nectar she was dripping onto me, and the ease with which I slid between her thighs confirmed that.
Mom's legs were closed around me so tightly that it felt as though she was drawing me into her, unconsciously dragging my cock further towards her entrance with every minor shift. I ignored the part of me that saw the obvious signs. The ones that I saw earlier, and the ones I would be seeing now if I wasn't currently inches away from entering my Mother.
I knew the steps I could take to end this. I could stand up, rush to the front of the bus and get off at the next stop to grab an Uber. Hell, even Mom could have stood in the aisle if she was truly opposed to grinding on me, but she didn't. She wasn't.
I told myself that she was saving me the embarrassment of being stuck on a bus with a visibly throbbing erection, but the slow, methodical pace with which Mom rocked back and forth told me there was something else at play. I didn't know if it was intentional, but it felt as though it had to be. I couldn't believe such a fact, even when it was reinforced by the uncontrollable flutter of her breath.
I couldn't ignore the way her body tensed every time my throbbing stiffness nudged against her sensitive button, and I surely couldn't ignore her when she took to subtly humping her backside against me, even when there were no bumps to motivate her. I couldn't tell if she was doing it consciously or not, but I was too enthralled to care.
We sat in silence for a few minutes, adjusting to the reality that we were experiencing. I had never wondered before what my Mother's vagina felt like, and now it was a sensation I was actively fantasizing over.
My bulging head pressed against Mom's tiny, pink nub and she impulsively reached her hand down with a soft whimper as she tried to make a wall between the two of us. She wedged her hand amidst the fluff of her dress in a frantic search to shield herself from me, but instead found the head of my cock throbbing against her fingertips.
Her first touch was timid, but whatever was holding her back quickly dissipated as she toyed with the spongy helmet between her legs. I pulsed in response, eager for another touch. In the reflection of the window, I could see her awe-struck stare as she let her fingers gingerly prod against the mass hidden beneath her dress. She knew what she was doing was wrong, but she likely felt the same powerful draw towards curiosity and confused lust that I did. Her teeth dug into her lower lip as she wrapped her entire hand around the helmet.
Mom's palm encircled the head with her thumb gently brushing my frenulum as she held my dick like she was admiring it. Despite the obscured visual, I got the impression that Mom was trying to memorize the shape of my cock with her hands. Never had I felt myself explored with such intrigue, as though I was being relished with affectionate lust.
Perhaps she felt less averse to touching me because of the dress, or perhaps she was just that curious of what she couldn't see.
The dress was so thin I could feel her tracing the prominent vein that bulged out on the side. She followed it from the root of my cock and up the rigid, flexing pipe until it ended just below the head. "Evan," She muttered under her breath. "What are we doing?"
That last part seemed to be directed more at herself. "I don't know, Mom. But I can't get off the bus like this." I knew I was overplaying my hand by repeating myself, but it seemed like all she needed was a nudge to help her pick her path.
Mom knew the answer, but had to ask anyway so that she had time to comprehend the severity of what I was implying. "Okay, honey, I get that it's embarrassing for people to see you like this. Are you sure it won't go down on its own?"
"It never does, I always have to...well, you know." Even with my dick marinating in the gooey folds of my Mother's vagina, it felt strange to talk about masturbating.
"A-always?" Mom's voice got stuck halfway in her throat. I was reading excitement in her voice, like she had been issued a challenge, mixed with nerves powered by the acceptance that this was only going to end one way. "Can I, uh, h-help you, Muffin?" I didn't reply, so Mom continued without removing her hand from me. "I've never seen one so...I mean, you're so hard, honey. You poor thing, does it hurt?"
"You're making it feel better, Mom."
She started letting her palm work up and down the head in a small spiral. Between her rubbing the head and stroking my shaft between her plump, honey-covered thighs, I felt like I was already at my limit.
I had never felt such a relentless erection in my entire life. It was unfathomable that this was a reaction to my Mother sitting on my lap, but it was true nonetheless. As much as I felt like I was at the brink of orgasm, a mental block manipulated me from ever reaching that point, urging me to hang on just a bit longer. I knew that if I came, this would all be over. No matter how sick it made me feel, I was too curious about this side of Mom to let things end that quickly.
Mom leaned back so her head was resting on my shoulder, eyes closed but pointed to the ceiling as her hot breath rolled across my neck. "Just remember that I love you, honey. I know this is a very strange thing for a Mother to do, but I...well, I have an idea." She took a look around to see if anyone was watching, but we were as alone as we could be, given the circumstances.
She let her head fall back like she had fallen asleep, resting it on my shoulder so she could whisper right in my ear, "Do you trust me, Muffin?"
"Oh fuck. Yes, Mommy." It was a reflex, one that I couldn't catch, but she punctuated her question with a tight squeeze and my brain spat out the first thing it was thinking.
Mom's hand kept moving, but I felt the stillness in the air as she weighed the implications of my outburst. Reality had come crashing down at the mention of her motherhood, and I feared I had ruined the moment.
Mom tilted her head so her lips brushed against my earlobe, sending an eruption of electricity down my spine. She bore down with her hips and focused her strong, slow rutting on the base of my cock. Mom grabbed my shaft while stroking the underside of the bulging helmet like she was tickling a hair trigger. "Yes, honey. I...I want to hear it. Do you trust Mommy?"
"I do, Mommy. I trust you. W-what are you gonna do?"
Mom planted a tender, loving kiss on my cheek that lingered for a moment. She pulled off as slow as she could, letting me feel her saliva cling to my cheek before going in for another passionate peck. "Mommy needs to put you inside of her, okay?"
My spine was a pine tree whose needles tingled all over my body. Every nerve was on fire and aching for the same affection Mom was showing to my cock, alive with energy and teased to the point of implosion.
"Mom, are you serious? But...but we can't." It came out as an excited whimper, lending no credibility to my resistance.
"I know, I know. It's okay, baby. It'll be okay." Mom nodded with a half-hearted smile, clearly wrestling with some intrusive thoughts of her own as she prepared herself to mount me.
Mom's bare bum rested its full weight on my lap, bulging her fat bottom out at the sides as she sat down on me. The creamy dough overflowed in my lap and formed to me like Play-Doh. I longed to sink my fingers into the pudgy meat, but I was content for now to hold onto the spillage from Mom's pillowy ass.
Mom reached under her dress from behind and grabbed the base of my cock, keeping herself hesitantly raised above me. The warm opening of her sticky honeypot greeted me as she dragged my cock head through her slit, enchanting me like a cobra to a flute, bending to her every whim. I would have easily fit inside without the teasing, but Mom was taking her time. I didn't question it, but if I had, I would realize that she was just as excited as I was, and just as afraid to show it.
We both sharply sucked in air as Mom lowered her hips. The tip of my cock nudged against her entrance, fitting neatly inside the small hole before it was swallowed up. Mom slowly embedded the bulbous head within her buttery hole, clenching just under the crown when she felt the plump egg ease its way into her pussy. Mom worked her hips up and down, focusing on greasing the head before she began her descent. Her vice tightened under the inflated helmet, gingerly squeezing below the ridge. Once she felt her muscles get a grip, she raised herself to drag the tightened ring over the pulsing, purple knob like she was methodically trying to extract the cum out of me.
Mom no longer had to hold me in place now that I was secured in her tight grip, and the only place I was going was "deeper". She braced herself against me, both arms rooted to my thighs for balance as she slowly pushed down my cock. There was no more illusion of a bumpy ride, Mom was guiding herself now and needed no convincing to finish what we started.
Mom was already in a pattern; lowering two inches, then raising up one. Her walls clung to me on the way up, but oozed around me like pudding when she bore down and pushed my cock through her sweltering pussy meat. She was a lioness playing with her food, as we both knew that no effort would be required for me to fit inside of her. Mom was practically oozing syrup over both of us, drowning my balls so that even her impossible grip could not stop me from sinking deeper.
Finally, she allowed her legs to spread open a little and accepted the remaining few inches all at once, swallowing the girthy pipe until my balls rested against her juicy pussy lips. Mom slumped against my chest and drew heavy breaths as her starving tunnel gorged itself on my entire length. She gave a little quiver when I pressed against her cervix, as if she was expecting more but knew she had nowhere left to put it. By some miracle of genetics we were perfectly tuned to each other's size, leaving me to throb against the deep, spongy wall while I felt her lips tickling my tightly pulled balls. I hadn't met many women that could fit me so perfectly, but the more Mom massaged me from balls to tip the more it seemed like she was designed to do so.
All her weight was resting on me, and a serene sense of safety overtook me. I'm usually not fond of small spaces, but with Mom I was fully at peace. I was buried under her, and inside of her, and the all-encompassing exposure to my Mother as a sexual being was pushing every button I didn't know I had. I felt vulnerable to the world; having sex in public will do that to you. But still, something about the familiarity of my Mother being close to me was making it easier. Sure, we had never been this close, but Mom's presence was quelling my anxiety in a way that only a Mother can.
Mom was emitting short, quiet grunts as she bucked her hips. I could feel her cervix tickling the tip of my cock and felt a tinge of pride knowing that I fit inside my Mother so perfectly. I hadn't been managed to bottom out inside any of my previous girlfriends. Not properly, anyway. Mom was different; my Mom was deep. With my length perfectly encased in her velvet walls, I knew we were a match made by fate. Her fleshy tunnel squeezed its walls around me in a tender, swampy hug while her pussy lips tickled my balls.
Mom rocked back and forth with all the subtlety she could muster. There was a really good chance that someone would glance in our general direction and see the unmistakably facial contortion of a woman passionately riding a dick, so Mom kept her eyes closed and tried to keep focused. One slip up and our charade would be revealed with dire consequences.
I wanted Mom to start bouncing as though wildfire fueled her. I wanted the sound of skin slapping against slickened skin to fill the bus as she fucked me to her utmost desire. Beggars can't be choosers, I guess, which is why I was thankful for every pothole that gave Mom an excuse to bounce on me. As soon as the bus hit a bump, Mom's hands pushed down on my thighs and gave herself just enough room to pull a few inches out of her fleshy pocket. Her landing was always accentuated with a guttural groan that I could feel reverberating through her whole body. Anyone looking would think that she had been overserved at the game, but we knew she was fighting back the primal urge to yelp like an animal whenever I pushed though the layers of slippery pussy that surrounded my cock.
In between those bumps, while counting the seconds for another one, Mom patiently ground her hips back and forth in my lap. My hands were rooted to her thighs so tightly that I was sure I would leave a permanent mark, but it would have taken a tsunami to rip them off her. Our bodies fit together like two long lost puzzle pieces, like a cliff face being reunited with a slab of stone that it had given to the ocean many years ago. It felt right being connected to Mom like this, and little by little the societal implication of our misdeed became a trivial background detail.
Mom moved one hand firmly against the seat in front of her to provide something to push back on as she tirelessly rode me. Her head tilted back until it was resting on my shoulder, touching our cheeks together. Her back was pressed against my chest so tight that I could scarcely draw breath. It felt like there was not a single iota of space keeping us apart as our bodies melted into each other. With her face touching mine, Mom lifted her other hand to my face and gingerly rested it on my cheek with her nails raking through my hair. She lovingly caressed my jawbone with her thumb while stroking my temple, letting what little anxiety remained blow away like sand in a storm.
Her motherly touch brought me back to early childhood memories that I hadn't thought of in many years, but with my Mother grinding her body against me it still felt completely natural when accompanied with her gentle, welcoming embrace. I longed desperately to touch her back, but knew it was too risky. Anything could be happening under her dress, but grabbing a handful of boob would be far less sneaky than what we were already doing.
"Is this...okay, honey?" Mom held her cheek against mine as we gyrated. Her voice was fluttering, and so quiet that I would have missed it if her face wasn't so close to me, but it was this proximity that made her comfortable enough to dig a little deeper with her questions. "Does this-um, I mean is this helping you? Do I feel-I guess..."
"What, Mom?" I urged.
Her fiery red cheeks singed mine as she fought for courage. "Does Mommy feel good?"
"Oh my god, yes, Mom. You have no idea, your pussy feels incredible." My words were hot air, barely making a peep as they rushed from my lungs. Between Moms hand stroking my face, her entire body weighing on me, and her sweltering pussy eagerly clinging to my throbbing cock, it felt like my entire essence was reduced to a puddle. "You're so hot, inside, I can't believe how good you feel."
"Really?" Mom wiggled her bum side to side in my lap, brimming with what seemed like pride. "It's just that...your Father and I don't do this much anymore, I haven't taken anyone inside me for a while."
"Really?" Now it was my turn to be skeptical.
"It's been...a long time." It was surreal to hear my Mother admitting things about her marriage while her dripping vagina was hugging me on all sides, but it flicked the same intensely feral switch inside me that started this whole thing.
"Tell me. Please, Mom?" I kissed her shoulder.
She hesitated, as I knew she would, but after wrestling with it for a moment she revealed that it had been over a year since she was with Dad. She had even stopped using toys because it felt like admitting defeat.
"I know it's weird, but so is this." Mom convulsed and peppered my cock with a series of heartfelt squeezes, relishing our collective lack of normalcy. "I didn't know if it felt good in there anymore, I guess. Are you sure Mommy feels good enough for you, Muffin?"
I held a groan in my throat as I clenched, violently fighting the urge to cum. I was unwilling to let this moment escape me just because I popped too soon. Through my gritted teeth I mumbled; "You feel fucking amazing Mom. Your pussy is so fucking tight, I don't know how I ever came out of there."
There was nothing I wanted more than to spend an eternity with Mom's walls caressing me, but my impending orgasm was demanding attention of which I could not deprive it. I had managed to keep it at bay so far, but there had not been a second of relief since Mom started riding me and she showed no signs of stopping.
"What about when I cum?" No, my faculties were not all with me, so I did not speak with tact.
"Just stay hard for Mommy." She urged with an undeniable swoon to her tone, like she was trying to seduce my cock into giving her everything it had. I had never heard her call herself 'Mommy' so many times, even as a kid, so I knew the sheer taboo of our actions was giving her just as sicker, perverse pleasure as it gave me.
Mom wanted me to know, she wanted to remind herself. She wanted us to be aware at every possible second that it was her, my Mother, riding my dick like a woman starved.
I don't know when it happened, but at some point Mom gave up on pretending she was "helping me". She was doing herself a favour as much as she was doing...well, me.
"But...what about when I cum?" I gritted my teeth and tried to ignore how the mere mention made my whole body want to release in a single moment. "I can't...I mean, I shouldn't-."
"Yes, of course you can, sweetheart." Mom cooed, pushing her fingers through my hair and running her fingertips across my scalp. Whether it was experience, or the alerting sensation of my rigid cock flexing desperately against the bottom of her vagina, she knew exactly what I was hinting at. "No mess, okay? You can just put it all inside Mommy."
"R...really?" I whined, taken aback by her insistence. We were already in new territory, but I was now being offered a first that I had desired for ages. "Mom, I've never finished inside someone before. What if you get pregnant?"
"Mmmmm, is Mommy gonna be your first?" Mom ignored the pressing question and sought to tease me. That, or she was getting off on the thought of being the first woman on Earth that her Son would ever fill with cum. She was reveling in the control she had over me, and I happily gave her the reigns. I could hear the way her lips parted in a wicked smile when she said: "Just cum whenever you're ready, okay? Mommy is ready for you."



I grunted an affirmation, still trying to hold back the inevitable so that I could savor one more precious second inside my Mother.
"Are you feeling close yet, honey?" She was hesitant to ask, likely because she didn't want to hear a "yes".
I thought about how to answer her. "Do you want me to be?"
Mom didn't respond right away. She mulled over the thought, aware of the game I was playing by trying to get her to admit that she didn't want to stop. To my surprise she admitted it freely, but was shy in doing so. She gave her head a small shake, and when I didn't acknowledge it, she finally said; "No."
"No, what?" I tried to regain some sense of footing, to put Mom on the back foot. I wanted her to say it.
"No, I don't want you to cum yet." She hissed into my ear, wagging her ass from side to side so my bulging cock head dragged against her spongy cervix, basting every last inch of my dick in buttery pussy juice. "Not yet, please."
The "please" sent a surge of adrenaline ricocheting throughout my limbs. I was shaking with anticipation, but felt safe and protected. This feeling of invincibility drove me to hastily dig my hand under Mom's dress. She nervously checked the bus for voyeurs. If there were any, she didn't notice them. Mom swiftly unbuckled the belt that was keeping her dress tight to her tummy, leaving more than enough room for me to explore her.
Had we been alone, I would have spent this entire time simply gorging myself on the intricate details of her body. I could feel so much, but my eyes able to see so little considering the breathtaking display I knew would have greeted me had I been able to undress her in private.
I began at her belly, gently filling my palm with a greedy handful of chubby muffin top that squished through my fingers. It was a surreal feeling to fawn over the same belly I had grown inside of over twenty year ago, where Mom felt me kick and squirm for months until she finally pushed me out. I pictured Mom doing the same thing, happily massaging her tummy while I lay waiting inside. Did she like feeling me kick from inside her womb? Did she miss it? I vividly imagined her massaging her heavy, bloated stomach in the hopes of settling the tyrant in her tummy, wondering what her son was going to be like when he grew up.
I bet she never expected this.
From over her shoulder, I had a blessed view down my Mother's top. The pudgy breasts jiggling inside needed nary a nudge to start shaking like pudding, so even Mom's tiny gyrations were making them ripple like a stone thrown in a pond. In my head, they were bouncing free and uninhibited by the boundaries of clothing, and this arresting mental image was all I needed to prompt an investigation.
I ran my hands up her stomach until I reached the bottom of her bra. I was greeted by a large swell of lace, and before I could ponder how to get under it I had Mom whispering for me to "go under" and satisfy my curiosity.
With how easily my hand slid under it her bra was either too large, or she planned for this. I was amazed that Mom's enormous breasts could ever be contained by something so loose, but thankful that her choice led to me filling my hands with a handful of tender, doughy breast. Her breasts were exhaustingly heavy, weighing down my arm like I was trying to curl dumbbells, but softer than the most delicate feather pillow money could buy. The jiggling meat rolled around in my hands, refusing to stay in place.
The heat trapped below her breasts was just like her pussy; overwhelming in a way that only made you want more. My hand was draped with a heavy blanket of plump breast meat, sweating underneath the ferocious warmth that completely enveloped my fingers and palm. I lifted the enormous milk bags from her chest she breathed a sigh of relief as the weight was taken off of her. I turned my hand towards the sky to support the overwhelming size of her breast as it spilled out of my palm like a half-cooked pancake -just enough shape to stay together while still managing to ooze between my fingers.
The rubbery surface of Mom's firm nipples grazed against my fingers and, though I couldn't see, I could tell that her areolas were large enough that I wouldn't have been able to fit the whole thing in my mouth. The pink caps stood at attention, aching for me to give them the same love and affection I was showing to her mountain of creamy flesh. I gentle closed two of my fingers around her nipple, tugging it just enough to make her squirm.
My mind was ablaze with images of me suckling at her plump breasts, tantalized by the idea of how her fresh milk would taste and cursing myself for lacking a memory to draw from. How many times had I nursed from her as an infant? We had gained an inseparable bond, growing together as I was graciously fed from her beautiful, drooping udders and sustained solely from the love, and delicious cream, that only a Mother can make.
"Why are you so tight?" I asked in a dreamy haze.
"I'm doing it for you, Muffin." Mom held her lips against my cheek for a long, drawn out kiss before preparing to pull the rug from under me. "This is what I feel like when I don't clench."
Mom instantly relaxed her muscles and, with trembling legs, raised herself up until only the tip of my honey-saturated crown was still inside her pussy. A thousand radiating sun had spent what seemed like hours enveloping my cock with unwavering dedication, so when the dense cocoon of sultry pussy meat finally relaxed around me it was like hitting the brakes on a rollercoaster-while blindfolded. My soul was temporarily goaded into staying within my body, but another unexpected move like that from Mom would be too much.
"Puh-lease, Mom, that's so cruel!" I was begging, nearly groveling for her to play fair.
"Does my little boy want to go all the way back inside his Mommy?" Mom had completely lost herself in this new light, throwing away any degree of decency to fully commit to our new relationship. Mom giggled with an evil grin, well aware that she once again possessed the upper hand and ready to see how far she could go with it.
I whined like a puppy with partial sincerity, knowing that it would trick her into wanting to spoil me like the dotting mother she was, while being genuinely desperate enough for such a whine to fit my mood.
Mom began to calmly work her pussy back down my length, taunting me with while she fed one fat inch of throbbing cock after another back into her endlessly hungry pussy. She taunted me with a sing-songy voice while she plunged my cock head through her gooey folds, slowly letting more of me enter her as she teased. "It's so very warm in there, honey. Mommy's pussy is snug and cozy, and because of you, young man, it's very, very wet."
Mom rested in my lap again and we breathed a collective sigh of satisfaction, her head lazily resting on my shoulder. It felt like coming home, and I never wanted to leave again.
I planted a kiss on the nape of her neck as I let my eager fingers wander further down her body. Below her pudgy stomach I felt a tidy cushion of delicate fur tickle my fingertips, now dampened from the thirsty maw that drooled freely between her legs. I couldn't resist letting my hand trail between the incredible thighs that had once suffocated my dick - now open wide to ensure that she wasn't leaving any of my cock exposed. Her upper thighs were a slippery mess of honey, generously coating every nook and cranny of her lower half to welcome my adventurous fingers.
I ventured through the neatly trimmed patch of fuzz and slid a finger between Mom's slit, instantly meeting her feverishly pulsating clit and eliciting a stifled yelp. "C...careful." Mom begged me in a hushed whisper, refusing to use anything other than words to persuade me. She didn't want me to stop, but she didn't want to be caught, either. Now it was up to me to push the boundaries.
Mom sat motionless in my lap as I navigated deeper between her legs. Her honey swarmed my fingers and had them dripping before I had even reached the molten core between her luscious lips. It was an unparalleled feeling; to be lodged inside my Mother's warm, gooey vagina while she treated my cock to a flurry of tense, delicate squeezes that I could feel from the outside as I prodded her. I touched the outer lips where I could feel my cock disappear inside of her, amazed at how she stretched around me.
Mom constricted her tunnel like a velvet tourniquet-so tightly that I was amazed when I felt a surge of blood inflate the helmet against the mouth of her womb. There was no room left inside her, but Mom was such an expert at tightening her pussy that I didn't know if I would be able to handle anything more. If she had been bouncing at a regular pace, the way she wanted to with nobody around to stop her, it would have been mere seconds before I exploded and plastered her walls with a thick dose of baby butter.
My cock tensed as my own fingers brushed against it, seemingly so occupied by being marinated in Mom's warm, gooey hugs that it didn't even know I was there. This thing truly had a mind of its own today. The veins sprawling up the side like intricate spider webs were throbbing as though it was not blood, but pure nuclear energy, that coursed through them.
I poked and prodded long the ring of her pussy, marveling at how wickedly sinful it was to explore her so intimately while I was still inside of it. Her lips quivered at my touch, ignited by my curious manipulation and encouraging me to keep the light pressure on her engorged nub. "Keep going, baby. Please, just keep doing that."
I was fueled by a new focus; making my Mother orgasm. Never in my wildest dreams did I envision being able to make anyone do so while riding public transit, let alone my Mom, but the possibility lit such a fire under me that I knew it had to be done.
"Do what, Mommy?" I made sure to riddle my tone with faux ignorance. We had been swapping authority rapidly but at this point it was all mine, so I instantly succumbed to the power trip.
"Do...th-that again." Mom's knuckles were bright white, arms shaking as she tried and failed to steady herself against the seat without making it too obvious why she was doing so. I dragged her pink pearl between my two middle fingers, making sure not to press too hard, and focusing around the edges where I knew I had a bit more freedom to toy with her.
"That!" Mom spat out the command, ignoring the clear dynamic shift that gave me the courage to be more playful. "I think-oh my God, Evan, I think you're gonna make me cum."
I kept up my pace, but didn't quicken it, to lull Mom into a drawn out orgasm. It wasn't a race, but Mom came flying to the finish line like she was trying to break a record.
With unforeseen patience, Mom moved with a very deliberate slowness to bend forward and bite down hard on the seat in front of us, turning her head to the window to be as subtle as she could. She seized up like she touched an electric fence as the whirlwind force shook her entire body. Low, primal grumbles and strained grunts erupted from my Mother as her orgasm ripped through her. Her breathing turned to sharply drawn inhales as she fought to stop the groans from getting loose. The squishy ring suffocating my cock tightened like a noose, pumping the base of my cock like it wanted to take the bloated invader just one more inch.
Mom was a leaf, narrowly holding on to its branch as it is whipped around in the wind. Every second that passed gave Mom an open window to convulse around me, and though she tried her best to downplay it I could tell she was struggling to stay composed. The space between her tight squeezes was extremely small, giving her very little time to relax and take a breath before another uncontrollable spasm rocked her to the core. Mom's limbs were as hard as diamonds, unflinching as they anchored her to the seat as she was dominated by her orgasm.
I hoped nobody else could hear the faint whimpers she was making. In part because I wanted to keep our cover intact, but mostly because knowing those sounds were just for me was filling me with a justified sense of pride. I tried with all my strength to tether my Mother to me, one hand feverishly rubbing her clit while the other wrapped around her tummy like a seatbelt.
Mom unclamped her teeth from the seat, unfazed by the degeneracy of such an act as she basked in the come down. She cooed softly under her breath, detaching one hand from its anchor position to place it on top of mine. We embraced around her midsection, fingers intertwined, with echoes of her orgasm still making her tremble.
Mom's hand lovingly stroked my arm, silently expressing the passionate love that was sizzling between us. In response to an unexpectedly strong surge, she tightly clamped her pussy one last time and accidentally let the tail end of a yelp escape her lips. We didn't even look up to see if anyone heard, we were beyond caring.
"I've never..." Mom let her words hang in the air, showing no intention of finishing them. I didn't need her to; I was simultaneously experiencing so many "firsts" that it would have filled a novel, but the unspoken bond between us led me to believe that nothing needed to be vocalized. We just knew each other that well.
The tension in Mom's body dissipated and she slumped against me like a sandbag, refusing to relinquish her grip on my cock. "I can't believe that just happened."
"Me neither." I kissed her neck.
"I can't believe that just happened." Mom repeated, but the words still would not sink in. "Did you..."
"No." I cut her off, perhaps too sharply. "Not yet, Mom. But we can stop if you -."
"I need to feel it, baby." Mom was far beyond teasing. "Are you close?"
"Uh-huh." I grunted.
"Tell Mommy what to do." Mom demanded, undeterred in her quest to let her Son breed her. I was afraid that maybe, after experiencing such an orgasm, Mom might have come to her senses. As selfish as it was, I was worried she would realize how insane it was that she just came on her Son's cock, but the exact opposite was happening. Rather than running into some sense of clarity, Mom doubled down and fully embraced her incestuous fantasy.
"Mommy wants you to cum, sweetheart. Can you do that for me, please? Pretty please, for me? I want to feel all your babies squishing around inside me, I miss it so fucking bad. Oh, fuck, make me a Mother again, honey. Good boy, breed Mommy, put a little brother in Mommy's belly."
Holy shit! Mom was getting into this more than I was, but I loved every second of it. Something hidden had awoken in her, something that had been starved for a long, long time. It couldn't have all happened this afternoon, right? How long had Mom been waiting to-
"I said this is my fucking stop!" A voice boomed from the front of the bus, rattling the window. "Let me the fuck off, or you're gonna have to throw me off."
Mom and I whipped our attention to the bellowing ball of anger that now captivated the entire crowd. A large man, roughly two-twenty and six feet tall, was making his presence known. He and the driver began bickering back and forth with animosity rising in their voices, and whether or not it was justified was lost on us.
A couple do-gooders got out of their seats to try and back up the driver, but that was not taken well. Within seconds of reaching the front, the giant antagonist struck one of the wandering patrons in the jaw and dropped him to the floor like a wet towel. More, equally angry, people got out of their seats to confront the display of violence, forcing the driver to pull the bus to the side of the road.
It all happened so fast, and before I knew it the bus was packed with balled up fists being flung around like medieval flails. Suddenly, even less attention was being paid to our small, insignificant corner of the bus. Nobody paid attention to anybody that stayed in their seat to watch the fray, and even fewer were privy to a Mother bouncing on her Son's lap. We both came to the realization at the same time; we had an opportunity, and we needed to use it before the window closed.
"Remember that you can finish inside my pussy, okay?" Mom gave my thigh a reassuring squeeze without looking back at me, faking interest in the brawl to keep our cover. "Try and come quick, Muffin."
Mom arched her back to create a new angle for us, isolating her ass so she could hold herself up with the seat while she twerked and bounced her bubble butt on my cock. The first deep stroke was so intense that it nearly sent me over the edge, putting to shame the subtle bump and grind that had gotten us here so far.
It was only obvious to me, but the sound of Mom's naked ass slapping against me could finally be heard as she vigorously pumped her hips. The fat, doughy cheeks clapped together every time she plopped back down and drove my cock into her sweltering depths with palpable urgency. Mom sought to rid herself of the pent up frustration that came with biting our metaphorical tongues for so long, and she was content with taking it out on me. I sat in a blissful fog, seeding control to Mom so she could expertly milk my balls.
Having scratched her deepest craving, Mom's wild abandon slowly turned to an intentional effort to make me cum. She clenched her ass cheeks together as she pulled her pussy off me, her muscles contracting so hard that she put divots in the sides of her once plump, doughy mounds. She couldn't help from leaving strands of shimmering juice to glisten on me as she rose up, and I swear I could hear her soaking wet pussy squishing every time she drove her ass onto me. Her warm tunnel pulled up my length like she was trying to literally pull an orgasm from me, and it was working.
I held onto her waist, the way I had with so many girlfriends before, but it felt instinctively fulfilling to have my Mother be the one riding me. My hands fit perfectly under her chubby muffin top, giving her the balance she needed to fully engulf my cock in the depths of her hot, soggy pussy with every relentless stroke. On her way down she released her tension and slammed her ass into me, bludgeoning my bloated cock head with the spongy wall of her cervix. My eyes eclipsed and I swear I saw the front of my brain.
I couldn't resist the opportunity of a lifetime, and I didn't know if this particular type of opportunity would ever grace me again, so I took action. It would have been polite to ask, but knowing my Mother, she would have said "yes".
My hands gripped the bottom of her dress and, completely ignorant to whether or not we were being watched, I lifted it. Mom whipped her head around with daggers in her eyes that only lasted a brief second before softening. She knew the risk, but she could clearly see how her Son was being controlled entirely by fervent lust and didn't want to stop me.
Two eyes weren't quite enough to fully appreciate the nuances of Mom's beauty. Namely, that of her incredibly buxom backside. With her dress out of the way, I soaked in the sight of Mom's ass quaking like jelly as her pussy swallowed my cock up again and again. Every detail, like the dim outline of short, feathery peach fuzz covering her juicy ass cheeks, was one I needed to memorize.
The bunched up fabric of my pants had made an imprint on her supple, malleable skin that made it look like a maze with no solution, but I searched for one endlessly. I could see a dent made from where one of my buttons had dug into her, and with her doughy ass meat I honestly believed I would have been able to read the lettering off the imprint if I had a closer look.
I could make out the faintest hint of light peeking between her creamy, cushiony ass cheeks and illuminating her bright pink, tightly puckered asshole. The lips of her vagina visibly clung to my shaft as she lifted away from me, stretching away from her like she was vacuum sealed to me. Her pussy was begging to be reunited with the meaty cock they had now become so friendly with, and she listened to it.



Mom scanned the crowd to make sure everyone was distracted and, when nobody returned her gaze, she said at her loudest volume yet; "Ready to give Mommy another baby, baby?" The fight was still in full effect, so I knew this was the only chance I would have.
I didn't have time to respond, but she wasn't waiting for one. Mom gave her final thrust and planted her ass soundly back in my lap once she felt the telltale signs pointing towards an orgasm. She sighed with guttural satisfaction over her accomplishment and returned to her familiar pattern of gentle, firm squeezes while she engulfed the full length of my throbbing cock.
A heavy burst of cum erupted from my dick, and if Mom hadn't been holding me down I surely would have jumped to my feet from the force of it. The first hot burst of sticky paste blasted against the ceiling of her pussy, leaking down to the floor of her vagina in a sticky puddle of thick goo. Mom planted her ass in my lap to ensure the rest would fill her depths, welcoming a second eruption that was aimed directly against her waiting cervix.
Mom coaxed me the whole way, swaddling my cock as she gently rocked to and fro. "Good boy, just like that. Mommy wants to feel you get her pregnant."
Mom's pussy eagerly accepted the third dose, tenderly convulsing alongside me as she squeezed in time with my impulsive flexes. The buttery glue saturated her mushy, pink walls, draining down to her deepest reaches, guided by my dick as it ushered every drop of cum towards her womb. The gooey globs of cum being churned around inside my Mother were churned into a froth, glazing my cock with the viscous, bubbly nectar we had made together.
Mom giggled excitedly, surely impressed with herself for getting such a violent reaction out of me, but that giggle was immediately followed by a wide eyes and a slack jaw once she realized how much cum was being emptied into her. "Are you­ still - holy shit, baby. Keep filling Mommy, that's my special boy."
I shuddered in bliss for longer than I meant to, emptying whatever remained in my balls into Mom's hungrily waiting vagina. I sat motionless, tightly secured to my Mother, but totally still, losing myself to the unyielding spasms that kept me from feeling like I'd reached the end.
Mom kept clenching her pussy until she felt me start to soften, which took noticeably longer than normal. My dick was marinating in a cocoon of cum and pussy juices as it rested inside of her, acting like a stir stick to turn the warm paste into a foam than effortlessly ran out of her and trickled down my balls.
We were a mess below the belt, and if not for the distracting fight I was sure someone would have picked up on the undeniable scent of wet pussy and cum that we smelled of.
Neither of us spoke, as there was nothing to say. Mom gasped and briefly gripped my arm when my softened cock finally slid out of her, but beyond that she was silent. It took a minute, but finally she said; "Evan, I think it's leaking out of me."
As though there was nothing strange about it, I reached my hand between my Mother's legs and slipped a finger through her loose, dripping pussy. There was tons of cum leaking out of her, making a large puddle of creamy liquid on the floor as she tucked her legs in to try and keep my cum from dribbling out of her.
"Yeah, you're dripping, Mom." I noticed that people had started to evacuate the bus. "I think we should get off."
Mom chortled. "Again?"
"You know what I mean, Mom." I felt my heart pang with guilt as I named her. A name that was now unavoidably tainted with rampant lust. My mind started reeling as reality set in. "What -oh my god, Mom. What did we just do?"
"Not here." Mom grabbed my hand and stood up, pulling me to my feet. A long stream of cum ran down her inner thigh, leaving a trail in its wake as the slimy bead descended until it dripped onto the heel of her. "We can talk about this at home, okay?"
We said nothing else to each other for the journey off the bus. My heart sank as I noticed just how much of my cum was oozing out of Mom, leaving an obvious trail of guilt should anyone be inclined to follow it. Nobody would see unless they looked closely, but I knew what to look for, so I saw the undeniable trail of sticky, glistening cum running all the way down her leg.
What if I really got her pregnant? What the hell would we tell Dad? Mom seemed unfazed, but I couldn't get a read on her until we were finally back in the parking lot.
Sitting safely inside the car, we finally had a moment to ourselves.
The lot was completely still. Dim lights kept select corners lit, but generally it was dark and forgotten. The quiet was punctuated when Mom rolled the windows down to get some air, but she didn't turn the engine on. She was waiting for something.
"Mom," I began. I wasn't sure where to go next, but I couldn't look even stand to look at her with all the guilt I was harboring. "I love you, so much."
"I love you too, honey." She turned her body in the seat and fully faced me. "How are you feeling?"
"I'm okay, I guess." That wasn't a lie, but it wasn't exactly true. "What about you?"
"Me?" Mom thought for a beat, staring intensely at the dashboard. "I'm full."
"Full?" I raised an eyebrow and turned to face her.
Her smile was as wide and bright as ever. "Very full, actually. You and your Father, I swear, have the biggest loads of any man I've ever seen."
"What..." I gawked like a fish out of water.
"I'm serious, honey." Mom sat back in her seat and reclined it, lifting her dress up over her knees to bring her soggy, cum-drenched vagina into view. She lifted her knees so her dainty feet rested on the steering wheel and spread her lips apart. The low, flicking light above us barely highlighted the juices glistening in her matted pubic hair, making the tidy tuft look soft and delicate. Her lips were bright pink, reflecting that same soft light just enough to reveal the thick layer of slippery honey that still coated her petals.
Mom pried her lips open and I sucked in a sharp breath when her rosy wings spread to reveal the nectar soaked peach at the center. "Can you see, sweetheart?"
Globs of thick, gluey cum were being slowly pushed out of Mom's pussy. She clenched until the hole shut tightly, giving birth to a fat glob of cream that spilled out and landed on her dress. With no hesitation, she wiped it off with her thumb and lifted it to her mouth, letting her lips touch it before her tongue slithered out and let the salty goo hit her tastebuds. Mom licked her lips, toying with me.
"See how much you gave to Mommy?" She gave me puppy dog eyes that were drenched in melodrama. "I could feel it the whole way back, you know. Warm, sloshing around my pussy, dribbling down my leg. I missed it."
I was stunned, to be honest. Here I was racking my brain to try and decide if I could ever return to a normal life, and Mom is busy dwelling on the fact that she can feel my cum squishing inside her when she walked.
"You...miss it?" I replied late, but my brain was doing a lot of processing.
"I told you," Mom averted her gaze. "Your Father and I haven't had sex in over a year. I miss feeling...sexy. I miss feeling wanted, I guess. Feeling like someone desires you so bad that they can't stop themselves from taking it."
She rubbed her belly lovingly like she was admiring the possibility of growing out child inside her womb. "Feeling that desire turn into this amazing warmth that spreads through your whole body. I miss it, Evan, and I missed you."
"I missed you too, Mom."
"How much?" She countered, still spreading herself open for my unwavering eyes. Mom plunged two finger into her pussy until her knuckles disappeared, gently stirring the concoction that saturated her insides.
"So much that I think I should come back to see you again soon." Before I could finish Mom was already pulling her finger from her pussy and slurping off the baby butter. "Uh, maybe really soon?"
Mom nodded enthusiastically. "Maybe I should get tickets to the game next week, too?"
"I don't think that'll be enough." I said with a grin. "In fact, I think we're gonna need season tickets!"
Suddenly, I was the biggest baseball fan on Earth. But the next time I saw her, we wouldn't have any time for the sport...
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Hey everybody, thank you for stopping by. What you are about to read is a bit darker than my usual content, and I don't want people to come looking for a love story only to be met with this. Please know going in that the latter portion of this story is less cheery than my previous stories, so please do not continue if you are hoping to find something like Mother of Love.
Thank you, I hope you enjoy <3
-ChloeKendall
It's hard to dress for a job you don't have. At least, at first it is. After a while you get pretty good at pretending certain items of clothing are dirty, you master the art of switching outfits in the car, and hiding your real uniform under your clothes so your Son doesn't start asking questions he doesn't want the answer to - questions that would make him wonder things about you as a Mother.
Thomas, or Tom by his preference, was everything to me. His pathetic excuse for a Father left the two of us alone when Tom turned two. I didn't get so much as a "sorry, buh-bye" before he left, turning me into a bitter witch for the better part of a decade: scarred by the man that I let ruin my life. By the time Tom was a teenager it felt like I had put his father behind me for good. Tom didn't really remember his Dad, and if he missed him he never let on that he did.
The two of us were inseparable for Tom's entire childhood, fearlessly conquering the world before us like two soldiers, each made invincible by the other. I gave him everything I ever could and more, even if it wore me down to nothing. I needed to be two parents because that's what he deserved.
I felt like I could do anything with Tom at my side, but if that feeling had actually materialized into something we wouldn't still be living in a rundown apartment. Yet here I was; applying my nightly makeup in a mirror that had been cracked in half ever since the day Tom threw one of my heels at it in a fit of petulant young rage. Mirrors are expensive, and that was money we didn't have. His tantrum came at the mere mention of a cancelled a playdate, which tells you how old he was at the time.
That feeling that we could rule the world together slowly dissolved under the touch of a painful, acidic reality. I found myself scraping together two dead-end jobs just to keep the apartment warm, but even some nights that was a pipe dream. I knew my Son was smart, so I knew if I worked hard I could put him in a school that would do something with that big brain of his.
I think that's when we started drifting apart; when I started working more and talking less, leaving him to wait for me to come home late at night smelling of stale bar cigarettes and cheap liquor on my dress. I thought I was doing the right thing, but I realized too late that as my Son started high school I no longer knew any of his friends. I used to be so involved with his life and now I felt like an outsider whose sole purpose was to waste away at work until I broke down into nothing.
That's when I found my current job; one that I've held for several years now. Ages ago a young "in-the-know" bartender I worked with told me she was quitting for some fancy, prestigious new gig uptown. They had vetted her for over a month before letting her in, but she said it was worth it. She was assured that at the highest level she would be making more money in tips alone than either of us made from both of our jobs combined. Entry level was nominally less lucrative, but depending on how "flexible" you are with the roles you enter you could work your way to up "generous promotions" (those are her air quotes, not mine).
She said they told her in one of her many interviews that they were looking for older women. They wouldn't tell her why. She told them she knew just the person (lucky me) and gave them my number. If I didn't want it I could just decline, but it gave me plenty of time to mull it over before their call.
I figured if I could cut down on how many hours I worked, maybe Tom and I could get back to being the iconic duo that I still daydreamed about in my heart. I missed him more than I did oxygen when underwater, so I knew this was something I had to do. Even if I just stayed at the entry position I would be making fistfuls compared to what I did now, and that would give me the security I needed to work less while still providing for my Son.
Waiting for that first interview was the longest experience of my life, but the next day I got a call from a gentleman with whom I got along famously with. He said I fit the description of the type of hire they wanted and specifically mentioned my age, but again failed to mention why that mattered. The call ended just as abruptly as it started, and I was left with more questions than I had before.
Over the course of several long weeks I received calls asking for various, sometimes strange, information. Things about my past, my living situation, my relationships with people they had no right asking about. I didn't know the kind of answers they wanted, so I tried to be honest and hope for the best. I must have said a few things they liked, as I was asked to come for a proper interview in person.
I should have said no. I should have asked more questions. I should have known it was too good to be true. I should have known that a club like this wouldn't be in full operation during the day, when my in-person interview was took place, so I had no idea of the kind of sickening, depraved things I would be immersing myself in when the night crowd rolled in.
But I didn't do any of these things. I didn't say no. I didn't ask questions. I thought it was true.
I got the job, to my surprise, and started working the next weekend. My Son didn't even notice that my schedule changed when I left for work an hour earlier than usual.
My first shift was extremely eye opening: frighteningly so. My interview focused on how I would talk to customers, the importance of discretion, and the amount of money that could be made should I wish to "climb the ladder". I asked my boss-to-be about the ladder, but he told me it was a discussion for later. I was blinded by the promise of riches. I ignored all the red flags because I thought that if I saw anything I didn't like I could just leave and go back to my old job.
At first I was simply doling out drinks to thirsty patrons, making my way through the crowd on nimble feet. They told me to dress sexy, and when I showed up they said it was about half as sexy they were looking for, so I made a mental note to go shopping in the clothing departments I usually avoid at all costs.
I stood out like a sore thumb in my crop top, because I was one of the few women in the building who even bothered to cover their breasts. Everyone from the bartender to the bouncer was shirtless, though the latter was a man so I think he gets a pass.
It dawned on me pretty quickly just what kind of place I was working at. I decided to stick it out despite how perverse I eventually found the dealings in the club to be. I dipped my toe in the water and it was cold, but not so frigid that I was scared away. I told myself I simply needed to wade in slowly.
Once it was clear that I would be sticking around, the owner of the club began revealing exactly how I could make more money at the club. It was like I passed some informal initiation and could now be trusted with more opportunities. The owner broke down the various roles I could insert myself into, raising the hairs on the back of my neck as he did.
First, he explained, there were Servers; women who can be topless by choice, but can't be touched by the patrons. That's where I was at the time and that's all I thought the job was going to be.
The next step, as he called it, were Company Girls. These were the women who strode around fully naked, bodies on display so that even the most averted gaze could not avoid them. For a price, they would spend time with you and your friends. Drinking, dancing, and generally making you believe that they want to be there, despite the high fees. You could touch them a bit, but nothing too crazy ever took place.
Above them, in a sense, were the women whose fee matches their talents: Maids. The Maids were designated as the formal prostitutes of the club, and were likely the reason that the bar remained such a well-kept secret. They pulled in the money. They were the stars, and they had to be protected. Maids are made to walk the floor with nothing but a gold necklace to indicate that their services extended beyond that of a Company Girl. With their services procured, a backroom would be booked for the Maid and her client to spend time in. With services ranging anywhere from blowjobs to butt stuff, they truly did it all.
Well, not quite all.
A final group, one I was initially told I wouldn't need to worry about, towered above the rest in both hierarchy and fees. They made exorbitant tip money and only had to work sporadically to give them time to relax in between shifts. These were the Genies; women whose sole purpose is for you to fulfil that one desire. That one, extremely depraved, thing that nobody wants to do. That thing you won't ask your girlfriend to do because you respect her too much. That is what a Genie is for.
Most of the time a Genie is booked ahead of time with a client's specific fetish in mind, but in the event of a client shortage they are permitted to invent their own idea of what sacrilegious fantasy someone might want to see, albeit for a cheaper fee. This option gave Genies the freedom to pick their own kink to explore, and clients got to try out high-level services for a reduced rate in the hopes that they would be hooked for life.
To the surprise of everyone at the bar, I stayed as a Server for almost six months. Most women don't spend more than a couple months before realizing the value a Company Girl position could offer, so very few stayed on a simple servers. The promise of money was huge, but since I had only been with a couple of men before and after Tom's father it felt foreign to parade my body around like a sex object for complete strangers. Plus, Company Girls have to walk around fully naked and I had never been comfortable enough to do that, even with Tom's Father.
It took time, and a lot of convincing from my co-workers who wanted to see an old gal sexually liberate myself, but eventually I took the job as a Company Girl. I became quite close with many of the younger women I worked with, and their open approach to sex was one that I was too stubborn to accept at first. Once I did, however, things began changing very rapidly.
Now I was sneaking out of the house and hoping my Son wouldn't hear me. Hoping that he wouldn't ask me why I so often wore such a large, baggy coat to work when it was too warm for it. Truthfully, I cannot even conceive of what I would have said to him.
"Oh, don't worry, honey. Mommy's just going to get drunk with a group of strangers and let them stare at her big, fat milkers all night!" Yeah, fat chance that would go over well.
I kept it secret; slinking in and out of shadow to build a better life for my Son. I tried my best to connect with him in the free time I had, but he always told me he was too busy. Whether that was true or not I would never know, but I needed it to be true. I couldn't imagine life where he was avoiding me, not after I'd worked this hard.
This is what finally motivated me to turn to something I never thought I would do: selling my body for money. The club insisted it wasn't so dire, that the stigma of old world prostitution had put an unfair black mark on what they viewed as a valuable profession, but that didn't stop me from feeling any less guilty when I said yes.
Tom's friends-what were their Mothers doing for income? I wondered that the first night I slipped into an outfit that would have gotten me a ticket if I hadn't covered it up. I never once dressed like this for my Husband, so it felt incredibly wicked to present myself like a wrapped present to a man whose name I would never bother to learn.
He was not attractive, my first client. He was older than me, and heavier, with an overpowering stench of whiskey and cigars mingling horribly with the scent of the two warring colognes that he had chosen to bathe in. It was my first time in a backroom at the club, and despite the powerful bass pounding on the walls I could hear my heartbeat echoing around the modestly room the entire time.
I kept reminding myself that I was doing this for Tom, right up until I was asked if I wanted to take a bump of cocaine before we started. My heart was already thumping against my throat, and I would have made a Telltale Heart joke if I thought the lumbering oaf would understand it. With a desperation in my heart for anything that would make me feel less like myself, I did drugs for the first time in my life.
Moments later the sweaty, nameless drunk hastily bent me over the desk and shoved his dick inside of me. I went home defeated - shaken to my core, trying to wrestle with my new life while struggling to stay tethered to my old one.
Now, I think back on that night and wonder what I would have done if I hadn't been given the money on my way out the backroom. With cold, slimy cum still trailing down my inner thigh the owner flashed a wad of cash that put a week's worth of tips at my old job to shame. It never happened that way again, so I now recognize that the club was basically waving the money right in my face as a way of saying "see? It was worth it, so be smart. Come back tomorrow."
From that moment on, I never allowed myself to ask if that were true; if it really was worth it. I carried on, solemnly showing up to work every day knowing that I was going to be used like a piece of meat and then abandoned the same way. I began fragmenting myself, my personality, into who I was at work compared to home. I knew what these beasts wanted, what they needed to see from me, and I gave it in spades. I fucked every client I had to, sucked every greasy dick and swallowed every ounce of cum so that I could get what I needed.
But it wasn't working. It was like Tom knew my secret, or mybe I was exploding with guilt in such way that every time I spoke to him he could tell I was hiding something. He just didn't know what. We became more distant than ever, but I couldn't let this be for nothing. I couldn't let myself be treated like a whore for so long just to end up worse than where I started.
I told myself I needed more.
When I applied to be a Genie, it was a much different reaction than when I accepted their offer to promote me to a Maid. That promotion was widely celebrated as a formal liberation from my sexual chains. But this, being a Genie, had people asking me why I was taking the "big step". They asked if I was sure this was what I wanted, if I knew what I was signing up for, but they weren't curious. No, they were concerned. They would never understand that I was desperate to retire in the next few years, hopefully right around when Tom finished university. I was scraping every single cum-soaked dollar I could and stashing it away for the right moment.
That money came rolling in when I was promoted to a Genie. Every bill was paid on time, every expense covered, and I finally had time to get myself a car so I didn't have to take the subway home from work every day with a suitcase full of laundry that consisted of more dried semen than fabric.
If I had seen myself now, back when I was hired, I would have never taken the job. If I had witnessed the unabashed lawlessness with which I conducted myself in front of these men I would have been admitted to the psych ward to recover from the trauma. But not now, not after what I'd already been through.
I grew comfortable spending nights at home with the semen of dozens of different men churning like thick, muddy glue my stomach. It became normal to feel it start dribbling its way out of me on the drive home, so I permanently placed a towel on the seat to soak up any of the leaks. It became second nature to lie on my back, let my eyes defocus, and remain still as a man I didn't know pounded his dick against my throat until he bruised it. I had never done anal before the club, but now I was intensely familiar with the sensation of warm, gooey cum slithering through my bowels as I said goodnight to my Son. Sometimes it wouldn't come out until the next day, so I became quite adept at hiding my reaction when the white paste unexpectedly started to ooze out and make a mess of my underwear.
That was how I was at work, but somehow I still felt like myself at home even if I was too bloated with cum from the night before to have the appetite for a proper breakfast. When I entered the club I became an entirely different person; one that I never wanted my Son to meet.
On one particularly fateful Friday night, I said goodbye to Tom as I tightened my coat around my sheer lingerie to hide the lace from view. He was watching TV on the couch to wind down for the evening, while my night was just getting started. "I'll see you in the morning, okay? I love you."
"Sure thing." Tom grumbled with no effort to hide his disdain.
"Is everything okay, Thomas?" I used his full name to try and goad him into responding, but he was a brick wall.
"Nope. It's all good, Mom." He didn't even look at me.
I stepped towards him and laid a hand on his arm. "You know you can talk to me, right? You used to tell me everything."
"Likewise." He yanked away from me and stared at the floor.
"What does that mean?" My voice caught in my throat.
Tom leaned against the doorframe and the wood creaked under his weight. He scanned me head to toe like he could see through my disguise with x-ray vision, and he was disgusted with what he saw. The steely aroma of his cologne stung my nostrils in a way I had come to like. Perhaps because it reminded me of home. I inhaled a little deeper than necessary just to feel it saturate my brain with his comforting scent.
"Where the hell are you going?" He cut right to the chase and yanked me from my blissful state. "Right now; where are you going?"
"To work, honey..." I trailed off softly, certain that he knew my secret.
"It's like 7pm. Why are you working so late? Does that prick manager of yours not care how late you're out?" I heard familiar temper rising in his tone. "I mean, for Christ's sake, Mom, you're forty five years old! There's no way they need you to be there this late."
"I know that." I shuffled my feet. "I ask for the late shifts because they pay better. You know we need the money to-."
"To buy new cars, right?" He stared holes straight through me. "I don't know what the point of working like this is. These last few years you've just been working, coming home to sleep, then going right back out again. It's like you hate being at home."
"No, Tom, no." I shook my head and pinched the bridge of my nose. "I love being here with you, I promise. I know it doesn't feel like it, but I think about you all the time, honey."
"I know, Mom. I miss you, though. Ever since you got this job you've been more distant." Tom shifted in his seat. "Like, I know you have to sleep during the day sometimes, but even on your days off it feels like all you do it wait for your next shift to roll around."
He was right, and I had nothing to say besides a million sobbing apologies that I played on repeat in my head every night before I cried myself to sleep. I couldn't afford to let any of them out, not if I wanted to be in the right headspace for work. Ever the empath, Tom noticed my shaken disposition and his tone immediately softened.
"I'm sorry, Mom. I really am, I'm just so stressed out by finals that I've been snapping at everyone." He took a deep breath and looked like he entered a moment of clarity as a thin smile crept into the corner of his mouth. "You know what? I'm gonna blow off some steam tonight. I feel so wound up it's like I don't know who I am anymore."



"What are you gonna do?" My voice perked up.
"Well, it's like I always say; we do what we've got to, to make do. Right?" Tom dropped his favourite phrase and smirked like he was keeping a secret from me. It's a look I know well. "I'm really sorry, Mom. I didn't mean to upset you."
"It's okay, honey." I fought back the urge to tell him how often I felt the same way. "Maybe if you're free tomorrow we could get lunch, or something? Like we used to."
"That would be nice, actually." When he said that, I bit my tongue to stop from cheering. Maybe the distance was all in my head, I began to wonder. Maybe we could still find common ground to connect on after all this time.
Tom checked his watch and sarcastically tapped his finger against the metal band. "You're gonna be late, even without traffic."
"Okay, honey. I'll see you tomorrow." My heart sunk as I said goodbye. It was getting harder to keep the big picture in frame when these little moments with my Son felt like all that was worth living for.
"I'm around, as long as you don't sleep too late from being out all night." He grinned and blew me a kiss.
He didn't mean to hurt me with that comment, but he did. Tom didn't know that he was basically telling me we could have lunch together if I wasn't too worn out from a night of being passed around like a bong at a frat party. I was already running late and I didn't want to miss any high paying clients that might arrive early, so I said my final goodbye and we parted ways for the night.
"You didn't save anyone for me?" I pleaded with Rebecca, the hostess that dealt with high-end clients for the Maids and Genies. "I'm sorry I'm late, but there has to be somebody! I really need the money, Rebecca."
She rolled her eyes and repeated the lines I knew she would. "We don't save spots here, you know that. First come first serve, and you came last so you get to work on-option tonight."
Rebecca was referring to the service wherein, in lieu of reservations or prominent paying members, Genies can sell themselves for a reduced fee and are allowed to pick thee fetish they indulge in. AKA the "twist". The club was insistent on keeping a barrier between Maids and Genies, so a Genie working on-option had to supply some sort of "twist" to promote the distinction if they wanted to keep their high fees.
"You gonna take the usual, then?" Her eye brow arched as she handed me a black lump of cloth.
"It's better than being tied up, I guess." The first night I donned the mask my hands were shivering. Now they were steady.
I begrudgingly accepted the mask and made my way to the backroom to get ready, cursing myself for not showing up early enough to score a rich douchebag to fuck me. Anytime I was offered on-option, I chose the facemask. That way I didn't have to see the men whose hands roamed my body. I didn't have to imagine what their wives would think any time I saw a wedding ring on the fat, grubby fingers they jammed into my pussy. I got to feel invisible.
I entered a room clad in brilliant red light that seemed too dim and too bright all at the same time. It didn't smell - it never did after it was cleaned, but I knew what it should smell like so my brain filled in the gaps for me.
A large king bed sat in the center of the room with a nightstand on one side, with a desk in the back corner. A leather chair was stationed in the opposite corner, in case a client wanted a lap dance, though in my experience it was more often used as a place for one man to relax while his buddies had their turn with me. There were various closets with cushy, padded doors that housed a seemingly endless array of sex toys and furniture to fuck on. One wall was entirely covered in a floor-to-ceiling mirror, making the room feel like it existed in two realities at once, much like I did.
Handcuffs, lube, whips, and anything else you can imagine were placed neatly on the table beside the bed. I sat on the edge of the bed and squirted a small dollop of lube onto my finger before rubbing the slippery digit between my lips, generously soaking my pussy until I could see my petals glistening in the rosy light. Nothing was worse than having one of these animals try to fuck me before I'm wet, and I was rarely afforded the time and attention it took to make me so.
I stared at the mask Rebecca had handed me and tossed it between my hands, waiting for the last possible second to put it on.
I pick the mask as my twist because it is just weird enough to get people interested, but I don't have to go through all the set up or pain like some of the rope play girls do. Sure, being blind sucks, but once you're deep in the mood you barely even notice who's fucking you anymore. The mouth hole was wide open, for obvious reasons, and in my opinion it's better to not have to see the sweaty, pudgy man towering over you pushing his knob against your lips.
I looked myself up and down in the enormous mirror, its grandiose size making me look like a doll in a fever dream playhouse. I knew customers would arrive soon, but I took a moment for a bit of much needed self-esteem boosting.
My eyes scanned my curvy figure as I tried to imagine how my impending client would see me. How their eyes would roam my body, and what they would be most drawn to. How might they perceive a middle aged Mom, wearing nothing more than a black mask, waiting for them with open arms and mouth agape?
I liked my legs. They were on the short side, but nicely toned with just enough definition in my calves that I felt like a superstar when I wore a nice pair of heels. I was never much for tanning, but working at the club gave me the incentive to routinely get my legs touched up so they were a smooth, uniform color. Never anything too dark, just enough to keep everything in perfect shape.
My knees had faint bruises from working so hard the last few weeks, but in the buzz of the red lights bathing the room they were tough to spot. I had my toenails painted red, too, as I found it meshed best with the lighting, and I wiggled the tiny digits to feel the rough carpet underneath them. The dazzling little rubies were identical to the ones I had on my fingernails, but I liked how they looked on my toes much better.
I turned my leg inward so I could see my ass from the side and jiggled the plump putty so it shook around like a boat in a storm. I used to hate how chubby my bum is, but after a year in this business I came to be quite fond of it. Turns out guys really do like more cushion to push, which I proved every time I took home a mountain of cash from letting some rich idiot dump his load inside my fat bottom. I clenched my butt to tighten up the jiggly cheeks, but they remained a doughy, gelatinous mound of ass meat whose incessant rippling I could not stop.
My breasts hung a few inches above my belly button, swinging back and forth when I walked in a way that would make you swear I was vying for attention. They were too heavy for most bras to support, but I still retained a modicum of the perkiness that made them so alluring to all the boys when I was in high school. I held one of the heavy globes in my hand and watched as my fingers sank into my skin, creating long stretched out lines that accented their incredible weight.
I always admired how, despite the heft and size of my boobs, my nipples somehow managed to point straight ahead. They were shy at the moment; hiding inside the rubbery circle until something - or someone - ended their hibernation. The soft pink colored caps of my areolas was barely visible in this harsh lighting, but the faintest outline of the rubbery surfaces could be spotted with a keen eye. Small, sparse freckles dotted my cleavage, which was a detail I was told looked amazing when I'm having my tits fucked. I traced an imaginary line between them like I was drawing a map, connecting the tiny dots scattered over the porcelain surface.
I was unique in the club, or at least my tits were, in at least one special way. All the women at the club tanned themselves head to toe to get that "golden glow", but I did not. I allowed myself to get some color on my legs, but I thought it would be more interesting if I kept my bra on to make some defined tan lines that really made my tits pop.
The result was an even color spread across my legs, shoulders, and everything in between - with the sole exception of my brilliant white tits juxtaposed against the beige hue that surrounded them. I loved the accent, and the club owner thought it looked okay so he let me keep it.
Within a month I had people booking me as "the MILF with the tan lines", and I felt guilty for liking it so much. I was holding on to a single shred of individuality in a job where everyone was encouraged to be someone else's version of sexy, and that gave me a semblance of power.
The only thing perhaps more eye catching then my tits was the dark, fluffy patch of hair that sat neatly trimmed above my pussy. It was only as wide as a few fingers, and trimmed short so there would be less mess when I had to clean cum out of the fur. I was always too self-conscious to go fully bare, and I liked the mature vibe that I felt when I saw my meaty pussy mound bulging out from below the fluffy brown fuzz. I ran my fingers through it and spread some of the leftover lube, leaving strands of sparkling goo to decorate the short bush.
As I was admiring myself, the egoist that I am, the lights in the room briefly dimed in unison with a soft ding to indicate that my services had been purchased. I took a deep breath to steady my nerves as the familiar adrenaline rush started my heart hammering. Though I was better at managing my nerves now, I was afraid to find that after more than a year of doing this they never truly went away.
I didn't know who was on the other side of that door, or how many of them there were. Maybe they were already plastered and came in here to fuck me roughly enough that I would earn a week off. I had experienced such a night in the past, and while a week off work sounds great it comes at the cost of nursing a raw, swollen pussy the entire time. Going back after that week, when I was finally able to fit a couple fingers inside me without wincing, was tremendously tough. But that's the job.
The door opened silently and my silent suitor entered the room like a ghost, floating over to me with nigh undetectable footsteps. I could feel him standing in the doorway, staring at me, before he closed it. I jumped a little when the latch closed, nervously shifting my weight in place as he strode towards me at a leisurely pace. He stopped a few feet from me and exhaled breath that sounded as though it had been held back for week, waiting for this meeting.
I heard metal clinking together as he fumbled with something. Removing a watch, perhaps? Maybe undoing a belt buckle? I was left to guess what was happening around me and had to follow his footsteps intently to track his position. I tried to stay facing him, but he was pacing back and forth like he was trying to tire out his anxiety.
"I've heard about you." His voice boomed, bouncing around the room. It reached me only a second before his sharp, metallic cologne tinged my nostrils. I deduced by the nervous waver in his tone that he was inexperienced, but he didn't want to let on. He probably in his early twenties or so, with a youthful chime in his voice that shone through his poor attempt to pitch it down an octave. "My friends told me there's a girl here..."
His eyes soaked in my body, ravishing every inch with his gaze. Clearly, he saw something that made him correct himself. "No, they told me there's a woman here who likes to wear a face mask when she goes on-option."
My heart picked up. People knew about me? Worse yet, they talked about me? Being the "tan line MILF" was one thing, but this felt entirely more degrading. I didn't want to be infamously known as the blindfolded slut who sucks cock like a Hoover, and yet my reputation was already there.
"I guess that's me." I said, trying to fit a sultry tone in-between the forced smile while I dug my fingernails into my palms. God, I fucking hate these people, but I had to pour on the charm if I wanted the repeat business that kept my Son's future alive. "So, have I seen you before, handsome?"
"No, never." He said with a deep, shaky voice. "All my friends come here as often as they can, to see if you're on-option for the night. I guess I got lucky this time."
"Oh, dear. You and your friends only wanna visit me when I'm on sale?" I felt like teasing him a bit, so I pushed my elbows together in front of my chest to make my tits pop out as I began to slip into the role I was paid to play. I clasped my hands together and tucked a bicep under each breast so the two water balloons inflated in front of his eyes. "Am I too expensive for you nice, young boys to play with?"
I tried my best to face him so he would get the most out of my presentation, but he made no sound with which to track him. He was no longer pacing. He was standing motionless with every ounce of his focus trained on me. I felt his eyes crawling over me, voraciously absorbing every detail of my body with calculated patience. My heartbeat kicked up a notch as I rolled my breasts back and forth, captivating his attention with pudgy, white tidal waves. I slowly rocked my tits between my arms until I was sure I had him hypnotized.
"Is this your first time at the club, sugar?"
He paused, wrestling with his answer. "Uh, yeah. Yes, it is. Do you get a lot of new guys?" Not even the thick carpet could hide the creeking floorboards as he subtly shifted his weight. Either he was nervous, or I truly did have him swaying in a trance with the motion of my breasts.
"I get a lot of everything, don't you worry." I blew him a kiss to butter him up before giving the curious voice in my head a chance to speak. "So, what exactly did your little friends say about me?"
"A lot, actually." I recognized the sound of a belt buckle coming undone; this time I was sure of it.
"Did they tell you about these?" I tucked my hands flat against my pudgy belly and let them wander up my chest until they were hidden underneath my tits. I placed one fat, white pancake in each hand and lifted the weight off my chest so he could see the dough spilling over the sides like thick vanilla pudding.
"Oh my god, the tan lines..." That sounded more like an unconscious mumble than a response. He cleared his throat and stepped towards me, but hesitated as he closed the distance.
"It's okay, you can touch them." I poured soothing honey over my words as I let my boobs fall and slap against my tummy. I crossed both arms behind my back and puffed up my chest.
His hands were soft as they mimicked mine; lifting my boobs up and marveling with what I can only imagine was a completely slack jaw. His thumbs tickled my nipples until the firm nubs stood at attention, stiffening as they were finally coaxed out. He rolled the pink diamonds between his fingers with a delicate touch, gently pulling the stiff, rubberycaps like he was trying to see how firm he could make them.
It felt nice, but I played it up to really sell the experience to him. After all, if I was his first Genie I wanted to make a good impression. I took a risk and laid it on thick, the way I knew most of my clients liked. "You like playing with my big, fat mommy milkers, sugar? Are Mommy's boobies big enough for her little man?" The incestuous roleplay wasn't my favourite, but based on the tips it earned me it was worth the humiliation of letting a stranger pretend they were about to fuck their loveable, dotting mother.
"F -fuck yes." He gawked sheepishly with a smile so big I could practically hear it. Jackpot; incest roleplay it is.
I'm not stupid, and I was damn good at what I do. I knew what sort of fetish would generally push a guy to pick an older woman like me, especially when there are so many young, available women walking around. It took a while, but I came to understand exactly why the club owner had been looking for older women when I first applied. Most of my clients, especially the repeat ones, wanted to live out the Mother/Son fantasy that was so unapologetically common in my practice.
Funny enough, there weren't many applicants in the forty to fifty age range, so when I applied it was like answering the club owner's dirty, perverted prayers. I had no qualms with it; I could separate the act from the real thing, even if I didn't particularly enjoy doing it. I had been down this road many times before, so when I took a chance with dirty talk I usually got it right.
"What do you like about Mommy's boobies, sweetheart?" I cooed, cocking my head at him even though I could see only darkness.
"I think...I think they're the biggest I've ever seen, and they're so heavy." He was truly in awe, lifting his arms back and forth like he was weighing them to determine which side was bigger. "I bet they'd look so good -no, amazing, if they were all full of milk."
"They used to be, you're a couple years too late for that, hun." I blew him a kiss and let my tongue lazily trace my bottom lip.
How much more money would I make if I added "milk play" to my list of services? I thought back fondly on the days when I was breastfeeding, but the memory immediately turned sour when I considered using it for work.
It was not a thought I was proud of, and I impulsively made a joke to try and stop myself from deflating. "They're heavy enough already without the milk; I almost fell over walking to work today. Although, young men like you really seem to like them, so I think I'll keep them around."
"I can't imagine how heavy they must be, I don't know how you do it. But hey, we do what we've got to, to make do, right?"
We do what we've got to, to make do.
We do what we've got to, to make do.
We do what we've got to, to make do.
The words echoed in my head with the reverb at full volume. I knew those words, and I didn't have to think hard to place them. A thousand thoughts fought for center stage, leaving me in a state of paralysis. My eyes darted around behind the mask like ping pong balls as I tried to mentally exorcise the horror that I felt creeping into every molecule in my body. How was this possible? It couldn't be. It wasn't. Was this a nightmare? No. I'm wide awake, but somebody is messing with my head. They have to be.
It all snapped into place faster than I was ready for. The steely cologne, the metallic sound of a watch being removed, and the phrase I had heard ever since it became a mainstay in my Son's vocabulary.
Tom, the boy who meant more to me than the life itself, was unwittingly fondling the same boobs that had nourished him as a baby. The ones that he snuck peaks at while I showered, unaware that his silhouette in the mirror gave him away. Young boys are often interested in the first real woman they are exposed to, or rather, that exposes themselves, so I thought nothing of the infatuation even when it continued into his high school years.
Tom massaged me with the enthusiasm of a man parched from weeks in the desert, finally stumbling across a serene, tropical oasis amid an ocean of unrelenting sand.
I didn't know what to do. For a woman who so frequently uses her body with total control I now felt like I was gagged and bound behind the steering wheel, watching the nightmare unfold before me. I couldn't see him, but once my brain was convinced Tom was the man in front of me the panic became undeniable. I had ignored the intricacies of his voice at first, but now that I could place it I knew it was unmistakably my Son complimenting me on how much he loved my breasts.



I couldn't tell him that so many years earlier he had been nursing from them multiple times a day. I suppose the most enduring infatuations start early, confirmed by Tom's powerful, yet passionate touch. I don't think he knew it was me under the mask, but with instincts guiding him it wasn't important whether or not he recognized the nostalgic feeling of caressing his Mother's breasts.
Was it too late to say something? I had to stop this before it went any further. I knew what was waiting for Tom and me at the end of the night and if I didn't put my foot down I would be faced with the knowledge for the rest of my life that I fucked my Son for money. I couldn't do that. I couldn't lay myself bare at his feet and expose the most secretive parts of me to the young man I had raised so lovingly. If he ever found out, our relationship would be over. That thought made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.
But...what if he never found out? A whisper emerged from the deep recesses of my brain.
Tom had been suffering for a long time. He never had a real girlfriend, so I was his closest female connection. That all but disappeared when his Father left us, and my presence in his life became a shadow. We were dirt poor and he knew there was a lot riding on him to make something of himself. Even if I expected nothing from him, he would always expect the world of himself. That pressure must be tremendously tough on a man his age.
What could I do? What skills did I possess that could help make his life a better one? I was faced with two options, neither of which were easy to concentrate on with disgust at the front of my mind.
First option; I could take off the mask and tell Tom the truth. I could tell him I had been selling my body for over a year now, and that was why we were more distant than ever, but never had to struggle to make ends meet. I couldn't find a way to spin it that didn't sound like "Mommy chose dick over spending time with you, you're welcome. Also I bought a car." Even though I knew that wasn't the whole truth, I was still terrified that I would be unable to convince him. I was scared he would leave and that I would never speak to him again once he moved out. No boy should have to see their Mother prostituting themselves just to put food on the table, knowing that the only reason she has to do so is because of you. I had to spare him from that.
The other option, the one no Mother should ever consider, was starting to look better.
If I kept my mask on Tom would be able to live life normally without the trauma that I was preparing to subject myself to. He would live without the knowledge that he had paid to have sex with his Mother like an object, but I didn't know if I could do the same without losing the last piece of myself that I still cherished: my motherhood. It was painful to imagine the next hour being spent stifling my tears as I tried to ignore that fact that my Son was the one touching, kissing, and fucking me. So, for his sake, why not lean into it instead?
I love Tom, I truly do. I don't have to justify that love to anyone. I never thought about him in this way so I didn't feel guilty for chasing down some incestuous fantasy. No, I was just playing the hand I was dealt - making the most of a bad situation.
Tom deserved love in whatever form he needed it most. He came to me tonight, and that told me how badly he needed this specific brand of love. I had something I was really, truly good at and for once in my life I could use that skillset to make my Son happy. I could give him everything he needed by fulfilling him in a new way, since I had grown so accustomed to failing him by traditional methods.
Now that I knew the man before me was my Son, the simple scent of his cologne was giving me constant reminders of the memories we shared. It made me feel sick to my stomach to be smelling that same aroma under these vile conditions, but I knew that no matter what mental gymnastics I went through it would be impossible to pretend I was with anyone else. With a heavy heart from the weight of my decision, I pressed on with my new mindset at the forefront of my brain.
Don't ignore it. This is Tom, and you need to do this for him. Show your Son how much you love him. Show him who you really are.
It was twisted beyond repair - scarcely representing even the most demented form of logic, but it made enough sense to silence the gnawing voice telling me what a horrible Mother I was. I am a good Mother. I wanted to do this for my Son, and he needed this kind of love from me even if he didn't know I was the one giving it to him.
I couldn't stop my brain from wandering to the confusing imagery of my adult Son drinking milk from my breast. It was a split-second fantasy and, however powerful it was, I was still yanked out of it when I felt Tom's lips close around one of my nipples. His tongue twirled around the rubbery surface as he circled my areola like a predator trapping its prey. His teeth lightly grazed the bump and I stiffened with an electric jolt.
"Did that hurt, Mommy?" Tom's voice snapped me out of my trance in a flash. I winced at the new context with which I viewed that name, because I certainly didn't feel like his Mom right now.
I didn't realize I had been holding my breath since Tom laid his hands on me, but hearing him call me "Mommy" sucked the air from my lungs. I needed to play along with the fantasy to keep my cover in check. My once cool, seductive veneer was leaving me with every second I spent being groped by my Son. I stayed in the fantasy with him, ignoring the abysmal shame that tore through my heart now that I knew the truth behind the facade.
"No, it didn't hurt, honey." I choked back the rage inside me that screamed at me to shut up. "M-mommy just can't see what you're -um, doing to her."
"So, I surprised you?" Tom clung to the hard nub as he pulled off. As soon as he was done speaking, his lips sealed around the shimmering, saliva covered gemstone as though they never left.
I grunted a weak "mmhmm" in reply to avoid opening my mouth as I bit down on my tongue until I tasted blood. My nipples have always been particularity sensitive under the right touch, so I knew if I opened my mouth at the wrong moment that I would pass out from shame once my Son heard the noises that came out of me. I nearly cracked a tooth from biting down so hard, but I stayed silent.
"You surprised me, too." He said with an audible smirk. "I never get hard this quickly, so you must be special."
"Oh fuuuuck." Such a little word that can mean so many things. To Tom, it meant that I was as horny as he was. To me, it was a guttural vocalization of the last shred of hope exiting my body. I undercut my dismay with just enough fake excitement that Tom, in his horny condition, let the palpable panic in my cry go over his head.
Tom took my hand and guided it to the bulge in his pants, laying my hand over top and squeezing my fingers around it. The beast pulsed angrily, desperately waiting to be let out of its cage to wreak havoc on the one who awakened him.
"Oh god, honey...W-when did you get so big?" I clenched my jaw to stop my teeth rattling with nerves. There was nothing but sincerity in my words, they just happened to be hidden by a tone that implied I was impressed rather than mortified. My Son's cock wasn't the biggest I had ever felt, but it was thick enough that my thumb and pinky could not meet around it. Plus, given that I had personally created that cock inside my womb, I felt entitled to be surprised by the reveal that it had more than quintupled in size since I last saw it.
Hesitating wouldn't get me anywhere. I wanted to spend the whole hour just taking his pants off so we could call it a night after just a bit of boob fondling, but that was never going to happen. It took more willpower than ever to override the mental block that stopped me from acting. My instincts were screeching at me to stop, but I knew I had to ignore them. I reached out blindly and fumbled around until I found Tom's zipper, unbuttoning his pants and unzipping him all in one swift motion. Practice makes perfect, I guess.
Tremors were present everywhere I could think to look; my hands, legs, and even my lips were quivering with adrenaline. I lowered myself to my knees for balance and tugged Tom's pants down with me. I was blindfolded, but still kept my gaze pointed downwards like I was trying to shrink away from my Son as I undressed him. Without looking up from the floor, I grabbed a hold of his boxers.
Tom tucked his hand under my chin. "Look up at me." It was a firm command, but not a rude one. I swallowed the lump in my throat and lifted my head. I didn't need to see to know exactly what the imposing figure standing over me looked like. What I didn't know was how big his dick was, so when I pulled his boxers down I didn't expect to feel his dick spring upwards and slap me in the chin.
Naturally, I recoiled with a gasp as the fat mushroom hit my skin. My brow was knit so tightly I thought my forehead would rip, but I tried to keep the lower half of my face as calm as I could. This wasn't supposed to be a big deal; I had a reputation for this, and nobody would believe a woman of my experience was having a hard time handling one dick.
With a powerful flex, his dick jumped from under my chin to smack me in the cheek. He wrapped a hand around the back of my neck and his thumb brushed behind my ear. It gave me an unforgiving rush of pins and needles, yet his touch was soothing.
"You seem nervous, Mommy." He wasn't asking, he could tell. Worse yet, he was having fun toying with me.
"I -no, no not nervous. I'm not, I'm okay. Really, I'm okay. Mommy's not nervous, baby." All I had to do was say aloud the mantra I was repeating to keep myself calm. It was increasingly difficult to believe those words as my Son's bloated helmet drifted closer to my lips, nudging against my mouth as it tried to find a way inside.
"Prove it." Tom commanded with the tip of his cock wedged between my lips. He couldn't see the white-knuckle grip I had on my thigh, and if he did I don't think he would have cared. He might have known something was up, but like most of my clients he wasn't paying to care about my feelings.
An audience of a thousand voices begged me to stop, slowing time to give me eons to reconsider my choice as I timidly forced my tongue out of my mouth. I winced as my taste buds scraped along the underside of my Son's dick and the taste of raw, unfiltered manhood washed over my tongue. I admired that I raised him to be hygienic, something I can't say for all my clients, but there was still enough of a natural, musky taste to it that I instantly recognized as cock. My son was still a boy in my heart, but he tasted like the fully grown man he was.
As experienced as I was, this new approach to clientele was giving me reason to pause and appreciate - whether I wanted to or not - how unique the flavour of this particular cock was. I would always remember, even in the deep recesses of my mind, exactly what my Son's dick tastes like. Every girlfriend, or eventual wife, that he brings home will have no idea that we secretly share that truth.
Tom groaned heartily as I dragged my tongue across his frenulum, tickling the thin tissue with a gentle touch. His dick bounced excitedly, leaping off my tongue and poking me in the nose. I gripped the root of Tom's cock and flattened my tongue against the underside, wiggling back and forth until it was coated with saliva. Teasing like this never sated them for long, so I gathered the saliva in my mouth and ushered it to the front of my mouth like a barrier at the entrance. I pushed the bubbly foam through my lips until there was a wall of spit waiting to encase Tom's dick head.
I pressed my saliva covered lips against the tip of the bulging crown. Slowly, with methodical intention, I lowered my mouth onto my Son. The slimy barrier helped ease me over the mushroom head, making the smooth egg slick enough that I could slide right over it with my lips still tightly sealed. My tongue was blanketed over my bottom teeth to make a soft, spongy cushion for Tom's cock to rest on, and I pressed it right up against the bottom of his head like I was swaddling it in a warm, wet blanket.
"Holy shit!" He cried in exasperation. "No wonder all my friends talk about you, Mommy."
I widened my jaw and stuck my tongue out until the tip touched my chin, angling my head up at my Son so he could see deep into my throat when I opened my mouth all the way. I kept the head of his dick hovering in the confines of my mouth without touching the walls, taunting him with the occasional nudge from my tongue against the sensitive underside.
"Do you like sucking your Son's dick?" He tangled his hand in my hair as he asked, pulling my face close to his as he bent down. When all I offered was another tepid "mmhmm", he tightened his grip on my scalp and leaned in close to me. His hot breath scorched my cheeks with breath like dragon's fire when he whispered against my ear. "Then fucking say so, and I won't have to get rough with you."
My heart broke in half. Tom had been so gentle with me until now, so I didn't expect this side of him. I wanted to stand up and slap the shit out of him for speaking to a woman like that, no matter who she was, but that's how things were around here. If I acted like that I would never work here again, so I caged the primal rage snarling in my heart and answered him obediently.
"Yes," I grumbled. "I do."
Tom's free hand gripped my face and he forcefully squished my cheeks like he was trying to stop a pet cat from swallowing poison. My lips bulged forward in a grotesque circle and my cheeks ballooned out at the sides where his fingers held me firmly in place. Bubbles of saliva dribbled out of the corner of my mouth, but with his tight grip I couldn't swallow any of it and was forced to let the trails run over his fingers and down my neck.
"You do what?" He raised his voice and restrained me as I tried to shrink away from him, accepting nothing less than what he wanted to hear. Tom did not let go of me, and when I tried to pull away it only encouraged him to squeeze my harder to stifle my hope to escape.
"I really -I mean, Mommy really...really loves sucking your dick, honey." I gurgled through my spit laden maw.
"Wow, love, huh? I didn't tell you to say you loved it, did I?" Tom, you cocky son of a...wait, nevermind. "You must be a bigger whore than they say you are." Tom released me and shoved me backwards so I was sitting on my knees. I felt his presence towering over me and I stayed low, trying to disappear from existence.
I was afraid. Not of him, but of what would happen next. I knew he wouldn't hurt me; nobody ever got away with that here. No, it was the consequences of my decision that were already haunting me. The musky flavor of Tom's dick was still dancing over my taste buds, burning itself into my memory no matter how badly I wanted to forget what it tasted like when his pre-cum started oozing onto my tongue.
"I didn't tell you to stop. Why did you stop, Mommy?" My Son barked at me. I followed his command, sticking my face towards his crotch as I searched blindly for his cock. It nudged my nose again and I obediently dropped my jaw to show off the vines of saliva strung across the back of my throat like a slimy jungle. Tom edged forward against the roof of my mouth, savouring the bumpy texture that caressed his cock head while he ventured further down my throat.
I gagged when he touched my uvula, but quickly regained control. I steadied myself by holding his thighs and waited with patient unease while my Son sunk into my open gullet. His fat egg throbbed against the back of my throat and expanded as blood surged to the tip, cutting off my air. I couldn't taste, smell, feel, or think about anything other than the turgid monster throbbing menacingly against the walls of my throat.
Tom kept most of his cock buried to the hilt while he pumped the last inch or so in and out of my throat, poking the back wall for a moment only to pull back and tease me with the promise of a breath that never came. I focused on not gagging too loudly as he picked up the pace, still ashamed that my Son would forever have the knowledge of what I sounded like with a mouth full of dick.
Gulp, gulp, gulp, gulp.
Like a drum beat, his cock pressed against my my gullet and summoned horrendous gurgles from the depths of my stomach. The wide, spongy head flattened out every time he deeply embedded himself in my throat and deprived me of oxygen. Pulling out of the pocket drew a sickeningly wet sputter from me as I tried to time my breathing with his thrusts. His heavy testicles thudded against my chin every time he bottomed out, splashing me with the specks of the saliva that dribbled over them. I grabbed the slippery sack with one hand and tightened it to a bulb in my fingers, applying just enough pressure to inflate his dickhead in my throat without hurting him.
Tom slowed his thrusts and gave my throat a rest. Without the rough hammering, I could tightly seal my lips around him and let my tongue do most of the work. His new technique brought him in close contact with more of the soggy throat meat he was so fond of, giving me time to make sure every veiny inch of his iron flesh was tenderly caressed. I made sure to hold my tongue flush with the bottom of his cock, where I could feel the muscle bulging out that ran from his balls up to the head. I fluttered my tongue against his shaft with the tip of my long, pink snake gingerly flicking against the bulbous knob of swollen testicles in my hand. I pulled his balls closer to my mouth and tried to get them as close as I could, hungrily lapping at the massive orbs. A long strand of thick drool spilled over my fist, dripping down Tom's tight ball sack and onto my thighs with a quiet splat.
Tom took a hold of my head with both hands and drove himself to the root, fully encasing his cock in my throat without hesitation. I squirmed powerlessly, waiting for him to pull out, but he kept me waiting. Salty, bitter tears welled in the pit of my eyes and I clenched them tight to push them away, but as they streamed down my cheeks they were only replaced with more. I tried to ask for a break but the incoherent babbling came out as a sickening muffled gurgle, like I was speaking into a soggy pillow.
I tried sucking air through the tiny space I made when I tried to unhinge my jaw, but only faint whispers snuck through. I jerked my body with gusto, throwing a tantrum to shake my Son off me, but his cock was anchored so deep in my throat that he stayed firmly in place no matter how hard I fought. All I could do was choke out muffled gibberish as I spasmed helplessly, welcoming the bright white stars that decorated the backs of my eyelids.
I tapped on his thigh for mercy but, just like every other power-tripping man with their dick in my throat, he ignored me. The need for oxygen became a priority and I pulled back timidly, hoping for mercy. Tom responded by violently thrusting his dick down my throat until his balls pressed against my chin, with both arms wrapped tightly around my skull.
I convulsed in a panic, throwing my arms up in an attempt to push my Son off of me, but he just pinned them down with his knees. I couldn't hold back a loud, ugly gurgle from escaping my throat as I stretched my jaw as wide as I could, trying to locate a scrap of air to sustain me. I yelped as best I could, but it was muffled by Tom's girth. I knew he heard me, and it hurt me deeply that he didn't care I was on the verge of blacking out. My muscles grew weak like I was slogging through mud. I couldn't find the strength to lift my arms anymore and they fell pathetically to my sides as I relinquished my dignity and prepared to pass out with my Son's cock throbbing in my throat.



It's okay, you're doing this for him. You're making your Son happy, you're a good Mom.
You're a good Mom...
Yore a gud Mawm...
Yor uh gud Mawmy...
I tried to keep happy thoughts in my head as I succumbed to the encroaching darkness. Tom was happy, so I was happy, and that felt like all I could ask for.
With a loud, wet pop Tom withdrew his cock from the smothering confines of my throat, with strings of saliva draping over the furiously pulsating length. It was pure ecstasy to have air in my lungs again, and with a deep breath I inadvertently slurped the saliva that dripped free from the corner of my mouth. It shot to the back of my throat and I coughed like an amateur, buckled over and retching like it would remove the taste of my Son's cock from my memory.
"I thought you were supposed to be good at this?" Tom teasingly tapped his spit covered cock against my forehead, leaving wet streaks where he dragged the fleshy brush down my temple to paint my cheek with my own saliva.
"I am good at this!" I pouted with a defeated whimper as I gasped for breath.
"I think you can do better." He insisted. "A good Mother would try harder for her Son, don't you think?"
"Do...Do I -I'm trying my best, honey. Do you want to, you know....You can fuck me, if you want to?" The last bit came out as a terrified squeak as my heart leapt into my chest. I pleaded with every deity I knew for him to turn down my offer. Maybe he would be happy with a blowjob if I let him have complete control. My heart was a jackhammer pounding on my ribcage, racing so fast that I couldn't detect a space between the beats.
"No," Tom concluded, saving me from cardiac arrest. "Not yet. Your throat is what made you famous, right? That, and these fat, white milk bags."
I jumped in shock when both his hands took hold of my breasts and clapped them together. The slap they made seemed to echo eternally around the room, but Tom clearly liked it. I sat with my pride in the gutter as he filled the room with the grotesque sound of his Mother's flesh slapping together, childishly amused with their unrelenting jiggle. I winced every time they clashed together in an overt display of debauchery, their sagging weight pulling my body in whatever direction Tom dictated as he batted around the drooping pendulums.
"I didn't know I was famous." I sighed regretfully. I used to think of myself so highly, so hearing that I was "famous" for my cock gobbling talent and my bi-colored skin tone was suddenly a blow to the ego, no longer giving me the sense of pride or individuality that it used to. Tom was poking his dick at my lips like a petulant child being denied sweets, but I had an itching question I had to ask before I let him back inside.
"What do your friends say? About me, I mean." Even with the blindfold on I closed my eyes to hide from the humiliating answer. As if to encourage an honest answer, I made sure to gobble the shiny purple balloon into my mouth before he had a chance to reply. Men always tell the truth when their dick is in your mouth.
I looked up at him through the mask while I nursed on the fat knob filling out my cheeks. I let the saliva trickle out so when I sucked in air it made the dramatic, exaggerated kind of slurping you only hear in porn, or in this club. I was waiting for Tom to answer me about the gossip, but he had been silent for too long for him to still be dwelling on it.
I knew it was desperate, but I had to know. I pulled myself off his rigid cock and dribbled a gob of saliva into my right hand. It squished through my fingers as I wrapped them around the head, delicately trying to extract the answer I needed. I worked the foamy mixture in a circle, twisting and pulling the swollen dome while I repeated myself through labored breath.
"What do your friends say about Mom, sweetheart?" It cut to my core to use cute pet names in this context, but I knew I would get results if I committed to the role. I spat loudly into my palm and circled the slimy mitten around Tom's dick again. "Tell Mommy what makes her so special, baby."
"Do you think you're good Mother?" He caught me off guard.
I had nothing to say, letting the sloppy sound of my fist jerking over his bulging, saliva covered crown fill the silence. My hand trembled, but did not waver. I knew if I kept jerking him off I could withhold my answer for just one more second.
"Yes." I mumbled to the floor.
"Yes what?" Tom urged me with such intensity I was afraid he might hit me.
He didn't know of the demons I was wrestling with. He couldn't. He just wanted to hear the dirty talk. It wasn't an empty guise to me, not when I was truly trying to convince myself at that moment that I was doing the right thing. "Yes, I-I think I'm a good Mother."
"Oh, yeah? Tell me, then; where does your Son think you are?" Tom put a hole in my heart as he unwittingly spoke to the woman under the mask. Either he assumed by my age that I had kids, or he simply wanted to take the imaginary dirty talk to a deeper level. "Your real baby boy, what does he think you do?"
"He...thinks I'm a waitress." I didn't have the wherewithal to lie. Even the anonymity of the mask could not hide my shame, and by lowering my head defeatedly I knew Tom could sense it.
"Wow, and he doesn't know about this?"
I shook my head earnestly. "He can never know-."
"That you're a whore." The hole in my heart widened to a canyon, but I obediently pumped my slippery fist over my Son's cock as he insulted me for the very job I took just to keep a roof over his head.
"No. He doesn't know." I swallowed the pain tearing through my heart and confronted the insult that I knew he would make me repeat anyway. "He doesn't know that his Mom is a-um...is selling herself for money."
"A whore." He spat back at me and I shrunk into nothing.
"Whore." I choked in the middle of the word with a whimper that preceded immediate tears. I couldn't stop the salt water from stinging my eyes, and it wasn't from having my throat torn to ribbons. I couldn't remove myself from the reality that undercut the dirty talk and felt rage bubble in my stomach as I admitted these terrible truths about myself, yet was powerless to change them.
"What would he do if he found out you-."
"I don't fucking know!" I snarled, shooting daggers at my Son through the face mask. I could feel the air get heavy and knew I had to backpedal to avoid an inevitable nightmare. Tom was a client, after all. "I - I don't know what he would do. I love him so fucking much and I think he would hate me if he knew."
"I would."
"You would...what?" I didn't want the answer.
"I would never speak to my Mother again if she reduced herself to this." Tom was laughing off the idea of having compassion for me, unknowingly berating me to my face for fighting to keep him safe and healthy. "My Mom is too good for this. I mean, no offence, but this is pretty desperate for a woman your age. I could never respect my Mom again if she did this shit for my sake. It'd feel like I forced her into it."
"You didn't force me, sweetheart!" I sniffled as tears soaked into the fabric hiding my eyes. I realized a second later the implication of my word choice. "I mean, you wouldn't be forcing her. It would be her choice to support you however she can...right?"
Tom laughed in my face, clearly taking some leftover resentment out on what he thought was a stranger. "If you need to believe that then go right ahead. But I think we both know you're a shitty Mom who wishes she was still living off a rich husband and giving one blowjob a year to keep her life from falling apart."
I couldn't even feel anger build anymore; I had no more room for it. I accepted after going this far that nothing would make me reveal my identity to Tom. He was free to unload every vitriolic tirade against me that he wanted to. If it was too late to stop when he sucked my nipples, it was certainly too late now. I mulled over the taste of his precum saturating my taste buds and imagined the fallout that would come from revealing myself now. It would ruin everything I had built, all I had worked for. I needed to be strong for my Son.
True to professionalism, I silently stroked my Son's cock with fake enthusiasm. I knew Tom saw me as an object when he restarted our filthy exchange as though he hadn't just spent a few minutes liberally taking a razorblade to my existence.
"Mommy?" He asked in a sweet voice that painfully juxtaposed the hate he had just thrown at me.
"What?" I shot back with my lip curled in contempt. I knew he wouldn't let me get away with a snap like that, so I readjusted with my faux Mommy-tone. "I'm sorry. What is it, sweetheart?"
Tom didn't reply, but I could hear the evil grin spreading across his face; he loved the total control he had over me. I had to move things along to stop myself from zoning out, because I knew what horror awaited me in those quiet moments of reflection. It was waiting for the moment the door closed behind him at the end of the night. Waiting for when I would be left alone, reduced to rubble, to fruitlessly comfort myself at my lowest point.
I knew I was wasting time by lazily jerking him off, giving myself too much time to think in between the long, drawn out squeezes up and down his length. I closed my lips around the head and gently nursed on the spongy egg, building up a net of saliva on my tongue. I batted the head around inside my mouth, my tongue assaulting it from all sides while I doubled down on the sweet talk.
"Go on, honey. Jut...tell Mommy want you want from her." My stomach churned at the possibility of what he had in store next.
"Get on the bed." He commanded with a boom.
No, not yet. Please not this. Oh god, please, not yet.
It was moments like these where I wished to be gagged instead of blindfolded. I didn't need to see, but I needed to let my eyes plead with Tom in ways words could not. I had nothing I could say, beyond the horrible truth, to convince him that this was wrong, but maybe the fear in my eyes would have given him a reason to pause. Eyes are the mirror to the soul, after all.
It broke my heart to have sucked my Son's dick, but what came next was a new level of depravity. I had felt him in ways I never wanted to, but I had not yet been invaded. There was a difference, a thin but important line, separating the two. I could not go back on my commitment after what I had already done, so I begrudgingly followed Tom's instruction.
I lifted myself up with shaking legs and inched backwards until I bumped into the mattress. If he had been speaking, I did not hear it. The war drum thumping in my chest deafened me like a bomb had just shattered my ear drums, removing one of the few senses that I had left to tether myself to Earth. I was floating in my own body, blind and deaf to the world as I sunk into a cocoon of fear and shame.
Tom shoved me and I landed on the bed with my legs propped up at the knee. Unconsciously, and against all my experience, I clasped them shut so only the swell of my pussy lips could be seen bulging between my thighs. I knew I couldn't hide forever; my pussy was too fat to keep sequestered behind the curtain, and the more I squirmed the more I inadvertently pushed the juicy mound of meat to the forefront. Rich honey oozed between my petals, and I prayed that Tom could not see how disgustingly wet his Mother had become from sucking his cock. I chastised myself for being so, no matter how powerless I was to stop it.
"Fuck me, wow." Tom climbed out of his pants and threw them onto the nearby chair. I tried desperately not to envision the scene before me as my naked Son approached me like a meticulous hunter. He placed a hand on each thigh and tried to push them open, but I would not give in that easily. "Spread your legs, Mom."
"W-why?" It was hopeless, but I couldn't get my body to listen to reason.
"I want to see your pussy." His hands floated innocently up my thigh as he taunted me, drifting between my legs until he pushed through my slippery slit. "I want to see where I came from, that beautiful -oh fuck, that wet pussy."
"Baby, no, oh god no, please just wait! WAIT!" I let my truth bleed through the charade, desperately hoping that maybe an ounce of it would actively something subconsciously inside Tom that brought this to an end. He paused as if to give me time to speak my mind, waiting patiently for my next - carefully chosen - words.
"W-we have to stop, we can still stop now and I'll just forget you came in tonight." Everything I said threw more gasoline on the fire. I couldn't push back earnestly without revealing myself, and the half-hearted attempts to quell him only served to encourage the roleplay. He thought it was a game, because to him it was.
"It's too late for that now, Mommy." Tom pushed hard on my thighs, fighting me for control.
"Please, baby." I was losing the fight, leaving my hope in the gutter as Tom slowly pried my legs apart. "Please just wait, honey. Please j-just stop doing this! Stop! Mommy can't...M-Mommy can't do this, please let me go, baby."
"Mom, this is happening." He snarled, throwing my legs open. "Stop being a bitch, and start acting like the good girl I paid for."
My body was fighting against me, colluding to submit me to surrender in an act of desperate self-preservation. Bitter acid seared my esophagus as my stomach lurched in protest, unable to settle amid the flurry of dizzying nausea that weighed me down like chainmail. The adrenaline pumping through my veins told me I was skydiving, as though I was suspended in thin air.
Tom's breath was hot against my skin, but that was nothing to the boiling heat brewing between my legs. It would have been impossible to convince him that I was not turned on, given that he had yet to truly touch me and I was already dripping in front of him. My body knew how to respond to blowjobs, even if I didn't want it to.
Tom's hands were softer than most men, but I winced as though they were sandpaper. Both hands made an "O" around my pussy mound and squeezed delicately, making the white putty bulge between his fingers. His thumbs were dangerously close to my butthole, teetering on the edge where my cheeks sloped down to meet the tiny, puckered hole. He pushed the meat together so the extra pudge around my lips sealed the pink slip from view, rolling it so I felt my juices squishing around.
My Son was taking his time, relishing the feast spread before him. He let go of my lips and they stayed sealed together for a second before peeling apart and exposing the rosy gem glistening inside like fresh fruit. Tom placed his fingers on either side of the chubby curtains and dug into the soft flesh. He timidly spread my petals apart while devouring me with his eyes.
Tom's wandering thumbs nestled in the groove below my pussy, poking up against my asshole so he could get a better grip. I hated doing anal, but at work I was not permitted the luxury of denying it. The wrinkled donut seized up as soon as his digits touched it, like it was trying to escape him. I was so slick with honey that he was having trouble holding my pussy open, but he had not had his fill yet. His thumbs edged their way between my tightly clenched cheeks and pried me open like a coconut, forcefully holding me in place.
"Why are you fighting me, Mommy?" He teased me with a kiss on top of my pussy mound. As much as he liked toying with me, I knew he was getting impatient.
"I'm not fighting, sweetheart." My pride was a baseball in my throat, but I swallowed it. Though my legs felt like they were made of iron, I summoned the strength to lift them. I raised the long, toned branches straight above the man between my legs, revealing more of the voracious display he was so enamoured with. My ruby toenails pointed up to the sky as my legs slowly ascended until they were as straight as an arrow. Only then did I bend and bring my knees close to my chest, splaying out every last crease of juicy pussy meat for my Son to obsess over.
"Are you...ready for me?" I squeaked, failing to find the confidence I longed for.
"I've been ready for years, Mom." Tom grunted as he climbed on top of me. His frame dwarfed mine, casting me in shadow as he lowered himself until our chests met.
"Y -years?"
"I've always wanted to fuck you, ever since I can remember." Tom kissed my cheek and wrapped his arms around my head. I should have felt safe in the arms, but instead found newfound claustrophobia as he pressed against me like he was trying to merge our bodies. "Do you love me, Mommy?"
"More than anything in the world." I did not have to lie to him, but it still felt like a betrayal. It also felt like the only thing I could say to give myself comfort as Tom's cock pressed against my entrance. As it came closer to finding what it sought I was reduced to honest, yet pathetic, mumbling. Though I was the only one privy to the severity of our sin, it was still my motherly duty to comfort my Son, and myself, as best I could.
"I love you, I love you, baby." I tucked my feet behind my Son's knees and drew him towards me. "Mommy loves you, sweetheart. You're such a good boy for me, I love you. Mommy loves..." And on and on I droned, until the words lost all meaning.
My Son's erection throbbed as the head prodded my pussy, parting my lips as he entered the warm, wet pocket he was born from. The bulging knob slipped inside with a soft pop, sinking the helmet into me. My lips hugged the round orb, tightly sealing the egg inside so I could flex around it. Tom worked the head into me, teasing my pussy by easing the ridge of the swollen dome in and out so I would instinctively clench up every time it re-entered me.
Tom fed me a few fat inches of cock and my pussy hungrily accepted every last one. I generously greased the thick pipe with juices so he could fit another helping without having to let me adjust, leading to just a few short pushes before he was halfway inside. His stiffness had him poking the top of my pussy, tightly embedded against the fleshy, bumpy ceiling. Every time he urged his cock back into me, he brushed my g-spot like he was taunting me, sending tiny tingles through my spine.
Every clench expertly coaxed honey to the opening of my pussy, encasing Tom with the lube he needed to work his rigid, veiny cock inside. He had his face buried in the nape of my neck, breathing like he was deep in a marathon but unwilling to lose focus. Tom embraced me like a stress ball, trapping me close to him as he inched his hips forward. Our pelvises were nearly together, leaving a mere few inches of girthy cock sticking out of me.
"...anything in the world. I love you, I love you, Mommy loves you so fucking much." I had yet to pause my chant, repeating it like a spell in Tom's ear, channeling every ounce of love I had for him and our family. It sickened me to my core to feel how powerfully his dick flexed in response to my swooning, but I was beyond remorse. I wanted to end this. "You're almost in, honey. One big push for Mommy?"
"A -are you sure, Mom?" He wouldn't have taken "no" for an answer.
"I can take it, sweetheart. Put it all inside your Mother." My legs locked around his back as his balls came flush against my ass cheeks, proudly sealing him inside of me as the rest of his cock filled the remaining space in my cunt.
I placed my hands on either side of his head and tugged his face away from my neck. "You did it, that's my good-."
He kissed me.
I never kissed clients, and he knew that. Every client knows that. Tom pulled back and immediately apologised. "I know you aren't supposed to do that, but you just remind me so much of...well, you know."



"Your Mother?" I choked out. I tensed up in fearful anticipation, but that only served to smother the bulge in my guts with a tight, gooey hug.
"Yeah." Tom whispered, removing the innocent fun that often came from embracing this fetish. His voice was shaking like a leaf. "I know that's fucked up, but-."
"But I don't care." I cooed, finding all the worst moments to employ my comforting motherhood. I pulled his lips back onto mine and held him in place, grinding my cervix against the spongy cock head invading my depths. My tongue fluttered against his lips and he instantly accepted me, twirling his saliva with mine as we intertwined our tongues. I gave in to the wanton lust, abandoning my senses as I hungrily lapped at my Son's tongue. I opened my mouth and he pushed inside, driving his cock against my center as he bore down with all his weight.
"You want to kiss your Mom like this?" I said between passionate, sloppy smooches.
"Uh-huh." He whimpered without pause.
The first thrust came as a surprise. I dumped a hearty groan into Tom's mouth as he withdrew his cock from me and drove it home again, forgetting that I was not supposed to be enjoying myself. Tom continued to assault me with kisses like a horny teenager, giving me little time to collect myself before he pumped his length into me again. I wasn't ready. At least, I didn't think I was. It was becoming real too quickly, and before I knew it my Son found himself rutting me on pure instinct while I writhed beneath him.
His cock was the perfect length to fit me; meeting my womb with a firm, loving smooch each time I felt his tightly pulled balls press against me. I was wetter than I had been in ages, gliding the powerful piston through the buttery tunnel of pussy meat until it reached bottom.
Tom hammered me for long enough that I started to feel my muscles ache. I was no stranger to big cocks, but the unusually tense atmosphere had me tightly wound in more ways than one. The sound of his wet skin slapping against mine was enchanting, hypnotizing me into a lull as I fervently made out with my Son. He was so deeply enamoured with fucking me that I wondered if he would even stop if he knew it was me under the mask.
My legs jostled against his back as he fucked me in a steady rhythm, pausing only to stir the deep confines of my honeypot before resuming the tender thrusting. Tom laid a hand on my waist and moved us like we were rocking a boat together. My Son and I swayed in unison, matching each other's thrusts to drive his cock home. His hand scrambled up my tummy and found the swell of my breasts, filling his hands with the pudgy white meat and squeezing the dough through his fingers.
My hands wandered his body like I was exploring it for the first time. It had been many years since I held Tom's tiny arms in my fingers like little sausage rolls. Now, with biceps like bridge cables, I was completely helpless under the manipulation of the young boy who once depended on me for everything. The muscles in his back, the firm chest pressed against mine, everything was telling me that the man on top of me was not the one I raised. Yet with every strained grunt, every audible groan, I remembered who I served.
"Oh my god, Mommy. You feel fucking incredible." My Son swooned. "How did you ever push me out of this tight little pussy?"
"I guess Mommy just really wanted to meet you." Once again, all I needed to do was tell the truth.
Tom pulled away from our embrace and raised my legs up so they rested on his shoulders. I suddenly felt more exposed without him covering me, and had to fight the impulse to cover my breasts as the blubbery behemoths fell to the sides of my chest. They crashed together with a loud slapping sound every time Tom thrust into me, mauling each other like feuding sisters.
"Come here, Mom." When Tom pulled his dick out of me, I felt distinctly empty. I did not want him back inside, but it felt like my body was missing something. He patted the pillows. "Hands and knees, up here."
I had no time to steady myself; I had orders to follow. I scrambled onto my stomach and tucked my knees under my chest, burying my face in the pillow as I display my backside to my Son; presenting myself to be mated. I wagged my ass back and forth like a light breeze was swaying it, enticing Tom to take me. Either he was stunned, or he was admiring, but something was giving him reason to pause. Perplexed by his hesitation, I did what I do best.
I grabbed a handful of ass cheek in each hand and pried them open. The pudgy meat bled through my fingers and threatened to spill out like a flood, but I held the tsunami back. My pink, puckered asshole shone brightly in the red light, glazed with the nectar drooling messily from my pussy. I winked the donut a couple of times, showing how snug I could make myself, before relaxing the muscle and pulling it wider until stretch lines displayed how tautly each cheek was being held.
Something triggered him, and I didn't care what. The bed creaked as Tom shifted his weight. He laid a hand on either cheek and stationed himself behind my ass, letting his cock poke around my backside as he soaked in the view. I arched my back to give him the best angle, ignoring how devious it felt to contort myself to show off to my Son.
The head of his cock nuzzled between my pussy lips, raw and gawking in its absence, before it eased between the slippery folds. Tom went straight to the bottom like an anchor, burying his entire length in my steamy pussy with one push. It felt good being full again, all things considered, but I was unprepared for how it would feel once he started moving again. I swear I could feel every thick, imposing vein sprawling across his cock like spider webs. He was so hard I felt my innards trying to squirm to fit around him, relenting their resistance under his unforgiving pumping.
Tom fucked me like a different man, one who was not concerned with showering me in love that way it felt he had a moment ago. He was possessed, and obsessed with getting to the edge that all men crave. The roleplay came to a screeching halt as Tom's carnal desires took center stage, leaving me to play the role of a warm, wet hole to put his dick in.
My Son pounded me in a way I was too familiar with. Being unfamiliar with the woman on the receiving end can make men fuck a little harder, and Tom was no exception. His hands were firmly planted on my hips so he could pull me into him to meet his thrusts. He mashed the head of his cock against me, bottoming out with every entry that shot pangs through my stomach. His dick embedded within the walls of my swampy pussy meat, drenching the pole in the vat of bubbly juices I kept warm inside.
It took a second for me to become aware of how tightly my nails were dug into my palm, and I snatched up a handful of sheets before I drew blood. Even through the mask my eyes were shut so tight that I saw a galaxy of stars exploding behind my eyelids.
"B-be gentle with Mommy, h-honey!" I squealed with my nose stuffed in the sheets.
He heard me, but he said nothing. All he did was bring a hand down like a paddle on my ass cheek, instilling his discipline. I understood, and against my will my brain logged this moment as a painful memory for when I struggled to get to sleep that night. My cheek seared like my Son had branded me, and I could feel the perfect imprint of his hand glowing like a red aura on my behind.
Tom spread my ass cheeks apart and slowly pulled out from the depths of my soggy cunt. I felt every inch slowly slithering from my grasp before it plopped out of me. He spat a gob of saliva onto my asshole and watched as the bubbles trailed down through my ravaged pussy lips, running over every small, subtle wrinkle and invading each crack with the hot, warm lube. Those same bubbles coated the fat helmet as he drove it back into me with one push, jamming against my cervix with a harsh stab.
Minutes turned to hours, I believe, and I did not make a peep. I felt dejected, as I knew I should. I was turned into a puppet for my Son to shove his dick into, left to pick up whatever pieces remained when he was finished. So many men had been in the same position as him, and none had ever made me feel ashamed of what I do. Ashamed of who I am. The only person I could tell about my nightmare was currently watching my vagina gobble his cock to the root.
"Can I, Mommy?" Tom must have been asking me something, but I didn't hear him.
"Can you...what?" I asked timidly as my body filled head to toe with abject horror.
"I asked if I could finish inside you," He swatted my ass again. "And you didn't answer me."
"You want to finish inside your Mother?" I couldn't withhold my disgust. Every passing second was giving me a dark new secret to keep and I was reaching a breaking point. "Can you just do it in my mouth? Please, honey?" Somehow I thought that was better.
Something primal in the deepest part of my psyche told me that being bred by my only child would be irredeemable. I was on the pill, but still...What if I somehow got pregnant with his baby? I wouldn't have the heart to do anything other than keep it, but I could never raise Tom's child in good conscience while neglecting to tell him that he was the Father. I didn't want him to be the one to breed me with his new baby brother, but I was moments away from feeling him do his best to impregnate me and could not fight the fear that gave me.
"No," He snapped, tightening his grip on my waist. "You're gonna take it in this greedy, fat fucking cunt of yours, okay?"
Tears soaked the mask as I bit down on my cheek. I was nothing to him. I felt a rage I knew I would not be able to entertain, and violently fought the urge to let it surface. "O-okay, sweetheart. It's...whatever you want to do. Just finish, please."
Even with strangers there's often a sense of completion when they finish. I hate cum, from the taste to the feel, but here's something oddly alluring about pushing someone's buttons in just the right way. Something about it gives me a sense of accomplishment.
Not this time.
Tom cried like an animal as he sunk his cock into me, bathing his length with soggy pussy meat one last time as the crown ballooned against my cervix. Hot, bubbly semen scorched my insides, splattering against the walls like thick, white mud. I clenched as another rope plastered my tunnel, making a gooey mess that quickly began to leak out of the edges. I lost count of how many times I felt him flex, firing another rope of what should have been my grandchildren deep into my waiting womb.
I hated feeling the pasty butter churning in my pussy, seeping into every corner of me as it invaded my body. Every time he throbbed it made the frothy cum ooze around him, marinating his cock in our collective juices. A dribble of cum ran over my asshole as he continued to spasm, scraping the bottom of the barrel to try and find more baby butter to dump into me.
I couldn't stomach, or ignore, the idea of what I would have to do if he had impregnated me. If I did that I would well and truly unravel, so I was thankful when his dick finally began to soften. The swampy mixture of baby butter and my own honey was spilling from my loosened pussy, drooling onto the sheets as Tom got off the bed.
"Fuck that was incredible." He chimed. "You're really as good as they say you are, you know?"
"Thank you." I mumbled under my breath. I closed my legs and rolled onto my side, tucking them close to my chest in the recovery position as I trembled silently. My mind was reeling with unfocused thoughts, entertaining one dire view of the future after the other. I didn't know what to do next, but every possibility terrified me to the core.
I would have to see Tom at home tomorrow morning. Walk around the house, greet him with the remnants of his cum still lingering deep inside me. I couldn't imagine giving him a hug, or a kiss, without damning myself as a Mother. How would I face him knowing what I had been forced to stoop to tonight?
These were thoughts I did not have to entertain for long, though in hindsight I would have been blessed to walk away without another thought.
Tonight I was not blessed.
"Yes, man! I'm telling you it's real. She's real!" Tom barked into his phone on the other side of the room. I didn't budge, but I tracked him intently with my ears. "I just fucked her, it was insane. You guys gotta get down here ASAP, I'll keep her booked until then."
What? No. Wait...what?
"Alright, see you guys soon, man." Tom hung up and chuckled to himself. "This is gonna be wild."
Part of me thought that if I stayed still I would become as invisible as I felt. Maybe I would sink into the bed and disappear before I was forced into the realization of what Tom was planning, but he gave me no such space.
"You, whatever the hell your name is, are about to have one hell of a night." Tom trudged to the bed with heavy footsteps. "Hey, are you listening to me?"
"No." I offered meekly, burying my head further into my knees. "God, please don't do this, sweetheart."
"Well, I don't know if you overheard, but we're gonna have some company soon." He was getting upset at my lack of reaction. "You should be thanking me; I'm bringing you customers. What's wrong with you?"
The rage. That sickening, furious gut punch that rocked me to my core. I had enough, I couldn't do this anymore. I couldn't fuck a group of strangers while I felt my Son's cum greasing them as they pushed inside me. I lost it, and in an instant I ruined everything.
"I want to go home." I sniffled to stop my nose from running, rubbing it with my hand. "T-Tom, please, baby. I want to go home."
My Son was as still as silence itself. I quivered on the bed like a scared puppy while he slowly worked up the courage to kneel on the mattress beside me. "How..."
Go on, ask. You know you want to.
"How do you know my name?" I could hear the machoism crumble as panic caught like a razorblade in his throat. His fingers trembled as they reached for me, hoping that whatever he found under the mask would be anything other than what he feared.
I fought so hard to stay silent until now. I despised myself for caving after going through hell, but a human can only take so much. The consequences would be worse than I could ever imagine, but self-preservation forced my body to quit before my shattered spirit was ground to fine dust.
Tom bunched the fabric cloth in his fist and pulled it off my head, but he already knew what was waiting underneath.
"M-Mom?"
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To say that the years had been kind to my mother, Kitty, would have been an understatement; she was as bubbly and charismatic as when I was a kid, but it was only around my eighteenth birthday that I'd begun to also take notice of what a firecracker she was. Whip smart, funnier than any of my friends, and gorgeous enough that my younger self often wondered why she looked so much better than the women I saw on magazine covers. She was a few years younger than my Dad, but more often than not it felt like there was a whole decade keeping them apart. While my Dad was graying and showing signs of wrinkles creasing his forehead, Mom still managed to look like she was ripped straight out of a Pixar movie. The odd time I would catch myself staring at her behind in a transfixed daze, the word "MILF" would shamefully drift to mind.
Her hair seemed to never be less than perfectly wavy, as though it was trying in vain to match the pronounced curves of her body. I knew it was wrong to be casting my gaze on her plump bottom every time we sat down for dinner, but the way her cheeks practically oozed over the edges of the chair was impossible to ignore. I know, I know, "She's your Mother!" But I justified it to myself by silently asserting - over and over again - that looking wouldn't do any harm.
Mom often sported a woodsy, autumnal lipstick that accented the two small, dark moles nuzzled just below the corner of her mouth, right above where her solitary dimple appeared any time she graced the world with her smile. I knew my parents were happy together, but I never understood what my dad had done to earn a second look from someone as stunning as my mom. Must've sold his soul to someone sinister, I supposed.
Some may have considered my lack of siblings a blessing, others a curse. I found it to be the former, as it gave my Mom tons of time to devote to me while Dad was at work. That may explain why nearing adulthood hadn't stopped be from being so close with them both, in particular my mother. As I grew up, I stopped hearing my friends talk about the bond they shared with their family, so I supposed that it was something my mom and dad had gone to great lengths to successfully preserve. Those efforts had frequently annoyed me, just as they would have any young teenager, but just then, on the cusp of leaving home, I was starting to appreciate all of it.
We talked openly about everything, even things that most kids would be utterly ashamed to share with their family. They both knew I was a virgin, and that I would do anything I could to change that before university, but I'd never found a girl to go all the way with. Both Mom and Dad had tried to set me up with some of their friends' kids, but it never went anywhere serious.
I had joked that, for my eighteenth birthday, they should just bite the bullet and hire me a hooker as my present. We laughed about it, but I was more than half serious. Mom clearly didn't understand, but I think I saw something in Dad's eye that told me he was savvy to the desperation I was feeling. In fact, I'd overheard quite the conversation between the two of them about a week or so before our birthday.
"Do you think he's kidding, hun?" Based on the concern I heard in her voice, I could practically see Mom anxiously twisting a cord of her strawberry blonde hair around her finger. "I know you two joke like this a lot. Could this just be another joke?"
My Dad grunted. "I don't know, Kitty. If I were him, I would be dead serious about it."
"I mean, sure, wanting it is one thing, but would you have actually asked your parents for it?"
"For my parents to hire me a hooker?" The air grew thick with silence before both of them burst out laughing. "No, no, I don't think I would have had the courage to ask."
"Well, then, maybe the boy we raised has been taught to speak his mind a little too much, hmm?" Again, even with a wall between us I could vividly envision how deeply Mom's brow was arched as she delivered that line. "I won't point fingers as to why, but here we are, with a boy so bold he's asking to lose his virginity as a friggin' birthday present!"
"Aren't we lucky?" Dad chuckled. "Some kids can't decide what they want, but at least ours is sure."
"And I'm sure he's not going to get it, right?"
Dad did not respond.
"Right, Gerry?" Mom prodded, seeking to hear the words aloud.
"Uh, yeah. Yeah, right, Kitty."
"Gerry..." Mom started calmly. "I just... I guess it feels weird to me."
"I know. You and I haven't even-"
"I know," Mom cut him off. "It's been a while, and I understand. Look, honey, your birthday is just around the corner, and Dr. Tabitha had us talk about some of the more, uh, weird stuff we wanted to try, right?"
Dad offered nothing back as Mom continued trying to, by the sounds of it, persuade him into being intimate. "I just thought maybe next week, for your birthday, it would be a good time to try something new! Maybe that 'freeuse' thing you talked about! That could be fun -- when Daniel isn't home, of course."
"I guess..." Dad trailed off.
"Or...or the, uh, other thing?" Mom's voice was sullen as she offered up a mysterious alternative gift. "I know I said it made me uncomfortable, but if you really want to try I can do my best."
I was stuck between being extremely disgusted at hearing my parents talk about sex, while also rooting as hard as I could for Mom to get what she'd wanted. There was something about the longing in her voice that made her easy to side with, though I'd guessed by Dad's response that there was been something more causing the rift between them - a rift whose existence, until that very night, I'd never once suspected.
I heard the telltale sound of him kissing her forehead. The conversation went quiet after that, so I slunk through the shadows back to my room with about a thousand questions in my head.
Was Dad serious about getting me a hooker?
What the hell is "freeuse"?
When was the last time they had sex?
Wait, why do I even care?
Oh my god, what if they get a divorce?
Who am I gonna live with?
Why doesn't Dad want to have sex with someone as sexy as Mom?
That word was stuck in my head. I lingered on it, realizing that I had never used the word "sexy" to describe my mother. I felt guilty -- or rather, I known I should have felt guilty, but I didn't. I mulled over that waterfall of questions that roared through my mind until they'd eventually slowed to a trickle. As the week passed, I pushed their conversation to the back of my mind, blissfully unaware of just how soon it would resurface.
The weekend finally rolled around and we found ourselves trying to make time for familial celebration before we went our separate ways for the day. I had plans to see my friends, while Dad headed for the office in the hopes that he would get enough work done for him to be able to enjoy the rest of the weekend free of guilt.
"Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you. Happy birthday dear Daniel and Gerry, happy birthday to you!" Mom clapped her hands excitedly as she set down our cake. Yes: our cake. One half of the cake was chocolate, for myself, and the other was strawberry cream, for my dad.
My father and I shared a birthday, putting us in a unique situation usually reserved for twins. Our real birthday wasn't until the next day, but Mom had been so excited to show off her latest Frankenstein-inspired cake that we'd decided to have a small, early celebration before the weekend kicked off. She had become quite good at making one day feel special enough for both of us, and honestly, I had grown to enjoy sharing the day. That meant that Dad, to his chagrin, had to give up his day of celebration to share it with me. While he never said anything about it, I always felt a bit guilty stealing his thunder when the day rolled around.
Mom's apron was a plain beige decorated with bright orange frills. The entire front was adorned with streaks of red and brown frosting from her labor of love, displayed on her chest and stomach like an abstract painting. "I hope you two made wishes, because I am not going to relight fifty more candles just for you to blow them out again."
"Fifty? Who's fifty?" Dad spun in his seat like someone had tapped him on the shoulder, then pointed at me. "Is it you? But you look so young!"
I chuckled. "I think she means you, old man, and you're lucky she's rounding down."
My dad's hearty laughter echoed throughout the kitchen. "That's a shame; if she rounded up I'd finally start getting the elusive 'senior discount' that I've heard so much about."
Mom rolled her eyes until she saw grey matter, but she said nothing. There was little she loved more than the sound of her boys joking with each other.
"You know, Dad, if Mom doesn't start aging with you, it won't be long before people think you've got a gold digger situation worked out." I knew the best way to get Mom worked up was to talk about her like she wasn't in the room.
"A what kind of situation, Daniel?" She tapped her foot menacingly as she dared me to repeat myself. "I'm going to assume you misspoke. Wanna try that again?"
I made a show of nervously swallowing my cake. "Oh, uh, I think what I meant to say was that Mom looks really, really good for her age. Like super good." I didn't even have to lie.
Mom raised her chin and nodded slightly. "Warmer, warmer."
I acted like a lightbulb had just gone off in my head. "For any age! That's what I meant. I think I just got confused. Sorry, Mom."
"That's what I thought. Thank you, honey." If only I could find a girl my age with a sense of humour like my Mom I would be happy for the rest of my life. Her dress fanned out as she spun victoriously on her heels, revealing the faintest hint of the bright blue, lace underwear she had underneath. I scolded myself for looking, but did not avert my gaze. I watched her walk all the way back to the sink fantasizing about the garment she had unwittingly flashed me.
Mom's plump bottom jiggled as the pads of her tiny feet pitter-pattered over the tile, stopping when she reached the sink. She started cleaning the sugary bakeware with gusto, putting her whole body into scraping the hardened frosting off of the pans. The more she struggled, the more her cheeks bounced off of each other as her body rocked back and forth. The greedy mounds swallowed the tail of her dress between them, tightly pulling the fabric so it caressed the swell of her meaty ass. I wasn't lucky enough to catch another glimpse of the blue lace, but that didn't stop me from staring.
Dad said something that went in one ear and out the other. When I finally pulled my attention away from Mom's behind, I found him with his head cocked like I was supposed to be answering something. I ignored my rising erection, hoping that Dad wanted to talk about sports or something innocuous. "Sorry, Dad. What was that?"
Dad leaned in and lowered his voice. "I asked if you were serious about that birthday present you asked for."
"The snowboard?" I was playing partially dumb since I didn't really expect him to bring this up with Mom so close by. Thankfully, she was occupied humming an Adele song while she cleaned.
Dad shook his head. "No, no. I mean the gift you asked for."
"Oh, that gift." I tapped my nose. "I guess so. I don't wanna be a virgin when I get to university, you know?"
Dad puffed out his chest. "Oh, believe me, I know exactly what you mean. Your Mom seemed a little put off by the idea, but let's just say she's not the only one making decisions around here."
I snorted. "Oh, yeah? Tell her that and see if she likes it."
"Not a chance in hell, Son. Not even on my birthday." We both laughed as we finished off the last bites of cake just as Mom came to sit with us.
"What do my big, strong men have planned for today?"
"Work." Dad sighed.
"Play." I chimed.
"I wonder who drew the short straw." She teased, winking at me. "You're lucky your Dad works so hard for us. Speaking of, honey, when did you say you had to leave?"
"Pretty soon, I think. If I can just get ahead on this project today I won't have to think about it for the rest of the weekend." Dad took Mom's hand and kissed her fingers. "Then I can spent the whole time being pampered by the most amazing wife in the world."
"Okay, dear." Mom feigned a weak smile. Her dimples popped in when something dashed across her mind like a flash of lightning. "You promised you'd be back tonight, right?"
"I promise." Dad was telling the truth, or at least his version of it. The definition of 'tonight' was very loose with him, and we all knew there was a chance he might not be home until three or four in the morning.
Dad gave Mom a lazy kiss goodbye, and she deflated into her chair as he left to grab his jacket. His shoes clicked on the tile of the kitchen as he exited, every step getting quieter until the slam of the front door jolted Mom upright in her seat. She plastered on a smile and excused herself from the table, which was still cluttered with plates and leftovers. It wasn't like her to leave a mess like that, so I took it upon myself to tidy up while she escaped to her bedroom.
I finished cleaning just as I heard the telltale creaks of the stairs under Mom's weight. She floated into the kitchen in a dreamlike state and gasped when she saw the sink full of dishes.
"Oh, Danny, you didn't have to do all this." Mom's bare feet pitter-pattered over to me, and she stood on her tiptoes to plant a kiss on my cheek, falling into my chest as she wrapped her arms around me. She cast her dazzling, blue doe eyes up at me. "Are you gonna be late to meet your friends now?"
"It's okay, Mom." I kissed her forehead with a grin. "I'm gonna spend all day with those goons. Besides, this barely took a minute."
"Well, thank you either way." She pulled away from me and I felt my heart sink a little. "Now go! You have friends that need a birthday boy to load up with alcohol."
My laugh echoed around the otherwise silent kitchen. "Always looking out for me, aren't you?"
"Someone has to!" She winked at me and fluttered out of the kitchen, in a noticeably better mood than when she'd walked in. She called as she ascended the stairs. "I'll see you tomorrow, honey!"
I was going to call after her and correct her -- I knew I was going to be home that night -- but she was already out of earshot. I didn't think it mattered, but, after so many days spent ruminating upon that overheard conversation, one would think it would've set off an alarm bell in my head just then.
Then again, if it had, I likely would have missed out on the greatest birthday present I had ever received.
The streetlights were the only thing illuminating the road as I stared longingly out of the car window. They passed by like camera flashes, rhythmically pulsing their light against my closed eyelids as I rested my head against the cool pane of glass.
"What are the odds, huh?" my friend Jason asked as he drove into my subdivision. I knew he was talking to me, but I hoped by some miracle that there was a ghost in the car whose response he was awaiting. "I mean, a hooker is one thing, but a hooker from your parents is a whole new pie. You know?"
"I know," I slurred, trying to keep myself together so I wouldn't look like a fool when I stumbled through the door. I regretfully pulled my forehead from the window, savouring the final seconds of cool relief as my sweltering skin peeled off it like a Band-Aid. I blinked extra hard a couple times to adjust to the darkness inside the car. "Hey, Jas, thanks for giving me a ride, man."
"No worries, birthday boy." He patted me on the shoulder without taking his eyes off the road. "Just happy to know you got home safe. You sure your parents are gone?"
"Yeah, it's their thing," I hiccupped. "They're probably at dinner still, so I'm just gonna go right to bed."
We pulled into my driveway and said our goodbyes. Jason's tattered car croaked with exhaustion as he pulled out of the driveway, and he waved to me until he was out of sight.
I relished the night air nipping at my skin as I stood motionless in the driveway, watching a family of moths playing tag in the dim glow of a nearby streetlight. The whole subdivision seemed eerily quiet, as if it were keeping a secret from me. I took a deep breath and summoned the will to move my concrete shoes, dragging them up the walkway until I reached the front door.
Inside, I was met with a sight that warranted an audible declaration, even though I was alone in the house.
"What in the hell is this?"
As I threw open the door, dozens of rose petals were blown aside. They drew my attention further inside the house. Every corner was drenched with a curiously dim atmosphere, lending a haunting perspective to the walls I knew so well. It was as close as I had ever felt to being a stranger in my own home.
A few small candles decorated the room, their lights dancing menacingly against the white walls and casting fiendish-looking shapes in the orange glow. They seemed to be creating a path that led into the living room, where the serenade of warm candlelight was burning like a beacon whose warmth would ease my passage through the shadow drenched foyer.
I kicked off my shoes without taking my eyes off the darkness lurking in every corner of the foyer, half expecting something to leap out and grab me. It wasn't quite frightening, but something definitely felt askew.
The flowers were soft under my feet as I followed the red carpet to its natural end. I stepped through the threshold into the living room and let my gaze wander as the petals gave way to a familiar hardwood floor. Every corner of the room sported an impossibly brilliant array of uniquely coloured candles. Their warm glow cast across the ceiling, mingling in a choreography of soft, orange light.
A small plume of smoke on the table next to me drifted under my nose. Sandalwood, I thought, mouthing the word to myself. It was Mom's favourite, but I knew she only burned it for special occasions. Maybe a smarter man, or a more sober one, would have put the clues together in time, but I was not that man, so imagine my astonishment when my eyes finally stumbled upon the true prize of the evening - the reason everything had been laid out to begin with, and undoubtedly the greatest birthday present my parents had ever given me.
Upon the sturdy, wooden coffee table in the center of the room was a large, black box with a large hole cut in one side. The box itself was unimpressive, but what it housed was anything but. Sticking out from the hole in the box were a pair of undeniably gorgeous legs, each ending in a foot adorned with ruby red stilettos whose bold color matched all ten adorable toes. Each one sparkled like painted glass in the flickering candlelight.
The table itself was padded with the cushions from the sofa, giving the mystery woman's knees something to rest on, but that was all I could see. The mouth of the box swallowed the rest of her body, leaving everything else up to my imagination. A table cloth was laid on the box, and its frayed edges were draped over her plump, round bottom.
There was a note delicately placed in the middle of the table. I timidly walked over, scanning the room for any sign of a trap that would disrupt that perfect moment. The table seemed a million miles away, daring me to reach it, taunting me with something too good to be true that nevertheless drove my every step. My heart was thumping in my ears like a steam engine roaring to life, pulling all the blood from my limbs to fuel me forward. My hands were equal parts shaky and clammy as I put one foot in front of the other, forcing myself to shuffle towards the box.



It took everything in my power not to run my hands up those exposed legs, wanting so badly to feel the softness of their skin against mine. I knew it would be unwise to proceed without reading the note, though. I picked up the piece of paper and it crinkled as I opened it, revealing three words that told me everything I needed to know.
"Happy Birthday, honey <3"
Holy.
Fuck.
It's.
REAL.
Dad actually followed through, against all odds. I was too excited, drunk, and horny to think clearly about whether or not I should be weirded out. The tiniest, faintest sober voice inside my head was lamely whispering that I'd feel differently in the morning, but it knew it couldn't sway me.
I looked more closely at the card and saw another line that was more intriguing than alluring - but still pretty damn alluring. The phrase "no words, only touch" was written in lowercase font, as if it had been added as an afterthought. I mentally noted to myself to stay silent. If there were rules, I was going to follow them, lest the entire surreal display disappear in a puff of smoke.
. Upon turning the card over I was met with nothing but blank paper. I supposed that was that, then. I shrugged it off, assuming that my parents had already well surpassed the limits of what they'd been comfortable with, and hadn't wanted to keep writing down more sex rules for their horny son. Still, I was wary to proceed any further with so little oversight.
As if to quell those very worries, the woman in the box began to slowly sway her enormous, cloth-covered bottom from side to side, inviting me to touch her. Every time she changed directions, she revealed a little more of herself. She pushed her heels together and pointed her ass towards the ceiling, begging me to remove her covering so she could show me what was waiting underneath.
I pinched the edge of the sheet and raised it with bated breath, allowing more and more of her succulent skin to come into view. She refused to pause her hypnotic undulations, still rocking back and forth as I lifted the barrier that kept me from hungrily devouring her naked flesh with my eyes. I wanted to soak in every moment, though, so despite my horny impatience, I took my time.
I couldn't help but gasp with delight as the giant swell of her ass cheeks came into view. The woman in the box giggled and gave her butt an extra generous shake that made the fleshy globes smack together. I threw the cloth off of her and was greeted to as much of her as I would ever be allowed to see. The hole in the box was barely big enough for her to fit through, leaving no space for light to sneak inside the secret compartment. She remained shrouded in mystery from the waist up, but everything else was shamelessly exposed.
My hands fought valiantly through the nerves that rattled though my bones as I mustered the courage to touch her for the first time. I placed one hand beneath each of her pudgy ass cheeks and marveled as my fingers sunk into them. As my fingertips explored her enchanting curves, my thumbs gently brushed against the lips of her fat, swollen labia. She clenched up for a moment, but then relaxed, and rested the weight of her bum against my palms until the dough comfortably overflowed from each of my hands. I placed my thumbs against the lips of her vagina, gingerly tracing up the length of her smooth, bulging petals before succumbing to the urge to pull them apart.
As she opened up, the scent of her womanhood drifted towards me. My head started to spin, for that intoxicating smell punctuated the reality of the moment. So, too, did the undeniable heat between her legs that was nipping at my cheeks. I was hypnotized by her rhythmic clenching; it was seducing me with a dance unlike any I had ever seen. I pried her open as wide as I could, focusing intently on every crease her skin made as I did so.
Her tight, puckered butthole stared back at me, forming stretch lines in her malleable skin. It was a delicious shade of light pink, and completely shaven, making it look like a star once my efforts had smoothed it out. The puffy inner ring rose to the surface as I held her cheeks in place, winking at me. It bulged in sync with the tender squeezes of her pussy. The primal urge to bury my face between her legs hit me like a freight train.
I needed to taste her.
I lowered my face and swallowed my nerves as I trudged through the curtain of damp, muggy heat radiating from between her legs. My tongue met the edge of her lips and traced down along the crease, following the swell until I felt the firm, fleshy jewel nestled at the bottom. I closed my eyes and eagerly drove my tongue against the pink nub, sliding through her honey-soaked trench and growing hungrier every time she bucked against my face. I released my grip on her ass cheeks, letting the plump mounds entomb my entire face in the warmth of her soft meat. I could scarcely breathe, but I had no desire to. All I needed to do was keep flicking my tongue over and over against that tiny button.
Driven by pure desire, I ignored my body's cries for oxygen as I relentlessly dragged my taste buds over her pulsating clit. Her juices were like nothing I had ever tasted before, and she could hardly have stopped drowning me in a bath of nectar that was as sweet as it was sour if she'd wanted to. Like a man who'd been surrounded by only desert sand for days on end, I returned to the center of her clenching tunnel with religious devotion, delving as deep as I could into her warm, gooey center.
My tongue hungrily slithered inside the tight opening, pushing against her tender walls with all my might, trying in vain to imprint her honey upon my tastebuds. I wished for a longer tongue as I flattened mine against her velvet ceiling, dragging it over the wet, pulsating flesh like I was trying to memorize every fold. She pushed back against me with equal abandon, riding my face like she was using me to get herself off. I loved every second of it.
I held on to her waist with both hands and let my tongue hang out of my mouth, holding it in place for her to grind against. She forcefully mashed her clit against it, sending small droplets of juice down my cheeks like warm tears. I needed to take a breath, but there was no chance I was going to pull away from her. I gasped and sputtered in the tomb of her sultry pussy meat, filling the quiet room with the depraved sound of loud, desperate slurping.
An eternity passed with my face entrenched between her cheeks, basting my lips with such generous honey that the dribbles ran down my chin. She began to seize up in a way that my amateur mind could only hope was the sign of an orgasm, so I doubled my efforts to send her over the moon.
I used one hand to spread her open again without allowing an inch of space between us. I slid my tongue up through the length of her greasy slit and ran it over the puffy, raised ring of her butthole, making circles around it as I subtly moved my free hand between her legs. My thumb quickly found the button I needed to press; it was throbbing eagerly as it begged for my attention. I devoured her tiny asshole with wanton abandon as my thumb rubbed against her clit in small circles, forming a routine I effortlessly slipped into as I felt her start to buck against me.
She was the first to break the "no talking" rule. I heard her mutter something vaguely from my spot between her cheeks, but I couldn't make out what it was. If it was a warning about her impending orgasm, it came just in time.
Within seconds of her mumbled speech, she pressed into my face like she was trying to take my head off. I pushed back with equal intensity, refusing to back down as she challenged me to ride out her orgasm with her. She muffled her squeals inside the box as she shuddered like a banshee, squeezing her knees together hard enough to nearly make me lose my grip on her ass.
I could hear small, delicate whimpers coming from inside the box; the woman inside was fighting against her instinct to cry out, instead putting all of her energy into squashing her cunt against my tongue. Bright, twinkling stars dotted my vision. Right then, all that mattered to me was making her come. My head grew dizzy from the lack of air, and from the intoxicating aroma of her sweet juices filling the room, leaving just enough of my brain intact to remind myself to keep slurping.
I lapped dutifully at her tightly clenched asshole as I felt her coming down. Her muscles finally having decompressed, she rested her weight against me again I continued working my tongue against her tightly sealed backdoor like I was trying to force my way in, but slowed down in tune with her until she was nearly motionless.
Time finally regained meaning as I pulled away from her, filling my lungs with the air they so desperately craved. Bright red marks stained her ass cheeks where my fingers had dug in, evidence of ownership on her skin that, regrettably, slowly began to fade away. I took a greedy handful of plump ass meat and squeezed it in my palm, relishing the faint imprint it left behind.
I brought my hand down with a 'THWACK!' and she squealed in response. Thick ripples pulsed through her pudgy ass meat. The swells of her cheeks crashed against each other like tidal waves colliding at sea, creating a feedback loop that made it seem like the wobbling flesh would never stop. I spanked her again, only harder, unable to take my eyes off of her deliciously plump ass.
She broke my trance with a quick clear of her throat, followed by a few faint taps on the other side of the box. With one long, final gaze at her exposed bum, I walked around to the other side of the box to find it completely covered by the table cloth. Then, in the middle of the side, I saw something scratching against the cloth from inside the box. Curious, I lifted the fabric and saw that there was another hole -- much smaller than the first one -- cut in the side. The woman's finger was sticking through the hole, pointed towards the ceiling as it curled towards her in a "come hither" motion.
Her finger disappeared inside the hole, and I stared blankly into the darkness, hoping for a small hint at what the woman inside looked like. Instead, a pair of lips adorned with vibrant red lipstick appeared. She smirked playfully before blowing me a kiss. Her tongue stuck out of the hole like she was trying to taste the air outside, provoking me without a touch of subtlety.
Instantly, my dick throbbed in my pants. I hadn't noticed myself get hard while I'd been eating her out, but the hungry mouth presented before me triggered my awareness; I was beyond rigid. I practically leapt out of my pants as I disrobed, unwilling to keep her waiting. My dick was glued to my stomach, decorated on all sides by a sprawling web of veins that led to the inflated mushroom at the end. I had never been so hard in my entire life, and I didn't even know who to thank for it.
My legs were threatening to collapse underneath me as I approached the box with my dick bobbing up and down in front of me. The hole was just big enough for me to fit inside, and I pushed through the threshold expecting to meet her mouth. Instead, as the swollen knob entered the box, I only felt her hot breath steaming against the crown, which made it to flex unexpectedly and poke her in the nose. She giggled from inside the box, clearly enjoying the hold she had on me. I pushed another inch inside; still, I did not find her mouth.
She was staying just out of reach, but close enough that I could feel her hot breath coiling around my dick like a thick fog. Falling victim to her plan, I followed her inside until my stomach was pressed flat against the side of the box. The hole was just large enough that I could fit my balls through if I tucked them against my shaft, and I marveled at how strange it was to look down and see my dick completely hidden from view. The tight circle around the base of my dick acted like a cock ring, giving me something to flex against as I helplessly awaited her first touch. I knew she was mostly blind, since I was covering the box's main source of light, but she made her way by touch alone as if she'd been born to do so.
One of her small hands gently caressed my heavy, swinging balls like they were bird eggs, lifting them up with her tiny fingers before she let them roll off the tips and land against the side of the box with a dull 'thud.' She wrapped her palm around the two swollen orbs, juggling them between her fingers with a warm, delicate grip, as though she was weighing them. She made a small oval with her thumb and first finger and encircled the root of my balls, gingerly tugging down on the sack until the head of my cock was pointed directly at her mouth. She held me in place as her mouth slowly opened wide enough for me to enter it, but then, just before the moment of truth, she froze.
I knew I was being toyed with, made to wait for her to make a move. I was suspended in the confines of her mouth with a sliver of space between her tongue and my cock. Her breath oozed around my swollen member, rolling down the length as she teased the sensitive underside with her nails.
While constricting my balls with one hand, her other tickled underneath my dick and sent shivers through my entire body. Every time she tickled me like that, my dick flexed and nudged against the roof of her mouth, flattening the squishy helmet against the bumpy surface. She did not pull away, but refused to let her lips close around me. Desperate for the sensation, like an addict chasing a high, I flexed again and again so I could keep myself rigidly glued to the roof of her mouth.
I flexed impulsively as her tongue flicked against my frenulum, pushing me harder against her soft palate as her slimy tongue slithered against the bottom of my dick. She knew I was stuck there, so she took her time basting the underside of my length in saliva. She timidly fluttered the tip of her tongue against me, getting me used to the sensation before changing her technique entirely.
She pulled my dick from her mouth and aimed it upright, rooting her lips to the base and sucking just above my balls, where my dick began to protrude from my body. I had no idea I was so sensitive there, but the lightning cascading through my limbs told me that the mystery woman knew exactly what she was doing. While she happily nursed on the root of my cock, spit began to dribble out of her mouth and trickle down over the hand with which she had securely tethered my balls. With that lubrication, she was able to work her hand in slow circles, sliding it around the fat, slippery orbs as she dribbled more of the warm, bubbly saliva into her hand.
She had fallen into a perfect rhythm and did not stop for a second as she took to kissing up the length of my rigid cock. She treated every inch to a barrage of tongue kisses. Then she fit my dick sideways between her lips like a hotdog between two plump, red buns. That way, her tongue was able to curl underneath like it was magnetically linked to me, clinging to my shaft as she sloppily slid from root to tip, glazing the entire length in a generous coating of saliva.
Her lips stuck to me for a moment before she pulled her mouth away, as if she didn't want to let go. She relinquished her grip on my balls, but I could still feel it, like memory foam. I heard her drool a fat glob of saliva into her hand seconds before she wrapped her gooey palm around the head of my dick with a hearty squeeze. Bubbles oozed out from between her fingers as she massaged the throbbing crown like she was churning butter, tirelessly working her hand up and down. I imagined the head glistening in the candlelight, polished like marble under her gentle touch until I could see my reflection.
I heard her force more saliva to the front of her mouth. She pressed her lips into a small "O" and positioned the tip of my dick inside the circle. She refused to let her lips separate any more than she had to. The "O" stretched wider as she enveloped the entire bulb, ejecting a tiny bit of saliva from the corners of her mouth. She patiently began to inch further down my dick, paving the path with saliva oozing through her puckered lips. It methodically draped over me like a wet, slimy blanket as she fit more of me into her mouth.
I didn't need visuals to know that she was about halfway down, and that she was starting to struggle. I heard small, strained gags inside the box as she calmly parted her lips to take her last breath of oxygen before I entered her throat. That rush of air was cool against my skin, and brought mild relief from the sweltering heat of her mouth. Nevertheless, she vacuumed her lips to my dick as soon as she was ready and dove further down, shoving another inch of dick down into her gullet.
She seized up as she lodged the last portion of my cock inside her throat, pressing me firmly against a squishy wall of flesh that insisted I could not go any deeper. It felt like soft, yet unyielding velvet that pushed back against me. Thankfully for her, my balls were resting on her chin, and her nose was already nuzzled against my belly.
It slowly dawned on me that she was intent on staying there as long as possible. Her lips were tethered to the base, lazily nursing on the whole length as though she was sucking on a massive pacifier, while I steadily throbbed against the walls of throat. She almost hit her limit a couple of times, and her whole body seized up as she gagged on the meat mercilessly entrenched deep in her esophagus.
I stifled my groans in an attempt to come off like I was used to the experience. I crushed the sides of the cardboard box with my grip as I tried to balance myself.
The woman in the box began to slowly pull my dick from her throat, dragging her tongue flat against the bottom as she did. Even though she was fighting for air, she was in no rush. I couldn't count the seconds it took for her to finally let go of me, but it felt like multiple minutes. One inch after another passed through her lips as she slid over the network of bulging veins that led to the crown, and she paused only when she finally reached the head. With a wet 'POP,' she released the suction, nearly sending me tumbling backwards, like somebody had cut the cord on my safety harness.
She playfully licked the head like a lollipop a few times, then kissed her way down the saliva-covered shaft until she reached my balls, both soaked in the remains of her sticky, bubbly lube. She gobbled one orb into her mouth, and I couldn't believe how different it felt from having my dick sucked. Her tongue danced effortlessly in a pattern of flicks and tender licks, combing over the round egg like she was drawing a map on the surface.
If I'd been allowed to talk, I would've asked her to try and fit both in. I knew my balls were larger than most, and the idea of having both of them in a woman's mouth had always been something I'd wanted to try. By sheer luck, or perhaps by experience, she already knew what I wanted. I felt her jaw stretch wider; her finger poked around until she found the other orb. It must have been larger than what she was used to, so she gave it a little nudge with her finger. As she tried to suck the fat ball inside, it sounded like she was eagerly trying to slurp the last drop of a smoothie. Finally, and with one more push from her finger, she eased the second orb through the seal and stifled her lewd sputtering.
Holy shit, I thought, and almost said aloud. That feels different.
I could feel the sides of her cheeks tightly hugging me. There wasn't much room for her tongue to maneuver, but she made do with the little space she had. The slimy python wiggled beneath the heavy eggs like she was trying to lift them, but she lacked the strength. All she succeeded in doing was smothering their undersides with her tongue as she suckled on them like a spongy jawbreaker. She ignored the urge to swallow, and so I was treated to the slimy sensation of saliva oozing around the sides, encasing my balls in a warm bath of thick, bubbly syrup.



One of her hands found its way to the crown and subjected the spongy knob to a gentle massage, ensuring she kept my dick happy while she focused the bulk of her attentions elsewhere. Her slimy fingers explored the head with an exceedingly soft touch; she placed her thumb and forefinger in the shape of a "U" so it fit snugly into the trench below the head.
Oh fuck, not yet! I screamed internally as I felt my orgasm make itself known. A hundred men couldn't have pulled me away from that magical box, but I knew if I didn't do it myself I would soon be meeting the end of my wonderful adventure, so I made the hard choice.
Right as I felt the point of no return on the horizon, I hastily pulled my dick from the box. I saw for the first time just how generously my dick was smothered with lipstick, making it look like a warrior in the heat of battle. My dick was barely recognizable, hidden amongst the bright red streaks and dribbles of brightly coloured saliva that dripped down the sides. I can act like I paused as a courtesy to clean my dick for her, but that wasn't the whole truth.
I took off my shirt and quickly wiped off as much of the mess as I could, though I remained so rock hard that I still barely recognized the throbbing member between my legs. I had never been so horny in my entire life, and my unparalleled erection was proof.
I looked back to the box in vain, hoping to catch a glimpse of the seductress it housed, but was met with the familiar sight of her gaping maw pressed up against the hole - a hole that was soaked through with spit. The circle was darker than the rest of the box, showing clear signs that her constant drooling was eventually going to tear an even larger hole in it if we kept going.
Her mouth hung open obediently, waiting eagerly for my return and saying nothing of the pause. She was there to serve, and that's all she wanted to do. She was patient, running her tongue over her lips or letting it hang out like a panting dog, desperately trying to entice me back to her.
Intrigue overtook my better judgement, and I knew I had to truly take advantage of the situation. I was being too timid. I needed to see what the mystery woman was capable of, and I knew just how to test her.
As I edged closer to the box, she stayed perfectly still, waiting for me to touch her tongue again. As soon as I did, I made sure to push forward with enough force to thrust myself back into the depths of her throat. She gagged forcefully from the impact against her gullet, but made no remarks even as I pulled the entire length out.
Again, she remained poised with her mouth pressed directly against the opening of the box, which is exactly what I wanted. I drove my cock back into her throat until my balls were against the box, then I pulled out. I repeated that a couple of times until I was sure she got the message, then I began to thrust -- and I mean really thrust.
With every push inside I bottomed out against the back of her throat and heard her audibly gag at the intrusion, occasionally swallowing air that was forced out the next time I sunk to the root. I didn't stay there for more than a second before withdrawing my dick to let her gasp for breath, giving her just enough time before I filled her mouth with meat again.
"Gulp, gulp, gulp, gulp..." Over and over again she violently gagged on the cock plunging into her throat, filling the room with that delicious, surreal sound.
My balls bounced against the side of the box, and I wondered what it was like for her inside. With her throat being repeatedly hammered, no light for her to see, and the box itself shaking like a hurricane, it must've been pretty overwhelming. But she held on like a pro. The table beneath us was creaking from the force of my new approach, rocking back and forth and scraping on the hardwood.
At some point - and without warning -- I abandoned my rapid thrusting in favor of a single, slow, powerful push. I jammed myself into her mouth, holding myself inside of her muggy walls for a moment just to savour the warmth. I did that a few times, pulling out then diving all the way back in, until I decided to test her resolve. I bottomed my dick out against her gullet and stayed there.
She did not move at first, but as the seconds passed she realized I wasn't going to move, and she began to shuffle back and forth anxiously. She murmured something that was too muffled to hear, which was followed by whimpers that made her sound like a wounded animal. We both waited for the other to crack first - a dangerous game of chicken it cost me nothing to keep my dick buried in the confines of her throat, but for her it was much harder. With each passing second she grew closer to blacking out, and I knew it was only a matter of time before panic forced her to act.
"Weae!" With my dick bulging against her cheeks, her words were muffled. She knocked her knuckles against the hard, wooden tabletop, protesting from within her cardboard prison. She was begging me to stop, unwilling to let herself quit. "Dewey, weae!"
I couldn't understand what she was saying, but it sounded important. With a heavy heart, I dislodged my cock. She immediately took to dry heaving and coughing before she let out a very un-ladylike belch, which was probably my fault from forcing all that air into her belly.
"I said please, goddammit! What...what the f-fuck was that?" She croaked with saliva still thick in her throat, earnestly savouring the oxygen that must have seemed like a privilege. "You've never d-done that to me before."
What?
Wait.
WHAT???
I knew that voice. I knew it well. Until then, it had been too muted by the box for me to have caught on, but she was finally speaking clearly, and I could tell in a fraction of a second that something was very, very wrong. I wanted to speak, but I was terrified of what would happen if she recognized me, as I had already recognized her. The woman in the box was waiting for me to reply, so I offered a meager grunt to sate her.
She sighed with a timid sniffle, like she was on the verge of tears. "I don't know if this is, like, part of it or whatever, but that was way too rough, Gerry. My throat actually hurts now. Why did you do that?"
Don't talk. Don't talk. Don't talk.
"Fine. Fine, I won't talk, I know that's part of it." She sighed -- heavier that time, as though she was admitting defeat. "Just... I mean, please, remember who's in this box, okay?"
Don't talk. Don't talk. Don't talk.
"O-okay, you're kind of scaring me, honey." I could hear her shaking with nerves. "I just... am I doing okay? Is this what you wanted?"
I grunted. It was the least I could have done.
Even if she didn't love what was happening to her, she clearly loved making me feel good - well, 'me.' Her voice seemed to raise an octave as she chimed, "Really? Okay, well... did you want to fuck me now, sweetheart?"
I did. Oh god, I really did, and it crushed me to the core to feel that way. I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that the woman in the box -- the mouth that had nearly given me the most powerful orgasm of my life -- belonged to my mother.
It all made sense to me. I'd stumbled upon that 'freeuse' fantasy I had overheard them talking about. That was why Mom had said she would see me 'tomorrow morning.'
Mom was Dad's birthday present, and I wasn't supposed to be home.
Chills ran through my body like a plague though the streets of London, infecting every corner of me with guilt, doubt, anxiety, and fear, but all of that paled in comparison to one thing -- one terrible, lustful thing that I physically could not ignore.
I draped the tablecloth over the small mouth hole again, temporarily convincing myself that if I couldn't see it, it didn't exist. That idea was blown wide open by the red heels I could still see jutting out from the other side of the box, and I moved towards them on autopilot.
The smart part of my brain was screaming at me to do the right thing. If I stopped then and there, after having heard my mother's voice clearly for the first time, it was just a misunderstanding. If I kept going, it was much more than that. On the other hand was the dead obvious: if I stopped, I would never know what it felt like to have sex with my own mother.
But why is that something I want so badly?
A thousand realizations came to light in an instant, but the one that shone with the greatest clarity was the one telling me that I knew what I wanted. I always had. I had always gone out of my way to be close with Mom, emotionally and physically, to the point where being called a "mama's boy" would have been a compliment. We'd been attached at the hip when I was a kid, and Dad had never understood it. Frankly, until tonight, neither had I. As much as the raw, sexual desire felt new, it also felt so natural that I wondered if it had always been in my subconscious. For whatever it was worth, the universe had certainly gone out its way to provide.
"Happy birthday, honey." Mom cooed like a canary in a cage, shaking her ass like before so her doughy cheeks clapped together. Her apprehension from moments ago seemed entirely gone. It seemed that the thrill of being told she was doing such a good job was all she needed to get back into character. "Now, come on, fuck your birthday present."
I shamefully followed the sound of Mom's ass cheeks clapping against themselves until I was looking at the same view I'd started with, though it felt much different. I was no longer merely looking at a naked woman. I was looking at the very vagina that had given birth to me, and it was making my dick surge with energy, like I had swallowed lightning.
Even without seeing her face, it was impossible to shake the knowledge of who was in that box. Every time her swollen ass cheeks rocked to the side and I caught a glimpse of her pink, puckered asshole, I was struck with the memory of my tongue sliding against it. It occurred to me that I was one of the few boys in the world that knew what their own Mother's pussy tasted like and I was never, ever going to forget it.
Her large, matronly ass swayed in front of me like it was taunting me, and I thought back to all those times I had mentally compared it to that of a Pixar mom -- all the times I had seen her ass wobbling like pudding as she cooked dinner, or pulled vegetables from the garden, or bent over to vacuum under the coffee table, and every single time I had wondered, as innocently as I could have, how it might've looked if she'd done those chores nude. While technically there were still bits and pieces of her left to my imagination, they weren't the bits and pieces. Those, I had seen, smelled, and tasted.
I mirrored my movements from the start of our coupling and placed a hand on both of her cheeks, peeling them apart to reveal the succulent peach they hid from view. Long, glistening strands of honey draped from one side of Mom's vagina to the other, making her tidy, shaved pussy look like a jungle of slimy, translucent vines. Her center was swimming in nectar so thick that I could almost see my reflection in it, and I couldn't fight the urge to see if it felt as slippery as it looked.
One of her fat ass cheeks wobbled to a slow standstill when I finally released it, but the other stayed firmly spread in my grip. I didn't even need to get my finger wet first; Mom had that covered. My finger pressed against the entrance to her sultry tunnel and slowly pushed inside. I couldn't believe how easily it swallowed me up, but then it occurred to me that she had once stretched wide enough to push me out of there, and so perhaps she deserved some credit.
One knuckle after another disappeared until my whole finger was inside of my mother, feeling her body squirm and clench around me from the inside for the first time. I wanted to fit another, but the raging erection stabbing me in the gut was motivation to move on. I could have spent an entire week devoted solely to exploring my Mom's vagina by touch and taste alone, but to my arousal was added fear - fear that every moment that passed increased the likelihood I would be discovered.
I pulled my finger out of Mom and stuffed it into my mouth without even thinking. I already missed her taste and I wanted more, but I couldn't keep my dick at bay any longer.
I towered over my mother like a giant over a helpless damsel whose only course of action was to wait for mine -- a servant in every sense of the word. Her pussy had drowned my brain in so many pheromones that I wasn't thinking straight, and all I wanted to do was conquer her.
I stood between Mom's legs, and her feet wiggled with anticipation. She tapped her shoes together so the heels made a click clack. I pushed her legs together until they met, and her muffin bulged obscenely from between her thighs, making a perfect home for the head of my cock. With one hand heartily gripping Mom's ass, I lined myself up with her entrance. My dick pushed forward through the swamp of thick, syrupy pussy juices as I dragged the helmet through her lips. Her soft petals folded around me in a humid hug as I nudged them apart. My fat knob then gently glided through her greasy curtains until I eased it into her snug pocket. It fit me like a glove.
I could still see the ridge of my dick head waiting to go inside, and already I was amazed with how incredible it felt to be inside of my mother. I was embedded enough that I could use both hands to spread her ass open. All I had to do was push forward, and the slippery hole had no choice but to swallow me up. I opened Mom's ass cheeks to watch the spectacle as the rest of my cockhead sunk into her vagina, greeted by a warmth that made her mouth seem frigid.
Mom's oven clenched around me the way she had displayed earlier, finally giving me a taste of what her talents felt like. There was nothing to keep me from slamming into her like a cheap sex doll, but, knowing what I knew, I wanted to take my time. Each time I pushed further inside of her, I had to force myself not to immediately orgasm from the change in sensation, as she only became warmer and wetter the further I dove.
My knuckles were white; I was gripping onto Mom's hips like she was the last piece of shelter in a tornado. I knew my knees were shaking, but I hoped she didn't notice when I felt my thighs meet her soft, pillowy ass. The enormous globes flattened against me like pancakes as I pulled her into me. Finally, I nudged her cervix with my raging cock head, reaching the bottom of the vagina that had given birth to me.
I paused for a moment, letting eons pass to allow me to fully accept the sensation of feeling my mother squeezing her pussy around me like she was begging to be bred. Her cervix kissed the tip of my cock, and her walls constricted so tight that I could feel her seize up from even the most subtle flex. I gently rocked my pulsing cock head against the mouth of her womb, bulging against the spongy wall.
I was lucky that it felt so good to pull out of her -- to feel that plushy velvet creeping along every inch of my cock -- or I would have stayed buried inside of her for an eternity. I kept the head within Mom's grip as I eased my way back in, and stifled a groan when she began her rhythmic squeezing, kneading my cock with her silky walls like she was trying to coax the cum out of me.
We continued that slow grind for a while, moving in tandem in a patient flow that always ended with me pressing up against her cervix. The cushy wall kissed the tip of my cock every time they met, driving more blood to the inflated head nestled inside her. Mom pushed her ass into me every time I hit bottom, begging for another inch to be fed into her greedy pussy even though we both knew she was full to the brim.
We moulded together until I couldn't tell what I was feeling anymore. I felt so uniquely connected to Mom that I couldn't think of anything beyond the sweltering melting pot slowly cooking me inside its depths. Mom gave me a series of rapid squeezes, as if encouraging me to move faster. I fought the instinct that urged me to fuck her as hard as I could right away, forcing myself instead to pick up the pace gradually. I pulled my dick from her warmth, feeling her tunnel close behind me as I withdrew the intruder prodding around inside her guts.
The first real push almost sent me over the edge, forcing me to bite down on my bottom lip so hard I almost drew blood. My arms were rooted to Mom's hips for support as I pulled her against me in tandem with my thrust. I shook my head to rid my vision of the stars that danced around it like a halo, steadying myself as I readied another deep dive into Mom's pussy.
The second time was just as sweet as the first, yet twice as hard to control. I'd had a taste and wanted more. I needed more. I couldn't bear to let more than half of my cock out of her clutches, instantly succumbing to the throes of sexual addiction. I couldn't think -- couldn't move -- other than to fulfill the carnal, primordial desire to conquer the woman presenting herself to me.
I grunted like a bull as I dragged her onto my dick, huffing and puffing in a vain attempt to stop myself from going over the edge. I knew that each time I did I was summoning an orgasm that already felt like it was going to knock me unconscious. Fire boiled in the pit of my stomach like a cauldron threatening to spill.
Each time Mom's fat, wobbly bottom flattened against me -- each time the ripples surged through her soft flesh -- it was like watching bumper cars collide. I was moving with such conviction that the colossal mounds of dough weren't given a chance to rest. You would have thought we'd practiced that dance a thousand times by how effortlessly we moved together, perfectly timing everything so our momentum did half of the work for us.
Over the sound of our slickened skin slapping together, I could faintly make out the sound of Mom's subtle whimpering coming from inside the box. It almost sounded like she was in pain, but I realized that was just my brain playing tricks on me. I had heard her voice for so many years, yet had never heard her make that specific sound. It was surreal to hear my own Mother yelping like a cat in heat, so much so that I didn't immediately recognize the ecstasy she was awash in. Her voice was higher than I had ever heard, coming out like a mouse squeak with every "oh" when she felt me touch bottom. As she grew louder, the reality of her pleasure became too obvious to ignore. I could tell she had a hand in front of her mouth to try and save some of her pride, lest she sound completely depraved.
Her toes were curled so tight I thought they were going to break, quivering in her red heels. The shoes clacked against each other every time I pushed inside of her, creating a symphony of sounds that each fought for my attention. "Click, Oh, clack, Oh God, slap, click, Oh My God, clack, slap." Each piece played its part perfectly, giving us a soundtrack so alluring that I couldn't have slowed my pace if it had cost me my life.
Mom had given up on trying to meet my strokes and could only hold herself in place amid the torrent of rampant thrusting. What strength she lacked, I made up for with an iron grip on her waist, digging my fingers into her sides so she wouldn't be thrown forward when I drove my cock into her. The box was shifting back and forth with us, like it, too, was holding on for dear life. I knew that if it was somehow jostled loose, everything would come crashing down with it, but even that threat could not stop my advances.
My hands pried Mom's ass open, exposing her tiny backdoor to my unwavering stare. The pink donut was protruding from her like a small, raised hill, violently clenching in time with the rhythmic squeezes of her seizing cunt. I gazed upon the puckered ring with a passion I had never felt before. I wasn't all that into anal, unlike some guys I knew, but I was suddenly stricken with an urge to explore parts of my Mom that had never interested me before. I wanted all of her.



I pulled apart her doughy cheeks like freshly baked bread and dug my thumbs against the ring of her pulsating asshole. I gingerly pressed my thumbs around the edge as I spread open the heavy, jiggling globes, imparting just enough pressure to expose the bright rouge interior of her inner walls.
Mom tensed up in a new way, and I could tell she was uncomfortable, but she said nothing. I took that as consent to continue, but with caution. I held her cheeks apart and let a thick glob of saliva fall from my mouth. It landed squarely on the trembling circle and slowly began to trickle between the swell of her cheeks, filling in every little wrinkle that gave a hint to just how tight that little hole was. The syrupy lube left a tiny trail of bubbles as it gradually dribbled over her asshole, and I immediately started to spread the goo around with my thumb.
Once she was used to the sensation, Mom began to relax. I timidly massaged her asshole with small circles, giving no impression that I wanted to go inside. I think my own trepidation helped her calm down, as it only took a few seconds before she resumed her ritualistic moaning. She was even grinding her asshole against my thumb like she was playing chicken with herself, trying to see how much pressure she could apply before my thumb slipped inside.
"If you, um..." Mom paused. "If you keep f-fucking me, honey, you can put your finger in."
It was at that moment that I realized I had completely stopped moving and was hypnotized by Mom's asshole, so enamoured with exploration that I had somehow forgotten that I had my cock lodged firmly inside her pussy. It hit me like a shockwave when Mom gave my cock a reassuring squeeze, encouraging me to start fucking her again.
I had to go slow so I didn't cum right away, but as crazy as it sounds, that somehow made it even more difficult. Mom's insides squished like a soggy sponge as I pulled out, the sound of her swampy cunt overtaking the array of other noises I was so transfixed by. Like mud around a boot that had sunken in too deep, her pussy clung to my cock and gurgled shamelessly as I dragged it out of her.
Even without her squeezing around me, my dick was throbbing with aggression. Each flex brought it up to my stomach, with the head inflated so prominently that it looked nearly purple. From root to tip, it glistened in the candlelight, and if it had been any cooler in the house I would have seen steam rolling off the throbbing pole.
I took a moment to gaze in awe at the imprints I had left from gripping Mom's plump bottom. She was as red as the afternoon sun, bearing the marks of my fingers burrowing into her soft flesh that accented a faint hint of delicate peach fuzz. I swatted one of her pudgy cheeks and watched it dance with delight, but my mother could not be satiated with spankings.
"Honey?" She wiggled her bum back and forth. "Please?"
She didn't need to utter another word. I summoned the last of my strength, knowing that I was too weak to fight off my orgasm for too much longer, and eased my dick through her lips again. The plump curtains enrobed my dick, welcoming their passenger back as it nudged against her opening. I slid the head between her folds before pulling back again, obsessively watching as her tightness spread in impossible ways. Her slippery ring swallowed the helmet with ease, kissing the tip of my cock as her fat, pudgy petals hugged the sides and guided me back down to the bottom.
Mom sighed with relief as I filled her up again, jumping a little bit when I bottomed out and she was reminded of how big I was.
"Jesus Christ, honey." She gasped, and I heard her palm slam against the table as I settled back down into the depths of her warm, welcoming pussy.
Mom continued to groan as she swayed her hips back and forth with my cock buried to the hilt. "I... I haven't felt this..." she said, then pulled off my dick as far as she could without letting me escape. She slammed her cunt back down to the bottom to provide punctuation to the rest: "... in a long, long time."
I was worried Mom would put the clues together and realize that mine wasn't the dick she was familiar with, but it seemed that she had basically forgotten how Dad felt and was too excited to give it a second thought. For the sake of the ruse, I could only grunt in approval.
"Oh god." I felt Mom's fingers tickling the underside of my cock as she began playing with herself, her fingers gliding over her pulsating clit as she gyrated on her son's throbbing cock. She was getting into it, even more than I was. "Come on, honey. Fuck your little whore."
Whoa.
I had never heard Mom talk like that. As far as I knew, neither one of those words had ever left Mom's mouth. Yet there I was, hearing them back to back. I'd never been much into dirty talking, but hearing my own mother literally begging me to fuck her was awakening a whole heap of new desires.
I rooted one hand to her waist and sunk back into her warm, creamy center. My other hand refused to take its thumb away from her asshole, still slick with saliva, and I was eager to explore a new fascination. I dribbled another helping of lube onto her bumpy backdoor and massaged it into every crease, gently nudging against the hole until I felt her muscles unclench. In small circles, I eased the digit against her asshole and pushed just enough to get my fingernail inside. Mom tensed like she was made of stone and sucked in a sharp breath.
To my surprise, she didn't ask me to stop. All of her neurons were probably telling her to quit, but I patiently pushed my thumb until I sunk past the first ring and felt a second, tighter vice push back against me.
"Slow, please," Mom whimpered, kicking her feet so hard her heels tapped against the table. "Be gentle with me, honey."
I held my thumb in place so I didn't lose any ground, but knew she wouldn't last long without something to distract her. With her fingers still ceaselessly dashing around her clit, I didn't have to thrust very fast to get Mom to start moaning like a banshee again.
I maintained a firm, steady rhythm with Mom, but she was doing most of the work by then. She brought her ass down hard, driving my cock through a fleshy jungle of soggy cunt meat, but pulled off of me much, much slower so that we could both feel her vagina caressing me with every fold. Every time her ass flattened against me, I tried to ease my thumb a little further inside her bum.
Our plan was working; with something else to focus on, Mom seemed more adept at - or at least less wary of -- accepting my thumb in her ass. She planted her curvy bottom in my lap again and I found the courage to push just hard enough that the rest of my invading digit popped inside of her asshole. Mom arched her back and groaned like she had been hit in the stomach, but steadied herself with a deep breath. For whatever reason, she was dedicated to making it work.
I wiggled my thumb against the walls of her asshole and marveled at how different it felt from her vagina; they were so much softer, and so unexplored, that it felt like baking my thumb inside a buttery cloud. They were so tender, and impressively slippery considering how tight she was. I could have broken my thumb if I'd jerked it too quickly, as the vice around the base of my digit was so secure that not even a drop of saliva could seep inside. I coiled my thumb back on itself so it dragged against the roof of Mom's asshole, burying into the supple flesh. When I plunged my cock into her pussy again, I dragged the tip of my thumb across that silky ceiling.
Mom was making sounds that could only be described as animalistic, grunting feverishly with my cock's every venture back into the deep confines of her quivering cunt. Juices drenched every inch of my shaft, and thick droplets of syrup tickled my balls as they dribbled down them, then fell to the floor with a 'plop.'
My balls were pulled snug against my body, and I knew I was playing with fire, risking it all with each passing second. The thoughts burst forth in a jumble - panic and rationality joining forces against the primal pursuit of pleasure. Is Mom on the pill? Am I supposed to pull out when I come? If I don't, I could get her pregnant!
... Why is that turning me on even more?
I knew I couldn't get away with asking, as Dad would have already known the answer. I was left with two options: pull out and ensure that I didn't accidentally breed my mother like a town whore, or cum inside of her like every iota of my body was begging me to do.
Well, I never said I was a smart man.
My stomach tightened up as cum boiled inside me, desperate for release and knowing that any second could be the final one. Mom was enthusiastically thumping her ass against my stomach, battering my cock with a slurry of wet, sloppy kisses. That left very little reason for her to focus on anything else, and I was left to realize the gravity of our situation much sooner than her.
With no warning, and no hesitation, I went with my gut feeling. I let my instincts take over, consequences be damned.
I pulled my thumb out of Mom's asshole and grabbed a firm hold of her hips. My fingers disappeared in an ocean of doughy, porcelain skin as they sunk in, leaving long stretch marks that quickly turned bright red from my intense grip. I nearly bit through my tongue trying to stay quiet, hoping that I might savour the moment a little longer.
My dick sunk to the very bottom of Mom's greedy pussy until my balls were mashed against her clit, where I could still feel her fingers flicking back and forth. I don't know what she felt first, but I know she felt it, because her fingers stopped almost immediately. Maybe her fingers felt my balls as they seized up, but I doubt that. Maybe she felt my legs shaking as I fought to stay standing, but I doubt that, too
I kissed the entrance to my Mother's womb and stopped thrusting, but I know she felt me throb. I know she felt that first telltale sign that I had gone too far as the mass of muscle inside her guts started pounding against her walls like a jackhammer. Unfortunately for us both, by the time she could act it was too late to stop.
The first stream of hot, molten butter erupted against her baby room with a violent splash, coating the spongy wall in thick cream like I was painting her pussy. I pushed inside her even harder in time with the second spurt, right as the gooey white rope basted the ceiling of her cunt, dripping back down onto my cock like a warm, sticky blanket. The final shots were too thick to find their own path, and could only mix in with the first two before congealing in a heavy puddle of baby batter right at the entrance of her womb. I continued emptying my balls into my mother, relishing the last few dribbles as I dumped more of the viscous glue into her guts.
Mom's fingers had completely stopped, and the room quieted until I only heard our tattered breathing. Mom shifted in the box as her fingers darted around her vagina, prodding around in a panic as she searched for answers to questions she had yet to ask aloud. Thankfully, she was so tight that not a drop of cum had been able to leak out of her.
With no choice left, Mom asked me with a tremendously heavy heart. "Honey, did... you didn't, right?"
I didn't respond. I couldn't, but she didn't like that. The box lifted about a foot off the table as Mom began to sit up, casually poking around the stretched out lips of her pussy with my cock still throbbing inside it. With more anger peppering her words than fear, she asked again, more pointedly. "Did you really just cum inside me? You didn't, right?"
Silence was no longer going to work for me. While I searched aimlessly for the right words, knowing I would never find them, the decision of how to deal with the situation was made for me.
Mom threw the box off her and sat up in a huff, so overtaken with fury that she could not even look at me. For the first time that night -- the first time since entering her most sacred place -- I gazed upon my mother's face. Her brow was furrowed with rage as she plopped down on her bottom and spread her legs obscenely, making no effort to maintain decency as she furiously pawed at her raw, ravaged hole. There was no illusion of being "sexy" any more as Mom tackled one frightening reality after another, while, paradoxically enough, entertaining the vain hope that she might get the cum out before it could do its unholy work.
I watched with shameless intrigue as Mom hiked her knee up on the table to give herself a better angle. She straightened her other leg as though that would help her reach further inside. Her face was contorted into disgust, something I had never seen upon it, as she rummaged around her drooling cunt. She looked like a wild animal trying to remove a thorn from her paw.
Pure horror was all I could see on her face as she withdrew her sticky fingers and pulled them apart in a "V". Her final hope at salvation was dashed by watching the thick ropes of baby butter stretch between her outstretched fingers, confirming her deepest fear.
Then she used both hands to pull apart either side of her pussy lips, digging them in as deeply as she could into the tender flesh before she pried her cunt open. She grunted as she pushed, trying in vain to rid herself of every last drop. A long stream of thick, white syrup oozed out of her, pooling on the table as she grunted again -- even harder that time -- to push the invasive cum out of her body.
"No, no, no," she muttered. Clearly in a state of rising panic, she turned her attention towards me. "You promised. You promised me, Gerry!" Mom turned her attention away from her cum-drenched pussy and finally looked up at me.
She didn't say anything at first. Her brain was trying to put together too many puzzle pieces that didn't fit. Her emotions rapidly changed from anger, to fear, to curiosity, to surprise, before finally settling into a non-verbal state of shock.
"Wh-wh-wh..." Mom couldn't muster anything beyond that; simply gawking at me as tears began to well in her eyes. "But... but, no. How? What is this?" Mom held out her hand towards me, and my heart sank as a glob of cum dripped off her finger and onto the carpet.
"Is this a joke?" She was desperate for me to say yes -- for me to take her away from this nightmare I had subjected her to -- but I couldn't do it.
"IS THIS A FUCKING JOKE?" Mom's voice bellowed in a way I had never heard before. Her lip quivered helplessly as panic began to overtake her body, but still she searched my face for some answer that would settle her racing heart. She rested a hand over her tummy with and dug her fingers in until they turned white, as though squeezing hard enough would stop cum from slowly seeping into her womb.
I was too preoccupied trying to think of an answer that wouldn't completely destroy the relationship I had with my mother, and she was too distracted by the knowledge that it was her son's potential children that she had just felt splashing against her cervix. With so much weighing down on us, we were both too distracted to hear the sound of the front door opening.
Neither of us had moved an inch in the last several minutes, so when Dad flung the door open in search of whatever had just made his wife scream in a murderous rage, he was greeted with a sight no man ever wishes to see.
The love of his life, with her tangled, sweat-soaked strawberry blonde hair, was sprawled out on the table with three of her fingers deeply buried in her vagina. It was pink, and raw, bearing obvious signs of a thorough fucking that left the tidy tuft of hair above her mostly bald pussy completely matted, with hints of her juices still soaking through the fur. What he could only assume was his son's cum was seeping out of her opened, pulsating hole and making a puddle on the coffee table where he had ate his breakfast that very morning. Sheer terror was plastered across her face, just the way semen was plastered over her hand. A thick helping of the sticky liquid ran down the length of her arm, creating a long trail of white syrup. The room was dead silent, making each dribble of cum sound like a gunshot when it hit the tabletop.
PLOP.
PLOP.
PLOP.
"I didn't know!" I was desperate to break the silence, and that was the most competent thing I could think to say.
"You didn't know?" Cum launched off of her finger as she pointed at me in accusation. "I didn't fucking know, either!"
Dad wasn't stupid. Like Mom, he was hopeful that a logical explanation would put everything to rest, no matter how unlikely it seemed. "What's going on, Kitty?" His voice was meek and hollow, which told me his heart had sunk to pit of his stomach.
"I w-wanted to give you something special for your birthday." Her voice was full of tremors as she explained herself. "I-I heard a car, so I got in the box and waited so I could surprise you. I didn't...I didn't think..."
Mom sniffled and used her clean hand to wipe a tear away before it stained her cheek. "I thought..."
"You thought?" Dad's voice was close to breaking, too.
"I thought he was you. Our son just..." Mom looked at me like I had just burned down a church, giving me one last chance to explain myself, even though she knew that I couldn't do so. When I didn't jump in to correct her, Mom admitted the truth she was hoping to keep from herself. "I think our son just fucked me." She swallowed the dirty word so it barely came out, tackling the horrid revelation in real time as she admitted it to her husband, and to herself.
Forget hearing a pin drop. It was so silent in the room that you could have heard an ant draw breath. We waited, and waited, and waited, and... eventually, Dad spoke. He wasn't angry, and if he was, it wasn't with me. No, I heard a tone from my father that I was entirely unaccustomed to. I expected rage. I expected fists.
"How did it feel?" he asked. Against all odds, the room grew even quieter. When he got no response, he clarified. "Kitty, how did it feel when he fucked you?"
Mom looked like she was going to puke. "Are you...serious, Gerry?" Every ounce of colour had drained from her face and she was as pale as moonlight, gawking like a baby bird.
Dad nodded.
Mom sucked in a stuttering breath before casting her gaze down to the table top. "Don't make me do this, Gerry. Not like this."
"Tell me." He shuffled his feet nervously.
Mom did not look up at either of us as she spoke. With a heavy heart, she admitted through the ever growing tears, "I...I came, okay? I fucking came with him." Finally Mom looked at me, but only for a moment before disgust repelled her gaze once more.
Mom continued to spit venom at my Father. "Are you fucking happy now? Isn't this what you wanted all along?"
Dad's eyes were sunken into his head like a voodoo doll. "I-I don't know. I didn't want it to be Daniel, obviously."
"What are you talking about?" I fought through the tension to ask.
Cue a long pause as my parents played chicken with the truth. My Dad caved first, as Mom could barely bring herself to speak anymore.
"Your Mother and I were going to try some... new things," he said. "Our therapist suggested it." Dad scanned the room like he was struggling to read from an invisible script. "One thing I wanted to try, that your Mother didn't, was cuckolding. She didn't want to sleep with another man, so we weren't going to do it."
"But you wanted her to?" I asked.
Dad nodded. "I guess so, but yeah, not like this."
"I'm sorry, Dad." I felt heat swimming behind my eyes as tears threatened to make an appearance. "I'm sorry I didn't know that-"
"Are you fucking hard?" Mom snapped. The corner of her mouth was turned up as she gestured towards Dad. "Oh my god... it worked?"



I couldn't tell what emotion I was hearing anymore; it was likely a mix of many. Mom seemed disappointed and grotesquely enraged, but also relieved. I heard hope in her voice, and I wondered where it was coming from.
"You're... holy shit." Mom clasped a hand over her mouth as she oscillated between happiness and sadness, unable to put weight into either camp. "It's been-"
"Yes it has," Dad interrupted before shooting me a shameful glance. "I- I don't know why. I don't know why this worked but..." His words trailed off along with his gaze.
"Daniel." Mom forced my name from her mouth like it was made of razors. "Can your father and I talk for a bit, please?"
"Mom, I'm so fucking sorry." I clenched my teeth to stop my jaw from chattering.
Mom nodded, but said nothing of my apology, meekly gesturing to the stairs. "Okay, go upstairs now. I'll come talk to you in a minute."
My world was turned inside out, and with gravity reversed I found it difficult to climb even a single step, but I managed. I dragged my concrete body into my room and slumped onto my bed, distraught by images of my Mother digging cum out of her pussy, and of the unimaginable terror in her face when she realized whose it was. I could not stop thinking about it -- about her -- and, against my will, it was sending tingles to my cock that made it hard to believe I had just spent the night having sex. I had never felt passion, or desire, like that before.
All I wanted to do was be with Mom, but it seemed like that was the last thing in the world I would ever get to do.
Unless my Father has a cuckold fetish.
Unless my Mom would do anything in the world to make him happy.
Unless... unless... unless...
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"Okay, class. Pay attention to the demonstration." Mr. Mason's booming voice echoed around the school gymnasium. The whistle around his neck was a pendulum, swinging ominously over the ass of the cute, blonde-haired teenager that was bent over in front of him. "Your friend here is gonna show you all how this is supposed to be done. Are you ready, sweetheart?"
The young girl's voice warbled nervously in reply. "Y-yes Mr. Mason."
Her name was Chloe; she'd been my best friend for eighteen years. We had been inseparable since were kids, so we knew each other inside and out. I could tell her anything in the world, no matter how weird it was. Even with that familiarity between us, she was unrecognizable in her current position.
Chloe was on her on her hands and knees waiting for Mr. Mason--our homeroom teacher, thirty years her senior--to introduce her to the unique ritual that made our quaint village so prosperous. It was called, quite simply, "The Ceremony."
I sat on the sidelines with my other classmates, as though we were watching a basketball game. Most of us had never ventured further than a kiss with our significant others, but thanks to The Ceremony,, that abstinence was inevitably temporary.
The boys were excited, as expected. Some of the girls were excited, too, but most of us cringed at the thought of such an intimate act taking place while our long-time schoolmates gawked. Since our village was small, we had all known each other since we were very young. The tight-knit bonds we'd formed were being tested by that historically tumultuous day.
Inside the gymnasium, there were twelve blue leather mats neatly arranged in a row by the sidelines in front of us. Chloe and Mr. Mason were on the center mat, putting the spotlight directly on my anxious friend with nowhere for her to hide. The whole point of the demonstration was to allow our inexperienced eyes some guidance on how to proceed when it was our turn.
The partner that had been assigned to Chloe, Thomas, was unable to attend The Ceremony. With her original partner unavailable, Mr. Mason became her only option. Naturally, he'd decided to use his expertise to give us a formal demonstration. Unlike us, he knew what he was doing.
Some of the girls held each other's hands, unified in their apprehension, while the more rambunctious boys shoved each other with unrestrained enthusiasm. They were so eager for their turn that they were ready to leap out of their skins.
I knew Chloe hated having so many prying eyes watching her, but it was something every woman in my village had gone through. If we wanted to prosper in accordance with the Elder's instructions, we had to learn.
My nails drew blood from the heel of my palm as I watched Mr. Mason approached the mat, dribbling lube into his hand. He spread the slimy goo onto the angry, flared mushroom that bulged from the end of his cock and knelt behind Chloe's quivering thighs. Mr. Mason asked her if she was ready, prompting me to ask myself the same question.
Am I ready for this? How am I going to feel after? Will my boyfriend--who's ten feet away and avoiding any eye contact--feel the same about me afterwards?
I did not know what to believe. Hoping for anything to distract me from watching an older man fuck my best friend, I thought back to the story my mom had told me at breakfast that morning - and then, as it turned out, to everything that had happened afterwards that had led me to that moment.
"You're going to love it!" Mom cooed, spooning scrambled eggs onto my plate. "I was nervous; so were all my friends. Everybody is!"
"But you did it anyway?" I asked, sipping my smoothie. For obvious reasons, solid food was heavily discouraged the night before and the morning of The Ceremony, so I was on a liquid diet.
"We all did, honey. Every woman in this village has been in your shoes. It's tradition!" Mom pushed her glasses up her nose. "Besides, that's where I met your father. Remember?"
Of course I did. The Ceremony had been in effect long before my parents' time, and even their parents' time before that, etcetera.
There was once a time when our village, typically prosperous and affluent despite its relatively small population, had seen its numbers dwindle inexplicably. That unprecedented population decline had caused our abundant blessings, whether gold or resources, to run dry before a solution had been found. People had simply stopped having children, growing shrewd and pious beyond repair, thus setting our home into a downward spiral of lowering population which it could not have recovered on its own.
From a very early age, children being told the story learned not to ask an obvious question: "What about fresh blood from outside?"
It had remained like that for a very long time, the story told us. Exhausted and without recourse, the Elders had gathered together with other prominent members of our community to pray to our Gods for a solution. The mighty beings above had toiled for days before they'd answered our prayers and showed us the way forward. Despite their perceived omnipotence, of which the entire community had been convinced, their solution had not initially been taken well.
The Council told of the Gods' fury - their rage - as bloodlines of their devout worshippers had extinguished themselves. They would not accept that our people--who'd once prayed to them in such enormous numbers--would roll over and perish, leaving the powerful entities without a flock to shepherd. In the face of extinction, their solution had been clear and concise. They'd demanded that the veil of secrecy we'd placed over sex - the hushed taboo that had ensnared our village - be cast away.
Many had been against it, but many more had been for it. Things had gotten truly desperate, and those who'd objected hadn't come forth with any better ideas. The deciding factor, so the story goes, had been a concession to traditionalism. There would be no vaginal sex during the sex education program; in fact, from that point onward, vaginal intercourse would only be legal between a husband and a wife.
What sex had that left for the hands-on training, then? Why, anal: the closest thing to vaginal sex, so that young people would develop an interest in penetrative sex generally, which would presumably then lead to married couples making lots of babies.
Over one hundred years later, my friends and I were to follow in the footsteps of our mothers, and grandmothers, and their mothers before them. The Ceremony had unified our village with a communal goal that we could all strive towards. I felt duty-bound to do my part to secure the future of the village and keep us on the path towards a brighter future.
Still, though, I was nervous.
"If it weren't for The Ceremony, I never would have met your Father." Mom was happily awash in nostalgia. "And look at us now! We have you and your brother thanks to that blessed day. Oh, Glory Be!"
"I guess so, but Michael is pretty upset that we didn't get paired up." I hung my head thinking about my boyfriend.
We had been dating for about a year, and I felt closer to him that I ever had with another person--besides Chloe. I had already accepted the hard truth that we were not paired together, but he was having a much harder time doing so.
The whole point of the day was to increase sexual expression and excite the incoming generation about the prospect of procreating. To ensure that nobody was left out, or picked last, however, the pairing process was randomized. Everybody had an equal chance of experiencing the "joy" of sex.
How many boyfriends and girlfriends were sad about that? How many were secretly excited? It's hard to say. I was sad. I was hardly the first woman to be in that situation, though; many villagers knew the emotional strain that such mandatory cuckolding could put on a relationship. Some couples survived the ordeal and came out stronger; others did not.
"So, who did you get?" Mom bit her lower lip. "I know we aren't supposed to gossip, but come on! You can tell me; your secret is safe."
I grimaced. "Well, uh, okay. You know Mrs. Conway?"
"From book club?" Mom clapped her hands excitedly. "Oh, she's a peach. I adore her!"
"Great news, then." I forced my queasy stomach to accept a small sip of smoothie. "Because her son, John, is gonna have his dick in my ass in just a few hours."
"Emily Jane!" Mom smacked the wooden table top with an open palm, nearly spilling my breakfast. "The Ceremony is a very important event. I won't allow you to treat it so frivolously!"
"Sorry, Mom." I blushed and hurried to change the subject. "So, what happened with the guy you were seeing when you were my age?"
Mom cocked her head and gazed aimlessly into the sky as though the ceiling did not exist. "I ended up falling for your father during The Ceremony and I never looked back. You're young, Em. Don't worry about one relationship when you likely have so many ahead of you."
I don't think she intended for that to make my stomach drop so viciously. "So you dumped him?"
"Not exactly," Mom corrected me. "I just don't think he could look at me the same way after seeing me with another man. It was amicable, and I was happy to end up with your father because of it."
"You didn't like him, this other guy?" I was searching for any glimmer of hope that would alleviate my guilt. "Like, Dad was nicer or something? Because Michael is really nice and--"
"Honey," Mom interrupted me, "if it's meant to last, then it will. He was a sweet boy; I remember that much, but he didn't have, uh, what your father has."
"Oh, Gods." I scrunched my face in disgust. "Gross, Mom!"
"Just being honest, honey!" Mom had never been one to recognize when she had stepped over the line with one of her comments, and she sought to one-up herself in record time. "Maybe John will have the perfect-sized wiener for your cute little bottom and you'll end up having a great time."
"Mom, stop!" I wanted to shrivel into a ball and disappear. "Can we stop talking about this? Please?"
"Fine, fine. You know I'm just looking out for you. Did you do your enemas this morning?"
"Mom, please!" I whined, burying my face in my hands. I had, in fact, done five or six of them to prepare for The Ceremony.
It was not mandatory, but every girl knew the horror stories of women before them who had been lazy with their cleaning. To avoid that embarrassment, I'd made sure to double the recommended cleaning routine. I hadn't liked the way the water felt going in or out of me, so it was not a topic I wanted to broach over the breakfast table.
By the grace of Gods we were interrupted by the sound of my twin brother, Shaun, bouncing down the stairs. He could be heard whistling well before he entered the kitchen, but he dropped the tune as soon as he laid eyes on us.
"Good morning, good morning, good morning!" Shaun sung happily as he strolled across the black and white tile to grab an apple from the counter. He was in an unusually chipper mood that morning, and eager to rub it in my face. "Glory Be! Isn't it a great day to be alive, family?"
"Speak for yourself," I grumbled, stirring my pale green smoothie.
"Boy, that sure looks delicious. Do you mind if I have a sip, Em?" Shaun's big, stupid grin revealed the punchline before he had a chance to hit me with it. "Or is that smoothie only for people that are going to get fucked in the ass today?"
Mom threw a balled-up hand towel at him and hit him square in the nose. "Shaun, I swear to the Gods if you don't show your sister a little more respect I'm gonna call the school and say you're too sick to attend today."
"But, Mom-"
"No buts!" Mom snapped. "Be nice to Emily. She's not as excited about today as you are."
I stuck my tongue out at Shaun and blew a raspberry. "He's just happy that he got paired with Tracy Jenkins. They've probably been giggling about it all week."
"Listen, just because Tracy is an adventurous-"
"Whore?" I offered, narrowing my eyes at Shaun.
"Rude," he replied, "but yes, that's fair. She is very... well, let's just keep it at 'adventurous.'"
"I said 'whore.'"
"I heard you, Emily. Damn." He rolled his eyes. "You don't have to be such a spoilsport."
He was right, though I would never admit that to him. I was in a bad mood and I wanted to spread it to him to dampen his enthusiasm, but that wasn't fair. He and I were the only twins in the whole village, putting us in a unique predicament where we would be in the same room for The Ceremony. He seemingly refused to acknowledge the awkwardness of that fact, which made me second guess whether or not my inhibitions were valid to begin with.
I was rather annoyed that other girls my age could be excited for something that I found so stressful. I hated that I felt that way. They were comfortable with their bodies, so why was I such a prude?
I swallowed my pride and apologized to my brother. In the end, I was happy for him that he was so excited. It was not uncommon for the boys to feel equally bashful about The Ceremony, and despite how I envied his joy, I knew it was better for him to enter it with confidence.
"Do you have your special shorts, honey?" Mom took my half-empty smoothie glass from me and gestured to the clock. We only had a few minutes left before I had to head out the door.
I patted the front of my backpack. "Got them right here. They don't really fit, though."
"Too loose?" Mom asked.
"No," I whined. "I wish. They're actually so tight that they made my thighs look all pudgy from how tight the leg holes are."
Mom smirked. "Well, lucky you. That's gonna drive John wild; guys love that kind of stuff."
"Er, thanks, Mom. I'll keep that in mind." My heart leapt into my throat as I turned to leave the house. I could not bring myself to leave just yet, hoping to find a single shred of comfort that would alleviate my racing heart. "Um, Mom? What does it, you know... feel like?"
"Having a penis in your bum?" Mom asked, her warm smile offset by the bluntness of her question. Her aura was calming, but her words were not. "Well, once you get past the initial stretching, there's this pressure deep in your belly that's almost like a pleasurable ache. Does that make sense?"
"Not really. Is it gonna hurt?"
"Maybe, honey. It's a strange feeling to get used to, but if you're anything like me, you're gonna be loving it before you know it!" Mom gave me one last hug; it was meant to be reassuring, I know.
My asshole instinctively clenched up, entertaining the concept that it might actually enjoy the impending invasion. Still my mind wasn't completely on board. How the hell is anyone supposed to get their dick in something so small? My virgin butthole was tight enough to turn a speck of coal into a diamond, and the idea of an entire penis somehow fitting inside did not compute.
"It's gonna be so weird with Shaun there," I groaned along with the creaky doorframe as I leaned against it. Mom knew I was stalling, but she did not rush me out. "Oh, Gods - Chloe, too!"
"You'll be fine; you guys are best friends!"
"She's so shy, Mom. She tried to kiss Alan Connor last month and almost had a panic attack!"
Mom shrugged. "In my experience, those girls are the biggest freaks in the sack."
"Okay, Mom. Thanks for trying." I sighed, then forced my feet to leave the house. "Glory Be."
"Glory Be, honey. Good luck." Mom swooned with pride, saying goodbye to her little girl for the last time before she became a woman.
Dad and Shaun were in the driveway cackling about something, but they quieted down in a hurry when I got closer. Dad opened the car door for me and forced a weak smile. "Ready to go, Em?"
"As ready as I'll ever be."
I slumped into the back and ignored Shaun teasing me from the passenger seat. I laid my head against the window and exhaled the stale air from my lungs. I wanted to run back inside and leap under the covers where nobody would find me, but to be the first woman in a century to deny her place in The Ceremony would be unacceptable.
I swallowed the knot in my throat and tried to distract myself with the trees passing by the window as Dad took off down the road. He honked at Mom, who was waving from the front door, then sped off towards the school.
It was quiet at first - awkwardly so. Dad interrupted the silence with a pep talk the way only a father can.
"Look at you kids, so grown up already. This is a big day for both of you. It seems like only yesterday I was bringing the two of you home from Dr. Schubert's clinic and putting you in your cribs."
"And now..." I trailed off, unsure of why I'd piped up to begin with.
"And now you're growing up. The Ceremony is a very important day. Your mother and I are so proud of you both. We should celebrate tonight! Steaks on the fire pit, maybe?"
"If I have an appetite," I lamented.
"Still a bit nervous, Em?" Dad peered at me in the rear view mirror. I nodded my head. "Sounds like you gotta be more like your brother. Experience new things with an open mind, and all that."
Shaun took the mention of his name as an indication to chime in. "Yeah, Emily. Experience new things, like letting John Conway power-wash your guts with baby butter."
"You're such an asshole!" I yelped, then socked him in the shoulder.
"Shaun, listen to me." Dad's voice was stern. "What your sister is doing--what the women of this village have done for over a century--has earned them your respect. You treat them like gold, or you'll be looking at double chore duty for a month."
I admired Dad standing up for me like that. At the end of the day I was still his little girl and he wanted to protect me from my dickhead brother.
"Apologize to your sister," Dad demanded. "When your mother was her age she had to do the same thing. Would you insult her like that?"
"No, sir." Shaun twiddled his thumbs. "I'm sorry, Em. I didn't mean anything by it."
I forgave him, unwilling to let myself be weighed down by any more baggage than necessary. Dad hummed gospel music to himself for the rest of the drive, and had my stomach not be threatening to empty itself, I might have joined him.
My nerves only grew when the front of our school pulled into view. The crisp spring breeze felt nice against my skin, which was hot to the touch. I thought about faking a fever, but I knew that the shame in running away from The Ceremony would haunt me forever. My throat, dry as a desert, forcefully swallowed as much of my anxiety as I could.
"Good luck today! I love you two. Glory Be!" Dad beamed with pride as Shaun and I climbed out of the car. My legs were quivering, but I managed to stand atop those pillars of pudding. Dad disappeared out of sight a few seconds later, leaving Shaun and me on the pavement. I turned to walk inside, but Shaun grabbed my sleeve.
"Emily?" He called to me. "I know you're really nervous about today, and I'm sorry I was a jerk. I didn't...I wasn't...aw, forget it. You're gonna be fine, okay? I promise. You're, like, the strongest person I know."
The corner of my mouth cracked a faint smile. "Thanks. I really hope you're right."
"I know I am. I guess I'll see you in there?" He shrugged at his own pointless question. "Good luck, Em. 'Glory Be' and all that."
"Same to you." My voice was as hollow as my chest, which felt poised to cave in at any moment.
I was happy for the space Shaun gave me to be alone and collect myself. That space lasted for exactly six steps before Chloe came bounding around the corner. She had probably been looking for me for the last twenty minutes or so; she always arrived to school much earlier than me.
"Finally!" the dainty blonde cried. "You picked today to be late?" At a lowly five foot one, Chloe was the smallest person in our year. I considered myself to be on the short side, but even I was a few inches taller than her mousy frame.



"Uh-huh, Glory Be to you too, Sister Chloe." I curtsied dramatically and bowed my head.
"Oh, please. I can't deal with the 'Glory Be' stuff today. I'm dying over here!" Chloe swung me side to side in a big bear hug. "The Ceremony starts in, like, twenty minutes! You need to get your shorts on!"
I squeezed the front pouch of my bag and winced. I gestured to the short blue garment tightly hugging Chloe's backside. "Are they comfy?"
"They're a bit tight. Well, they're tight everywhere but here." Chloe spun around and pointed to the large, loose-fitting flap which was secured by two metal clips at the top.
The fabric veil was the only thing separating her ass from prying eyes. Once the clips were undone, it would fall off to reveal a large window that gave those same eyes uninhibited access to her most intimate place. The shorts were mandatory for The Ceremony, and the cut-out hole around our butts made it easy for the boys to get inside of us, while allowing us to retain a modicum of modesty.
The shorts, and our tops, were to stay on all day. It was a day dedicated to sex, but there was also a clinical element to it. We were there to learn, not necessarily to enjoy ourselves. As such, excess nudity was not permitted in the interest of keeping the day pure. That said, the sizable opening at the back of our shorts was--once opened--more than capable of arousing our randomly selected suitors. It wasn't much, but it was better than being naked.
I had been dating Michael for a while by then, but even he had never seen me fully exposed. He had fondled my breasts while we'd kissed a few times, but he had never been given the opportunity to come face to face with my vagina. The thought John would instead be the first to see me like that--especially displayed framed in a window designed for him to stare--was humiliating, to say the least.
"I hate how loose the flap is," Chloe complained. "I feel like everyone can see my pussy when I bend over, so I'm walking like a statue."
I begged Chloe to come with me to get changed, and she happily agreed. We rushed inside the school washroom and found an empty stall for me. Chloe sat in the only other stall to make sure nobody would interrupt us. She was a good friend, which is why I felt so bad for what she would have to go through that day.
"Hey, are you, like, nervous at all?" I asked over the top of the stall.
"A little bit, yeah." She shuffled her feet. "But I'm paired with Thomas, and I've heard from a couple people that he has a really small dick. Maybe it won't be so bad? The size is the thing that scared me the most; I put a finger back there one time and almost snapped it off."
I snorted, failing to hold back an eruption of laughter. "You did that?"
"I dunno, I tried it!" I could hear in her voice the deep shade of red she had turned. "I wanted to see if I could do it. All I can say is; thank the Gods for Thomas's tiny ding-a-ling!"
The two of us burst out laughing together. Our hearty chortling echoed around the tiny washroom; it sounded like we had an entire auditorium praising our boundless wit.
I chuckled one last time. "I dare you to call it that to his face."
"Maybe if the moment's right," Chloe replied. "We'll see. Anyway, let me see how you look! We've still got a few minutes."
I exited the stall and did a glamorous runway twirl to show off my new wardrobe. The identical white, cotton shirt and blue, flap-covered shorts united us both. I opted to remove my bra on a whim; it wasn't the day to prioritize modesty over comfort.. "How do I look?" I asked.
"Like every other girl in our year," Chloe said with a sigh. "Ready?"
I looked at myself in the mirror and organized a couple loose strands of hair. "I guess we'll find out," I said to the girl staring back at me with trepidation in her eyes.
You can do this, I told her. Every woman before you has done this; you can, too.
The bravado I summoned in the bathroom disappeared like sand through my fingers when I left the bathroom and stumbled face-first into Michael. He was staring at the floor, but his head snapped forward as soon as he heard my footsteps.
"Gah! Boyfriend!" My stream of consciousness ran unchecked and spilled forth the first thought that had entered my brain.
"Um, girlfriend?" Michael arched an eyebrow. "Oh, hey, Chloe."
Chloe offered my boyfriend a half-hearted greeting as she exited a few steps behind me. "What the hell was that? Why did you just yell 'boyfriend' at the top of your lungs?"
"I-I just got startled, I guess. Like oh hey, there's my boyfriend. There he is!" I probably showed too many teeth for my smile to be convincing.
"Okay, that's new." Michael sighed before puffing up his chest. "Chloe, could we have a minute?"
Chloe said she would meet me at the gymnasium, offering a reassuring squeeze on my shoulder before she took off. The second she left I felt isolated, even though Michael was still with me. I wanted her to stay by my side until the whole ordeal was over, and I assured myself that we would find neighbouring mats to comfort each other from during The Ceremony. I knew we weren't supposed to interfere with other couples, but I didn't see the harm in letting us hold hands or something to take the edge off.
"So, what's up?" Michael asked with his hands in his pockets. "You good?"
"I'm good, yeah. How about you?" I folded my arms over my chest to hide how small I felt.
"I don't know. I guess so? Just feeling a little weird about today, that's all." He struggled to make eye contact with me.
"I know what you mean." My voice was hollow. "It feels like everyone else thinks this is so normal, and I'm the only one freaking out."
"You're freaking out, too?" Michael was shocked, but his surprise quickly melted to a fierce snarl that he had to wipe from his face. "Whose name did you get?"
He would have seen for himself momentarily; the hour was close at hand and there was no turning back. He wanted me to admit it to him like it was a secret. I knew which name he had drawn, but I asked about her anyway to try and distract him. "Well, who did you draw?"
"Amanda Sigler." He shrugged; it was an appropriate response.
Amanda was attractive, but she looked like nothing like me. I'm not trying to toot my own horn, but I knew I was exactly Michael's type. Amanda had her own thing going on, but Michael would have surely been more excited to spend the day with me instead of her.
"Tell me again why we didn't just do this ourselves?" Michael asked, exasperated. We had been through that argument before, and I felt slighted that he would choose that very moment to rehash it. "I could have been the one to take your virginity! Instead you're letting some guy--whose name you won't even tell me--be the first one inside of you."
"First of all, it's not my real virginity. And second; it's John Conway, if you must know." I averted my gaze. My arms were crossed over my chest like a shield, hiding the way I dug my nails into my elbows to make some of my emotional pain physical. "It's not like I asked for this. It's random; it always has been."
"Then why didn't you want to spend the night with me last week? This special moment could have been ours!"
The last time we had that fight, I'd made up a lame excuse about sticking to tradition: it was what the elders demanded; it had made the village successful for generations, so who were we to question the method? The evidence was all around us.
I threw my hands in the air, unwilling to think of a clever lie. "I'm not ready yet. That's the truth." It was a relief to get it off my chest, but it's is not how or when I'd wanted to do it. "This is clinical; it's removed. It's just a process I have to go through. But with you I'm choosing to take a step, which means making commitments that I'm not ready for yet."
He spat venom back at me. "But you're ready to take that step with John?"
"I-I guess so. You have to understand, Michael: it's not like that to me. It's not about him." I tried to find the right combination of words that would put his heart at ease, but I could hardly explain my own feelings.
"What is it about, then?" he snarled.
"What John and I are going to do today doesn't change how I feel about you." I stepped closer to him to caress his cheek, but he grabbed me by the wrist before I could touch him. "I know you're upset; I'm sorry. When you and I do this, I want it to be special. John isn't special to me, he's just-"
"A guy with a gigantic dick?" he offered, interrupting me.
My pulse started to race. "W-what are you... no, no. Where did you hear that?"
"You haven't heard?" Michael found a sick pleasure in breaking the news to me. "Apparently John's packing, but I guess you'll know about that any minute now."
"Why are you being so nasty to me?" My voice quivered, but I was firm in my assertion. "You know I don't want any of this. The one thing I was hoping for was that--at the end of today--you and I could hang out like we always do and talk about how weird it was."
"Right, with John's cum still inside of you?" He'd graduated from venom to laced bullets. He was firing horrible accusations at me, one after the other, and they hurt.
They also made me mad, though, and I decided that I'd had enough. I didn't want to be there any more than he did, yet he was putting me down like I had volunteered. I'm not proud of what I said next, but I wanted to hurt him like he was hurting me.
"No, probably not. I'm gonna push all his cum out of me as soon as we're finished. The thing is; if he's as big as you say he is, then I'm going to have to spend an awfully long time trying to squeeze his hot, sticky load out of my ass. Just pushing, and pushing, and pushing--"
"My Gods, Emily!" Michael snapped and pushed me away from him. "What is wrong with you?"
That was the last thing he said before he stormed off. I felt guilty the second I saw the pain crack across his face; it was like he'd been struck by lightning.. All at once, I had turned his anger into fear, and I immediately worried that his fear might make him do something stupid.
Full of regret, I tried to make amends. "Remember we said no kissing, right?" I called out. He did not respond.
"Michael?" I called to an empty hallway, telling myself he would turn around and make things right before it was too late. "R-right, Michael?"
He was gone.
My heart was in a full sprint. I hated fighting with him; it gave me anxiety like nothing else. Not only that, but uttering such dirty, forbidden words was not something I made a habit of. I had never spoken like that--especially not to Michael, and especially not at school.
The loudspeaker overhead crackled to life, warbling instructions for everyone to make their way to the gymnasium. The Ceremony was only fifteen minutes away.
Adrenaline coursed through my veins. I looked around, hoping to see a familiar face, but my friends had abandoned me. I leaned against the brick wall behind me and closed my eyes. The muffled voices of various students carried down the halls like a backing track to my self-imposed isolation. I didn't want to be alone, but going to meet my friends came hand in hand with meeting my fate head on. I was frozen in place, but knew I could not wait around forever.
I summoned the will to dash into the bathroom, filling my cupped hands with cool water from the sink. I doused my face, staring at my unblinking reflection as water ran down my cheeks like icy tears. I fixed my hair in the mirror as best I could, but nothing I did made me feel like the girl in the reflection. I'm not her; I can't be. She won't make it through this. I knew I had to become a version of myself that could withstand the journey ahead.
The girl in the mirror possessed the same reluctance that I had earlier, but it was tempered with a fury I did not recognize. She was a warrior, and the fire in her belly refused to yield. Michael had ignited something primal in me, and I decided to let it burn. My people needed me--The Ceremony needed me. I would not let them, or it, down.
I exited the bathroom like a phoenix, reborn from the ashes of a charred husk. My heartbeat roared in my ears, every step a booming bass drum announcing my arrival. I heroically swung open the double doors of the gym with both hands and triumphantly crossed the threshold.
It did not take more than a couple steps inside before my bravado, and the faux confidence I'd used it to erect, crumbled into dust.
Classmates I had known for my entire life, who were usually identifiable by their unique choice of fashion, had become identical pawns, each waiting for instructions. They were dressed for a day playing dodgeball, or practicing their lay ups, but one look at the backside of any uniformed girl was all one would have needed to discern that something about that was different.
The gym was alive with the roaring echoes of a dozen different conversations. I tried to shut out the noise and eavesdrop for any meaningful hint that someone else was feeling the nerves that I was, but much of what I heard was infused with excitement. Some of the girls were so relaxed in their chatter that I was convinced that some of them had just come from a leisurely picnic.
Michael was on a mat in the far left corner of the room. He was talking with Amanda already, who had a shameless smile plastered across her face. Michael was turned away from me, which was a blessing. I don't think I could have taken another dose of the hurt he flashed me in the hallway.
Shaun and Tracy, on the far right side, were in a competition to see who could do a better impression of a child on their birthday. They were equally enthused by the opportunity presented by The Ceremony. Though I was happy for my brother, I envied Tracy for being able to rid herself of the worries that I could not shake. For all I knew, she'd never felt them to begin with.
Chloe was perched by herself on a mat in the middle of the gym. She gazed around the room looking for Thomas, but he was nowhere to be seen. Her dark brown eyes met mine and lit up. She pointed to the mat next to her with a cheesy grin, directing my attention to the tall, dark-haired behemoth stretching his calves upon it.
My jaw clenched so tight that my teeth squeaked together. The muscular giant before me was none other than John. He had yet to spot me, so I took a moment to admire him in a light I never had before.
He was certainly handsome; that was undeniable. He was more than a foot taller than I was, so even from his position on the floor I could tell how tiny I would be when he stood up. His powerful arms, darkly toned from days working in the summer sun, were tree trunks rooted to his bulky torso. He could have lifted me up with one hand.
When John turned and caught me gawking at his bulging collarbones, my attention was immediately drawn to his eyes. They were dark and soft, but most notably, they were kind.
As expected, I felt more than a few butterflies in my stomach when he met my gaze for the first time. The swarm of frightened bugs did not hesitate to make their presence known, yet they quickly settled down under the command of John's warm, affectionate smile.
"Glory Be, Emily! I'm so happy you're here!" It had been weeks since I'd received a welcome so sincere. "I was beginning to think you wouldn't show."
"Yeah, I thought about it." I rolled my eyes. My arms were crossed defensively across my chest, and despite Chloe coaxing me with her eyes, I could not be convinced to unfold them.
"I'm sorry to hear that." The corner of John's mouth dipped into a frown, but he could not hold back his grin for very long. "But I think you made the right choice. Come on, this'll be fun!"
I shuffled my feet. "I guess I'm just a little nervous."
"Everyone is; they just aren't showing it." John used his chin to point at a couple two mats down from us. "Isaac had a full-on breakdown this morning, but he's come around since. To be honest, it wold be weird if you weren't a little nervous."
"I guess you're right." It did feel nice to know that John, a man twice my size, was as apprehensive as I was. "Are we supposed to be doing anything? I feel like they're gonna give us the green light any second, but everyone is still goofing off."
"I think most of them stretched already," he said. "It kind of helps to get the early jitters out."
I don't consider myself to be a dense person. When John said "stretching" I thought he was talking about lunges and arm rotations. Clearly, based on the way he and Chloe snickered at my innocence, that was not the kind of stretching that he'd meant. John stopped laughing when he realized I was not joking, which made Chloe laugh even harder.
"Sorry, Emily, I meant like stretching stretching, you know?" He raised an eyebrow, hoping that would sell me on the innuendo. "I didn't mean to be crass, just that--"
I held up my hand like stop sign, cutting him short. "It's all good. I know what you meant. How exactly do we... I don't know. Stretch me out?"
John looked like somebody had given him a shot of heroin. "Uh, well, uh, well, uh..." The poor boy was stuck. For a man of his size, he wasn't all that intimidating.
The two of us girls exchanged a knowing look, tickled by John's stammer. Chloe clapped her hands near his face to snap him out of it. Nobody so much as turned their head to investigate the loud clap. They were too enthralled in their own little worlds.
"I guess we could go look at the table, if you want to," John offered, gesturing to a folding table near the door to the gymnasium as he climbed off the leather mat. When he stood up, the revelation of his true height put my assumptions to shame. The top of my head sat below his chin, reminding me exactly who was going to be dominating whom. I usually felt put off by men who were taller than me, but not so with John, then.
I didn't know what he was talking about, but I agreed anyway. Given what I knew was in store for me, a trip to some random table seemed like a baby step.
The table John had referred to was on the other side of the room. Upon it was an assortment--no, an army--of dildos, plugs, and lube with syringes to inject it into us. At first glance the tabletop was chaotic, but a pattern soon presented itself. The organization of the toys made it easy to tell when one of them was missing from its row of identical siblings. I said as much out loud - probably unnecessarily.
My eyes darted around the room, shamelessly zeroing in on the loosely covered backsides of my classmates. I'd been too wrapped up in my own thoughts to notice it before, but it quickly became obvious that most, if not all, of the girls in the gym were walking around with plugs inside of them.
The way they hobbled when they walked, or leaned on a strange angle to shift the toy into a comfortable spot, became clear as day. The wincing on their faces was unmistakable, and some of them we wearing frowns - deep ones.
"Do... all of the girls have these in their butts right now?" I traced my finger over the fat rubber plugs that pointed to the sky like colourful missiles. I tried to imagine each one being pushed into my body, but with no frame of reference I could only speculate on how it might feel. "I've never put one in before."
"Me neither!" John joked. "That's what I'm here for; you don't have to worry."
"You're going to help me put it in?" I do not know what I'd expected, but apparently John was going to be a bigger part of the process than I'd thought.
"Of course I am. Today we're a team." He put a hand on my shoulder, infecting me with his confidence.
I found a cute little plug that felt soft when I squeezed it. I didn't want an unyielding piece of steel to be forced into me. I picked it up to show to John, but he had already made his choice.



In his hand was a menacing purple egg that was nearly double the size of mine, both in width and length. It made mine look like a keychain! He was about to pick up another plug that was even larger than the purple one, so I stepped in for the sake of my butthole.
"Why are you picking out all the huge ones?" I asked in a poorly disguised panic.
"Am I?" John turned the toys over in his hands. "I'm just looking for one that's close to my size."
"This?" My jaw hit the floor. I reached for the purple plug and lifted it like it was a live bomb. "This is how big you are?"
"Pretty close, yeah." His delivery contained more shame than pride, so I knew he was not trying to brag. "I mean, I'm a lot longer, but the girth is about the same."
"Oh, great." I rolled my eyes. He had unwittingly picked one of the largest plugs off the table, clearly mistaking my asshole for an elastic band. "That's very comforting to hear, John."
"We don't have to do this if you don't want to. The warmup is optional." He was trying to let me drive - how ironic - but the necessity of the step had just been hammered home to me.
I decided to go with the purple plug - which delighted John - if only to get through the worst of the pain before the real ceremonial activities began. He grabbed some lube, and a syringe to go with it, and met me back at the mat with goodies in hand.
John gestured to our makeshift bed. "Ready when you are."
I climbed aboard on my hands and knees. It was degrading to bend over for him, waiting for him to undress me. My focused stare burned holes into the mat, unwavering even when John got behind me and fit himself between my parted thighs.
John's hands were trembling, but he pressed forward. He pinched the metal clips that kept my body modest, dropping the blue curtain to expose my private place. Against the warmth between my legs, the chill of the gymnasium air made itself known. I seized up as its cool tendrils flicked my skin, teasing my pussy with a literal breath of fresh air.
I could not tell how close John was to me, and prayed he was not liberally soaking in the view like a pervert. Then again, I wouldn't have been able to blame him for doing so. Like most of the village boys his age, he had never been that close to a woman's bare vagina before. The heat rolling against the inside of my thighs told me exactly how wet I was. If his eyes--by some miracle--did not catch on to that fact, he surely picked up on the scent of my honey wafting his way. I had nowhere to hide.
John spoke without thinking - something I would be forgiving a lot that day. "Holy shit, Emily. You look amazing! I don't mean to be gross or anything. Just--wow, you're fucking beautiful." "
"Uh, thank you, I guess?" I muttered awkwardly. "Do you have the--oh!"
I was interrupted by his hands, like claws of stone, latching onto my ass cheeks. Though it was something I had disliked about my body when I was younger, I'd learned to be proud of the plump caboose I'd been blessed with. Despite the warnings that I had been given about men's fondness for a rear like mine, John's instant attraction still managed to take me by surprise.
John proved his enthusiasm by way of massage, kneading my doughy cheeks without another word. He squished them together, eclipsing my butthole. The tiny hole did not stay hidden for any significant length of time, however. It greeted him when he parted my cheeks again.
My butt was spread so far apart that my pussy could not help but follow suit. My lips peeled open like a blooming flower when he pried me open. He held me in place, digging into the soft, pliable flesh, which practically oozed through his tightly curled digits.
He let go with one hand so he could fiddle with something. I correctly assumed it to be a syringe filled with lube, which was soon pressed against my puckered anal ring.
"If it feels weird," he said, "just tell me and I'll stop."
"Okay..." I murmured quietly.
The tip of the syringe was thin enough to fit into my bum without causing any pain. John inserted a small portion of it and waited while I grew accustomed to the new sensation. To my surprise, I could barely feel the tiny thing. I knew I didn't deserve any credit for that--and also knew that the nozzle was thinner than my pinky finger--but I decided to call it a win. I needed one.
With a long, slow push on the plunger, John injected a steady stream of lube into my bowels. The cold goo slithered through my insides, creeping through the tiny tunnel and filling every nook and cranny on the way. I squirmed with discomfort as the slime oozed through me. The sensation, while not as uncomfortable as I expected, was nevertheless too foreign to enjoy. Maybe warm lube would have felt nicer.
"All done!" John popped the syringe out and patted my ass. "Good job, Emily."
"Is it over yet?" I groaned.
"I know you're kidding, but you should be impressed. You took that whole syringe like it was no problem!" John congratulated me with a playful swat on my ass, sending ripples through my porcelain skin.
I yelped instinctively when he hit me, then covered my mouth in shame. I looked around, expecting to see a million eyeballs staring at me, but everyone else was too preoccupied by their own warmup. My outcry was but a drop in the pond. Most couples had transitioned onto the mats as well, and many of the girls on their hands and knees were making the exact same noises I had.
Nobody was in a position to judge anybody. I made eye contact with a chubby brunette named Michelle--a girl who had always been keen to lord her popularity over peasants like me and Chloe--right as her partner popped a plug into her ass. The whites of her eyes grew to the size of saucers and her eyebrows hit the ceiling. A tight furrowing of her brow hinted at how difficult it was for her to accept the toy.
I nodded at her reassuringly sent my silent condolences. Michelle smiled weakly before burying her face in the mat and grunting, "Oh, Gods!" loud enough that I heard it across the room. We girls had a bond that was much stronger than that of the boys, none of whom could hide their enormous grins. Michelle and I may not have been close, but knowing exactly what she was going through made her easy to empathize with.
"Never been spanked?" John asked, redirecting my attention to the stinging on my bottom.
"Not like that, no." I didn't think a childhood scolding from my mother qualified. "Is it supposed to feel like that?"
"Like what?"
"Kind of... good?" I cringed at the admission, but it was true. I did not know what was considered normal, which had made it impossible to predict the way my pussy had tingled when he'd brought his hand down on me. "I got shivers all over. I don't know if that's supposed to happen."
John chuckled happily. "You liked that? Wow, Emily. You are gonna make some guy very happy one day."
My heart swelled. For a reason I did not understand, I wanted to earn John's respect--to prove to both of us that I could endure The Ceremony. I could not comprehend why I wanted to please him, but I wanted to be the one to make him happy.
A primal urge in my psyche longed for him to tell me again that I was doing a good job. Each compliment he had given me was bouncing around in my brain like a pinball machine, giving me a fresh hit of dopamine every time one of them ricocheted off the inside of my skull.
Another fat dollop of lube rained down on my asshole, which John promptly rubbed in, smothering every small fold of the wrinkled donut. He rested a firm hand on the small of my back and rubbed it reassuringly.
I'm sure that he asked me if I was ready for the plug, but for the life of me I cannot remember responding. I must have nodded my head, groaned an affirmation, or something else to encourage him, because the plug was knocking on my backdoor less than a second later.
"Are you sure you're ready?" John pried.
"I'm sure," I whined.
"Then you need to relax. Trust me."
I was growing impatient. "I am relaxed!" I snapped.
"Emily." John spoke my name calmly, his hand massaging the base of my spine in small circles. "We are a team. I'm not going to do this if it's going to hurt you, so I need you to relax."
"Okay, okay I'm sorry." I knew he was right; we needed to work together if I was going to have a prayer of getting through the main event. "What should I do?"
"Breathe in deep." He waited for me to obey before he continued. "Good. Now, slowly breathe out and let your body unwind. Once all the air is gone, try to keep your body in that relaxed state while you take another deep breath."
It actually kind of helped. I hadn't realized I had been tensing my lower body, but my muscles returned to their natural state as I focused on breathing out. Once I was cognizant of where I'd been locking up, I kept those same muscles loose while I filled my lungs with air a second time. I repeated the process, training my body to relax.
"I feel a bit better," I sighed. "Thank you for that."
"Teammates, remember? Do you think you're ready to try again?"
"Yeah, I think so. I can do it." I psyched myself up, and it worked all the way up to the moment the plug tapped against my asshole again. The butterflies resumed their frantic flight, but that time I was ready for them.
Josh pressed on the base of the plug with gentle force. It was hard to stop my body from seizing up, and it didn't get easier when my ass began to open under the pressure of the round toy. Slowly, but surely, the elastic ring caved and accept his advances, timidly allowing the intruder to stretch its limits. The swell grew larger as more of the toy entered me, forcing my nubile hole to accommodate its steadily increasing girth.
John promised me that we were halfway, and I believed him. Every gentle push into my bowels stretched me a little more as we neared the base of the plug. I wanted to call it quits before it got too big, but knew that I would have no hope of surviving John if I could not withstand the plug. He's longer. That's what he said.
Rather than obey my impulses to tighten up, I focused on pushing my butthole outwards in an effort to override its reflexive clenching, praying that John would find the space inside of me to fit the whole toy. The width reached its largest point, forcing my poor, puckered rim to strain around its enormous size. I was at the precipice; all I needed to do was hold on a little more.
With one final shove, John drove the toy to the base. My asshole closed around the swell, swallowing it in one gulp. With the plug fully immersed in my ass, I felt comfortable clenching a couple of times to get used to the sensation. My walls moulded around their new friend, making the bulge shift inside of me under the increased pressure.
"Oh, oh Gods, John. It feels really weird. I-I don't know if I can do this." I began to feel anxious, but my teammate was quick to console me.
John lay on his side next to me, propped up on his arm, and took hold of my hand. His other hand rubbed the small of my back like before - a calming ritual I was growing quite fond of.
No words were spoken, even when I dug my nails into his palm deep enough to leave a serious mark. He could only have sympathy, not empathy, but he was doing everything he could to help me through it. I held onto his hand with both of mine, clamping down with all my might.
I moaned softly, rhythmically clenching around the toy like my ass was nursing on it. With only the flat bottom of the toy poking out of me, it must have looked like a small, purple gopher was worming his way out of my butthole. The comparison made me laugh, which inadvertently made me constrict around the plug hard enough for a sharp pain to interrupt my giggles.
I had already been digging into his palm before; that sudden jolt made me pierce right through it. John cried out in pain and tried to pull his hand away for a brief second, but refused to break our tether. I apologized immediately, but he was quick to wave it off.
"It's okay, really. Do whatever you need to do. If you can handle it, then I can handle it. Give me your worst."
His words were dripping with sincerity, and no amount of pain could stop me from believing in them. If John thought I could handle it, then so did I.
I squirmed around for a few minutes in search of a comfortable spot for the plug to rest. I still felt like I was smuggling a boulder in my stomach, but clenching around its unforgiving mass became easier with every squeeze. My rigid anal muscles were being tenderized one constriction at a time, but there was still plenty of work to do.
"Is it feeling better?" John asked.
"I think so," I reported happily. "It feels weird when I tighten up; I can feel the shape so clearly."
"Can you try and push it out?" He requested it as casually as one may order a cup of coffee.
"Can I what?" The thought flashed through my mind that maybe playing deaf would get him to drop it.
"Push it out?" he asked again. "It'll help loosen you. Trust me; just try it."
"But... but it's huge!"
"So am I!" I did not have a response for that one. "Just try for me. Please, Em?"
I hated the way my spine shivered when he used my nickname. I only let family members - Chloe included - call me that. If anyone else used it, it usually made me feel gross. It was curious, then, that John calling me by such an intimate pet name made my clit throb instead. I don't know what part of my brain stopped me from scolding him, but it was clearly in control. I wanted more of the warm fuzzies that came from him doting over me.
"So I just... push?" I asked meekly, still hoping he was not requesting that I try to eject the large toy from my ass. "Like I'm--you know..."
John chuckled. "Exactly what you're thinking, yeah. Just like that."
"This is so embarrassing! Do I have to?" I was complaining, but by that point I was only doing it to bait him into giving me a more direct command. I wanted to force him into the dominant position, convinced that he would do a better job of steering the ship than me.
"Yes, you do." John patted my plump ass cheeks. He was reassuring, yet firm in his instruction. "Come on. Push for me."
I tried to obey, but the plug was so wide that it refused to budge. I bore down on his hand like I was trying to rip it off of his wrist, but he did not waver. His steel grip never faltered, holding me steady like an anchor in a storm.
"That's really good!" he said. "You're so close."
"How do you know that?" I picked my head off the mat and looked behind me, momentarily blinded by the bright gymnasium lights. When the white veil lifted, I saw John craning his neck to get a good view at how widely my asshole was stretched around the massive plug.
"John! What the hell? Are you watching it?" I felt deeply exposed.
"Fuck yeah I am." John was unable to pull his eyes away, even as he answered me. "I think it's kind of hot, actually. Maybe that's gross? I don't care; you look so fucking sexy right now, Em."
"You really think so?" Nothing in the world would have led me to that conclusion on my own, but John was not a liar.
I felt disgusting to be crouched down on my knees with my holes pried open for all to see. Trying to push out a huge plug did not make the position any less shameful, so I tried to put myself in John's shoe's. He liked what he was seeing. More accurately, by the ecstatic glimmer in his eye, he loved it. Part of what he loved was me.
"I don't understand. You like it when I push?" I snorted at the absurdity. "But why? I don't feel sexy doing this."
I alternated pushing the plug in and out with my anal muscles, making the purple gopher dip its head in and out of his cozy home a couple of times. John groaned - exactly the response I had been looking for.
"Guys love that stuff, seriously," he assured me.
On the surface, I wanted to get better at sex for Michael's sake. When it came to our relationship, I did not want him to long for anything; I didn't want him thinking that some other girl could give him something that I couldn't, or wouldn't. I decided to change my perspective yet again - to view the warmup session with John as an opportunity to learn some tricks. What horrified me was the gnawing feeling that deep down--in the recesses of my brain where I refused to look--I was already longing for John's validation.
"O-okay, I'm gonna push again. Are you watching?" I made sure that he was. I did not want him to miss a single second.
I didn't understand how something so outlandishly lewd could turn him on, but I liked being able to push his buttons. Maybe it was the magic in the air that only comes around for Ceremony celebrations, but I wanted to see if I could bring myself to find the same depraved pleasure as he did. Call it "holiday spirit," if you want.
A devilish idea--equal parts practical and wicked--formed in my brain. I steadied my forehead on the mat to free up my hands. Once I found my balance, I pulled apart my ass cheeks.
I successfully put John under deep hypnosis. Fighting to give birth to the large hunk of purple plastic put a strain on the tiny ring, but I refused to quit. I was dedicated to delivering the enormous eggplant into his hands at any cost.
I sucked in a deep breath, drawing the plug further into my body. I summoned the will to eject the toy, knowing I would have to rid myself of shame to do so. I imagined I was pushing outward from my stomach. I clenched my core muscles, forcing them together to find the extra strength I needed.
I channeled every muscle towards the same goal. An ugly, guttural wail--the likes of which I had never produced before--came pouring out of me when I finally managed to push the bulky toy out.
I collapsed in a heap when the plug leapt out of me, announcing its departure with a lewd, gloopy POP!
In fact, I'd pushed harder than I'd intended and accidentally launched the plug all the way off the mat. Had it rolled away, it would have easily been found by following the long, slimy trail of lube that led from my asshole all the way to it. The plug had been cooking in the heat of my ass for so long that I imagined wisps of steam were curling off its surface.
A thin trickle of lube, like a leaking faucet, poured from my weakened hole. The drippings formed a small puddle on the mat. I clenched tightly to seal the doors, but they had been blown off their hinges. I wanted to trap the remaining goo inside, hoping to stop the slimy pool from growing any larger, but no matter how hard I tried I could not get my asshole to shrink back to normal.
"Holy crap, you did it! That was amazing, Emily. You did a really good job." John was brimming with pride. "You see? I told you she could stretch!"
"She?" I asked incredulously.
"Well, it's not a he, is it?" John bellowed.
I shrugged. "I guess not Silly me; I've never referred to my holes as women before."
I had to pause to reflect on the absurdity of the sentences I had already uttered that day. Almost all of them would have been unheard of on a normal day, but on the day of The Ceremony, they were right at home.
My eyes floated around the room as I basked in the relief, however short-lived it would be, of having accomplished such a milestone. I was feeling generally positive about trying even more new things with John, but old things have a way of appearing at the worst times.
Across the gym, on the final mat before the row ended, were Michael and Amanda. I knew they would be there, and I knew what they would be doing, but that didn't make it any less horrific to see Michael gently tugging a chain of fat, red anal beads from her backdoor.
Amanda was in the same position as me. I knew exactly what she was feeling when her butthole, which looked as puffy and loose as mine felt, regurgitated one round, lube-covered ball after another. My own hole clenched in solidarity.



I was appalled at the sheer enjoyment on Michael's face, but considering that it was an expression on the face of every guy in the room, I could hardly fault him. I could not bring myself to watch them any longer, and luckily I had the perfect distraction. I embroiled myself in the tiny world which John and I would inhabit until The Ceremony concluded, shutting out everything else.
"Is there anything else you want to do to me?" I asked John. "Er, to her?" I wagged my tail, clapping my cheeks together. I made my asshole wink at John a few times to keep her warmed up for the task ahead. It felt entirely different to do so without the giant bulge inside of me, but all I could think about was putting it back inside to see if it felt the same now that I was looser.
Whatever I was doing with my asshole must have put John in a trance again, because he forgot to answer me for a full ten seconds. I would have repeated myself sooner, but I was delighted with my newfound power of hypnosis and wanted to see how long I could keep him under my spell.
"I don't even know what it looks like back there," I complained. It's not like I wanted to share his view, but I was curious to know if it looked like it did in my mind. "Does it-uh, I mean, does she look good?"
John finally picked his tongue up off the floor. "She looks fucking amazing. You have such a beautiful asshole."
His words settled in, flushing my cheeks with warmth. It was one of the more earnest compliments I had received in a long time, and it had come from where I'd least expected it to.
John was slowly convincing me to be proud of my body - something I had never been able to do for myself. I was impressed that I had the power to intoxicate him so easily and enjoyed letting him fawn over me, even if it was still a bit embarrassing.
A sharp, piercing whistle pulled heads out from various clouds. Our famously jolly gym teacher, Coach Mason - affectionately referred to as "Coach" - entered the gym in an outfit that looked suspiciously like ours. Were he not fifty-five years old and sporting a grey peppered moustache, he would have blended right in.
Coach's whistle never left his neck, and we'd often joked as kids that the reason for its permanent place of pride was because it unlocked a secret vault under the school. All the answers to every test we'd ever taken or would ever take were inside, and anyone who could steal the "key" away from him would make a fortune selling the answers to other students.
Of course, that was just a story that older kids had passed down to their younger schoolmates over the years. It felt woefully juvenile in the face of what we were doing that, like it had been an entire lifetime ago.
"Thank you, everyone, for gathering here today," Coach announced to the class. "This is a very, very special day and you're all doing right by our community by being here.
"Unfortunately one of your classmates, a mister..." Coach scanned the clipboard, raising his eyebrows when he found what he was looking for. "Ah--Thomas Erik, that's right. Well, Mr. Erik is too sick to join us today, I'm afraid."
"What happened to him?" Chloe piped up.
"I think his mom said he got kicked in the head by a horse - something like that." Coach removed his hat and held it over his heart. "We will pray for him. Glory Be."
"Glory Be," The student body replied in unison.
I expected Chloe to be freaked out, but she was oddly relaxed despite the circumstances. Then it hit me: she must not have known the protocol for an absentee student. Maybe she thought she would be exempt from The Ceremony thanks to Thomas's absence, but that was not the case. I wanted her to stay suspended in that ignorant bliss forever--to run over and hug her before the news hit--but Coach beat me to the punch.
"As per the rules," Coach announced to a very uninterested class - with one notable exception - "because Chloe's partner did not attend and there is no male partner available to take his place, as head coach I will take responsibility for her education."
"Y-y-you what?" Chloe stammered. "No, no... but. But you're... you're..." The poor girl could not find the words.
"I'm what? An old man?" Coach slapped his knee and doubled over with laughter. "Sweetheart, age ain't nothing but a number! We're all adults here - me the same as you."
That may have been the case, but the age gap was substantial. Mr. Mason had been an adult long before Chloe. He was the man who'd taught us to throw a basketball, and had supervised us running around playing tag with our friends. Within that scope, it was insane that he did not see how the abrupt shift in role--from responsible authority figure to a domineering sexual partner--would be difficult for her to stomach.
"Tell you what, sweetheart," he said. "You and I will go first to set an example for all your little friends. You'll be the first one finished! Does that sound okay?"
Coach's words, and his body language, were so comforting that I almost said yes in her place. Were it not for the excitement I felt in John's hands, I would have gladly swapped partners to get everything over with as soon as possible. Something about his cadence made one feel safe around him, but I knew that all Chloe saw was a man literally twice her size and more than twice her age proposing that he take her anal virginity.
"M-Mr. Mason?" Chloe squeaked. "I was hoping that Thomas would be my partner? Isn't there some way we can postpone until he's better?"
"Can't do that, Missy. Now, be a good sport and get down on all fours." Coach ran through a checklist to confirm Chloe was prepared. "Did you have any solid food this morning, sweetheart?"
"No, sir," Chloe choked out as she slumped onto the mat. "Just a smoothie."
"That's good, that's good. You did your enemas this morning, yes?"
"Yes, sir. Four of them." Chloe was ruby red.
"That's great. Has anybody lubed you up yet?" Coach did not wait for a reply. He crouched down on one knees, bringing his face level with her rump. Without a pause, he unfastened the clasps and removed the flap to expose her naked skin.
Chloe was immobile, shell-shocked from whiplash. The poor girl had been lulled into a false sense of security, and had been basking in it all week. She'd thought she would be with Thomas and his tiny dick; that's something a girl can come to terms with fairly easily. Coach did not possess such a reputation.
"Well, somebody took care of you for me. Ain's that lucky?" Coach slid a finger through Chloe's ass crack and found it lubed to satisfaction. I figured she must have done it to herself while John had been pushing the plug into me. "Boys and girls, what is the most important part of anal sex?"
"Lube!" the class shouted in unison.
"That's right, that's right." He clapped his hands. "Miss Chloe is all slippery, so I won't hurt her when I go into her bum. You ready for a demonstration, sweetheart?"
"O-okay," Chloe whimpered.
I hated seeing my friend like that - not just on her hands and knees with her butt sticking up in the air. That was weird enough, but I had never so much as seen one of her breasts, so the visual of her submitting with her vagina and asshole exposed for a man three times her age was a striking one.
"You can do it, Chloe!" Michelle called out. Once a fan of mocking my friend in exchange for a lofty spot on the social totem pole, she was no longer her enemy. All of us women, friend or foe, were united in our duty, and felt unprecedented compassion for one another in the face of the challenge.
"Stay strong, Chloe!"
"You got this!"
"Good job, girl!"
Michelle's cheering brought forth support from other women, one by one coming to the realization of how lucky they were to be paired with someone their own age and their own size. Empathy spread across every face. Meanwhile, neither that - nor even concern - was anywhere to be found on the faces of our male peers.
Coach's demeanor had not changed. He was just as charming and jolly as ever. Still, with his large, authoritative frame looming menacingly overtop of Chloe, it felt hard not to see him as a villain intent on conquering her young body.
"Now, boys and girls," Coah said, "you can come get a better look if you want." He was already busy applying a thick coating of lube to his enormous erection like he was greasing up an angry, veiny baseball bat. "I'm gonna mount Miss Chloe, so you'll have a good view if you scoot around back."
Chloe flashed her eyes at me, stricken to her core with terror. Her body shook like a sheet in the wind as she awaited her fate.
Coach's legs were redwoods rooted in place on either side of Chloe's hips. He kept them in place and crouched down to her height, and also kept them legs arched so that he did not obstruct the view of the few girls who'd gathered excitedly to watch the show. The boys feigned indifference to the offer, but I caught a couple of them straining their necks to catch a peek of the impending insertion.
Coach towered above her like a cloud blocking out the sun, casting the small girl in an ominous dark shadow as he prepared to conquer her. I was nervous for her, but also a little jealous. She was going to be the first one to truly experience anal sex, and would be aware of its pains--and perhaps its pleasures--before any of us.
"Holy cow!" Our village's sole redhead, Hannah, piped up from behind Chloe. "Coach Mason's got a hog on him!"
"Shut up, Hannah!" My friend screeched, pounding her fist into the mat.
"Oh, sorry, Chloe."
Chloe pressed her face as deep into the mat as she could get it, but it was not enough to hide her from the world she wished to escape. "How many people are looking at my asshole right now?" came her muffled, mortified whimper.
"Don't worry, Chloe," Amber - one of Michelle's brutish friends - said. "Your pussy is, like, totally beautiful."
"Yeah, we're here for you, babe," Chimed in Tabitha, the smartest girl in the class "Your asshole is super adorable!" The three of them made quite a support group.
Coach Mason's cock, dripping with lube from balls to tip, hovered inches away from Chloe's butthole. The class went silent as he crouched down and leveled it with her backdoor, fitting the plump knob between her ass cheeks before addressing the crowd once more. His booming voice echoed around the gymnasium.
"Okay, class. Pay attention to the demonstration." The whistle around his neck swung back and forth like a pendulum, a mere handful of inches above the ass of the cute, blonde teenager bent over in front of him. "Your friend here is gonna show you all how this is supposed to be done. Are you ready, sweetheart?"
"Y-yes Mr. Mason," the young girl's voice warbled nervously.
Coach waited for Chloe to exhale. When her body was relaxed, he slowly descended between her cream-coloured ass cheeks. The lubricated piston flexed against Chloe's wrinkled knot, bending slightly in the middle when refused entry. As frustrated as he was determined, Coach grabbed her hips to pin her in place.
The head of his cock, nuzzled against her backdoor, began to cautiously worm inside. Chloe's body tensed up as soon as the seal was broken, her defences helpless to resist the greasy battering ram's tremendous strength.
"Oh my god, that's insane!" Amber said as she gawked, pushing her wide- framed glasses up her nose.
"You got this, Chloe!" both Hannah and Tabitha said again, encouraging the tiny, whimpering girl through her struggle. Chloe's feet kicked helplessly against the mat.
"You need to relax, sweetheart," Coach said. "Otherwise it's going to hurt." He grunted noisily and pulled himself back a little bit, but by the look on Chloe's face, most of it was still plugging her guts. "Take note of your partner's comfort level and ask them about how to proceed if you are unsure."
"Yes, Coach!" the class responded.
"Chloe?" Coach's tone was sickly sweet; he did not want to worry the poor girl any further. With the eyes of her classmates trained on her, she was under a lot of pressure. "Can I push inside a little bit more?"
"O-oh my G-Gods," Chloe squeaked out with a dull, hearty groan. She crossed her feet over each other and squeezed her knees together. "O-o-k-kay, sir."
Coach, perhaps overestimating how much room he had, eagerly slid another fat length of pipe into the slippery pocket. The poor girl yelped like someone had stepped on her tail, straightening her back when she leapt forward in a reflexive attempt to escape the sudden pain.
Coach's giant cock came flying out of her ass and slapped against his belly. The sudden release of tension threw a stream of lube in a wide arc towards the ceiling. Coach wiped a drop of the sticky goo off his cheek.
"That was really good, Chloe. You did such a good job. Didn't she, class?" Coach clapped for her efforts, encouraging us to do the same.
The whole room erupted with applause and congratulation. I don't know if it got through to Chloe, given that she was curled up in the fetal position with her legs quivering.
"I-I don't think I can do this," she whined.
"Of course you can, sweetheart." Coach patted her on the bottom. "Did it hurt?"
Chloe thought for a second, then shook her head. "Not really."
"Then, if you ask ol' Coach Mason, you've just got a bit of stage fright. You just need to be brave, Chloe. Look at all your friends. Can you be brave for them?"
The audience once again cheered to lift Chloe's morale. We reminded her of how strong she was, telling her she'd already gotten over the hard part, and promising that it would be over soon. Nobody wanted to see her panic, but we knew the end was yet to come.
"I-I can be brave," Chloe asserted, though her voice betrayed absolute terror. She climbed onto her hands and knees again. The class roared with pride as she submitted to Coach Mason once more, presenting her ass like a feast for him to dig into.
With all the patience that an excited man can offer, Coach mounted her and stuffed himself back into her bowels. Chloe bellyached like a wounded deer, groaning and wailing as Coach fed her another meaty inch. After a few repetitions Chloe began to noticeably hyperventilate, sharply drawing short, rapid breaths as the pressure in her stomach built to a crescendo.
"Deep breaths, Chloe," Coach instructed. "With me: in, and out."
The two of them breathed as one, following each other's lead. Coach was in no rush, and Chloe needed all the time in the world. Each time they took another deep breath together, he eased another inch into the young girl. She was quaking from head to toe, but Coach held her tightly.
One breath, another inch. One breath, another inch. It seemed we waited all morning for Coach to finish coaxing his cock into Chloe's asshole, though I scarcely breathed for the entire journey; I was transfixed.
We, too, would soon be subjected to the same internal exploration as our boys took their turns delving into us, but right then we could only watch as Chloe demonstrated just how toilsome such a journey could be.
"Do you feel that, Chloe?" Coach asked, gingerly prodding against something deep in her body that prevented him from going any deeper. Roughly half of his gigantic cock still waited to be let inside, but there was nowhere left to put it.
Chloe shook anxiously. "Y-y-yeah."
"That's the bottom of your asshole," he informed her. "If I was smaller I could probably fit more, but you're too tiny for me to get the rest inside."
"Oh, I-I'm sorry, Coach," Chloe whined.
"Oh, no, sweetheart." He soothed her with a rub on the back. "You did a great job for a first timer."
Chloe blabbered gibberish about how large Coach was--I could not understand a word she said other than "big cock"--but he was busy addressing the class.
"It feels really good to push your dicks against their tummies from the inside, boys, but you have to be gentle with these ladies." Coach checked in with the frail teen again. "Is it hurting too much, Chloe?"
"NooOOOooOO, sir," Chloe sung in a variety of different octaves. I noticed that she was subtly rocking her hips as Coach addressed the class. By the looks of things she was not squirming in discomfort, but grinding against him because it felt good. Her tightly furrowed brow broke into the first hint of a smile since she had been invaded.
"Now that she's comfortable," Coach announced triumphantly, "I'm going to fuck her!"
"Wh-what?" Chloe stammered. I'd never seen her so devoid of self-control. She was barely lucid, and even the announcement that she was going to be fucked did not pull her from her fantasy. "Fuck... me?"
"Don't be scared now," Coach calmly promised her, "I'm already pretty close to cumming, so you don't have to deal with this old man too much longer.
"Okay," he said, addressing the class again, rather than Chloe, "now, you're gonna want to push in as deep as you can when you cum, but you should ask your partner if they're okay with that first." Per the pattern he'd established, he refocused on my bewildered best friend. "Are you okay if I cum inside you, Chloe?"
"Cuuuummmmm, cuuuummm!" The dainty blonde hollered, peeling chunks of blue leather off of the mat with her fingernails.
Chloe's ass was still rocking back and forth. The way she drove Coach's cock to the bottom every time he laid into her was unmistakable; she was fucking him back.
"Does it, like, hurt more if he cums deep?" Michelle asked across the room. She was still in her doggy style position with her partner gently tugging at the plug in her butt.
"Not necessarily, no," the Coach answered, "but any of you ladies that let your partner dump too deep will be cleaning cum out for the rest of the day." He never wavered his strokes as he spoke, sawing his cock in and out of Chloe's asshole in an unbreakable rhythm.
The boys in the audience snickered, earning them a series of scornful looks that shut them right up. Chatter broke out amongst the class as couples argued back and forth about whether or not the aforementioned creampie would go as deep as the dick depositing it wished. Some girls wanted to try it; others did not want to be tasked with a day spent cleaning up the mess.
"Chloe," Coach, said, "for this demonstration I'm going to cum right by the entrance. Is that okay?" While he was focused on her again, his volume and tone clearly indicated that the class should heed his example.
Well of course she wants that, I thought to myself. She doesn't want to be feeling his swimmers slithering through her all day - not to mention leaking out!
Nothing I knew about Chloe could have prepared me for her following request, but she was steadfast in its utterance. "Deep!" she cried out with no hesitation, letting her instincts guide her every move.
Coach was silent for a second and brought his humping to a gradual standstill. "You want it... deep?" There was some genuine confusion in his voice, matching his obvious hesitation.
Chloe, seeking to prove the legitimacy of her request, did not pause her excited bouncing for a single second. She took full control, thrusting her ass back onto Coach's cock until it poked her belly again. The old man stared at her in amazement when she drove his cock to the bottom, using her body to convince him that she was dead serious.
"Deeper, deeper," Chloe chanted, unwilling to raise her head off the mat in case she met anybody's judgemental stare. She knew what she wanted.
Coach released a chuckle that came from within his soul. I could see it on his face: he was going to give my best friend exactly what she was asking for, and happily. He let her bounce for a few more seconds, allowing her to bring him to the edge.
"Oh, oh boy," Coach grunted, embedding his cock as far into Chloe's guts as he could. She squealed when he touched bottom, but did not resist his pull on her slender hips. "Here it comes, sweetheart. You're gonna make ol' Coach Mason cum!"



Chloe howled like a wolf at the moon, her impassioned wails bouncing around the gym like a one-woman orchestra, while Coach visibly struggled to stop himself from doing the same. I suppose he wanted to maintain some shred of professionalism, but having Chloe devotedly dropping into his lap for the final thrust was enough to eke out a low, satisfied growl.
The two writhed together, their bodies pressed as close as they could with six inches of dick still sticking out of Chloe's butt. My fellow students and I watched with bated breath as the tiny teen clenched around her elder's powerful piston, milking the cum out of him one virile spurt at a time.
Coach was then the one with shaky legs, the mighty trunks showing their first signs of vulnerability. He was held in place by his cock, still rooted in Chloe's tepid abyss, and he would have to lift the weight out of her stomach if he wanted to stand up straight. The tether connecting them slid out of her asshole and swung between the old man's legs like a fearsome hammer, beckoning for another challenger.
Coach wiped his brow with a cheerful whistle. "Chloe, I gotta tell you, I feel bad for Thomas for missing out on that."
I spotted a look of ecstasy on Chloe's face when she rolled onto her back and cast her empty gaze to the lights on the ceiling. I knew that if I'd seen it, then the rest of the class had, too.
As soon as Chloe remembered she was being watched, she realized how unbecoming it was to be basking in bliss while her teacher's cum slowly seeped from her well-worn butthole. Reality's intrusion put a look of horror on her face.
She curled into a protective ball with her eyes shamefully trained on the floor. "Can I be excused, please?" she begged with a sniffle. I did not envy her for the emotions she was surely suffering. One minute it had sounded like she'd been having the time of her life, but then everything had turned on a dime, and she was trying to disappear from the world.
Coach sighed, still trying to regain his composure. "Uh, yeah, okay. Go ahead, sweetheart."
Chloe was on her feet in a flash, but that was her ultimate undoing. Thanks to the way that Coach had inconsiderately stuffed air into her, the motion of standing up forced it out - and, quite obviously, the same way it had gone in.
We all heard it. It would've been impossible not to have, and the deafening silence afterwards was proof. Luckily for Chloe, it did not sound like she'd passed gas. That would have been so embarrassing that she would have had to have moved to a different village. It was more like the air had whooshed out when her insides had shifted back into place. It might not have made much noise at all, but thanks to the swamp of semen that Coach had left behind, the release of air came out as a vulgar, bubbly gurgle.
Chloe flicked her gaze to each of us, analyzing whether or not we had heard the lurid squelching. Sadly, nobody had missed it. Her face, redder than a freshly painted barn, hid behind one of her hands. I wondered why she did not use both, but only for an instant.
Chloe's other hand was wedged firmly between her cheeks, using her fingers to plug the leak between them while she shuffled out of the room. I thought the waddling was overkill, but again, only for an instant. We all saw - and even heard - the drippings that followed behind her. Left in the wake of her small, carefully placed steps were the remnants of Coach Mason's generous load. Small, white droplets of cum splattered on the ground by Chloe's feet as she walked. She passed me with her head hung low, desperate to avoid looking any of us in the eyes.
It was hard to ignore the heavy dose of cream oozing through her fingers, and even harder to ignore it dribbling down her thigh. A long, glistening trail of the stuff dripped freely down her leg. It ran well past her knee until it met the hem of her white sock. With nowhere left to go, it seeped into the cotton until it was soaked to her skin. How much more would have to leak out of her for her feet to get wet? I wondered.
As soon as she was out of the room, the class exploded with laughter. At the end of the day, funny sounds are funny no matter what age you are.
"Now, now, settle down. That's all my fault." Coach scratched his belly. "When I pulled out I must've pushed too much air inside. You'll all learn soon enough that it's always gonna go out, not in."
The guys continued laughing manically while the girls pondered the weight of his statement. Coach was not impressed at the half of us that continued chuckling.
"We are going to be mature about this," he said sternly - quite the change from his jolly norm. He wasn't rude, but the pack of horny hyenas quieted down in a hurry. "No more laughter. You will treat this ceremony, and its participants, with respect. Ladies, are you all lubed up?"
"Yes, sir," we echoed glumly. It had been nice to have a reprieve from the tension, but The Ceremony had to continue. There was nothing more to delay is arrival.
"Good! Glad to hear it!" Coach clapped his hands. "Now, let's get into position. Ladies, on all fours, please."
I wanted to chase after Chloe. I felt an overwhelming need to be there for her, but I had no choice. She would have to wait until I--or rather, John--was finished. The memory of her face, awash in pleasure, flashed before my eyes.
Had she been enjoying it all along, or did it start to feel good somewhere along the way? I tried to distract myself with that train of thought while John climbed behind me, the mat heaving under his weight.
"Girls, just tell your partner when you're ready. Boys, take the lead after that." We all responded with a resounding "Yes, sir," but more than half of the mouths saying so were already muffled by their respective leather mattress.
One by one, the girls down the line announced their consent and prepared for The Ceremony to begin. A solemn hush fell over the crowd - the calm before the storm. One by one, the girls around me broke that silence.
Gasps, shrieks, and squeals erupted down the line as my classmates simultaneously accepted dicks of varying sizes inside of them, being thrust into the throes of adulthood within the same four walls where they'd learned to play "Duck, Duck, Goose." Being that John was one of the largest ones, I was happy that he continued to show patience.
"I think it'll be easier if you spread yourself," John suggested. He had to raise his voice to be heard over the banshees wailing all around us.
"Do you really think so?" I arched an eyebrow, even though he could not see. "Or do you just want me to spread for you again?"
"Uh, both?" He chuckled. I could not deny his boyish charm, and felt inclined to indulge him.
"Hmm, you mean like this?" I submerged my fingers into my ass cheeks and pried them open to shine a spotlight on his tantalizing prize.
"That is fucking perfect!" John gushed happily as he nudged the tip of his cock against the fleshy circle.
John rubbed his frenulum back and forth over the bumpy surface, dragging the sensitive underside over every wrinkle. I felt him growing--both harder and larger--as he rubbed against me.
Once he was fully engorged, he straightened his cock to direct the swollen helmet flatly against my butthole. He gently asked for permission to enter, knowing full well that he would have to do more than simply ask to get inside.
I was clenching terribly hard, so I forced myself to go through the exercises. I inhaled, then exhaled, and let my muscles unwind. I was not relaxed by any means, but I produced just enough slack so that John--with a not-so-gentle push--was able to squeeze in half of the fat, spongy head.
He was firm, but if I squeezed my walls around him there was more give than there had been with the toy. It actually felt kind of nice to feel myself form to his shape if I clenched tightly enough. The heat of his cock, too, put the toy to shame. With only a portion of the head inside, I could not believe how thoroughly its warmth spread through my entire body.
The mushroom flared menacingly inside me, like it was trying to edge its way inside without having to push any harder. Each steady throb inflated the head with a rush of blood, stretching my rubbery ring until it lowered its defences. The attached vanguard of John's invader patiently pried my walls apart, stretching me in preparation for his deep descent.
The lube saturating us was the only thing that made it possible for him to ease the head into me. It did not feel as though John was pushing that hard; I noticed that if I tightened my ass it practically stopped him dead in his tracks until I loosened up again. I realized that he was waiting until I was fully ready before he began to enjoy himself. Until then, he was dedicated to making the experience as painless as possible. After watching Chloe and Coach Mason, I was grateful for that.
I pushed out with my anal muscles like we'd practiced, but with a different goal in mind. I knew that I could not push John out, but I'd put the pieces together: those same exercises would have the effect of loosening the chokehold that my stretched out ring had around his cock.
"Do it... when I... push," I instructed through my shallow breathing.
"Okay, Em." He had no idea what he did to me by calling me that, and I barely understood the feelings myself. I pushed down a litany of intoxicating thoughts--ones a woman should only have after marriage.
I sucked in a deep breath and bore down, breathing out slowly as I did. My elastic noose begrudgingly obeyed me, relaxing just enough to entirely engulf John's plump helmet. In an act foreshadowed by my best friend, I, too, kicked my feet in a petulant tantrum, loudly slamming them against the mat to drown out my guttural groaning.
"The head is in!" John declared in a state of wonder.
"I fucking know it is!" I screeched, curling my toes until every joint cracked. "It feels like there's a fist up my ass!"
"Should I take it out?"
"No! No, that's only gonna make it worse." I took deep breaths through my nose.
I rocked my hips back and forth to try to get used to the sensation of John's throbbing cock pushing my walls apart, but it was a slow process. It was incredibly foreign to feel something so large bulging inside of me, making its presence known every time I so much as hinted that I might clench up. I had taken it for granted in the past, but being empty was starting to sound pretty appealing.
It was like when you hurt your thumb and then realize, throughout the day, how often you actually use it. Whenever you do, you start to long for a time when you could freely move your digits around. I was feeling that in full force, fondly reminiscing over how freely I would jump in the air when startled by the horses in the barn. I felt as though if I were to tighten up that much right then, I would crush John's cock like a constricting python.
Once that visual entered my head, I felt an urge to run with it. I summoned a deep breath and forcefully squeezed under the ridge of John's cock head like I was trying to strangle it. The portion below the large swell of his helmet was a perfect fit for my rubbery ring. I squeezed around his frenulum with an assault of gentle, forceful squeezes.
The head was soft when I clenched up, his spongy dome flexing under the pressure of my snug tunnel. It was much, much more enjoyable than the rigid purple toy, and I actually liked the way it felt to have his warmth radiating through me from the inside.
"That feels really, really good," John sighed, drunk on lust. "Are you doing that on purpose?"
"The squeezing? Yeah, I am." I was proud that I'd found a way to manipulate my body to please him without being told how. I'd simply done what had come naturally, and he was in heaven for it. I gave him a few celebratory squeezes for good measure. "You like when I do that?"
"Fuck, yeah I do," he growled.
"Would it feel better if you were a little deeper when I squeezed?" I asked sweetly, seducing him into an answer I had perfectly predicted. Each squeeze made the next one hurt a little less, giving me hope that I would be able to make room for John without being ripped in half. I had a theory, and I wanted to test it.
As soon as the offer left my lips, John advanced. He fed me another inch, worming deeper into the tightly packed jungle of soft, wet ass meat.
"Does it hurt?" he asked.
"A little," I whimpered, kicking my feet a couple times. "It's more discomfort than pain. It just feels so strange. No matter how tightly I squeeze, you don't get any smaller! You're just there, throbbing."
We had been taught anatomy in preparation for The Ceremony, so I was not surprised when John poked against the muscular internal ring that resided an inch or so inside of my ass. No matter how many lessons we'd been given, nothing could have prepared me for the real thing.
Just like we'd been told, I was not able to manually control the inner ring as I could the outer one. The only thing I could do was relax and let John proceed with caution, hoping we had done enough to convince my body to open itself for him. The tip of John's cock nestled firmly into the mouth of the inner circle, awaiting permission to breach the barrier.
You would have thought we'd practiced that dance a thousand times with how smoothly we navigated each other's bodies. I was fearful that John, like many egotistical men our age, would haphazardly jam himself to the root and send me into a fit of tears. Instead, he focused intently on my reactions and noted every hint of resistance I offered.
More lube was generously donated to my stretched-out asshole, which he then eagerly massaged around the rim. It proved well worth the effort as he took his time easing through the small circle, stretching it methodically over his pulsing crown like a turtleneck that was two sizes too small.
As he pushed deeper inside, my insides shifted to make room for him. The head had been easy in comparison, but as he pushed deeper it became obvious that my ass would not be invaded without a fight.
John patiently pushed until he had sunk half of his length into me. I could not handle any more without violently stiffening up, giving him pause as he analyzed my reaction.
"Is that the bottom? I'm only halfway in." His voice was hollow and dejected, though I knew he did not mean it to be. I did not hold it against him to be disappointed. It occurred to me that if I were to lie to him right then, I could prevent my ass - more like my entire being - from being filled with twice the dick it already housed.
Eager to put his worries to rest, I may have overcorrected. "No, no! I can do it, I promise. The muscle inside is really tight, but I think I can take a bit more. I'm trying to relax, but you're huge, John!"
"Is there anything I can do?" He was full of hope again; go figure.
"Can you..." I trailed off, feeling embarrassed by my vulnerability.
"Hey." John rubbed the small of my back again, sedating my flurry of fears. "It's just you and me, okay? Talk to me."
"Can you hold my hand?" I whispered, but he heard me. The noises of boys and girls alike sounded like a roaring crowd, and it combined together with the sound of wet bodies slapping against each other. John had tuned it all out, somehow. I relieved my hands of their cheek-spreading duty and tucked my face into one of my elbows so my cheek would not rub against the mat. Then, I blindly waved my left hand in the air above my butt for John to take hold of.
Without another word he fit his hand--rough and dry from labouring in the sun, but comforting in its strength--on top of mine. He closed his fingers over my knuckles like a glove, intertwining our digits. I clung desperately to him like a lifeline, imparting through my grip a faint idea of the discomfort I was going through. Still, to my utter disbelief, I wanted more.
Oh, Gods, I need more.
Every inch he fed me was a memory I would cherish for years to come, relishing the feeling of his length filling me so fully, embroiled in the juxtaposition of pain and pleasure that I had never experienced before.
It felt good to do well by John. To hear his joyous reactions to parts of me that I never took pride in was a unique experience, but that was not all that felt good. The pain felt good, and I needed to know why.
I felt the pressure Mom had talked about. There was a bubble deep, deep inside me that grew bigger the deeper he ventured. I swallowed another greasy inch, followed by another, and another, until I had lost count of how much had I had consumed. What I did not lose track of--because it came rushing at me like a freight train--was the feeling I got in the pit of my stomach when John nudged the back wall for the first time.
It felt like I was going throw up, but the electricity sizzling in my pussy told me that it was, somehow, a good thing. I was as nervous to take more as I was curious, but I knew that giving up then would leave me wondering forever.
"Okay, okay," I sighed. "That's enough. That's the bottom." I rubbed my thumb over John's index finger. "Am I, uh... close?"
"You did really, really good. You almost got the whole thing!" He was genuinely proud of me.
"Hmm," I grumbled, dissatisfied with the verdict. "How much is left?"
"Of my dick?" John asked, to which I grunted in affirmative. He reached between our connected bodies and tapped something against my pussy. Lightning surged through me when he brushed my clit. I couldn't help but groan, ignorant of whether or not anyone was listening.
"W-what was that?" I cried.
"My balls." John said excitedly. "They're right there. That's how close I am to the bottom."
I thought for a second, running through my options, but only one satisfied me. "I want to try."
"Try what? I'm already in your butt!" He wiggled back and forth to prove it, scraping against my tender walls as though I had somehow forgotten he was back there despite his ceaseless throbbing.
"I want to fit all of him," I announced.
"Yeah?" There was a longing in his voice, though I don't know what for. I hoped it was for me, and I was going to do everything I could to make sure of it. "Okay, let's do it."
John eased his weight against me. I felt like the added pressure was going to burst the bubble in my tummy. My toes curled, doing almost nothing - but not absolutely nothing - to help me endure the pain. In time, that pain melted into full-bodied pleasure that vibrated through my whole body like radiation.
The turgid monster in my belly prodded around for a sliver of space to wedge into, hoping to stumble upon a cozy, unexplored corner. The head pushed aside my soft, buttery walls until his balls swung against my engorged clit.
John pulsed tenderly against the plushy back wall, his whole member enrobed in lavish, wet silk. His warmth spread through me like a nuclear rod, sending its heat all the way to my fingertips.
I squeezed him tightly--lovingly--and swooned as my insides moulded to the shape of his cock. I felt every bulging vein, every small bump and curve, flexing powerfully in my tummy. I firmly, and heroically, plopped my ass into John's lap to snuff out the last bit of space keeping us apart.
He's mine.
"Holy crap, Em. You did it! You're amazing!" I was awash with pride as he bathed me in praise.
"It feels like my stomach weighs a hundred pounds," I groaned, but I didn't let on how thoroughly I enjoyed carrying that burden.
"Does it hurt?" he asked.
"Sort of. I think I need you to start moving." It came out as a humble requeste. "I want to feel- OH FUUUUUCK!"
The thick coil of pulsating meat slid out of my asshole like a spent artillery shell casing. I was in fucking ecstasy, completely unprepared for the way my sanity dissolved from the rush of instant relief. The squishy tunnel tried its best to seal itself behind him, but was too loose to return to normal. Every inch was a mile that he had to cross to finally free his cock.



When he pulled the head out of me, I couldn't stop myself from seizing up due to the litany of pins and needles tearing through my body. With my asshole finally empty, I curled up on the floor like Chloe did and stuffed a hand between my legs.
I had to plug myself so the lube did not dribble from its dishevelled home. I prodded around the rim and was amazed as how soft my flesh had become. My fingers sunk in like my walls were made of putty, effortlessly sliding into the soggy meat in a fashion typically reserved for my pussy when I was very, very horny.
John's exit left me feeling empty. I could feel the vacuous space when I clenched, but no matter how hard I tried I could not get my asshole to feel like it was "closed" since it had become accustomed to him.
"Are you okay?" John was transfixed watching my fingers delve into the hole which he had so generously widened.
"I got a little jumpy at the end, but I'm okay."
From my position on my side, I got my first look John's erect cock since it had entered me. I could not help but stare like it was made of solid gold, and in that moment it was worth twice as much to me. My mouth watered, enchanted by the thick glaze of lube that covered the entire length.
I fought the urge to put my mouth around him, using logic to overcome the raging hormones that screamed at me to shove him down my throat. The knowledge that he had just been in my butthole was the only thing keeping me from liberally slurping on him--and it was a close call. Had we not been surrounded by peers that would surely have judged me for acting so depraved, I would have tasted him while he was still steaming.
"That whole thing was inside of me?" I gawked in amazement, oddly impressed with the discovery of my hidden talent. I held a hand over my abdomen, fondly reliving the feeling of my insides shifting about to accommodate him.
I asked him if he wanted to try again, but it was nothing more than a formality.
I got onto my hands and knees, but took my time looking around the room before John rendered detailed observation impossible. I wanted to catch the expressions the other girls were making, and I was astonished to see such variation.
As expected, a couple of them were not enjoying themselves. Disgust was plastered on a few faces, almost like they wanted anyone watching to know how thoroughly they detested the experience.
Others were moaning like seasoned whores, driving themselves into their partner's laps with genuine excitement. Those were the women I admired, though John and I fell somewhere in the middle. I was surprised at how willing I was to try new things with him, but at the same time I could not shake my guilt over Michael.
My heart sank as I recalled our fight, cursing myself for being able to ignore him so easily simply because a cock was being shoved in my face - well, shoved in my bottom, technically. Either way, I felt sick knowing how easily I avoided thinking about him by replacing him with John.
I looked over, hoping that I would see him and Amanda sitting on the mat with their legs crossed. Fate had other plans.
To my horror, Michael--the one I had promised my heart to for over a year--was on top of Amanda. As a rule, very few people detoured from the suggested position, and the last person I had expected to do so was my boyfriend. Worse than that, against the rules we'd agreed on - though before our fight, where he'd refused to reaffirm that commitment - his tongue was violently dancing with hers. They sloppily exchanged kisses while he plowed into her from above, making me sick to my stomach.
Michael was not an idiot; he knew I would see him ravaging her and breaking our promise. He wanted to hurt me, and my Gods, he had succeeded. I was undeniably angry, but I let go of that rage and turned my attention to John. For all intents and purposes, he was my man, and that made him my best chance to ignore the intrinsic need to wallow.
I batted my eyelashes at him, shaking off the emotional hiccup. "Want somewhere warm and cozy to put that thing?"
John had certainly seen me witness Michael's indiscretion, and though he did not know of the promise Michael had broken, he knew immediately that something was wrong. He opened his mouth to speak, but I shook my head. The less we talked about it, the less real it was.
"Answer me, John." I nodded encouragingly, trying to get him back in the mood I needed him to be in. He had a role to play. "Or do you need a little more encouragement?"
I turned away from him and waggled my ass in his face, roughly slapping one of my pudgy cheeks with an open palm. I branded the fat mound of dough with a bright pink handprint, making it wobble back and forth like a waterbed. The outline of my fingers burned into my skin.
"Can I try?" John begged, not waiting for a reply. He struck my other cheek with his larger, stronger hand. I yelped and recoiled, tightening my core as his mark of ownership seared into my behind. "That doesn't hurt?"
"Fuck yes, it hurts!" I peeked over my shoulder and winked at him, fully committing to the devilish grin that swept across my face. "Do it again."
Slap, slap, slap.
I could not hear anything over the sound of my bottom being battered with a flurry of swift smacks. If I ever were to think about acting out, John proved he had the power to thoroughly reprimand me.
Gods, why am I enjoying this so much? Am I truly a whore? Is there something wrong with me? The doubts crept in. Other things crept in too, though. If Michael's not going to sacrifice a whit of pleasure for me, why should I hold back for him?
I wanted to continue seducing John, but it was difficult to keep my tone steady while he spanked me so fiercely. I sung to him in between the staccato spankings, my voice leaping in pitch and volume every time his hand swatted me.
"She's--uh, ready--ooohh, when you--AH, are."
John needed no further instruction. He climbed into place and fell--not pushed--into my slackened asshole. The gaping maw swallowed John's cock with no hesitation. There was a small feeling of pressure when my ass stretched over the bulge of his head, but once it was snug, his cock sunk all the way to the bottom like a stone in mud. Within a few gloriously fulfilling seconds, John's balls were flush against my pussy once more.
I squealed happily and threw my head back with a sultry groan. "Gods, that feels amazing."
"It does?" I don't say this lightly: John was flabbergasted.
"I-I mean, yeah, it does. I just feel so full of... well, you. It's kind of nice." I hadn't intended to sound so slutty, but all I'd done was stopped trying so hard to filter the truth.
"Can I start moving now?" John was willing to wait, but he did not want to. I pleaded that he go slow, but I knew any deal he agreed to came with the risk of being broken immediately.
John's hips swung back, dragging his cock out of my soggy cave. He dug his fingers into my ass and used my curves as a handle to pull me into him from behind. His cock trudged through the soggy channel. No longer fighting such reluctance, thanks to our stretching practice, John's heavy cock was free to drill deep into my stomach at his whim.
I felt my inhibition, my ability to fight back, diminish the longer he pounded me. I wanted to be used -I wanted to be used by him.
Every alternating stroke felt entirely different--in and out were night and day-and I would have spent a lifetime trying to pick which one I preferred. John pushed inside of me, inflating the pressure bubble in my stomach. He touched the bottom and tickled my sweltering depths, his massive member throbbing mercilessly as they softly caressed him from all sides.
Pulling out, on the other hand, brought a long, continuous sense of relief as the vacancy allowed my body to decompress. The tunnel collapsed behind him, snuffing out the space he'd made as it tried to heal from his relentless beating. That relief was short-lived, and the cycle repeated with no end in sight.
In, out, in, out. The pressure built, then released, every time John hilted me. I was making abhorrent noises that were very unbecoming of a lady, but that's not what I was then: I was simply his.
The outer ring of my asshole was glued to him, clinging desperately to the shaft in protest of its removal. My asshole--once a tightly puckered knot of bumps and ridges--had all of its wrinkles smoothed out as I felt it bulge telescopically away from my body like John was literally dragging my insides out.
John's cock was so thick that my asshole simply could not let go of him, and was pulled outwards along with it every time he pulled out. The tube of distended meat hugged him on all sides, using every ounce of friction available to keep its snug grip. We could have used more lube, but I was freakishly enthralled with the sensation.
My towering suitor leaned over me and slid a hand under my shirt. It hung loose from my body, and I thanked my former self for having been wise enough to forgo a bra.
John filled his hand with my dangling breast, letting the soft dough ooze through his fingers. He massaged the yielding flesh with one hand while holding himself up with the other.
My nipples perked up when his fingers brushed over them, hardening like diamonds that poked into his palms. He gingerly twisted one of the tiny buttons as he lifted my breast, taking its weight into his hand.
Our bodies were pressed against each other. No space existed physically, or emotionally, between the two of us. He pressed his lips into the nape of my neck and breathed me in, exhaling with a soft groan. My scalp was a beehive, buzzing as the swarm took flight down my spine.
"We aren't--f-fuck, supposed to touch like this," I whispered haughtily.
"Then tell me to stop." He sounded like he was threatening me.
I had an idea, but I didn't want to break our bond to explain it to him. With John draped over me, his tummy flush with the small of my back, I allowed his body weight to slowly take us both to the floor. I sunk down until my stomach was on the ground, then stretched my legs out behind me.
John made me feel like an ant crushed under the thumb of a giant. His body surrounded me, holding me to the floor as he continued to thrust into me. I do not think he noticed the position change at first; he was too busy hastily planting kisses on my neck the entire time.
I raked my nails through his hair and turned my head, pulling him closer to my level so I could place a kiss on his temple. I breathed him in like his scent would bring me the vigor needed to withstand another bout of pounding. Perhaps the tingles across his scalp were what finally shook him from his stupor.
"Oh, Em!" he cried. "I'm crushing you!"
John, the gentleman, tried to pull away so I was not ground to dust. I did not need a gentleman, so I tightened my grip on his scalp and levelled my mouth with his ear.
"Stay close to me," I pleaded.
"W-what about Michael?" He was not resisting me. No, he wanted me to tell him I didn't care - that he was free to enjoy me to his heart's content with no guilt.
"Is his dick in my ass right now?" I treated him to a flurry of fluttery butt-hugs to sell my point.
"Uh, no, ma'am." He flexed, returning the message. I don't know which of us enjoyed it more.
"Good." I tucked my head back down to the mat. "Then shut up and keep fucking me."
John ground on top of me with his cock buried to the root, holding it as deep as he could be. With his weight on me, I imagined that he would feel his dick scraping against the mat below us when his enormous cock pressed into my tummy from the inside.
Arms like cables wrapped around me in a massive bear hug, smothering me in a cozy embrace that was as unrelenting as it was warm. It felt like he never wanted to let go of me, content to gyrate his hips and drive his dick into the furthest recesses of my body until the sun burned out.
It amazed me how I, traditionally claustrophobic, found such divine comfort in being swaddled by John's giant frame. He was heavy, but not uncomfortably so, bringing security where I so often found panic. I tucked my chin to plant kisses on the hulking bicep around my neck. He, in turn, placed one on the back of my head. I felt possessed - thrilled to be dominated.
The sound of wet skin slapping against lube-coated rumps filled the air. I didn't look around to see how many couples had graduated from a slow grind into full on butt-humping, but by the sounds of it, it was more than a few of them.
John must have heard it, too, because it didn't take long for him to ask if he could start moving "a bit faster." I was nervous - barely accustomed to his girth - but I was eager to see what else my precious backdoor could handle.
For some reason, I also found myself wanting to say yes for him. I didn't want to be a lame duck. On such a meaningful day in our lives, nobody wants to be paired up with somebody who doesn't want to be there. I wanted John to feel good. Not only that, but I wanted to be the one making him feel that way. I wanted to be the girl that made him cum harder than he ever had before.
"Here, lemme get on my hands and knees again." I reached back to tap on his leg like I was surrendering a fight, and he eased his body off of me. I shuffled into the doggy position. "Can you go faster like this?"
John withdrew, then plunged, his cock into my asshole to confirm my slutty hypothesis. "Ooooh, yeah," he groaned out. "That's better."
Despite the endless sea of noise around us, one sound rose above all others: men orgasming.
All around us, our male classmates popped one by one, loudly announcing their orgasms--through words and some truly lascivious moans--each ceremoniously filling the buttholes of their respective partners.
I watched a dozen of my childhood friends, boys and girls alike, writhe in pleasure before collapsing in an exhausted heap. The girls rolled onto their tummies and clenched their legs to stop the cum from running out, while the boys fell next to them. It was a few at first, but soon there were multiple finished pairs of excited couples gossiping about how their experience had gone.
It was a lot like being in the midst of a test and hearing people around you chatter about how easy it had been, and how long before you they'd finished. With that test, however, I was happy to take my time.
With John still relentlessly pounding me, I wondered if we would be the last couple remaining. It was hard for the finished couples to ignore their jubilation once the ordeal was over - and, for a few of the girls, that the ordeal was over - and the sounds of seduction that had once inhabited the gym were steadily disrupted by giggles and whispers.
I tried to keep my head down and focus on John's incessant throbbing, but could not shake the feeling that some of the gossiping girls had their eyes trained on me. I flicked my head up and caught a brief glimpse of some wandering eyes watching John hammering into me.
Michelle and her cohort, Kathy, shuffled towards us with their hands both plugging their leaky buttholes. It was cathartic to watch Chloe's and my shared annoyance waddling lamely with cum dripping from her fingers, but it felt even better to overhear that she was clearly less enthused about her experience than most. I took perverse pleasure in watching them struggle to walk with their tails--or rather, their hands--tucked between their legs. It humanized them, and I think they felt the same.
As Michelle passed me, she gave me an endearing look and encouraged me to stay strong, which was woefully out of character for her. Clearly The Ceremony did more for community bonding than I'd expected. "You're almost done, Emily. You got this!"
"T-thanks, Michelle." I choked out an ugly grunt, interrupted by a particularly strong thrust from John that made the words bunch up in my mouth.
I brushed a stray strand of hair over my ear, but John's turbulent pounding made another lock fall loose from the other side. No matter what I did to tidy myself, I looked as depraved as I felt.
Kathy stomped her foot. "It's getting all over my hands! Hurry up, Michelle! got filled way more!"
Michelle gasped. "As if! Look at this!" She pulled her paw from between her ass cheeks.
Michelle was a heavier girl, so she needed to stuff her whole hand between her gigantic ass cheeks to have a hope of plugging the leak. As a result, her entire mitt was glistening with a lurid concoction of cum and residual lube. It looked like she was wearing a thin, reflective glove that had slowly melted down her wrist.
"Ugh, I hate this," Kathy whined petulantly. "I can feel them, like, swimming around and stuff. It's so gross!"
"I dunno, I kind of like it." Michelle grimaced shyly, rolling her sticky fingers together. "Gah, I'm such a whore. But it is kind of hot! It's like I'm holding a big, sticky spider web."
The two girls teased each other for their differing positions on the pleasure of a full bottom, completely oblivious to the large chunk of white, buttery cum that splattered on the ground by Michelle's feet. I recoiled against a fat droplet that flew from the impact like sticky shrapnel, its remnants landing squarely against the corner of my mouth.
I did not consciously control what I did next, but I wonder to this day if was truly a reflex, or unrealized desire, that made me stick my tongue out of my mouth. As soon as the salty syrup hit my tongue, the realization of what I had done hit me like a truck.
I reminded me of the many nights prior ¬- late ones, namely - wherein I was so thoroughly exhausted from studying that my brain refused to work as requested. My only company on those lonely nights, besides a deluge of monotonous homework, was our family cat: Kris. Being the sole waking member of the family was a surefire way to buy his affection, but the friendship would not be fully earned until he was given a midnight snack straight from a freshly cracked can.
On those nights my brain, much as it had become thanks to John's prolific pounding, was comparable to mush--operating on instinct alone. After serving Kris his canned food, my diminished mental state had occasionally brought me dangerously close to licking the spoon clean. Thankfully, I had always been able to snap myself from my sleepy stupor and come to my senses before I actually put the cat food in my mouth. The day of The Ceremony, however, had my brain in a denser fog than all of those sleepless nights combined.
The hot cream sizzled on my tongue like battery acid. I should have spit it out; I did not even know whose cum I was tasting. I knew where it had come from, but was not what concerned me. I was ashamed that I was intrigued by the knowledge that I was tasting a stranger's cum. Worse yet, it was cum that had been kept warm in the freshly fucked asshole of a girl I did not even like. I had a dirty little secret all to myself, but felt so guilty for enjoying it that I did not even know if I would tell Chloe.
Much like Michelle, I, too, was ready to admit what I was: a whore, and growing proud of it. I cursed my brain for the rush of dopamine it gifted me once I accepted that fact. The hairs on the back of my neck stood at attention at the prospect that I would soon join my sisters in the ranks of women who had been gifted seed deep in their bellies.
"Are you, um...close?" I didn't want to sound like I was begging.
"Not really," John sighed. "I'm sorry. Usually it doesn't take this long."
"It's okay!" I squeaked. I looked around the room and concluded that John had outlasted every single one of his comrades, but I did not want to be the one to bring it up.
Michael had left without saying a word, but Amanda is still gabbing with her friends by the doors to the gym. Her butt flap was nowhere to be seen, and I spotted a thick spattering of cum nestled between her ass cheeks.



Oh my Gods, that's Michael's.
Unfortunately for me, Amanda did not feel the need to hide it like the other girls did.
I could feel John wince as he came to the same realization as me. "I think we're last. I'm sorry, this must be so embarrassing."
"I-it's fine. Just... don't worry about it." I wanted to block out the constant distractions and focus on John, but it was difficult knowing that so many eyes were watching us.
"Coach Mason?" John called to the elder between strokes. "Do I have to finish?"
"You mean orgasm, sport?" Coach asked with a puzzled expression. "I guess not. Nobody has really asked that before. I guess if you both want to stop-"
"No!" I yelped. "No I... I don't want to stop. Can I try something?"
I pulled myself off of John's cock and climbed to my feet, ignoring the hollow void he left in my core. I felt ten pounds lighter with his dick out of me, but all I could think about was getting him back inside at any cost.
I instructed him to lie down, allowing me to stand over top of him with a foot on either side of his waist. I beckoned for his hands and he presented them to me, allowing us to interlock our fingers with our palms together. John took my weight so I could drop into a low squat. I pulled the transition off like I had done it in my sleep, but froze in my tracks when his dick accidentally pushed through the lips of my vagina.
My plush petals, laden with juices, had peeled apart like a sticker when I crouched down. Their spreading had formed a creamy trench for the tip of his helmet to lodge, and we were dangerously close to crossing a serious boundary. If I simply sat down another few inches, my pussy would greedily engulf the engorged knob in one gulp. I would get to feel him in my most sacred place. Even though we were not married, I was seriously considering faking a misstep just to feel him in my pussy for a moment.
I looked down, hoping he would be the one to get us back on track. I lacked the willpower to stop myself and needed him to be the strong one. I tried to play off my nerves by saying, "If you want to go in there you have to marry me, you know?"
"What size ring do you wear?" John asked it so sincerely that I snorted like a duckling, but I was enthralled by the possibility that he was serious - or rather, that he still would be after he'd cum. In that moment, he was, completely. As Mom had explained to me during one of our more serious conversations, it was the great burden of women to know that a man who wanted to cum - especially in our vaginas - could practically be a different man from the one who thought he had no hope of ever doing so, and from the man who'd managed it without marrying us first. Of course, even that conversation had taken a left turn into why The Ceremony - and anal sex - were therefore so great.
Then he landed another killing blow of pure sweetness. "Gods, you have the cutest laugh."
"You're being sweet; there are pigs that sounds cuter than I do!"
He winked. "Yeah, but they're not even half as beautiful as you are."
There we were flirting like a couple on a first date. It was a scene that would have been believable had it not been for the pulsating weapon aimed at my vagina.
We stared at each other in silence for too long for it to be accidental. We were both thinking the same thing, but could not say it. The silence was not awkward the way it was with some people; I felt completely at ease with John.
"Should we get on with it?" John nodded towards his burgeoning erection. "Your legs must be getting tired."
Pity, but rules are rules, I guess. I knew I couldn't be too hard on John, even though missing out on such a romantic moment stung. Vaginal intercourse was only legal once a couple was legally married. A proposal, no matter how genuine, wasn't enough.
John took my full weight when I leaned forward, giving me the balance I needed to stay upright. His dick was so hard that we did not have to hold it steady for it to find its rightful place: the deep valley housed between the mountainous swell of my ass cheeks. That valley hugged John's spongy helmet on the sides, guiding him towards the hungry hole nestled at the bottom.
Smothered on both sides, the plump mushroom had nowhere to escape. My ass hovered over it like a space ship trying to abduct a fleshy grain silo. I dropped my weight and accepted him into my ass, easily fitting the loose, sagging ring over his inflated knob.
John's cock was white hot. I quenched his smoldering rod in my buttery depths as it burrowed towards its goal. The bulging arrowhead pierced through the densely packed pocket of crushed velvet, following the velour caress of my softened walls.
My ass flattened like a pancake when I reached the bottom, generously spilling over the sides of John's thighs. His dick was completely buried within me, nestled in the furthest reaches of my asshole. He was mine again.
I took my weight off my butt and legs and rested it on John's legs instead, leaving his cock submerged to the hilt. I leaned back and spread my legs wide open to give him a view like never before, provocatively presenting my untouched pussy to him like a gift for a king. My lips parted, my clit glistening at the apex of the pink curtains like a tiny, throbbing jewel.
I raised off his lap, forcefully narrowing the ring that strangled the base of his cock as I did. My whole body tensed up as I put every ounce of strength I had into tightening my asshole, bearing down for dear life in one long, unbroken contraction. It hurt to push my muscles to their limit, but it was worth it to see John in pure ecstasy.
I wanted to empty his cock like it was a tube of toothpaste. I pinched the tiny ring hugging the base of his cock, making an airtight seal. My muscles burned, but I demanded that they hold firm. I dragged the seal all the way up, from balls to tip, never once relenting my constriction. He flexed powerfully, but could not escape. I dutifully pulled his length through the ring of rigid muscle, milking him from the balls up.
As soon as I reached the swell of his beefy cock head, I released the vice. Without manually keeping myself clenched, my asshole was so loose that it greedily engulfed his entire shaft on the way down, driving the spear into my belly.
I endured the pleasure; I loved the pain. I was in control and I felt alive. I alone was taking John to a place reserved for drug overdoses, basting his brain with dopamine until it refused to function without me.
I leaned over top of him and secured my hands on his shoulders. I straddled him with one leg on the other side of his body, making my thighs a perfect resting place for his hands. I ground on top of him, gyrating back and forth to stir my insides with his enormous, veiny spoon. He had already pounded my insides into soup; there was no reason not to commit even more.
I leaned closer to him, mashing my breasts against his chest so I was close enough to kiss him. I closed my eyes, expecting him to meet me halfway.
"Em, are you sure?" he asked.
"I don't know." I opened my eyes. "Do I have to be sure?"
"I guess not, but... why? I mean, Michael-"
I finished his sentence, making it mine. "Is not here."
My lips were hovering over his, my tongue flicking against his so delicately that he may have mistaken it for the warmth of my breath. I was sick of pretending that I was not enjoying myself. I wanted to embody the spirit of the woman trying to claw her way out of my pious soul. I gave myself over, using my last modicum of control, ironically, to force myself to give it up, and to feed John the dirtiest encouragement I could conjure.
"I want to kiss the man whose fat fucking cock had been throbbing inside my asshole all morning. Is that okay with you?"
"W-whoa." His eyes were planets, invigorated by the sudden turn. "If you talk like that, I'm not gonna last long enough to kiss you."
Bingo.
"Yeah? You gonna cum for me if I tell you how my poor, empty butthole is just waiting to swallow up your babies?" I donned the most sultry, alluring voice I could, trying to draw his orgasm out with my words like I was a witch at a cauldron. John groaned like someone had punched him in the stomach, and I knew that that noise was a wordless plea for to keep going - to say nothing of the veins in his neck doubling in size.
I cared about nothing more than pleasing him. I did not know how many people were listening to us, and I'm happy for that. If I'd been more aware that Coach Mason and a handful of remaining students had been gawking silently at our passionate display, I might not have had the courage to degrade myself for John's--or my-- enjoyment.
"I want every drop of that hot, bubbly fucking cum sloshing around my belly! Dump your cream in my fucking asshole! I wanna feel it melt!" My display of wanton lust would have seemed depraved to anyone spectating, but at that moment I did not care if the whole world was watching. All I needed was John's attention. "Use me, John. Fucking use me."
John had abandoned humanity entirely. He was a fuck machine devoid of brain activity save for the small piece he needed in order to understand my rampant pleading.
"My tight, little asshole needs to be filled all the way up. Make my belly bulge with all that gooey fucking cum." I did not know where I was pulling such a profane narrative from, but the stream of utterly filthy consciousness that John had somehow coaxed out of me was flowing freely.
John cried out, announcing that he could not take another second without exploding. My ass cheeks plummeted onto his cock with a final, thunderous clap, crashing the gelatinous tidal wave against him. I drove him deep into my center and held him in place against the spongy floor once he bottomed out. I wanted to memorize every miniscule detail of his orgasm, knowing I would be thinking about it for years to come.
With the neurons in his brain firing at a thousand miles a minute, the only thing he squeaked out was, "Kiss."
That was all I needed to hear. I brought my lips to his and closed my eyes, relishing how his body bucked and writhed beneath me. We passionately exchanged sloppy kisses, intertwining our tongues like it came as naturally as breathing.
John tethered me to his chest, holding me close. His hands roamed up and down my back like he, too, was trying to lock every detail of the moment into his brain. He didn't need to hold me so tightly - I wasn't going anywhere - but I deeply cherished being held like I was the only thing that existed in the world. What woman wouldn't have? I melted into John's arms, patiently waiting for him to orgasm.
We sounded like two wounded animals, groaning in unison as the first rope of John's load erupted into me. I jumped a little as the first hot, white stream of syrup basted the bottom of my asshole, instantly filling me with a surge of warmth. It felt like someone had poured lava into my belly, and I eagerly awaited another dose. I hadn't thought it would be so warm, but I loved it.
I'd also expected it to be watery, but his cum was thick like glue. The sticky paste clung to the walls clamping around his cock, drowning the throbbing helmet in a bath of butter that, despite the intense heat, was only half melted. I could feel the viscous goo drool over the head of John's quivering cock, marinating him in his own cum as he continued to pump into me.
The heat in my belly grew as John flooded my insides, dumping more and more cream into the pool of dense, bubbly magma. He kept the hole plugged, and had he not, I would have already lost control of the frothy sea of cum soaking into my tender walls. For the moment, the hefty donation was securely locked deep, deep within my bowels.
I slowly rotated my hips on him, making the mixture of lube and cum churn inside me, decorating every corner with a thick coat of paint. I had taken him so deep when he came that I feared (read: hoped) that I would feel his cum swimming around for days, longing for the sensation that made other girls uncomfortable. I wanted to know his cum was oozing through me while I walked about, marking me with an internal insignia that no man could hope to replicate. I was possessed.
We lay together, my weight on him, until the stars in my vision began to dim. My head was resting on his chest, rising and falling steadily with his breathing. It was meditative, lulling me into a dreamlike state of bliss. After what we had just gone through, I felt as though I needed some serious meditation.
John's cock eventually softened, but even when flaccid it was too big to slide out on its own. I pushed out a couple of times with my anal muscles, but not hard enough to dislodge it. I loved knowing that it was not going to come out without my help; he was so big I would have to manually drag him out of me before my juices soaked him into a prune.
He noticed the same thing I did, and said, "I think you're gonna have to push."
"Just like my training, huh?" I giggled, kissing his muscular chest.
I grunted and used the last of my strength to push out with my asshole, clenching the weakened muscles together and using them to force out John's steadily thumping cock. I sighed as the softened helmet fell out of me, giving me a second of relief. I sealed the exit to prevent a rush of hot, salty cum from spilling out of my ravaged hole.
"Are you two finally finished?" Coach shouted abruptly.
John and I shot to attention, flickering our eyes at the remaining students. There were not many, but I realized that having even one person gossip about what they'd just witnessed would be social suicide. The funny thing? I still did not care. John had been worth it.
My eyes darted around the room, checking to see if Chloe had come back to wait for me, but instead I was devastated to see Michael curled up in a ball in the corner of the room. He was staring intently at his shoes, playing with the ends of them aimlessly. There was no chance he had avoided seeing, and hearing, what John and I had just done.
I stood up and felt a sticky teardrop run down the inside of my thigh. No matter how tightly I squeezed, the damage John had done to my asshole made it impossible to stop his cum from seeping out. I knew then exactly why so many women had adopted Chloe's technique. I followed suit to stop from leaving a slimy snail trail in my wake.
I thought about using a finger or two in order to plug myself, but when I tried I was stunned to find that three fingers were not enough. The entire ring was loose and puffy like a marshmallow, beaten to a pulp by John's thorough fucking. I could not believe how sensitive and pliable my flesh was, and I'm not ashamed to say that my pussy grew wetter as my fingers rummaged around the rim of my blown-out butthole.
The once tightly secured vault had had its doors blown open, moulding my virgin asshole into a shrine devoutly worshipping the shape of John's cock long after it left. Between the lube and his cum, there was so much leaking out of me that I would have needed the gigantic purple plug to keep it all contained.
"If I don't go push this out of me I'm going to be leaking for the next two days," I said, equally aroused and ashamed of admitting that to him.
"I wish we could do this every day." John was still lying on his back, gazing happily at the ceiling like he could see the sky through it.
"Me too," I sighed mournfully.
All I could think about was how the next day, the day after that, and the day after that, John's cock would be off limits to me. All of him would be. There was no chance that Michael would let me even speak to him again without feelings of jealousy bubbling up. I hated that thought. I hated being forced to give up the man that had awoken something so wonderful in me.
I smiled bashfully. "I had a really, really good time."
John waved an imaginary white flag. "Okay, Em, you little people pleaser. We've already had sex; you don't have to keep sweet-talking me."
"Do you think I was just saying all that stuff for you?" I arched an eyebrow. "Well, maybe at first. It was all kind of weird at first. But then... I don't know. I feel fulfilled, if that makes sense?"
John laughed. "Oh, you're full alright!"
I narrowed my eyes at him. "Please tell me there's a more intelligent answer coming soon."
John sat up on the mat. He cocked his head at me and scanned me up and down. "It makes sense, Em. Like I said, you're a cool girl and I wish I could be with, like..."
I perked up. "With...?"
John hung his head and shook it, rattling around the nuts and bolts we had knocked loose. He clicked his tongue against his teeth and scrunched his nose, pushing his mouth to the side of his face with his lips in a pout.
"Like I said, Emily." John stood up, his chest level with my eye line, and reached his hand out to me. "I think you're really cool, and any guy would be lucky to have you. Thank you for celebrating The Ceremony with me. Glory Be."
"Uh, Glory Be, I guess?" I timidly reached for his hand, thinking there would be some sort of twist, but there was no surprise. John shook my hand, thanked me, and turned to leave. "W-wait, what? That's it? John!"
I called after him, but he did not turn around to acknowledge me. My heart was racing faster than it had all day, and that was a high bar. Did I say something wrong? Did I upset him by taking control at the end? Why would he ruin such a beautiful memory by letting it end like this?
I watched him exit the gymnasium without a second look, then tried to pick the pieces of my heart off the floor to go and face the consequences of what I had done to Michael. I didn't know if he would be mad, or if he even had a reason to. We had both broken the rule we'd set, but it still did not feel equal. He'd started the betrayal, but I'd finished it strong.
"Hey." My voice was weak, devoid of any of the bravado it had possessed just minutes prior. "Can we talk?"
"I guess so." Michael looked like he wanted to be angry, but was too tired to be. "Didja have fun?"
"Uh, I guess so," I said flatly. "You?"
"I guess so," he sighed.
"Lots of guessing going on around here. Guess we're a couple of real detectives or... something." I tried to lighten the mood, but Michael was beyond consolation. "Are you mad?"
"I don't have a right to be."
"That isn't what I asked." I insisted he answer me, but he looked away. I stomped my feet to demand his attention. "Michael, look, today was rough on all of us. Nobody is getting away without a few battle scars. But I'm here now--with you! Isn't that enough?"
"I guess so," he grumbled.
It was going to take a lot of work to repair what we'd broken. He was hurting; I was mad; I was hurting; he was mad. It was not a situation I would wish on anyone, and all that was left to do was assemble the pieces - old, new, changed, remaining? - and see if they still made a picture that either us wanted to look at.
Michael drove me home, but it was a silent ride. I felt John's cum oozing out of me the whole way, but knew I could not say anything. I asked for a stack of napkins at one point and tried to discreetly stuff them into my shorts to plug my sopping butthole, but I'm sure he noticed.
It was a strange type of open secret. It felt like cheating, but we'd both done it at the behest of our community - everyone we'd ever been taught to respect and obey. Everything had been above board, and maybe that was the problem. It's tough to know the woman you love is trying not to spill another man's children onto the seat of your car. If I'd left a stain, I would have never gotten over the shame as long as I lived.
Michael dropped me off with nothing more than a "See you later" before he drove off at full speed. I hoped he was headed home, but knowing him, his destination could have been anywhere.



Chloe, with her arms folded in her lap, sat alone on my porch. The wind blew her hair like golden whips across her face. She surely heard the car pull up, but did not look up at me until Michael drove away.
"Hey," I called to her. "Are you leaking on the porch? Mom's gonna be pissed."
Chloe rolled her eyes. "No, I cleaned up already."
"Well," I plopped down next to her. "I haven't had that luxury yet. I had to clench the whole ride home so I wouldn't spill on Michael's seat."
Chloe rested her head on my shoulder. "Was he mad?"
"I think so, but I don't care. I had fun." I claimed proudly.
"Me too."
"We know," I scoffed. "You were pretty loud about it."
Chloe buried her face in my shoulder with a hearty groan. "I don't know how I'm going to live that down."
"I don't think you'll have to," I offered. "Nobody can make fun of you since they all went through the same thing."
"Yeah, but none of them did it with Coach Mason!" She wailed.
I could not help but laugh at her outburst. We had been through one hell of a day, but I could not deny the relief that I felt being beside my best friend at the end of it.
"What are you gonna say to Michael?" Chloe asked once my laughter calmed down.
I chewed my lip. "I have no idea."
"You'll figure it out. You just survived the biggest dick in the whole school being shoved into your butt; you can handle anything.
My butthole clenched instinctively at the mention, making me keenly aware of just how disastrously empty I felt. I thought about finding something that resembled the purple plug to stuff my bottom with so I didn't leak onto my sheets at night. It would serve the double duty of keeping my mattress clean, as well as stopping me from enduring the dreadful vacuum of empty space that John had so thoughtlessly created in my stomach.
I did not know what the next day, or the day after that, or even the next ten minutes would bring. What thoughts would cross my mind; what thoughts would not? What would weigh upon my conscience? What might lift? I went to bed with a heavy heart - not knowing what it was in store for, either - praying to the Gods that I would not awaken the same way.
I walked up to his house with my heart in my throat, and I hoped it would not obstruct the important things I had to tell him. With the way things had gone down the day before, I didn't know if he would even want to see me. I had mixed feelings about seeing him, too, but I knew I had to confront them.
The history behind us didn't matter. All that mattered was looking to the future. After all was said and done, he was the man I saw in my future, and I could not let another day go by without telling him the truth.
The gravel in the driveway crunched underfoot. The air, or perhaps just my soul, was ominously heavy. I trudged up to the front door and summoned the courage to knock. I used the last few moments alone to think of exactly what to say to him that would put everything in place - the way it was meant to be. I didn't know if I should apologise, cry, laugh it off, or scream to the heavens!
His shadowy frame appeared behind the doorway and he paused when he recognized me through the translucent glass. Even without a clear view of my face, he knew who I was immediately. The knob turned and his puzzled expression greeted me.
"Emily? What are you doing here?"
"I don't know, I really don't. The only thing I know is that I like you. I've been thinking about you non-stop, and I hate not being about to tell you that. If you don't feel what I feel, then I'll leave and never speak to you again. But if you do, then you need to tell me now." My eyes quivered, but the rest of me was as still as an oak.
He was silent, watching my hair blow in the wind. The ticking of an old grandfather clock told me it had been three...four...five...six...
"I think you should come inside," he said, allowing his trademark sincerity to glow behind his beautiful eyes. "I've been thinking about you a lot, too. I know it's barely been a whole day but I actually miss you."
"It's not crazy, not even a little bit." I stepped over the threshold into his home, and was wrapped in its warmth just seconds before he wrapped me in his own.
A pitchy, gravelly voice called from another room. "John? Who is that?"
"It's Emily, Mom - the girl I told you about." He refused to look away from me as his smile grew to unabashed glee. "I think you're really gonna like her."
John closed the door behind us, kissing me on the cheek like a gentleman. I sent him telepathic messages, begging him to shove his tongue down my throat with a firm hand around my neck. I wanted so badly to be dominated by him. Passing The Ceremony meant we had the blessing of the village Elders to pursue the physical intimacy that had previously been prohibited. I wanted to take advantage of that permission immediately.
Ever since leaving the gym, I had felt a sense of emptiness which demanded to be filled. It was a physical necessity. I needed to feel John inside me, stretching me to my limit, to feel satisfied again. I longed for his weight on my back pinning me to the mattress, my bowels rearranging themselves to make room for the pound of throbbing meat he would so graciously bury into them. I wanted his teeth on my neck, marking me as his own so that all lesser men would fold before they dared approached me - I was owned, and I would not be changing hands. Every day forward would demand that he empty his balls into my asshole, branding my guts with his internal signature so I would never forget who I belonged to.
The only thing we could not do was entertain vaginal intercourse. My body swooned at the thought of carrying his children, together contributing to the growing community that made us so prosperous. I accepted that my dreams now amounted to bringing John's children into the world, fulfilling my obligation to the village as my mother, and her mother before her, had done with such pride. No matter how badly I wanted it, I would not be permitted to invite him into the most sacred place in my entire body.
... Well, at least until we were married.
THE END
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First things first - it was cold.
It was way, way too cold for Mom and me to be at the cottage in mid-November, but we were not here by choice. Circumstance forced our hand when Dad up and left to the Bahamas with his secretary a few months back, leaving Mom and me to pick up the pieces of our shattered life, with nothing but each other for comfort. It was sad, but we were already in the process of healing by the time the realization kicked in - we had to close the cottage for the winter.
Our cozy, quiet bungalow in Muskoka was not suited to handle the cold season. Water lines could burst, pests could take nest, among a slew of other things that would turn the cozy summer home into a money pit. Winter was already rearing its ugly head and showering us with more snow than we were prepared for, so time was not on our side.
We had never done it ourselves before, so it took some time and a lot of YouTube videos before we felt comfortable calling it 'closed'. We went at it for a few days, and by the time we were done, we were saying goodbye to a very, very busy weekend.
Come Sunday night, Mom was running through the checklist with her dirty blonde hair tied up in a high bun. She was using two pens of identical make; one to check boxes off the list, and another to keep her hair in place. A couple of loose strands dangled in front of her eyes that she was too preoccupied to fix, but it gave her a small-town-librarian vibe that I found surprisingly alluring. What can I say? Mom looked damn good!
Mom had hardly aged a day since I was born. At least, that was true up until Dad left. The weight of such an ordeal was starting to show itself on her face in the form of subtle wrinkles, though the stress lines were instantly outmatched anytime a smile brought out her two deep, gorgeous dimples.
I was much taller than Mom, who stood at an adorable five-foot-nothing on a good day, so most of the chores went in my direction. We truly looked like we were from different species. I was tall and muscular with short, tousled brown hair, while Mom was a miniature blonde Barbie with some pudge to her curves. She had gained a little bit of weight after Dad left, but it only served to bring out her more dominant features.
For a woman her size--heck, any size--Mom was gifted with an incredible bosom. Her breasts had always been large, but I didn't fully take notice until I turned 18 and began to see her as a real woman, rather than just my mother. Every day since, had come with at least one scolding from myself, "Don't look at your Mom's tits!" And every day, I would fail.
I could not stop myself from zoning out to the image of her boobs bouncing around under her braless t-shirt; a style she adopted more and more as she got used to Dad's absence. Maybe it was an act of rebellion, maybe she was trying to attract a man who liked big tits, or maybe, she simply hated wearing a bra and was tired of putting on airs as age crept upon her. Whatever it was, I was happy to reap the benefits.
I often wondered if this commando style had been adopted through her entire wardrobe. Did her underwear meet the same fate that befell her bras? She did not have a bra on at the moment, so it was possible she had also chosen to forgo the security of underwear altogether. A man can dream, I suppose.
I tried not to think about it too hard, to save myself from getting a boner midway through our busy schedule, but the thought, nonetheless, burrowed into my head on more than one occasion.
Namely, when she put down her checklist and bent over to examine a cupboard for perishables. This caused her sweatpants to ride up between her legs, where they formed to her plump bottom like wallpaper. Try as I might, I could not spot the outline of anything remotely resembling underwear.
"It doesn't sound like you're working, honey." Mom teased, with her head the knee-high cupboards, her voice echoing throughout the small wooden box. She was rummaging through them, looking for any food that would spoil over the winter, and I was eagerly watching her from behind.
I'm not lazy; I had a bird's eye view down the back of her pants that revealed a healthy portion of her pudgy ass cheeks, and I could not bring myself to look away. If I could only reach my hand under her and feel them for myself, I would die a happy man.
I shook myself from the fantasy of fondling my mother's ass. "Well, Mom, that's because I'm--uh, supervising."
She pulled her head out of the cupboard to glare at me. "You'll be supervising my darn foot up your butt if you don't friggin' get to work!"
Darn, butt, friggin. All of these were common replacements that Mom put in place of cursing--a practice she was avidly against.
"Okay, okay," I grumbled. "I gotta make sure the shed is secure, anyway. Might as well do that now."
I turned to face the blizzard, but something gnawing in the back of my brain demanded to be said. "Mom?" I called to her.
"Yes, honey?" Her head popped out of the cupboard. "Everything okay?"
"Yeah, I just..." I chewed the inside of my cheek. "I'm sorry this weekend wasn't everything we thought it would be. I wanted to spend, like, one day packing up. I didn't think I would take so long, I wanted to give you a bit of fun this weekend and I feel like I blew it."
Mom stood at attention, her mothering instincts kicking into overdrive, as she swayed towards me. The rotation of her hips as she floated towards me was hypnotic; Mom moved like an angel. I challenged myself not to stare at the wobbling wagon she dragged behind her as her toes pitter-pattered across the carpeted floor.
"Honey, listen to me," she began, taking hold of my hands and folding them over her clenched fist, which she then held over her beating heart.
I rarely had an opportunity to be this close to her breasts, and every impulse in my brain was screaming at me to dig in face first. "No matter where we are, no matter what we're doing, I'm happy if I'm doing it with you."
"Promise?" I grinned like a goofball. Nothing could beat a pep talk from Mom.
"Everything I need is right here." Mom kissed my knuckles. "Okay? Now, go close that shed so we can get the heck out of this place!"
The worst part about winter is having to suit up just to leave the house. I donned my oversized jacket and large, clunky boots and prepared to face Mother Nature. The path I had shoveled to the door of the shed was already piling up again, so I followed my footprints from previous journeys to reduce the effort it took to trudge through the frozen wasteland.
I locked the shed and made sure it was sealed up to prevent any miscreants from taking shelter inside. It was one of the last tasks we had to do, with one exception.
"Jacob? Are you ready yet?" Mom called to me, before I got back inside.
I could barely hear her voice over the whipping winds that kicked snow in my face like cold sand. I battled through the torrential snowstorm to find Mom inside with a glass of exactly what I was hoping for -- alcohol.
I shook my head like a wet dog and flung chunks of half-melted snow onto the floor.
"As if I didn't just vacuum?" Mom gasped. "You're so lucky you earned enough credit this weekend for me to forgive that little transgression."
"Oh, boy. I wonder what else I can get away with," I smirked.
Mom poured us two heaping shots of vodka. "Don't push it, honey."
I picked up my glass and we clinked them, downing the gasoline in one quick gulp. I know alcohol doesn't actually keep the body warm, but it sure felt like it did.
"Ugh, yuck!" Mom grimaced. "Well, the edge has been taken way off. I can't wait to get home and relax, but this is a darn good start."
"Agreed. I just want to get away from all this snow!" I considered pouring myself another shot, but the idea of driving home drunk in bad weather was terrifying.
Mom practically read my mind, which was not unusual for her. "Are you sure you're okay to drive? I'm happy to--"
"Yes, Mom." I rolled my eyes. "I promised I'd drive home so you could sleep in the car. That's what I'm gonna do."
Mom scanned me up and down like she was trying to visually detect any signs of impairment, but came away satisfied with her search. "If you say so, honey."
"I do say so." I boasted confidently. "Now get that fat butt in the car so we can get going!"
Mom scoffed. "Excuse you, young man. I remember somebody being awfully fond of this big butt when they were little!"
She was right, and she often reminded me. I had been quite a touchy-feely kid and she, being a world-class enabler, suffered the brunt of that. As a child, I was always hugging, smooching, playing bongos on her juicy butt cheeks, and peeking up her skirt. All the not-so-normal things that mothers put up with for their sons, right? We were physically very close, and always had been, but that had to change as I got older.
It might be cute when I didn't know any better, but that bled into adulthood in ways that became increasingly inappropriate. As far as I was concerned, I didn't have any problem being close with her, and she seemed similarly at ease with it. The only thing keeping us apart was the obvious social stigma.
Speaking of social stigma; Dad had never been fond of our connection. He did not like how grabby and cuddly the two of us were. Whether it was jealousy, or discomfort at what other people would think, I never found out.
We grew so close, with so few boundaries between us, that the few times Mom caught me masturbating, it always ended with us laughing it off. I knew I should feel ashamed, but I'd be lying if I said it didn't excite me a little to show off to Mom how much I'd grown.
If I didn't know any better, I would have thought that her surprise interruptions were becoming more frequent. Her impulse to hurriedly close the door and look away grew faint, and I wrestled with the little voice in my head that told me she was lingering on purpose for a longer look. The idea seemed insane to me, but all the evidence pointed me to one obvious, albeit ludicrous explanation-- Mom liked my cock.
Based on the stories told by my friends, getting caught in the act should have been a traumatic event. For me and Mom, it quickly became a go-to target of teasing whenever she wanted to give me a hard time.
"I'm going to my room to study," I would say.
"Okay, honey. Try not to rip your dick off while you're in there!" Mom would reply.
I never said it was highbrow stuff, but it made us laugh.
A couple of times, I even tried to level the playing field by catching Mom in the act, but she never once dropped her guard.
Years ago, after she'd recovered from a good chortle in response to seeing my preferred use of a tube sock, I had made a comment to the tune of, "What are you laughing at? You do it, too!" Quite the accusation to launch at one's own mother, but I was not thinking straight.
"I sure do, honey." She had said in a tone of voice that still rattled in my brain from time to time. "But when Mommy does it, it's a lot more romantic than a tube sock."
I had rolled my eyes and spoke without thinking. "Yeah, right. I would love to see that, Mom."
"Oh, you--" She had been a deer in headlights, mulling over my request like she needed to process what she had heard. "You... want to watch me do that?"
It got awkward real fast, but Mom's devilish grin on the way out told me that she hadn't been too disturbed by it. Knowing her, she was thrilled to twist the knife and have a bit of fun at my expense. I, however, had beaten myself up about it for weeks.
Not my favourite memory to revisit.
The snow beat down on us on the way to the car, filling every nook and cranny of my jacket with bushels of cold, fluffy cotton. I could not see the van from the end of the walkway, and was forced to follow Mom's faint silhouette through the blinding blizzard.
I trained my eyes on her gigantic bottom, watching her waddle to the car, while I trailed behind her like a lovesick puppy dog. My arms were full of knick-knacks to return to the city, and they were piled so high that I had to strain to see over the top.
"Just a few more steps, almost there," Mom chirped. "Last time I'll ask; are you sure you don't want me to drive?"
"I'm sure, Mom." I waited for her to crack the trunk, so I could dump the items inside.
In our ineptitude, we had decided to rent a large white van to pack stuff into to take home. When we got to the cottage, we found that there was not that much to transport, so the cost of the van was essentially a total loss.
As a joke, I suggested sleeping in the back to make the most of the rental, but Mom pointed out that we would surely freeze to death once the sun went down. "I don't plan on using my son to stay warm; that's why our ancestors invented fire," she had quipped.
I didn't think that was the precise reason our species had adopted fire, but I lacked the fortitude to argue. I was already shivering from the short walk from the cottage to the van and did not want to be outside for a second longer than necessary.
Malicious winds whipped against my nose and turned it a miserable shade of pink. Every snowflake was a little piece of sandpaper that chewed away at my skin, leaving it raw in its wake. They threatened to grate me down to nothing if I did not take shelter.
In my arrogance, I had neglected to bring a hat... or a scarf, or mittens, or... yeah, I was really unprepared. Thankfully, the sleeping bag I owned was rated for extremely cold temperatures, so at least my slumber had been comfortable all weekend. I had invested in it years ago at a huge discount and used it ever since.
The lining came with some kind of thermal reflectors that made the inside of the bag function like a greenhouse. It trapped heat, but I found that it worked poorly if I wore clothes inside. At home, I always slept with a t-shirt on, but in the bag I had to strip down to my underwear to make the most of its heat-recycling features.
The cottage had enough sheets and comforters for an army, but there was something uniquely homely about sleeping in the same sack I'd used for the better part of a decade, so I always brought it with me. Mom, on the other hand, didn't even own a sleeping bag.
We were woefully unprepared for a blizzard of this magnitude, thanks to a pathetic reading of meteorological charts by our local weatherman. The longer we waited up north, the worse the drive home would be.
We would stay the night in Muskoka if we could, but anything that produced heat had been stripped down and shut off for the winter. We were left with the choice between a small shack that would soon be as violently cold as the air surrounding it, or a tedious drive home amidst a furious snow squall.
We chose the latter, unaware that in doing so, we were taking the first of many steps towards permanently changing our relationship.
Mom was already deep into her book by the time I slumped into the driver's seat. I kicked off the snow that was caked to the bottoms of my boots and slammed the door behind me, sealing us away from the dreary outside world.
"Don't move a muscle, I got it," I taunted her. "You better be tipping me for this whole endeavor."
Without looking up from her book, Mom said, "Don't marry the first one who asks."
"Wow. Thanks for that." I rolled my eyes, as she chuckled sheepishly. "And they say waiters can't survive on tips alone."
"On my tips they could, I bet." Mom closed her book and pushed her reading glasses down her nose. "I'm very smart, after all."
"Listen to you, Nostra-Mom-Us." It wasn't a great pun, but I was proud of it. "Are you ready to go?"
"I've got everything I need right here." Mom repeated her words of comfort from earlier, with eyes peering at me over the top of her page.
I hit the ignition and spun the tires in the snow for a second before they finally found traction. Neither of us said it, but we were both worried about the safety of the journey home.
I played some music from my phone, since the radios were all down from the weather. I was surprised to see Mom jamming along to a couple indie hits that weren't usually her speed. The calming tones of Bon Iver serenaded us as we plowed through the blizzard. For a moment, I was convinced that the misery following us for mile after mile was nothing to fear. This self-assurance was, in part, what caused me to eventually drop my guard.
I didn't notice the black ice in time, but that's the problem with the treacherous stuff. It's under your wheels before you see it coming, and before you can hit the brakes you're already spinning out.
I hit the frozen patch with too much confidence, and the icy road was happy to humble me. As I made a slight turn around a large upcoming bend, we hit the frozen landmine and lost control immediately. I cursed like a sailor, and it was one of the few times in my life where Mom was too busy shrieking to call me out for it.
The ABS kicked in, but it wasn't enough. The hulking vehicle spun in a full circle, sailing across the sea of ice and slush that coated the asphalt. With what little control I had, I tried to steer us towards the nearest streetlight a few dozen feet away.
Mom was clutching the "holy shit bad" above her window with white knuckles, watching in horror, as we flew towards the outer lane of the highway with the steel barrier in our sights.
It was one of those moments where you know you're going to crash, so you start thinking about how bad it's going to be before you even hit the wall. We weren't likely to die, but I prayed we would walk away without any broken bones.
The impact itself only lasted a couple of seconds, but it dragged out like a dream. I must've hit my head when we crashed because I don't actually remember colliding with the wall. I came to with my head on the steering wheel, a cold wind whipping against my face, and Mom in an abject panic.
"Oh my god, honey. I thought you were dead!" Mom cried, with her arms around my shoulders. She was still shaking me even though I was starting to wake up.
"You can't get rid of me that easily," I groaned. I took stock of the interior to assess the damage. The driver side window was smashed open, letting the frigid air invade the once warm cab, but the other windows were holding up with the exception of a few large, daunting cracks. The driver door was crushed against the barrier outside, so I could not get it open. "Are you all right, Mom?"
Mom was breathing heavily, but seemed physically okay. She did a quick pat down of her vital areas to confirm nothing was out of place. "I-I think so? Just a little bit shaken up, honey."
We both turned our attention to the broken window. "What are we going to do about that?" She pointed a shivering finger to the shattered glass.
"I don't know. We have to get a tow truck, but in this weather, I don't know how quickly that would happen." I sighed, feeling very defeated.
To my dismay, but not my surprise, a quick call to the tow company confirmed that they would not be able to reach us for several hours. When I told them I was in Muskoka, they all but laughed in my face.
Apparently, the farthest towns had been hit the worst, with anything north of Barrie trapped in a complete whiteout. It was late, we were far away, and they were understaffed. It was hopeless to think we would be rescued, and the operator hinted very strongly that we might have to sleep in the car overnight.
I hung up with a heavy heart weighing me down and tried to spin the dire situation into something positive for Mom's sake. "Well, the good news is that we're gonna have a ton of quality time together."
Mom asked what I meant, and the horror that crept on her face told me what a poor job I did at softening the blow. "All night? What the heck are they talking about? It's freezing, and our window is broken! They have to come!"



The howling wind outside intimidated us like a battle cry, its piercing chill infested every inch of the cabin. I cranked the key, but only succeeded in compounding my rising panic when the engine failed to start.
I'm no mechanic, but my guess was that the crash did something bad to the engine. Yes; that was my formal, non-professional opinion, and it stopped there.
"How are we supposed to sleep in here? I don't even have a sleeping bag, for crying out loud!" Mom whined. She turned in her seat and gazed into the dark, ominous den behind us.
With the lights off, the inside of the van might as well have been a dingy cave. Unfortunately for us, it was also a bedroom for the night.
"I guess we have to share one. Mine is really warm and--"
"It's really small!" Mom pushed the heels of her palm into her eyes with an unsettling groan. "So, what? We're going to sleep in our sweaters and pants?"
"Uh, no, probably not." Now was as good a time as any to reveal the news. "It's got this technology in it that's really, really good at keeping you warm."
"That sounds like a good thing, right?"
I winced. "Uh, it can be..."
"Stop being cute, I'm turning into a popsicle over here," Mom urged me.
I sighed and summoned the courage to propose a diabolical solution that was as exciting as it was horrific. "It doesn't work with, you know...clothes."
Mom scoffed, still maintaining her bubbly charm amid the panic. "Nice try, kiddo. It takes a lot more than that to get your Mother naked in bed."
"I'm serious, Mom." My tone and my gaze sank to the floor. "If we were indoors, it would be fine to keep our clothes on, but I think it's too cold right now."
Mom was not convinced. She declared that we would wait it out, despite the insistence of the operator that we would likely not receive help until tomorrow. I didn't want to push the idea of sharing a bed together, even though I was happy to do so.
I told myself it was for survival, as dramatic as that sounds, but I knew that wasn't the only reason I was interested in sharing a cozy bed with my naked mother.
We tried to distract ourselves with aimless conversation. Every topic we touched on was half-hearted at best, and proliferated by a constant checking of our phones to see if any good news came through. It was not like we thought the blizzard would suddenly disappear, but we were desperate for a sliver of good news.
Even when we did manage to find a topic that took our minds off the situation, it would only last for a few minutes. Without warning, the gale outside would rear its ugly head and demand our attention as soon as we had forgotten about it. We were powerless to refuse its call.
As time ticked by, it became increasingly apparent that we were out of options. Reality set in around midnight, snuffing out what little remained of Mom's typically cherry disposition. The sun was long gone from the sky, leaving a single streetlight to illuminate the unforgiving tundra.
"Are you okay?" I asked. It was a stupid question given the circumstances.
Mom sniffled and rubbed her nose, bright pink from the cold. "I just want to go home." She cast her gaze to the back of the van, still shrouded in darkness where the light could not reach. Dismay was plastered across her face. "You promise it's warm?"
"The sleeping bag? Yeah, it's like an oven," I assured her. "I promise, Mom. You're gonna love it."
"I don't think I'm going to love it, but anything is better than this." She cupped her hands and breathed hot air into them. Thick plumes of steam oozed through the cracks of her fingers.
"It's fine if we just keep our underwear on," I offered. "It won't be that weird! We're family, after all."
Mom rolled her head back with a deep, bassy groan. "Honey, I don't really know how to tell you this, but... I'm not wearing any."
"W-what?" I gasped, hoping it hid the way my heart enthusiastically leapt into my throat.
Mom's face lit up like a stoplight, and she hid her face in her hands. "It's not like I knew this was going to happen! If I did, I probably would have packed a pair."
My prediction from earlier was right; I knew I hadn't seen any underwear lines under her pants! I was once again visited by the same nervous excitement I had felt earlier.
"Okay, okay, that's okay, we're okay," I chanted like a mantra. "Just let me go unpack the bag. Stay here."
"Where else would I go?" Mom pinched the bridge of her nose.
I leaned over Mom's lap and pushed her door open. I climbed over her and almost lost my footing when I leapt out onto the icy road. It was worse than I thought. I fought through a flurry of frozen bullets to reach the back of the van. Cranking on the handles proved useless at first; they were frozen shut. I pulled until I struck the perfect balance needed to open the door without ripping the handle off.
I succeeded--and failed--simultaneously.
Sure, the doors opened. But the force of them doing so sent me reeling onto my ass and into a hill of partially melted brown slush. It instantly soaked through my sweatpants and I cursed myself for not wearing jeans. I struggled to stand a couple of times, but ended up right back where I started.
Mom heroically scampered into the back of the van and offered me a hand from the trunk. I grabbed on so she could pull me from the slapstick display of slipping and falling.
"How bad is it?" Mom motioned to my soaked pants.
I climbed into the van and shut the doors behind me. I turned my butt towards her hoping for sympathy, but she chuckled with her hands over her mouth.
"You t-tell me," I said through my rapidly chattering teeth. "How b-b-bad?"
"Bad." She reached out a hand and grabbed the sweatpants clinging to my ass. "Why didn't you climb through the back like I just did?"
"I d-d-don't know!" I whined. She was right; I could have saved myself the trouble if I just stayed in the van. "T-too late now."
"Speaking of late," Mom sighed, scanning the night sky. "I guess we should get some sleep?"
"C-can we start a f-f-fire first?" I was shivering so hard I was practically vibrating. The melted ice seeping through my pants made the cold ten times worse.
"I don't think so, honey. We might set the whole darn car on fire!" Mom laughed. I think that seeing me in such a pathetic state brought out her mothering instincts, which were powerful enough to override some of the panic she had felt only minutes ago. "Where's your sleeping bag? Let me get it all ready for you."
"Us." I put a dent in her armor with that reminder.
"Uh, yes. For us." She smiled at me, but it was hollow. "Do you want to--you know..."
I arched an eyebrow, but Mom simply gestured her gaze to the sleeping bag with her lips pursed. I knew what she meant.
It had been many, many years since Mom had asked me to get naked, and it had never been under these conditions. She fanned out the bag while I peeled off my sodden drawers, effectively making my bed for the first time in years. I stripped down to my boxers by the time Mom had the bag ready for us.
"You can't keep those on, Jacob." Mom pointed to my boxers. "They're absolutely drenched!"
"Fine, then turn around so I can take them off!"
Mom put her hands on her hips. "Really? You're going to be in the same bag I am, right?"
"I guess so."
"So, I'm your mother! It's nothing I haven't seen before, and I'm not going to judge you if its... you know." Mom held her fingers a few measly inches apart.
"Mom!" I hollered. "Are you saying I have a small dick?"
She turned her back to me with a casual shrug. "How would I know? I'm just saying you can be comfortable around me. I love you no matter what."
I stripped down to my birthday suit and flung the wet boxers at Mom's shoulder. She yelped when the soggy shorts hit her back, straining over her shoulder to remove them. "Why would you do that?" she cried.
"You're getting naked, anyway." I reminded her. "Might as well have a bit of fun."
"But I was dry!" Mom spun on her heels to face me with my soggy boxers in her hands, ready to launch a counter attack. "I'm so glad you're having fun while I'm just--"
Her expression went blank and the color drained from her face; Mom looked like she was staring at a ghost from her past. Her eyes were poised to fall right out of her skull. She swallowed a lump in her throat and opened her mouth to speak, but closed it when she could not find the words to fill it with. After a few seconds of absent-minded gawking, she finally spoke.
"H-honey you... your penis." Mom forcefully averted her eyes, manually instructing her head to turn away. It did not immediately register with her just whose cock she was staring at. "I'm sorry, I thought you would be covering it or something."
"I didn't think you'd be staring at it!" I argued back.
"I was not staring." She stomped her foot defiantly. "I just happened to look and I got surprised, that's all."
I chuckled under my breath. "At least you know it's not small, I guess."
"Har, har," Mom lamented. "I don't know why you're acting all arrogant; you have me to thank for that thing."
My ears perked up and I asked her what she meant. "Your Father," she grimaced at his mention. "He wasn't very... gifted."
"And what am I?" Cue the butterflies.
Mom fidgeted with her fingers and drove her nails into her palms. "You are."
"I'm gifted?" I knew what she was getting at, but I enjoyed twisting the knife.
"Are you trying to get your Mother to tell you that you have a big penis?" Mom threw her hands up in the air. "I don't think that's something I should be applauding you for, honey."
I slipped into the sleeping bag and was instantly greeted by its familiar warmth. I don't know how this thing worked so well; it was borderline magic. "I'm sorry, but I can't hear you from the warm embrace of my bed."
"Our bed." She forced a weak smile onto her face.
Mom's body was silhouetted by the streetlight. I could make out the edges of her form, but her center mass was hidden in shadow. I could make out faint details, but nothing prominent. It was her turn to strip down, and I was racked with guilt that the impending tease was already causing a stir in my loins.
"Okay, then. I guess it's my turn," Mom grumbled. "You promise you're not looking?"
"Of course! What kind of son would I be if I peeked?" I knew what kind-- the kind that wants to see their mother naked. I could not resist the temptation to watch, as Mom, lit like a figure from heaven, slowly undressed in front of me. My balls were tingling before she had removed a single layer.
With her back to me, the light wrapped around Mom's shoulders and the curves of her plump, round bottom. I could make out just enough of her iridescent form to be enchanted by it. There was no light peeking through her legs, hinting that her thighs were too pudgy to allow a gap between them.
Mom lifted her shirt off in one smooth motion. Her hair draped over her tiny shoulders like a curtain, and if it had been any longer, it would have concealed the way her billowing breasts wobbled to the sides of her chest. The heaving mountains swayed back and forth, crashing against each other like a wave pool.
Without a clear view, or decent lighting, I could only sneak stolen glances at them from around the sides of her torso. Even with her arms held at her sides, there was no way to hide the sides of her enormous breasts from sight.
I knew Mom was blessed with a large bosom, but I had never seen them unbound. Without even a thin shirt to keep them held together, they jostled about in such a way that I caught a faint glimpse of her fat, pink areolas winking at me as they swayed to the side.
Mom turned her head around her shoulder like she knew I was watching her, but said nothing. She rolled her shoulders back a couple of times, then bent over at the waist.
Mom's thumbs hooked into her waistband so she could loosen the drawstring. She paused for a moment, like she was considering calling the whole thing off, and I immediately started to think of a thousand excuses for why she should continue.
Thankfully, she did not cave to the apprehension.
Mom dropped her sweatpants to the floor in one fluid motion and stepped out of them. The angel and the devil on my shoulders both had their jaws on the floor as the three of us stared at Mom's ass in a hypnotized trance. Her baggy, cumbersome sweatpants had done nothing to hint at the luscious, pillowy cheeks they concealed.
I had no idea Mom's ass was so insanely toned. The swell of her perfect cheeks formed a generous shelf of shapely ass meat. Their enormous bulge cut off just above her thighs, formed by divine hands.
Her muscles tensed as she embraced her nudity, treating me to a surreal display. The tension tightened her fleshy cheeks and revealed the impeccable curvature that lay under the soft, gelatinous dough enrobing them. When she tensed up, two deep, ominous dimples formed in the middle of either cheek and swallowed the scarce ambient light like black holes. I gawked in awe, trying to memorize every goosebump across her delicate skin.
God, how I wished for night vision. To be able to take in every subtle detail of Mom's immaculate form would be the last thing I needed in life to die happy.
"O-okay," Mom hummed quietly, with her arms cradling her chest for comfort. "I'm ready, I guess."
I shut my eyes tight just in time for her to spin around. "Did you peek?" She asked solemnly.
"No, no way." I lied through my teeth, blood surging to my cock. "Can I look now?"
"No!" Mom yelped. "Sorry, no. I know it's dark but... honey, this is so embarrassing. I'm sorry you have to do this."
I wanted to ride the line between comforting her and letting her know how incredibly fucking hot she was, but I did not think I struck the right chord.
"I want to do this, Mom. You're fucking hot!" Yes, very subtle.
Mom snorted and unwound some of the tension in her arms. "Yeah, sure. It must be every boy's dream to keep his naked mother from freezing to death in the back of a van."
"Well, I don't know about every boy, but tonight it's definitely my dream." I smiled warmly at her. Even though she couldn't see it, I hoped she could feel it somehow.
"Keep talking like that and I might wonder if you planned this whole thing just to get in bed with me," Mom chuckled, before coming to her senses a little. "Anyway, I know you're just being nice. This is really, really weird but I'm so fucking cold that I don't care."
Hearing Mom swear for the first time in my life was almost as jarring as seeing her naked. The cold, and the sheer annoyance of what we had to do to make it through the night, must have really put her in a tizzy. I suppose that made sense; without the threat of freezing to death hovering over us I don't think it would have been so easy to convince her to strip in front of me, so clearly something in her mind was off kilter.
"Room for one more?" Mom's tiny feet pitter-pattered towards the sleeping bag. Their dainty tiptoeing was the perfect juxtaposition to my heartbeat thudding in my ears like the bass at a heavy metal concert.
I unzipped the side of the bag and cracked the seal. The cold air infiltrating the covers instantly made me recoil. I don't know how Mom stayed outside of the bag for so long with her clothes off. Perhaps, the fact that her son was the one waiting in bed for he,r was somewhat of a deterrent. Once she had finally had her fill of the frigid air, she broke taboo.
I pushed myself as far to the side of the bag as I could, but it was not designed for two people. I had to turn on my side to give her an extra few inches, but once she was tucked in we both realized just how cramped this sleep was going to be. Mom zipped up her side and completed our cocoon, whisking away any hint of the winter wind.
I was shocked to feel her icy skin brush against mine. She was cold, I was warm, and so I did what came naturally. Instincts took over and told me to wrap my arms around my shivering Mother, nudity be damned. I slung one arm over her tummy and pulled her tightly against me.
"Settle down, big boy," Mom said, surely not intending for it to come across as sexy as it did. I apologized and started to unwind my arm, but Mom grabbed me by the wrist. "I'm kidding, honey. I need to get warm, so you can be my big, hot water bottle."
"You don't mind?" I swooned.
Mom turned on her side and backed her bum into my crotch, making herself the little spoon. "I know I should care, but I just don't. I'm so cold I can't even think straight!" Mom held onto my arm that was strapped across her tummy like a restraint on a rollercoaster, shivering as though she was at the apex of the first drop.
Part of me thought that Mom must've forgotten we were still naked; so confounded by the rush of warmth that she neglected the barrier of decency that was supposed to separate mother and child. Her ass gyrated in my crotch, and with it a rush of blood that started to make me uncomfortably hard.
As Mom settled in, she began mindlessly rocking her hips back and forth with the small of her back resting comfortably against my belly. We fit together like a continent that had split apart ages ago, coming back to our rightful place without a hint of space between us. Sure, the bag was cramped, but Mom was going out of her way to stay close to me.
"M-mom you have to stop moving your ass like that," I begged.
"My what?" Mom punctuated the word by flattening her plump cheeks against my groin.
"I'm so serious, Mom," I groaned. She must've heard the panic rising in my tone. "You're like a vibrator, and your butt is right on my dick!"
"I know, I'm sorry," Mom giggled mischievously, and pulled away from me, but I kept my arm around her waist. "I think I'm just so giddy to not be freezing my ass off anymore. I didn't mean to hurt you."
"Er--it didn't, uh...hurt." I conceded with a wince.
"It didn't, hmm? You mean this?" Mom backed her bum into me again, refusing to acknowledge my pleas. With her ass tucked squarely in my lap, there was no mistaking her intention. She knew what she was doing by slowly grinding her fat bottom against me. "Just a little thank you from Mommy for keeping her warm."
I expected Mom to pull away once she'd played her little prank and teased me a bit. To my surprise, once her giggling died down, her ass stayed firmly planted in my lap. She continued to undulate her hips, sending me very confusing mixed messages.
The temperature between us was stronger than the cold outside. Despite the dull chill nipping at our faces, we were encased in such delicious heat that we could not help but melt into each other's arms.
After a few minutes, I started to drift off. I wanted Mom to fall asleep first so I could feel like some tough, heroic protector that had saved the day, but was lulled to sleep by that very fantasy.
I came to my senses, however many minutes later, and snapped my eyes open when Mom gave a startled gasp. She clung onto my forearm and dug in with her nails.
"H-honey are you awake?" Mom whispered, anxiously patting my arm.
I grumbled something about trying to sleep in a blizzard, but I don't know if what came out was coherent. When she didn't follow up, I asked her if she was getting tired, too.
"I was," Mom shifted her weight. "But then, it started poking me."
I wondered what she meant for a second, but soon recognized how my cock--now a bulging redwood--was straining between her thighs. I had not realized it, or perhaps confused it with a dream, but Mom had clearly been feeling it steadily grow against her backside the entire time.
It actually hurt; being this hard while forcibly constrained was not something I made a habit of. My erection was pointing at my toes for now, but the tension on it was so great that it would not take much space for it to spring up and flatten against my stomach. If Mom was not here, it would be pointing at my chin, and was not keen to being strapped down in place.



Mom's skin hugged the sensitive head with every pulse, confined in a prison of supple thigh meat. The thin layer of heavenly soft peach fuzz generously coating her skin tickled me like a whisper. I figured this new development was inducing her sense of alarm, but I was too tired to treat the occurrence with the sincerity it deserved. I tried, pitifully, to play it off like a joke.
"I guess he likes you," I smirked, hoping it sounded less corny than it did in my head.
"Oh... kay." Her lips hung onto the word.
"I can't help it, Mom. I have a beautiful, naked woman pressed up against me and that's usually his cue."
"It's... it's..." Mom fumbled with her words.
"It's gross, I'm-"
"Flattering," Mom said with finality, as though she was admitting it to herself as well as me. "I didn't think you would get hard for an old gal like me."
I was paralyzed, waiting for my heartbeat to start again so I had some sort of proof that this was not some sort of near-death-experience hallucination. Nothing about this felt familiar, so I felt encouraged to act in a way I never had before. If this was going to lead to something, I would have to guide it there. Mom called it flattering, and I sought to push that envelope as far as I could.
"What's flattering? When I do this?" I clenched up and sent a surge of blood to my burgeoning erection, making it flex between Mom's ass cheeks. She wasn't the only one who could get away with a bit of naked flirting.
Feeling my dick throb with renewed vigor must have startled Mom, since she jumped away as soon as the uninvited guest begged for her attention.
"Ah, ohmygod!" she screamed, but continued to cling to my forearm like we were watching a horror movie. As disarmed as she was, she did not want to let go of me.
When Mom jumped away from me, she had created a small gap of space. It wasn't much, but it was more than necessary. Just one powerful flex was all I needed. In just that tiny space--in less than a couple of short seconds--my cock instinctively tried to straighten itself, but wound up in a tantalizing new position.
Mom's tender thighs caressed my cock, but it was no longer pointing at her feet. It was sandwiched between her legs with the head--bulging like a fat, purple mushroom--lodged in the lips of her vagina. The meaty curtains enrobed the throbbing egg in a wet, cushy hug. I was not inside of her yet, but we both tensed up as we realized how easily that would change if she moved the wrong way.
The tip of the inflated helmet lay menacingly close to her pussy, inching toward the warmth radiating from between her legs like a dense, sweltering sauna. I wanted to push forward and trudge through the tightly packed cave of pussy meat; to feel its slippery, velour petals part for me as I plunged into the muggy depths.
Making such a move without acknowledging what had already happened would be a bridge too far for both of us. We were both enthralled in the allure of what might happen next, but neither of us wanted to be the hand that brought that future to life.
After a few agonizing seconds wedged between her honey-soaked lips, I had to say something just to distract myself from cumming on the spot.
"This is weird, right?" I murmured.
"Mmhmm," Mom barely squeaked out. "I feel like I'm in high school again."
"You do?"
"Yeah, I-I don't know I just feel, like, all these butterflies and I don't think I should." Mom craned her neck to look at me. "Does that make sense?"
"I think it does, Mom. I feel them, too." I hugged her tighter and rested my chin on her shoulder. I kissed the back of her neck, expecting her to embrace the feeling, but she crunched up when the tingles from my kiss sent fission surging through her.
"H-honeeeeyyy," Mom groaned. "What are we doing?"
"I don't know, Mommy." I kissed her again.
Mom tightened her ass against my stomach and dragged her pussy lips over the intruder that pulsed in their slippery grip. "You never call me that anymore." She sounded forlorn for a time long passed. "I miss that; my baby boy."
"I'm right here, Mommy." I made sure to hiss the title in her ear that time. She shivered as the tingles spread through her whole body.
"Not so little anymore, hmm?" Mom rolled her hips in a circle, very intentionally smothering my cock with a flurry of sloppy kisses. She tilted her head further back so it was resting on my shoulder, exposing her neck so I could plant an army of gentle kisses over her skin. She groaned with delight as I sucked on her, placing a hickey below her ear.
"We can't--I mean, we shouldn't." Mom was muttering to herself while she clawed my arm like a feral cat. Her nails dug into my wrist, but I was willing to let her jump through whatever mental hoops she needed to in order to feel good about this. "I-I don't know what to do."
"Tell me, I'm here." I nibbled on her shoulder.
"I want..." Mom sucked in a deep breath of air and released it like it had been weighing her down for years. With her mind made up, she admitted her depraved truth. It was a simple thought, but its utterance brought such overwhelming complications that bringing it to life put her on the verge of tears.
"I... I want to feel good. With you, honey," Mom whispered, forcing the words to leave her lips no matter how hard it was. "Is that okay?"
"Yes, Mommy, it is. Just tell me if this is okay." I took my arm away from Mom's midsection. Rather than hold her tightly by my forearm, I flattened my palm against her tummy. I slowly inched my way up over her pudgy belly, making sure to keep myself tethered to her with as much skin as possible. I secured my whole arm to her body, with my elbow at her navel, like a human seatbelt.
My hand was a shark fin that cut between Mom's saggy, suffocating breasts. It slid between the heaving mounds of flesh and was instantly greeted by their undeniable warmth. Her top breast sandwiched my hand between the other enormous udder with such tremendous weight that I could barely wiggle my fingers.
I curled my wrist and scooped the wobbling tit into my arm like I was giving it a bear hug. I jostled the mountain of meat in my arm and marveled as wave after fat, pudgy wave rippled through Mom's flesh. I sank my hand into the pliable dough and squeezed until it oozed through my fingers.
Mom's nipple was sticking out from her pink, palm-sized areola and poking into my hand. I caught it between my thumb and finger as I grabbed a greedy handful of soft putty. I rolled the firm gem with a tender touch, carefully searching for the right amount of pressure that would make my mother squirm.
Mom routinely clenched her thighs together to smother the head of my cock with a series of loving kisses, tenderly polishing the orb without granting it access inside. Bit by bit, she was allowing herself to perform in a way unbecoming of a good mother, succumbing to the desire to be treated like the woman she was.
Mom parted her legs slightly and her fingers snaked through the crack in her thighs. They brushed against me before she snatched them away, exciting me with a sharp tickle that cut through her pussy's dizzying humidity like a knife.
"Can Mommy..." She wasn't just asking permission, she was pleading.
"Touch it," I breathed in her ear.
Mom shuddered and dove between her legs. Her fingertips prodded the bulging member, eliciting a few more soft groans from both of us. My cock followed her direction as she guided it through her legs until it pointed straight ahead of us. Our hips met and, with no more distance to close, Mom resealed her thighs and trapped me in the sauna I ached for, with her juicy, dripping pussy acting as the roof.
A thick patch of fluffy pubic hair tickled the crown. I pushed back and forth through the small opening she gave me, each time delving through the jungle of wet, matted fur until my entire length was coated in syrup.
Mom was gently rubbing her clit in time with my slow, steady strokes. Her fingertips tickled the topside of my cock each time it passed through her lips.
I don't know which of us was enjoying it more. I was holding more breast than I could carry, and Mom was feeling a cock against her sacred spot for the first time since Dad left. I knew she had not found another man in the meantime; Mom wasn't like that. This was her first time revisiting this dance with someone new. As fate would have it, it was with someone very familiar, too.
Mom lifted her leg again, just enough to slip her hand underneath my cock. The pads of her fingers brushing against the underside was electric, but she did not stop there. Mom took her time nuzzling the head against her entrance, dragging it through the trench of thick honey, so her lips would cling to it on every pass.
Mom was no longer shy about grinding against me once I was in place. She removed her hand to show off how much control she could exude with only her hips, and I was certainly impressed.
The mushroom head bulging in her petals was completely entombed in pussy meat, leaving only a hint of the smooth egg exposed. Her movements were subtle enough that I didn't sink in further, but that was entirely intentional. Just like before, all she needed to do was back up a little and we would enter into territory we could not return from.
"Honey," Mom mewed to me with lustful fervor. "Mommy is going to put your penis inside of her now. Is that okay?"
God, she was getting off on the taboo more than I was! I was willing to play whatever role she wanted me to.
"Fuck yes, Mommy," I whined. "Please let me fuck you."
Mom searched for my hand in the dark and desperately interlocked our fingers when she did. Our bond was unbreakable, and we were going to test that truth.
Mom edged her hips back and began to engulf me into her steamy pocket, one inch at a time. Her lips parted and accepted the whole head inside at once. She gasped as the full size invaded her, but was undeterred. She pushed her bum into me to gobble down another inch, cooing softly as the turgid boulder eased into her.
Mom rocked in place, gingerly accepting more and more into her tiny pussy. Each small bump nuzzled against my cock, massaging every new inch with its warm, wet embrace. Her walls were made of a thousand velvet folds, each vying for their turn tenderly hugging the beast that throbbed within their depths as it sank deeper, deeper, and deeper into her body.
I could not believe how hot it was inside of Mom; she made the sleeping bag feel like a block of ice. I forgot winter was erupting in the world outside of us.
Mom's hands were quivering relentlessly. Whether from nerves, or from feeling the first cock enter her in so many moons, I did not know. Her breathing was tattered and ragged, coming in random intervals as she lost the ability to control anything but the slow descent of her ass into my lap.
"Ohhhh, gaaawd." Mom swooned as our bodies finally connected. Her plump bottom rested flush with my hips so her pillowy cheeks bulged out on the sides, making the plumpness mashed against me into the perfect cushion to rest on. My cock was buried to the hilt in a suffocating rainforest of sultry pussy meat, and every reminder that it belonged to my mother made it harder and harder not to cum.
"S-stay there. Just for a second," Mom urged, with her ass grinding against me, dragging her cervix like a fine paintbrush over the spongy head. It pulsed against her womb like it wanted permission to fill her to the brim with baby butter. "Gotta let Mommy get used to you. Okay, honey?"
I grunted in approval.
"That's my good boy." Mom brushed a hand on my cheek and pulled my face close to hers.
We convulsed like a heartbeat, writhing against each other in a rhythm set by our bodies. I did nothing more than listen to mine, but it knew the steps like this were the most natural thing in the world.
Mom took my hand and led it towards her pussy, driving my hand between her tightly sealed legs. I ventured through the wiry mess of dense, soggy fur with one goal in mind, and my heart soared when I reached it.
To feel Mom's delicate, slimy petals part under my fingers was divine. I pushed her curtains open and slid through them until I could feel where Mom and I were connected. Her pussy was straining to account for the sizeable girth plunging her depths. I ran my finger along the elastic ring that struggled to swallow the width, stretching grotesquely in an effort to prove she was able to handle my size.
"There," Mom grunted hastily. "Can you feel that?"
I nodded like a mute caveman driven by nothing but instincts.
"Feel how much you stretch Mommy?" She panted like a tired puppy. "I have--uhhhh, fuck--haven't done this in a while."
"I can tell." I kissed her neck and breathed in deep to embroil my senses with the intoxicating woman in my arms.
"Am I too tight?" Mom whimpered. "I can't help it, nobody's been in there for an awfully long time."
"You feel fucking amazing, Mommy," I swooned.
"Say it again," she begged.
I lathered her with compliments like a waterfall, pouring praise over how incredible she felt. I did not have to fake a single word of it; I had never felt this good in my entire life.
"Mommy, your pussy feels so fucking good. You're so tight and warm, I wanna stay in here forever," I sang proudly.
Our slow grinding resurfaced as a response to the gnawing desperation we felt, longing to express our most deeply hidden desires to each other by way of touch. Mom drove her ass into my lap like she wanted to squish me, serenading my cock with the loving embrace of her slippery squeezes.
"I wanna cum so badly," I pleaded.
"Shh, shh. Not yet, baby," Mom hushed me, immediately bringing our groove to a halt. "Have you ever kissed a woman before, honey?"
"Uh, no." I blushed, but now was not the time for modesty.
"Can Mommy be your first?" Right then, she was the one begging. Mom turned to face me, so I backed up to make room for her, but she seized up when my dick nearly popped out of her. "No! No, keep it inside. I want to feel all those little throbs."
"These?" I treated her to a powerful flutter of cock flexes.
"Yes, those!" Mom squealed with glee, bucking her hips in response. "Now, stop teasing your mother and come kiss her."
I kept my cock submerged in my mother, content to stay there until it began to wrinkle, while she rotated to face me. I wished for a better light source so I could see the beautiful woman smiling below me, but for now, the outline of her face would have to be enough. Besides, it was a face I was very familiar with.
My grasp around Mom kept her pulled tightly to me, but as I towered over her, I felt strangely dominant over the woman who had been an authority figure for my entire life. For her to also be my first kiss felt all too poetic.
Mom sucked in a small breath of air just before our lips touched. She tasted like vanilla, the softness of her plump lips fitting between mine in a satisfying lock. The minute peach fuzz, its heavenly softness, grazed against my lips as they slid over each other. I had never kissed anyone, but following Mom's moves made it felt as natural as learning to walk.
Mom flicked her tongue against my lips, gingerly prodding them apart. Her pink python wiggled into my mouth to toil with mine, slithering the duo together to create a symphony of lecherous slurping. Our tongues danced together in harmony, each of us taking a turn with the reins in search of the perfect rhythm.
We hastily exchanged sloppy, passionate kisses like we were seconds away from being caught in the act, desperate to spend one more moment embracing each other before we were ripped apart. Should that have happened, I would have fought tooth and nail to get back into the arms of this remarkable woman.
Mom proved her expertise by delicately nibbling on my bottom lip with her teeth. She gave a gentle tug before releasing it, leaving me no time to react before she swooped in for another kiss. Everything she did with her mouth delighted me, and Mom was gifted at moving flawlessly from one practiced technique to the next.
Intertwining our tongues, biting my bottom lip, giving control to me so I could assault her with sloppy, amateur smooches before she inevitably resumed her methodical kissing.
Neither of us could resist our bodies begging us to resume our mechanical grinding. We were cogs in a machine ignoring our only purpose, but one steady shove from me was all it took to reignite the engine. I pushed my cock as deep into my mother as it would go, straining against her cervix without trying to hurt her.
"I can't... believe... you can... do that." Mom had to wait for a pause between kisses to get a word out.
"Can't all guys?" I groaned, as she flattened her tongue against my taste buds.
"No, honey." Mom pushed her face into mine for a final, ultimate kiss. I did not realize until that moment how ragged my breathing had become. "You've got a big dick, you need to get used to it. Your father never touched the bottom."
"Am I too big?" I raised an eyebrow.
"No, no," Mom assured me. "I pushed you out of there, remember? I'll be damned if you've gotten too big to go back inside."
Amid Mom's furious, unrelenting squeezes, a familiar tingling arose in my balls. I was quick to shut it down, but every move Mom made served to void that self-control.
"Mom, I--I think I'm gonna cum," I whined anxiously. "I'm not wearing a condom, what do I do?"
"I know, I can feel that," Mom giggled. "Are you scared?"
"A little bit, I think?" I felt like she was prodding for a specific answer.
"But you still want to, don't you?" she cooed sweetly, seducing me until all the red flags looked green. "You wanna cum inside Mommy, even though it's dangerous?"
"C--Can I?" I begged pathetically, ready to say or do anything I had to for the privilege.
"I dunno, honey. How scared are you?"
"What if you get pregnant?" I blurted out. I knew the risks, but there was something magical about Mom that made me feel like everything was going to be okay no matter what.
"I guess we'll just have to find out," Mom whispered into my ear.
Mom tucked her knees to her chest and pushed my dick out of her pussy without needing to use her hands. Before I could mourn the loss of her internal warmth, she flung her legs over mine and climbed on top of me. I was straddled like a pony, with Mom at the helm.
The matronly silhouette leaned down until her gigantic, pillowy breasts squashed against my chest. She brushed her nose over mine and dipped her head for a slow, tender kiss that she did not break for a long time.
I dug into her ass, filling my hands with scoops of dough that moulded under my fingers. Mom's succulent flesh yielded to every subtle touch, oozing around my digits the harder I squeezed. I pulled her gelatinous globes apart to make a valley in which my throbbing erection could nestle, with the helmet lodged squarely against her asshole.
In tandem with her cheeks, Mom's pussy could not avoid having its lips peeled apart. Her syrupy petals lovingly cradled the sides of my shaft, dripping their nectar over my cock. Her curtains gracefully caressed each vein like slippery hands with a mind of their own, doing their best to smear every inch of me with their rich honey.
I closed her cheeks back together, sealing the torrid confines around my entire length. My cock was a pulsing sausage, and her cheeks were the two soft, fluffy buns wrapped on either side. Using her swollen mounds to massage the entirety of my greasy pole at once, was better than anything I ever managed with my hands, no matter how much lotion I used.
Our bodies writhed in the sleeping bag. I loved having Mom rest her weight on top of me, bearing down on me with her heavy breasts and threatening to suffocate me under the sagging pile. Her lips wrestled so fervently with mine that I could scarcely draw breath.



"Hey," Mom whispered to me, ending our lengthy kiss. She leaned forward, dangling her breasts in my face as she sung to me. "Are you ready to go back inside?"
I planted a kiss on her sternum, using her breasts like earmuffs to smother my head on both sides. I have never been happier in my entire life than while wearing my mother's boobs like a face mask. The stifling heat threatened to melt the skin off my face, but my skeleton would be smiling.
I was suffocating in the dull, muggy steam of our makeshift mattress--my sleeping bag refused to accommodate the heat produced by two naked bodies twisting into a human pretzel. Were it not for the broken window, every pane of glass in the van would be covered in a thick layer of fog. The sweat on our skin sizzled to a boil, the temperature in the bag mirroring the surface of the sun. With the friction of our bodies rubbing against one another, this wet, sultry humidity was the only thing keeping us from catching fire.
Mom reached below us and grabbed my cock by the root, giving it a tentative squeeze like she was checking the air on a bike tire.
"Jesus," she muttered. "You're still so hard, honey."
"For you, Mom. Always." I was laying it on thick, but we were past the point of subtlety.
"In that case, Mommy should be the one to soothe that big, painful boner for you." Her voice was candy. "Would you like that, baby?"
"Y--yes please." I gulped.
Mom guided my cock back into her cozy pocket, once again taking it deeply into the place I once called home. Returning there as a grown man felt like reuniting with a piece of nostalgia I didn't know I had.
With the head firmly lodged in the mouth of her pussy, Mom began her descent without the use of her hands. Her hips sashayed back and forth, alternating which side of my cock would be polished by the tender touch of her velour walls as it sank deeper inside. I was pushed against the left wall, then the right, each time trudging further to the bottom. Mom was so wet that she could have taken all of me at once, but preferred to methodically wag her tail, with me still inside of her, while she savoured every increasingly fat inch.
All good things must come to an end, and Mom soon greedily swallowed up the last portion of my girthy cock. Her pussy licked the plate clean and asked for seconds.
"If I start to move are you going to cum right away?" Mom kissed my temple, the melodic tone of her seductive teasing tugging on my heartstrings.
"Maybe?" I squeaked.
"Like that?" Mom timidly lifts her ass, dragging her soggy lips over the length of my cock. Before I could thank her for going slowly, she plummeted her ass into my lap again, plunging my cock through the tunnel of sopping wet flesh.
"Oh God, Mom!" I yelped, curling my toes like shrimp to try and stop myself from cumming on the spot. "I--I can't, you feel so fucking good."
Mom burrowed her face into the nape of my neck, licking and sucking at my salty skin while she whispered into my ear like a hypnotist lulling me under her spell. She did not need to convince me so; I had no free will left to exert. I was hers.
"Can you wait until three?" Mom pleaded.
"Three what?" My eyes were shut so tight that I could feel my heartbeat thumping behind them.
"Just listen to Mommy." She nuzzled her nose into my cheek. "If you make it to three you can cum inside, okay?"
The tube of wet, densely packed meat smothered my cock, milking me from balls to tip as its walls undulated around me.
"One," Mom cooed sweetly.
With a slow, tedious pull, Mom lifted her ass off of me again, tightly constricting the muscles in her pussy as she rose. She clenched up, strangling me like a slimy noose. Mom dragged her pussy towards the angry, flared helmet without a moment to rest. When she reached the head, she released the tightly coiled tension so her pussy could hungrily engulf my entire cock in one great, powerful slam. It felt like she was coaxing my soul out of my body.
"You can do it, honey," Mom encouraged me, through the raging torrent of pleasure that took hold of my entire body.
Mom repeated the same move, well aware of the effect it had on me. My balls pulled in tight to my body, preparing themselves for the impending explosion. I curled my toes, my joints cracking like popcorn from how hard I was seizing up.
The already pitch black interior of the van became hazy, and in the darkness, I saw a thousand tiny black dots shrank and grew before my very eyes. The tepid heat of the sleeping bag made me feel like I was going to black out, and with nothing but my mother to latch onto, I anchored my paws onto her backside to convince myself I was still on Earth.
"Two," Mom serenaded me. "You're doing so good! Almost there."
My heart rattled like a machine gun, but my mind was silent. I was completely at peace, awash in the purest form of ecstasy known to man. I overdosed on the unadulterated dopamine coursing through my veins, knowing that I would never come down from this high.
"Three," Mom announced with pride, dropping her ass into my lap for the final time.
"M--Mom please just-" I begged like my life was on the line. I could not hold it back any longer, no matter how badly I may have wanted to.
"You did it." She gingerly caressed my cheek. "You can cum now, sweetheart. Mommy is here."
My cock ballooned in size as a surge of blood inflated the mushroom bulging against Mom's cervix. The bottom of her pussy was a canvas waiting to be decorated, and with a loud, primal growl, I painted her insides with sticky, white syrup.
My cock pulsated with energy, spewing forth another volley of paste into the bottom of Mom's pussy. The duo of slimy cables intertwined, making a mess of the masterpiece I had painted. The seal at the base of my cock was airtight, stopping any of my cum from leaking out. The soggy vacuum billowed around me, heaving its plush walls against me to douse my rigid cock with the lurid concoction of cum and juice that churned in her pussy.
Mom expertly timed her squeezes so they were delivered at the height of each throb, meticulously draining as much as she could with each spurt.
Mom howled like a wolf at the moon, boiling magma sizzling inside of her. Her hands were a whirlwind, scavenging my body for anything to hold on to while her body convulsed. The woman who gave birth to me wailed like a banshee, calling my name out in between deep, guttural groans. I hardly recognized her, yet I knew her inside and out.
Mom's pussy coiled around me, coaxing out another plump, juicy rope. I wanted to give her everything I had and more. I could not believe the amount of cum she was getting out of me. Between her turbulent squeezes, and the dance of desperate writhing she performed on top of me, she was throwing me headfirst into the strongest orgasm I had ever experienced.
So much cum had been dumped into Mom's body that the jungle of creamy vines had melted into a hot, gluey pool. The baby butter--as heavy as it was warm--simmered inside her, marinating in the freshly bred pussy of the woman who should have been their grandmother.
For a long time, we lay silently. With the exception of our labored breathing, and the whistling winds outside, the van was silent. Mom's sweaty, naked body had completely collapsed on mine, but I adored wearing her like a blanket. Her head had found a comfortable spot to rest on my chest once she felt my cock finally stop throbbing, and she had not lifted it since.
I was still semi-hard, lodged within Mom's pussy and soaking in our combined juices. Every so often, she would give me a loving squeeze, hugging my cock to remind me how much she loved me. At least, that's the feeling I got from it.
"That was amazing, honey," Mom sighed, peeling a sweat-soaked piece of hair off of her forehead. "I haven't felt like that in years."
"I've never felt like that!" I joked. "I can't believe you've been holding out on me."
"I can't believe you've been holding out on me!" Mom accused, bearing down with her hips and treating my cock to a sensationally tight chokehold. "You never should have let me know what a big, beautiful dick you have."
"Why not?" My eyes lit up. "Scared you're not gonna be able to keep your paws off me?"
"I can if you want me to." Mom drew a figure eight on my chest with her fingernail. "Is that what you want? Was this too weird?"
"I don't know." I flexed my cock, making it lurch in Mom's pussy so unexpectedly that she jumped a little. "Does it feel like it was too weird?"
I could not see it, but I heard the smile creep across Mom's face when she said, "No, baby."
I plowed the fields of her gorgeous, golden blonde hair with my nails. Her summery shampoo, and the warmth of her body against mine, made the winter night an easy opponent to conquer.
How different would our night have been if we had chosen to stay at the cottage? Mom would be asleep in bed, I would be watching some old movie on an even older TV. Then, alone in my bed, I would wrangle fantasies akin to what I had just lived through. I said a silent prayer for the alternate reality where we stayed where it was safe. Taking that risk led to the most memorable, life changing night of my entire life.
Mom fell asleep before I did. The sound of her quietly snoozing became meditative, and against the backing track of the wind trying to blow our house down it was an oddly therapeutic way to fall asleep.
It was so disarming, in fact, that I did not lend a single thought to what the next morning would bring. With the rising sun, I was a fool to think that being naked in the back of a van would be a pleasant way to be discovered...
My eyes snapped open to a series of knocks on the side of the van. Light broke through the windows, giving me a better look at the scene before us.
Mom snored softly in her sleep, her eyes flickering like tiny bugs behind her close eyelids. Her lip was quivering slightly, and I hated to have to wake her from whatever dream she was in the middle of.
Our clothes were strewn all over the cabin, with my socks playing the role of two icicles by the back doors. I did not know what I was going to get changed into that wasn't already as cold as the air around us, but I did not have to wonder for long.
"Yeah, we got two!" A rough, scraggly voice boomed from the front of the van. A man wearing dark rimmed glasses, whose frames were so thick that his eyes looked gigantic, was peering through the windshield. "Driver window smashed, but I think they're all right."
"Hey!" a voice from outside the doors called. "You guys alright in there?"
"Uh, yeah! One second," I answered, stirring Mom awake.
"Was goin' awn, homey?" She yawned, barely opening her eyes.
"I think there are people here to help us." I jostled her shoulder, sending her into an instant panic.
"People... outside?" Mom's eyes flashed open. "Jacob! I'm still naked!"
"Uh, ma'am? We have blankets if you want, and there are clothes at the station that you can borrow." The man out front informed us. "We're gonna get a tow truck out here ay-es-ay-pee, okiedokie? You lovebirds hang tight!"
"Did you hear that?" Mom scowled at me.
"Yeah, they must be cops. I guess the tow truck-"
"Jacob!" Mom snapped. "He called us lovebirds!"
I chewed my bottom lip. "Er, I guess so? I mean, we kind of are after last night."
The look of horror washing over Mom's face was perfectly timed with the two large, metal doors at the back of the van swinging open. A bearded man about Mom's age greeted us, holding a hand in front of his eyes.
"Hello, folks! My deputy here informed me that you might not be wearing clothes, so I will continue to avert my eyes." In his outstretched hand was a tall stack of wool blankets. "Please, help yourselves."
"Thank you, officer." Mom motioned with her eyes for me to retrieve the stack so she could keep herself cocooned in the sleeping bag. "My s--uh, stupid boyfriend here just couldn't keep us on the road last night."
I shot her a dirty look. "What the hell, M--er, uh, Molly." The poor sleep made it hard to think clearly, and even harder to lie. If one of us was going to accidentally let slip that we were mother and son, I really did not want it to be me.
"Did you want us to wait with you for the truck, ma'am?" the bespectacled officer asked.
"No, that's okay, thank you," Mom reassured me, with a soothing smile.
"He's only about ten minutes away, so we're gonna take off. Lots of other people in the same situation as you this morning," the jollier officer said. "You sure you don't need anything?"
Mom stroked my collarbone and wrapped her hand around the back of my neck, gazing into my eyes with unabashed longing. "I have everything I need right here."
Finally, I understood what she meant.
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The impossibly loud footsteps of my eldest son, David, were an earthquake that shook the walls around me. He made a surprisingly effective alarm clock — disturbing the sanctity of the bed I shared with his younger brother, Alex.
"Is he awake already?" Alex grumbled.
The morning sun had yet to poke through the tightly pulled blinds, but that never stopped David from stomping around like he owned the place.
I lovingly traced his forearm with my fingernails. "I think so, honey."
I stretched my sleep-laden limbs to their fullest, awakening the muscles necessary to drag my sluggish corpse out of bed. Before I could escape from under the covers, I was pulled back in by two long, slender arms wrapping themselves around my tummy.
Alex, younger than David by just two years, spooned me from behind with his half-hard morning wood prodding my backside. "Good morning, Mommy."
"Good morning, sweetheart," I cooed softly. "How did you sleep?"
Alex kissed the back of my neck. "Like a rock, thanks to you."
The love that we had built up over the last twenty-five years had been tried and tested from the day it began. Their father, whose name I refused to speak, had abandoned all five of us before the twins, Lane and Felix, had celebrated their first birthday. David was the only one with any real memory of the man, and even that was but a vague shadow.
I refused to pick favorites, but waking up in Alex's bed gave me a feeling of comfort that was unique among his three brothers. As the middle child between a dominant type-A and two younger, bratty twins, the penchant for slow lovemaking fell solely to him. I loved being with all of my children; they were each as different as grains of sand on a beach, and as such, I loved them all for very different reasons.
The duty of raising them fell solely to me. I was in every memory they had growing up; I made it so. I was willing to sacrifice anything if it meant making one more lasting memory with my boys. I never sought another relationship after my marriage fell apart and, instead, poured every ounce of energy and love I had into giving my sons the best childhood I could provide.
It was lonely, at least at first. I missed having an extra pair of hands helping with the mountain of upkeep that four boys require, but most of all, I missed having someone to curl up next to at the end of the night.
I had confided this truth to David on the night we celebrated his university acceptance, a few weeks after he had turned eighteen. The reality of losing my oldest child to the big, wide world had finally come crashing down and it scared me to death.
Some wires had gotten crossed and, in my state of vulnerability, I had allowed David to comfort me with a kiss that should have strictly been reserved for lovers, not a mother and her firstborn son.
"I should stop this," I remember thinking.
But I did not. In fact, it had gotten further out of hand than I ever could have imagined. One by one, as each of my sons turned eighteen, I had presented them with the same deal that I had given David, and one by one they had accepted it.
I would not find a man to replace their father, provided that they fill his shoes by filling — well, me! It should come as no surprise that, as per the nature of horny teenage boys, they were happy to oblige the request.
Lane and Felix jokingly referred to me as their 'Free-Use Mommy' over breakfast one morning and, though it was meant as a joke, I took the title very seriously. I was to be at the disposal of my young, rabidly hormonal sons, day in and day out, and I took to it like a duck to water.
They shared me like an expensive video game console that they had all pooled their money to pitch in for, and treated me with similar care. It may be considered objectifying to some women, but I thrived when my sons argued over who I would be spending the night with, who would be the one lucky enough to get their hands on me. I could pull the authority card at any moment, but enjoyed letting them feel a sense of power over me.
That morning, I found myself in Alex's arms, relishing the intense escapades we had gotten into the night before.
"You were spectacular, Mom. I wish we could do this every night!"
I reached behind my head, combing my fingers through his loose, brown hair. "Me too, honey. But the twins get to have me tonight, so you'll just have to wait your turn."
Alex grumbled with disappointment. "Ugh, fine. But for now, you're all mine."
I turned around to face him, but we were quickly interrupted by the return of David's imposing footsteps. He thundered down the hall, this time coming to a pause outside of Alex's room. My oldest son rapped on the door a few times, calling to us from outside, "Are you guys up yet?"
"No!" Alex hollered. "Come back later!"
David opened the door a crack and poked his head into the room. "It smells like sex in here."
I placed a finger on my lips. "Hmm, I wonder why that might be."
"Close the door, dumbass!" Alex threw a few pillows at the bedroom intruder.
David closed the door just enough to block the barrage of incoming missiles. Once Alex was out of ammunition, he opened the door all the way and stepped inside wearing a towel around his waist — but nothing else.
David turned his full attention to me, entirely ignoring his younger brother. "I have that interview in, like, two hours. Can you just jump in the shower with me really quick to help me unwind?"
My mothering instincts kicked in; my baby was scared and he needed my special brand of comfort. "Of course, sugar. Mommy will be right there."
"But Mom, what am I gonna do with this?" Alex threw off the covers, shedding light on his morning wood with a dismayed pout on his face. I had allowed him to spend the entire night with me, and even after extracting an impressive double orgasm from him he was still eager for more.
"I thought we fixed that last night?"
Alex bit his lip with a sheepish grin. "We did! But... well, I must have been thinking about you in my sleep."
"Is that so? And what would you request of your mother? Your brother is waiting for me as we speak!" The supply and demand for my body was always out of balance, making it extremely difficult to fulfill the desires of all my sons at once.
"Hmm, maybe a blowjob?"
I shook my head. "Nuh-uh, honey. You take way too long when I use my mouth. Would you like a handjob instead? That always makes you cum quickly."
I prided myself on taking mental notes of my son's sexual preferences. There were many to keep track of, but motherhood taught me to memorize their habits with expertise. Whether it was Alex's particular disdain for tomatoes on his turkey sandwiches, or his unparalleled fascination with handjobs, it was all the same to me.
"I have the oil right here!" he announced confidently, as though he had been waiting for the green light to whip it out.
I rolled my eyes, but dutifully held out my open palm to accept the steady stream of mineral oil that he drizzled into it.
"Fast, okay? I'm serious!" I instructed.
Alex nodded obediently, though based on the incessant twitching of his cock, I did not believe he had much choice. The pulsating titan looked ready to pop at any moment.
I cuddled into Alex's chest. His arm fit around me like a puzzle piece, cradling me securely from behind, while I lay comfortably on his chest. I curled my fingers around the base of his dick and pried it off of his belly so that it pointed at the ceiling.
I marveled at the deep hue of the head - dark rouge like a plump, ripe plum. If I allowed him into my mouth, we would be here for the rest of the morning. Pavlov would have a field day analysing the way I drooled as soon as the rich, musky aroma of his manhood tingled the hairs in my nose. He smelled raw - ready to do battle.
My hand was already slippery from the oil, allowing my fingers to slide up the length of his shaft without having to release the tight squeeze I had on him. I traced the network of dark blue veins that ran along his length, as if I was guiding the blood flow directly to the bulging helmet.
Alex offered a deep sigh whose bassy tones grew louder, the closer I inched towards the tip, developing into a satisfied groan when I lodged my oily little fingers under the ridge of his cock head.
I gave him a few reassuring squeezes. I loved the way he flexed every time I increased the pressure around him, like his dick was fighting to get out, even though it was exactly where it wanted to be.
My hand continued its journey towards the tip, stopping only once, then I had the spongy, red mushroom lodged securely in my palm. It felt like I was holding onto a dragon's egg, the warmth and constant pulsations of his bloated dong made it feel like the damn thing was alive! I wrapped my fingers around him, creating a snug little pocket for him to throb within.
"Is that good, honey?" I kissed his chest.
"S-squeeze, Mommy." My son begged.
I obeyed, coiling my fingers tightly around the head. I had an inch or so with which I could pump my fist without destroying the cozy home I had made for Alex's cock, and I used the space as best I could. I worked my hand back and forth, gliding over the fat, shiny bulb with an airtight seal. The oil made quiet, albeit noticeable, squelching noises each time I reached the top - like his dick was thanking me at the end of every stroke.
I focused on the tip for a minute. One of Alex's legs was shaking in response to the unyielding stimulation, but he refused to ask for a break. I increased the speed of my stroking until the muscles in my arm begged me to slow down. I wanted to listen to them, but the enchanting siren song of Alex's impassioned moaning drove me forward. I had only been jerking him off for a minute or so, but could already tell that he was ready to burst. No matter how I had tired him out the night before, a good night's sleep put him right back into fighting shape.
"M-mom I'm gonna cum!" Alex wailed, burying his bony fingers into my backside.
That was the cue I was waiting for. The glorious finale was in sight, and I wanted to race to the finish. I had ignored most of his cock so far, content to focus on the tender, puffy knob at the end, but I did so with a purpose.
I dropped my closed fist into Alex's lap, cascading my oils fingers down the whole length in one fell swoop. I twisted my wrist to the left on the way down to add some much needed friction. As I glided my soggy mitt back up towards the head, my hand unwound in the opposite direction. I repeated this corkscrew motion over and over, dragging the entirety of his cock through my clenched fist with each meticulous stroke.
"Come on, honey," I begged him, placing a dozen wet kisses on his chest. "Cum for Mommy."
Alex's low, guttural groan echoed around his small bedroom. His fingers sunk into my plump bottom, likely leaving a smattering of obvious red markings where his nails dug in.
The dick in my hand told me exactly when it was about to cum, giving me less than a second to contain the mess. Right when the rod seized up, I dipped down and engulfed the throbbing, swollen head into my mouth, without a second to spare.
I hardly had time to taste his pre-cum on my tongue, as he launched furious expulsion of dense, sticky syrup against my tongue the moment I touched it. The pungent, salty flavour saturated my tongue, washing over it the way a high tide engulfs a sandy beach - each grain of sand a taste bud that eagerly welcomed the hot, briny flood.
A couple of thick, chunky ropes doused my tongue, adding the mouthful of that I was too enthralled to swallow. I wanted to feel all of it at once, so I waited patiently for my son to graciously deposit a few more dribbles of glue into the pile of paste I was collecting in my cheeks.
My hand pulled on the root of his cock, desperately trying to coax out another few droplets. The erratic spasms gave way to calm, predictable pulses as it slowly softened. I refused to let him go until the last second, so he would have to endure marinating in a bath of cum so thick that it could be classified as a solid.
The unrelenting mass was almost enough to make my cheeks bulge out, and I had to stifle a chuckle at the thought of being a cum-fueled chipmunk so that I did not accidentally spill the mouthful of baby-butter that he had so thoughtfully fed me.
Still semi-erect, I let Alex's cock fall from my lips. The head plopped against his belly, leaving behind a mark that glistened as brightly as the shimmering coating of saliva and leftover cum that clung to the dome like fresh paint.
I sat up straight and faced him. I tilted my head to the side and batted my eyelashes as seductively as I could.
"Did you...?" His eyes were wider than a football field.
I gave my head a small shake. I pursed my lips and blew out my cheeks, exaggerating the size of the load that I was struggling to stop from sliding into my stomach. I ushered the heap of melting butter to the back of my throat and straightened my neck.
I braced for impact, unable to stop myself from wincing when the slimy load plugged my throat. I swallowed the mouthful of salted butter, draining the pool with an audible gulp. My gut gurgled as soon as Alex's cum sank into my tummy, protesting the salty breakfast I had forced down in lieu of my traditional cup of coffee.
"Holy shit, Mom. That was amazing," Alex lauded.
I sucked in a much needed breath of air. "Thank you, honey. Mommy did good?"
"Mommy did so good!" Alex pulled me back down to his level and wrapped his arms around me. He kissed me with no concern of whether or not he would taste his own cum still lingering on my lips.
I pushed my tongue into his mouth, searching for his, so they could dance together. I hated breaking up this special moment, but knew that David would be pounding down the door any minute if I did not make an appearance in the shower soon.
"Can I go see your brother now, honey? Is that okay?" I cooed.
Alex grumbled in annoyance. "Fine, but as soon as he's done can you come back to cuddle?"
"Maybe, if the twins are still asleep. You know how they are!" I slid out from beneath the covers, and out of my son's arms. I gave him one last kiss then scampered out of his bedroom.
I was completely naked from the night before, but saw no reason to get dressed. I took off down the hall in pursuit of my tall, muscular firstborn.
A fat droplet of cum, still warm from the night before, landed on the inside of my thigh. The pearlescent goo smearing between my legs when I walked was difficult to ignore, and impossible not to obsess over.
I had been on the pill ever since my first night with David, giving my boys free rein to creampie me whenever their hearts desired. They had thought I was doing it for their enjoyment, but in truth, it was a selfish act. The feeling of their buttery cum sizzling inside me was as much for me as it was for them.
My stomach, and my pussy, were both full of Alex's cum. Some from this morning, some from the night before. It marked me as his, but only for as long as it took for one of his brothers to get their hands on me.
The brother in question that morning was David, who was already in the shower when I crept in. He did not see me, but the creaking of the door was enough to give me away.
"Just in time!" he cheered happily.
I opened the cabinet below the sink and pulled out a bottle of green mouthwash. I did not want to get into the shower with my breath smelling of cum; I liked presenting my boys with the best version of myself.
Even though they were used to sharing me, and I was used to being passed around, I wanted each individual moment with them to feel special. As I swished the mint around my mouth, I took a moment to admire my body in the mirror.
Despite the endless assertions from my boys, I did not have the ego to see myself as 'the most beautiful woman in the world' as they so often claimed. I was no supermodel, but I was damn proud of myself for managing to stay in shape while raising them all on my own.
David and Alex had sprouted past me with their respective growth spurts, so I was thankful that the twins were only a few inches taller than me. At times, I felt like Tinkerbell, vying for the attention of the giant beings around me. The difference between us was that I had a sure-fire way of getting that attention, despite my small stature.
If I had a quarter for every compliment my sons had paid to my boobs over the years I would be able to send all four of them to Ivy League universities. I never saw them as more than a hindrance, of which their enormous size was a daily reminder, but over time, I came to appreciate them.
The deep trenches bore into my shoulders from ill-fitting bras became a badge of honour, and one that I wore with pride. Seeing the joy on my son's faces whenever they laid eyes on my naked breasts, was enough to balance the scales - a truly amazing feat considering the weight they had to contest with!
My core was not as tight as it had been when I was pregnant with David, and over time I developed a 'mommy muffin' as my son's affectionately named it. I missed feeling slender and toned, but none of my children ever seemed to mind. In fact, the way they occasionally dug their fingers into my soft tummy pudge made me think that they enjoyed feeling the dough ooze through their tightly curled fingers. As long as they liked what they saw, and touched, I was a happy mother.
That same logic applied to my backside. My boys spared no love for my plump, shapely derrière, giving me the same sense of pride in my huge caboose that they had for the rest of my body. I could not count how many times I had knocked something off of the counter by simply trying to turn around, but any time I did, Felix and Lane would crack up so hard that I could not convince myself to stay mad at the oversized wagon following me everywhere I went.
I stopped wearing underwear about a year ago to silence the complaints I would receive anytime one of them copped a quick feel when we passed in the hallway. With the number of times hands were laid on my ass in one day, fingers sinking into my supple flesh until their knuckles turned white, it became easier to simply eliminate underwear entirely - unless we were leaving the house, of course.
I ran my fingers through the dense jungle of chestnut fur above my pussy. Knowing the wide variety of preferences that men have, I left it to my boys to decide as a group how I would be shaven. I preferred being totally bare, but loved hearing them debate over what shape, if any, the carpet would take. Watching them work together had tugged on my deepest instincts as a mother, so when they had concluded that they wanted 'a medium-sized triangle' I was so infatuated by their teamwork that I would have given them any shape they had asked for.
As long as my sons were happy, nothing else in the world mattered.
David stopped me from staring at my reflection when he asked, "Is his cum still inside of you?" It was not an accusation, but an honest question.
I was pretty sure that I knew the answer, but could not resist the urge to confirm for myself. I reached down and plunged a couple of fingers into my hole, rummaging around the warm pocket until my fingers were coated in the creampie that Alex had left in me the night before.
"It still feels like a lot, honey," I bit my lip, downplaying the thrill of having woken up still full. "But my mouth is all yours, if you want it."
David lit up. "Sounds good to me, Mom."
I hopped into the shower, making sure to keep my head out of the water so that my hair would stay dry. David's towering frame blocked out the ceiling light above our heads like he was a redwood eclipsing the sun.



I had just one request. "I don't want my—"
"Hair to get wet. I know, Mom." David wrapped his arms around me, encasing my frail, shivering body with his warmth.
Once I was cocooned in the firm, tender embrace of my eldest son, it made the world outside seem like an icy, unforgiving tundra that I would rather die than return to. His hands rested comfortably on my ass, cupping my curves firmly enough that his fingers dug into my pliable flesh.
I traced the water running between his bulging abdominal muscles - none of my other children were built the way he was. In moments like this, it became difficult not to pick a favourite between my kids. David and I had a connection unlike any other, and being alone in the shower with my thoughts completely dismantled, made it easy to fall under his enchanting aura.
The rushing water was almost loud enough to drown out my thoughts, but one shouted loud enough to be heard over the torrent. Kiss him.
I tilted my head towards David, only to be met by his steely gaze looking back at me.
"Hey you," he whispered under the roar of the water, his eyes laser-focused on mine.
It took everything in me not to squeal like an excited fangirl. "Hey you."
A deathly quiet fell upon the waking world. Nothing existed, nothing possibly could, but my lips and his - which he eagerly pressed against mine. The water made our lips slide over each other as we fervently devoured each other, fighting to see which of us could pour more passion into their barrage of sloppy kisses.
I bit his bottom lip and pulled away for just a moment, encouraging him to pull me back into him so he could close the distance. I was hungry, and he was all that would sate me.
It took less than a handful of seconds with our tongues dancing together, battling the other in a chaotic dance for control, for the blood to start to flow to David's cock. Once again, as it often did with these matters, I struggled to maintain impartiality.
I loved all my sons equally, but none of them could match their older brother in this department. David took after his father the most - the one thing I can admit I missed about that wretched man ­- putting me, very happily, on the receiving end of a dick so perfect that I would swear it was custom made for me.
I broke our kiss just long enough to whisper in his ear, "Already hard for Mommy?"
I reached between us with both hands - with his size I always needed two. I placed his inflated cock head in my palm and tightly coiled my fingers around it, giving the spongy knob a delicate squeeze. My thumb brushed his frenulum, gently tickling his sensitive area until the head inflated like an angry, red balloon - double the size that it was just seconds ago.
My other hand cupped his dangling balls so that I could roll the swollen orbs around in my fingers. The most vulnerable thing on his body rested in my hand like heavy, delicate eggs, entrusting me with their safety. Their tremendous weight gave me a surreal sense of power - they were so massive, yet so fragile. I loved knowing that I could control him with one well-timed tug, like I was leading an obedient horse by its reins.
I dragged a finger across the bridge of skin that connected his fat ball sack to his asshole, making his cock flex in my other hand. Electricity flowed through the long, blue veins that sprawled up his impressive length. The fat, engorged crown in my palm pulsated with incredible vigor - alive in my hands with a mind of its own.
How many wet beach towels could I hang off of this thing? I thought excitedly. I took enormous pride that I had produced a cock of this caliber, and was even more thrilled that I was the woman who got to have her hands on it every night.
David cleared his throat, but I ignored him. I knew we were in a rush, but could not stop myself from salivating over him.
"Uh, Mom?" he piped up.
"I know, honey. I'll get right to work." I tucked a lock of blonde hair behind my ear.
I got down on my knees, carefully aligning David with the shower so that I would stay as dry as possible. My pussy was already a sodden mess, I did not want my hair to end up the same way.
David seemed so much taller from my seat down on the floor. Staring up at him, cloaked in the shadow of his lumbering frame, gave me the perspective of a petite field mouse. Should such a small, defenseless creature stumble across a hulking snake slithering through the garden, it would feel the same rush of adrenaline that I did when face to face with my son's magnificent erection.
I looked up at him, batting my eyelashes as I inched towards him. I pushed my lips into an overzealous pout, making them protrude like there was a magnet in the end of his cock that was slowly dragging me towards it.
David sucked in a breath of air, just as my bulging lips pressed against the head. I pushed out a dribble of saliva, using it as lube to ease the journey of my stretched-out lips around the width of his enormous bulb.
The sizeable knob took up most of the room in my mouth, forcing my tongue to stay glued to the underside as he eased further into my throat. I encased the fat, purple mushroom on either side with my lips, using them as cushions to tenderly caress the tip.
Greedily engulfing the whole head was the first step; the second was to keep it in there without drooling like a feral beast. It was impossible to swallow with my mouth pried open that wide, leading to a grotesque deluge of saliva spilling from the sides of my strained lips. A river of tiny bubbles ran from my gaping maw and dribbled off my chin, landing on my breasts as though they were a bib designed to contain this type of mess.
David, God bless him, thought this would be an opportune time to tease me. "Your mouth is pretty full, Mom."
I furrowed my brow, making a big scene out of trying to talk with my mouth full. "Mmhmm! His hehy fuww!"
"Do you think you can take it deeper?"
I gulped, making exaggerated puppy-dog eyes at my son. I gave him a faint nod, maintaining eye contact while I nursed on his head like a bottle of warm baby formula. I knew the rich, buttery cream that churned in his tightly knit balls was waiting for me - a thought that only made me salivate more in anticipation.
David put his hands on the back of my head, digging in with his fingers. His hands were soaked, meaning he was directly disobeying my wishes to keep my hair dry. Predictably, the thrill of his powerful grip on the back of my skull, directing me like I was a cheap puppet, was strong enough to take priority over my luscious locks. As long as I was being used in a way that made one of my boys happy, I was ultimately willing to sacrifice anything.
I sucked in a deep breath of air and steadied myself by rooting a hand on each of David's toned, muscular thighs, hoping to borrow some stability from the great tree trunks. My fingers, too, dug into his legs, carving deep sigils into the redwoods with just as much force as his digits put on the back of my scalp.
I unlocked my jaw like a hungry python and let my eyes do the talking, begging my son to come forward without uttering a single word. Inch after inch of fat, juicy meat slid over my tongue, like a conveyor belt that led directly to a steep plummet down the back of my throat. David's plump cockhead lodged itself in my gullet, stifling my airway and saturating my tongue with the taste of his raw manhood.
I choked a little, prompting David to ask if I was okay. I nodded eagerly, refusing to disrupt the momentum. He wanted to treat me like a hole built for fucking, and it was my job to let him.
David eased his hips forward, driving his iron dick against the back of my throat with his hands firmly gripping my skull. The fleshy mushroom flattened against the soft, spongy wall, but we both knew my feeding was far from over.
Despite my best efforts, I gagged in a manner that repulsed me as thoroughly as it delighted David. His eyes were alight with fire, transfixed on the sight of his mother straining - through loud, wet sputters - to swallow the final few inches of his girthy dong down her tiny throat. My eyes felt like they were going to pop out of my skull, but even that would not have stopped me from finishing the journey I had started.
"Ready, Mommy?" David asked, calmly.
"Humpffahmah!" Dribbles of foamy drool leaked from the corner of my mouth when I forced out the muffled groan. I scrunched my nose and braced for impact. I was very familiar with what was coming next, but never quite felt prepared for it when it came.
With a virile, guttural groan that came from deep within his soul, David sank the rest of his pipe down my gurgling throat. My body lurched forward, my eyes stinging as tears began to well up in my squinted vision. The fat droplets fell like rain trickling down my cheeks.
David's fat, dangling balls rested directly below my chin. My nose was buried against him, so even if I had been able to draw breath, it would have been more akin to being waterboarded against his sturdy abdomen. All I could do was hold on for dear life and let my son enjoy the convulsions of his mother's throat.
Thanks to David, I had become quite familiar with the constellation of fuzzy black dots that would dance before my eyes when my body started to beg for oxygen. My limbs became cumbersome, weighed to the ground by molasses that dripped from every appendage. The edges around my vision shrunk, growing dark and hazy as the tunnel closed in.
Just as the last drop of breath was absorbed into my lungs, leaving me seconds away from passing out, my instincts took over. I urgently patted on David's thigh a few times, flirting with a blackout so that I could spend one more second relishing his calm, leisurely throbbing.
As soon as he recognized the thigh taps, David yanked dick from my throat like it was a pot of boiling water. All the way from the head, down to the root, he was thoroughly coated in a layer of saliva. A thick, glossy river of bubbles clung to him, slowly melting down the length until they reached the swell of his tightly pulled ballsack. With a monstrous flex, the rod stiffened and slapped against David's stomach, pointing up at the ceiling like it was triumphantly celebrating a successful dive down Mommy's throat.
I struggled to catch my breath, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. "Somehow, I always forget how deep you go."
"Happy to remind you, Mom." David gleamed with pride.
"You're not done reminding me, are you?" I chewed pensively on my bottom lip, knitting my eyes into a concerned furrow as though it would truly devastate me if David were to take his cock away from me before I was done with it.
I tended to his spit-soaked shaft with long, unbroken strokes - effortlessly gliding from the base of his cock up to his swollen crown at the end, leaving no inch of him untouched, as I repeatedly pumped my fist up and down.
"Gonna... Fuck... Mommy's... Throat?" I accented each word with a mighty stroke to drive the point home.
"If you can handle it."
I nodded with the enthusiasm of a teacher's pet who had been called on by their favourite professor, eager to accept his challenge and prove I was worthy of the praise I coveted.
"Put him back in, honey," I directed my son.
I let my jaw hang loose and unfurled my tongue, letting it dangle from my gaping maw. He was royalty to me, requiring that I roll out the wet, red carpet to give my king a velvet path to follow which would lead him directly into the muggy confines of my throat.
David plunged the colossal pillar of meat into my mouth, delving into the depths with just one push. Just as swiftly, he pulled back again. There was barely enough time for me to catch my breath between the eager strokes, but it was more than I needed.
As long as I could count on him to pull back that far on every stroke, I could withstand any length of throat-fucking that he chose. Like a battering ram, David hammered the back of my throat with reckless abandon. He did not see me as his mother at that moment, and I did not feel like her. His feral nature took over, pushing him to selfishly drive his cock into my gullet as though he had paid for the right to do so.
As a good, serving mother, it was not in my nature to deny him. I focused on taking a breath where I could, but anything more was beyond my purview.
Gluck, gluck, gluck!
The soggy, lewd noises coming out of my throat sounded like somebody was trying to pull their boot out of the mud. David's satisfied grunts told me that he loved the noises, so I did not silence them. Each repetition of the wretched gulping seemed to grow louder than the last, overtaking the roar of the rushing water until it became the one thing - hauntingly so - that I could hear.
I focused on the loud, sloppy gobbling so intently that even David's dick pounding against my throat became a blur. His constant thrusting was methodical, leading to something as violent as his savagery becoming strangely hypnotic - once I got used to the feeling. I drifted into a meditative trance, giving my boy free rein to bury himself to the root. I was at his mercy, willingly submitting my throat to be punished however he saw fit.
David used to request that I put my arms behind my back. In a way, it was an act of trust. I would not have my hands on his thighs to fight back if he became too rough and, in turn, he would trust that I could handle whatever he was going to give me. In truth, however, it was an act of service. I wanted to show him that the woman before him was willing to submit to him in whatever fashion he pleased, hopefully erasing the desire to find any other woman to do so in my stead.
"Did you eat today?" David asked, through gritted teeth. He knew the answer already, but it was far more fun to play along.
I shook my head vigorously; it was all I could do without interrupting the rhythm of his thrusting.
"Good girl." Nothing riled me up more than him calling me that. "Does that mean I can give you breakfast?"
I cradled my pudgy Mommy tummy in my hands on either side, gently jiggling my muffin-top. My eyes, cast towards him like he was a heroic Greek warrior, could not convey my hysteric glee. On a fantastically timed cue, a deep, somber growl from deep in my belly made my desire painfully clear.
GLUCK, GLUCK, GLUCK!
David's rampant thrusting became harder, making the noises from my throat reach a devastating decibel. My sloppy, garbled gulping was scarcely loud enough to drown out his impassioned wailing; I knew the end was nigh. My throat had grown numb from the torrid abuse, but having the finish line so close at hand gave me the will to endure another minute of brutal battering.
You're a good Mom. You're a good Mom. You're a good Mom. The thought, a meditative phrase to channel my focus, echoed around my head. I was put on this planet to make my boys happy. If turning my throat into pink paste put a smile on his face, nothing would stop me from doing it.
"Oh god, Mom! Now, now!" David wailed.
I had been trained well, so I saw his orgasm coming from a mile away. It made my heart swell with pride to hear my son - once so innocent and unsullied by the world - brutishly announce that he was about to paint my tonsils with baby-butter.
One final, record-shattering thrust drove the nuclear-powered piston into my throat, saturating it in the softened flesh he had so gleefully tenderized. The rod flexed like electricity had been pushed through it, lodging the head flush with the back of my gullet just as the first volley of sizzling-hot cum erupted into me.
A hot, salty tingle danced over my taste buds but, unlike Alex earlier that morning, David was holding his cock so deeply that it started to drain into my stomach before I had a chance to savour it.
I clenched my eyes tight, focusing all my willpower so that I did not instinctively recoil when the following two ropes of gluey cum - thick enough to hang wallpaper with - were dumped directly down my open throat. My body seized up, but I buckled down.
The river of cum flooded my gut, mingling with Alex's leftover deposit from less than half an hour ago. I adored the idea that two different children had their cum churning in my belly at that moment, though the amount David fed to me was already starting to make me feel sick.
It was strange to feel David's cum slither into my stomach without needing to swallow it. It oozed down my esophagus like melted butter, bypassing the usual method of intentional swallowing.
The muscles in my neck tensed under the pressure of David's cock straining against the walls of my throat. The bulk was so great that I was sure the outline of his dick could be seen distending my throat from the inside - a garish protrusion that I wore as a badge of honor.
David groaned emphatically. "Oh, ohhh, ohhhhhh, Mom!" His legs were shaking like a leaf in the wind, barely able to hold himself up under the crushing tsunami of his own orgasm.
I rubbed his thighs reassuringly, nursing the last remaining drops of cream from his rigid cock as its marvelous flexing came to a steady slow. His heartbeat, a steady bass drum, thumped through the massive slab of meat, lingering long after the final dribbles had plopped into the cauldron of semen that I once called a stomach.
Originally designed to hold food and other nourishment, it had become more accurate to refer to it in regards to its proper use— a dumping ground for my sons to empty their balls into.
I opened my eyes and momentarily blinded by the light overhead, but David blocked it out with his head as soon as he noticed - a true gentleman. I took a mental snapshot of him lording his glorious form over me, sure that I would return to it if I ever had a night to myself.
David slid his semi-erect cock out of my mouth. The glistening beast looked delicious with its generous covering of gooey saliva, accented with a few small globs of chunky, white cum that clung desperately to the sides. I wanted to swallow him all over again, but the prominent tickle in my throat begged me to take a break.
I coughed a few times, ejecting the tiny gulp of air that David's throat-fucking had stuffed into me. Sure, some people might call it 'a burp', but that does not sound very ladylike.
"Mom!" David gasped, as surprised by the emission as I was.
I scrunched my nose up and pouted, shifting the blame onto him. "It's not my fault! You stuffed a bunch of air into my stomach!"
"I thought it was cute."
"No, you didn't," I held up my hands and snapped my fingers. "Now help me up, please!"
David pulled me to my feet and instantly enveloped me in a bear-hug so he could kiss the nape of my neck.
"That was amazing, Mom." he praised.
"Do you think you'll be able to ace that interview now, honey?" I raked my fingers through his hair, practicing a bit of traditional motherly affection instead of the usual dick sucking.
"Thanks to you, Mom, I think it'll be a breeze."
I did not think that a blowjob in the shower would be the difference between his success or failure, but feeling like I had given him a positive start to the morning made me feel like I was at least doing something right. If it worked, then I could chalk it up to a win. But if not, I would still be there to console him like any good mother would - albeit with far more fellatio.
David got out of the shower in a hurry, apologizing for not being able to stick around. It amused me that he thought I was anything but excited for a moment to myself in the shower. So far, I had been awake for less than an hour and I had already let two of my boys cum in my mouth.
"Will you be around tonight?" David asked, as he combed product through his hair.



"I think so, why?"
David grinned maliciously. "Maybe we can pick up where we left off?"
"Uh-huh," I rolled my eyes. "How did I know that would be the reason?"
"Because you're so smart, duh!" Flattery will get you anywhere in life. Apparently, that includes the panties of one's own mother.
I fished for more, waving my hand in a circle. "And?"
"And pretty, and funny, and a good cook, and secure financially, and—"
I rolled my eyes into the back of my skull. "Okay, that's enough! You are free to go, Mr. Flattery."
David gave me a kiss on the cheek, and a swift smack on my bottom, then disappeared out of the bathroom. I hoped that what I had done for him would alleviate some of his anxiety. Based on the cheerful tune he was whistling when he came out of his bedroom a few minutes later, I'd say I did a damn good job.
I finally rinsed Alex's cum out of my pussy. I held the showerhead upside down in one hand so that I could squat over it and purge my vagina of the sticky remnants that had refused to dribble out. I plunged two of my fingers into the pink pocket and rummaged around until I had scooped it all out.
My moment of blessed tranquility was interrupted by my twins, Felix and Lane, arguing in the hallway. Their banter grew louder as they got closer to the bathroom, and I could tell by the volume of their chatter that they were on the way downstairs. Knowing their tendency for a small spat to turn into something much greater, and much more annoying to deal with, I wanted to nip the problem in the bud.
"Boys?" I called from the shower.
The argument quickly stopped, replaced by hushed bickering as they each began blaming each other for getting Mom involved. They reached the doorway, their postures changing the instant they noticed that I was, at that moment, two of their absolute favourite thing— wet and naked.
They were already putty in my hand, but I wanted to turn the dial a few more notches. I turned the showerhead towards the wall, then squirted way, way too much soap into my palm. I pulled their attention away from whatever minor tiff had worried them by giving them something much more appetizing to focus on.
I doused my breasts with soap, working it into a rich, sudsy lather that I could spread over my chest. The foamy bubbles all across my skin popped one by one as my hand glided over the slippery surface, leaving two more bubbles in their wake. In time, my boobs were completely smothered with a generous layer of frothy suds that slowly oozed over my body like a soapy waterfall.
"Who wants to tell Mommy what's wrong?" I tilted my head to the side and batted my eyelashes at my twins. It worked on every single one of my boys, and it was a tactic I employed often.
"Felix—"
"No, you stole—"
"Let me finish!"
It would go on like this for an hour, unless I put a stop to it. One thunderous clap of my hands was all it took to snap them in line like soldiers at attention.
The only way for most people to tell them apart was the subtle-unless-you-know-where-to-look mole directly below Lane's right eyebrow. I recognized their posture, speech pattern, method of hips-thrusting, and so much more. All the things that made them unique were invisible to the common eye, but I knew them well enough to determine who was coming down the hall just by the way they dragged their feet.
"One at a time." I narrowed my eyes on Felix. "Using 'I' statements, please."
Felix cleared his throat like a lawyer about to deliver his opening monologue. "Lane said-er, I thought that I was borrowing twenty dollars."
I looked towards Lane. "And you, honey?"
"I think he stole twenty dollars from me," Lane spat defiantly.
"Dude, come on!" Felix threw his hands in their air.
I stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel. I began a tirade about sharing, and fairness, and communication. Honestly, it was one of my best, but even the power of my maternal scolding could not hold the attention of two horny young men for very long.
I was already into the last few lines of my awe-inspiring sermon on the Golden Rule when I finally clued in to the fact that I no longer had an audience. Both of my boys were meticulously watching me dry off, soaking in every faint jiggle and jostle of my heavy, swinging breasts while I tried to lecture them.
"What did I just say?" I demanded, with a stomp of my foot.
"Uh, uh, uh..." They were speechless.
Now it was my turn to throw my hands up in defeat. "You aren't even listening!"
"Sorry, Mom," they sighed in unison, no less distracted by my bouncing breasts once they had been called out on it. The beef, however, seemed to have been rightfully squashed by the surprise appearance of my boobs. The twins were so taken aback by the display that they forgot what they were mad about when they came in, much to my luck.
"Is there anything else I can help you with?" I should have known better than to ask that question.
"Mom, can I..."
"Can we..."
"No," I said to Felix with certainty, then turned to his brother. "But you can, sweetie."
"What the hell?" Felix shouted. "Mom, that isn't fair!"
I wagged a finger at him. "You're grounded, mister! Or did you forget that I had to get a new tire for the car that you so mysteriously crashed?"
Felix fought against the allegations. "It was an accident!"
Once my boys grew up, I could no longer take away privileges like watching TV, or hanging out with friends, but the power to revoke access to my body was a sure way to ensure obedience in my children.
"Today is the last day of your punishment," I asserted. "Maybe if you're good, we can talk tonight. Okay?"
Felix grumbled, as he turned to leave. "Fine. Let's go, bro, I want to play 2K."
"I mean, she didn't say I was grounded. Right, Mom?" Lane winced sheepishly.
I waved Felix away, well aware that his pouting was just beginning. "Go play in your room while your brother fucks me, honey. I have chores to do today so he will be quick."
Felix scoffed. "He always is."
"All right, enough from you, Mr. Grumpypants." I snapped my fingers and pointed to the hallway.
Felix rolled his eyes and trudged back to his room, allowing me to drop the discipline and effortlessly slide back into seduction mode.
I never wanted an experience with my sons to feel less than magical, so no matter the situation or mindset I was in, I strived to give them the best possible version of myself. It was surprisingly easy to shed the matriarchal skin and boldly embody the role of a doting Mommy-slut.
"Just you and me, baby boy. Want to come get wet?" I tucked my arms behind my back and swung my tits from side to side. I was taunting a reaction out of him, but noticed that his erection was already straining against his shorts.
"Oh, honey," I cooed warmly. "That quickly? Just because you can see Mommy's naked bum?"
Lane was, by far, the biggest fan of the taboo talk. I think all of them got off on the fact that it was their own mother they were taking to bed each night, but Lane was the one who wanted to hear about it the most. I enjoyed getting to foray deeply into the recesses of depravity when I was with him, and the dirty talk served as a constant reminder of just whose dick was inside of me.
My sweet, baby boy pulled down his pants to unleash his cock. I knew what was coming, but my heart jumped into my throat all the same when it came into view. I was still enthralled by the sight of any one of my sons undressing, preparing to fuck their mother like she was just some common street whore. The juxtaposition drove me utterly wild.
"No, not here. Let's go to Mommy's big, fluffy bed. Does that sound nice?" I serenaded my youngest son, beckoning him into my bedroom.
Lane nodded enthusiastically, willing to follow me anywhere. Lucky for him, the only place I wanted to go at that moment was under the covers, with him hot on my heels. We were in my room in a flash, with the door locked behind us. Sex was a daily occurrence in our household, but that did not mean that privacy was forbidden.
By the time I turned around from locking the door, Lane was already slathering himself with a fistful of lube. His eyes hungrily devoured me from head to toe, with particular attention paid to the fuzzy, triangular tuft of dark brown hair pointing towards my vulva.
"You won't be needing that, sweetheart." I gestured to the fist wrapped around the end of his dick.
Lane gawked at me. "Why not?"
I strode over to him, stopping only when my nipples, firm and pointy, were poking him in the chest. I took him by the wrist, guiding his hand between my legs so he could experience for himself the lush wonder that lay between them.
"Holy shit, Mom," he muttered.
I feigned a dramatic sulk, performing for my son to get a reaction out of him. "Seeing how hard your penis got after watching Mommy in the shower made her pussy get awfully wet," I whined pathetically, practically screaming for him to take me. "Mommy's really horny, baby."
"M-me too." His voice trembled with excitement.
"Good." I perked up with a playful grin. "Then be a good boy for Mommy, and go get on the bed."
Lane scrambled onto the bed like the floor beneath him was made of lava. He escaped to the safety of the mattress, tugging his shirt off as he did, and sat back against the headboard where he waited for me to join him.
I climbed onto the bed, arching my back with a theatrical flair to accentuate my curves as I crawled towards him. My breasts, hung loose from my body, swung to and fro. The weight of my tremendous udders was daunting, but watching Lane's eyes ignite was worth the pain. He tracked their sway side to side, carefully watching the motion of my drooping pendulums crashing into each other. The give and take, the hypnotic dance they performed for him, had my son in a deep trance.
I straddled him, trapping him beneath me by putting one leg on either side of his body. Lane's hands gripped my thighs, gently brushing his thumbs over the polished surface of my skin. No matter what happened next, he was mine.
I tucked my arms behind his head and leaned down to place a tender kiss amid his short, black hair. I breathed in his scent, embroiling my senses in the pheromones of my newly selected suitor before things got interesting.
Lane's hands roamed up my sides, sliding up my body until he had both of my boobs resting in his palms. Their weight fascinated him, earning an awe-stricken, opened-mouth stare as he played with my massive, dangling breasts for the ten-thousandth time. His fingers sank into the sagging dough, giving equal attention to each of the squishy mounds as he gently kneaded them.
"One rule, honey." If I wanted to make rules, they needed to be laid out before we started.
"Anything," Lane promised, though I knew the sincerity of that vow wavered the longer he played with my tits.
"Don't cum in me, please," Lane must have gotten whiplash from how quickly he looked up at me, finally dragging his attention away from my boobs. "I just showered, and if you creampie me I'm gonna get messy all over again."
Lane nodded. "Okay, Mommy."
"That's my good boy," I kissed his scalp again. "Do you want Mommy to put your cock somewhere it'll be warm and snug?"
"Y-yes please, Mommy," Lane stuttered.
I shushed him calmly. "Don't be scared, sweetheart. You're just going back inside of Mommy, like when you were a little baby growing in her tummy. Do you remember what it feels like in there?"
Lane shook his head.
"That's okay, honey. Mommy will show you." I leaned back and glanced down between our bodies. My eyes stumbled on exactly the sight they expected to— my son's cock nestled between my lips.
His erection reached all the way to his belly button, but the bottom half was smothered top to bottom in pungent, sultry heat. I rocked back and forth, using my petals like a brush to coat every last inch of him in slippery nectar. I tended to his cock with the devotion one would expect of a follower worshiping their idol, dutifully marinating it in a swamp of sickly sweet ambrosia.
I dragged my plush, meaty curtains up his length until I reached the knob at the end. I lodged the engorged bulb in the mouth of my pussy, gingerly prodding the narrow entrance like it was knocking at the door. I wiggled my hips and - thanks to the juices saturating us both - managed to wedge the entire head inside all at once.
I sucked in a sharp intake of breath and steadied myself against the headboard with my forearm. I anchored my other hand on his chest, rooting myself in place.
Lane adopted a curious, innocent tone. "Is there room for all of me in there, Mama?"
"I-I think so, honey. Just stay still so Mommy can put you inside."
Little by little, I dropped more of my weight onto his lap and accepted his cock into me. It stood tall and strong, trudging through the deep, pink abyss with one goal in mind - find the bottom. It carried out its mission admirably, sinking further into the mushy quagmire of meat no matter how tightly I clenched.
Lane's hands clung to my ass, lending me a little bit of support from below. His fingers dug into my supple backside so hard that I was sure his knuckles were white. With that vice grip on my cheeks, they were forced to obey his insistence that they be spread as wide as could be. He pried the tender cheeks open like he was cracking a window, allowing a breeze to tickle my pussy as it rolled through. It was room temperature air, but the warmth radiating from between my legs made it seem practically frigid by comparison.
Lane stretched his fingers to their limit. He was trying to hold a giant, gelatinous basketball in each hand, but he would have needed two more arms to keep his grip on the piles of jiggling flesh.
There were only a couple more inches waiting to slide into me and I swallowed them in one fell swoop, eliciting a sigh of relief from both of us.
My cheeks clapped against his stomach when I landed on him. Though I cherished holding him in the deepest, warmest regions of my pussy, I was eager to see how loud my ass could clap once I started riding him.
I cooed with a voice like warm honey, "Welcome home, sweetheart. Mommy missed having her big boy in there."
I clenched tightly, coiling my spongy walls around the hot-iron rod stewing in my belly. Waves rolled through me like ripples in a pool of magma, spreading all the way through me until even my fingers and toes were set ablaze.
His spongy head flattened against my cervix, filling up the last inch of room in my pussy with no corner of me unexplored. I ground my hips on him, bearing down with the intention of stirring my insides to mush. My brain was already there - adrift in an ocean of dopamine without a life raft, content to close my eyes and float mindlessly in the chemical bath.
"God, Mom. I love your pussy. You're so fucking tight!" Lane groaned.
I leaned over until my breasts squished against his chest, close enough that I could plant a kiss on his forehead. "Even after Mommy fought to push you out of that tiny, little hole, all you want to do is go back in?"
His breath caught in his throat. "Y-yeah."
I need not contain my devilish grin; Lane knew I was pushing his buttons on purpose, but as long as it made his dick hard, he did not care.
"Can Mommy start— OW, honey!" I was interrupted by Lane's hand swatting one of my plump ass cheeks. "Be gentle with my bum, young man."
Lane turned cherry red. "Sorry, sorry."
I brushed my thumb over his temple. "Will you be a good boy if I start riding you a lil' harder?"
Lane nodded silently, afraid that another slip-up would ruin his goodwill.
"Gimmie your hands." I faced both of my palms towards my son with my fingers spread apart.
He placed his hands in mine, allowing our fingers to interlock. We were connected in a multitude of ways, completing the binding ritual. As many mothers and sons were prone to do, we were holding hands to comfort each other - but that was not the strongest bond we shared at that moment.
Whether it was his hands in mine, or his cock in my pussy, I squeezed him tightly. The affection stranglehold smothered him, cloaking his erection in a coat of humid flesh. The cozy pocket he throbbed within responded to every subtle movement he made, treating each subtle spasm as an exercise in taming the powerful, raging beast.
Lane flexed like he was trying to escape by bursting through my tummy, but my pussy was well-trained to handle troublesome outbursts. It seized up, his helmet flaring against my cervix so intensely that my stomach flipped upside down.
I lifted my ass to alleviate the pressure deep within me, but longed instantly for the feeling of his fullness stuffing me to the brim. I plopped down into his lap and drove his dick back into my core. I refused to give myself a second of relief, riding the line between pain and pleasure with a foot on either side.
My cheeks applauded my efforts, literally, emitting a thunderous clap every time they collided with Lane's stomach. My thighs, slickened with juices that soaked my skin to the bone, accented each lecherous slap. It sounded like a giant with heavy, wet feet was walking across a marble floor - and his gait was steadily growing faster.
The walk quickly turned to a jog, then a sprint, as I increased the pace with which I threw my ass onto my son. I had no more patience for our slow grinding, I needed more. Every time I raised my ass off of him I made sure to stop just below the head. I hated feeling empty for even a moment, but the trade-off was worth it. The more of him that I relinquished on the way up, the more there was to bury into me on the way down.
I knew the size and shape of my boys like the back of my hand, but switching between the four of them in a given day necessitated a short period where I could familiarize myself with their cock before the muscle memory took over. With Lane, it took less than five strokes. I adapted quickly, using my bounces to measure his length.
I imagined my pussy could cast a mould of his dick once it recognized him, reshaping the plush interior to his liking. I would have happily morphed into a cozy little pocket that fit just right - a custom-made hole for him to bludgeon however he pleased.
My swim in the serotonin sea was interrupted by a loud, furious knock on my bedroom door. I did not want to respond, hoping that what I had really heard was an auditory hallucination created by my discombobulated brain.
Felix was on the other side of the door. "Mom?"
Goddammit, not now! I thought angrily. I was in no mood to pause, so I kept my steady gait and continued to ride Alex while I called out to his brother, "W-what is it, dear?"
"I'm bored. Tell him to hurry up so we can play 2K." The nerve of him, to try to rush us over some silly basketball game, made me want to scream. I loved him to death, but patience was not his strong suit.
I took a deep breath and channeled my peaceful side before I responded. After all, once he left I still needed to wring an orgasm out of his brother before I did anything else - I wanted to keep the mood light.
Lane cut in before I could say anything, "I'm almost done, man. Just chill!"
Felix scoffed. "I am chill! I just wanna whoop your ass with the Celtics one last time before we reset the season."
"Huh? With the— what? Dumbass! You never win with the Celtics!" I could tell Lane's focus was wavering, that likely being his brother's intention from the start. He was still lazily pawing at my breasts while he argued through the door, but not even a pair of saggy udders dangling in his face could fully distract him.
"Yeah, but if—"
"Felix! Go to your room!" I shouted, before either of them could say another word. It was fun wearing two different hats at once; the scolding disciplinarian and the tempting seductress were two different faces that I was showing to two different boys.



Felix grumbled something into the door that I could not make out. His shadow disappeared from under the doorframe, so I knew that we were finally alone again.
Lane cringed. "Sorry about that, Mom."
Changing hats, changing hats...
"It's okay, honey. Mommy's pussy got a teensy bit jealous," I blinked like a lost fawn, an enchanting siren song beckoning him back into my realm. "Were you serious about cumming soon, sweetheart?"
Lane chuckled. "If he hadn't walked up when he did, it probably would have taken ten more seconds! I love it when you do that."
"You mean when I do... this?" I lifted my ass in the air, then drove it forcefully to the base all at once. I used the slam to emphasize the last word, driving the point and my ass home - literally.
"Ohhhhhhhh, fuck!" Lane squealed. "Yeah, yeah just like that, Mama."
I knew I had him then, and it would not take long to get him to pop. I clamped down with every muscle I had, embellishing the touch of each fleshy fold caressing his cock.
When I raised my ass, I focused on trying to lift his entire body off of the bed with me. I knew that it was impossible, but used the mental image to encourage me to grip him with all my might.
My relentless clenching allowed me to feel the outline of every bulging vein sliding out of me, bumping against my sensitive walls as I dragged the slab of meat out of me. When I reached the head, I paused for a brief second before throwing my ass back into my son's lap once again. I was doing everything in my power to coax the cum out of him, begging him to empty his balls into me with feverish desperation.
"Are you gonna?" I hummed softly.
Lane gasped. "Uh-huh."
I leaned down as far as I could, releasing his hands so we could wrap our arms around each other. The passionate embrace flattened my boobs against him, making the two oversized, white pancakes spill over the sides of his chest. I wrapped my arms around his head and buried my nose in his hair.
To me, he still smelt like the fresh-faced baby boy I brought home from the hospital over twenty years ago. Even through the scent of sweat and sex hanging heavy in the still air of my bedroom, I could smell him.
"Do it, baby," I growled, like a lioness in heat. "Let it all out inside of Mommy."
Lane released a wail of ecstasy, but could not bring himself to form words. I did not need to hear anything more from him - the familiar twitches of his cock said everything he could not.
I timed my final plummet so it landed right as he erupted, driving his pulsating cock to the base so I could clench my pussy around the root while he unloaded into my guts.
The inflated bulb spewed forth molten syrup that splattered my cervix like white paint on a pink, cushy canvas. Two more ropes of cream - each as thick as the first - were added to the messy, abstract masterpiece decorating my depths.
It seemed that the flow would never end; gooey vines adorned my insides like party streamers hanging from the rafters. The long strings of glue pasted to the walls did not hang for very long, quickly dissolving from the temperature of my pussy so that they melted into the large, bubbly puddle of cum.
My son flooded every corner of my pussy, dousing me with warm, buttery love. I wanted to spend all day with his cum churning around as a constant reminder of how thoroughly I was loved. I was filled to the brim, quite literally, with the physical embodiment of my son's profound devotion.
I imagined that warmth - a primal fervor, burning like coals in my oven - could sustain me through a frigid night alone in the Arctic tundra. The torrid fuel boiling in my pussy would be all I needed to stay warm. The immeasurable heat diffused throughout my entire body, imbuing every cell I had with a hit of natural, homemade heroin that my brain reserved for extra-special moments.
The synapses in my skull snapped like firecrackers in the night, their sparks but a quick flash that briefly illuminated the darkened pieces of my psyche that lay in the shadows. Within those short flashes, my subconscious desires were laid bare, shedding light on my forbidden longing to be permanently used by my sons as a toy for their impetuous releases. It was all I wanted anymore— to be their Free-Use Mommy, forever at their disposal.
I lay on top of my son until his cock ceased its spastic flexing. Half-erect, and still steadily throbbing, it slid from my soggy tunnel. It announced its departure with a wet, quiet plop when the vacuum seal was broken, falling from my pussy.
"I'm sorry, Mommy. I wasn't supposed to cum in there, was I?"
I shushed him, raking my fingers through his hair. "It's okay, sweetheart. Mommy knows how good it feels when you get to dump your babies into her."
"Really fucking good."
I had to bite my lip to stop from smiling like a goofball. "I'm glad you think so. Mommy felt really good, too."
"So you aren't mad?"
I thought for a moment, playing up the anticipation that I might suddenly ground him for. "Well, you made quite a mess so I'll have to get back in the shower. Do you want to join me?"
Lane's face was completely blank. "Actually..."
I knew it. I applauded myself for being able to predict my children so well. "You want to go play video games with your brother?"
"Am I the worst?" Lane prepared a dissertation of apologies to make up for his transgression.
"No, honey. Go and play. I don't mind getting cleaned up by myself." I rolled to the side and set him free, after delivering a bombing run of kisses over his face. Once he was free, he bolted out of the room like I was sending him to the corner store with extra milk money so that he could buy himself a sweet treat.
I stood up and was instantly greeted by Lane's cum trickling down the inside of my thigh. It was already at my knee by the time I noticed it, so I thanked myself for having hardwood floors that would make it easier to clean up the thick droplets of cum that splattered by my feet.
I knew I had to shower again, but a mental checklist confirmed that I had tended to all of my sons, with the exception of the groundee, and should have been able to enjoy the rest of the afternoon free of... well, free use!
I wrapped a towel around my waist, keeping my boobs out in view so any of my sons would get an eyeful as I walked by them, and headed to the bathroom. I ran the shower and prepared to get in, but was taken aback by a knock on the door before I had even gotten my feet wet.
It was Alex.
"Er, Mom?"
"Yes, honey?" I stepped closer to the door, already convinced I knew where this was headed.
"Are you, uh, showering?"
As if the running water was not a big enough hint. "Did you want to join me, by any chance?"
I could not see his smile, but I could definitely hear the grin spread across his face when he said, "Of course! I'll go get changed, just give me a second!"
I chuckled to myself. The day was just beginning, and already I had two doses of cum marinating in my stomach. I had yet to eat breakfast, so the sensation of the double loads sloshing around in my tummy was impossible to ignore. That said, it was nothing compared to the babies - the ones that should have grown up to be my grandchildren - were, instead, swimming circles around their grandmother's womb.
A mother's work is never done, I reminded myself, as I cleaned Lane's cum out of me, preparing myself for Alex to use.
It was a busy morning, to be sure. But compared to some of our adventures in the past, and many that would come in the future, it was a drop in the bucket.
Being a Free-Use Mommy was a full-time job, but I was never, ever going to retire.
THE END
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Summer days with my four boys were some of my fondest memories. We all preferred the warm months more than the winter - one of the few things that our entire family agreed on. The desire to spend a hot August afternoon basking in the sun was a proclivity we all shared, causing us to wring every pleasurable moment out of the season that we could.
On a particular day in late July, we were driving merrily to the beach with a metric tonne of equipment - from noodles to a fully enclosed tent - locked inside our trunk. We never went anywhere unprepared; there was a lengthy checklist that David, my eldest, had created for just such an occasion to ensure as much. When everything was packed up, we looked like we were going on vacation for a whole month!
The clouds had seemingly agreed to space themselves out so far that the sun became a looming threat. Anyone exposed to its rays without being touched by the Holy SPF - patron saint of pasty skin, blessed be thy name - was sure to catch a nasty burn. Thankfully, for that reason, along with a handful more, the windows in our SUV were darkly tinted.
David was our captain for the day. Alex, my second child, was his co-pilot. A few errant turns a while back had soured the air between the two of them, leading to the type of bickering that was usually reserved for the younger twins.
Felix and Lane, the aforementioned duo, were with me in the back seat, flanking me on either side. The three of us were in another world. Thanks to my method of distraction, the twins were ignorant to the ramblings of their older brothers in the cockpit. Like a devoted mother, I did my best to keep the young boys happy the best way I knew how - wrapping my tiny hands around their cocks and stroking them until they made a mess of my throat.
As I often did on long drives, I took advantage of the tinted windows in the van to jerk off my boys in private. Even when David pulled up to a gas station, I would be free to pump my fist up and down their cocks, no matter how many blissfully ignorant strangers passed by the window.
I had one hand reserved for each of their dicks. Being seated between them gave me plenty of access to play with them while their older siblings navigated us to the beach.
The boys moaned in unison, confirming the existence of their psychic, twin-based telepathy. Their groans sounded nearly identical, but the method of extracting those noises required a special touch for each of my four boys.
Since I knew the twins so well, as much as I did my other boys, I knew exactly what methods to employ to make sure their orgasms were as fulfilling as possible. I took my job as their 'Free-Use Mommy' very seriously, so I had studied up until I memorized their unique preferences.
Felix wanted short, rapid flutters around the head of his cock, while Lane preferred long, even tugs that enveloped his whole shaft with each stroke. It was tough, at first - much like trying to pat your head and rub your tummy simultaneously - but years of practice had turned me into a regular handjob robot. The complex dance had required years of practice to memorize, but I knew every step.
Alex was annoyed with - or perhaps jealous of - his groaning brothers, so he could not stop himself from complaining, "Will you two keep it down? We're trying to listen to a podcast."
Felix chortled. "At least you aren't arguing anymore."
"You said it, bro," Lane agreed, signifying unity in the backseat.
"Look who's talking; the king and queen of pointlessly spirited debate." David sneered at them in the rearview mirror.
The twins raced each other to the punch. "Dibs on king!" they shouted, in unison. As it turned out, boys would be boys, even when they were receiving a handjob from their own mother.
"Volume, please." I chided my boys for their loud outburst.
In unison, once again, they replied, "Sorry, Mom."
To reward them for their well-intended apology, I ramped up the speed of my stroking. The increased pace made my metal bracelets jingle noisily on my wrist. It sounded like I was shaking a tin full of coins, as I rapidly pumped my little fists up and down my son's erect cocks.
I briefly paused my stroking, so that I could plop a large dollop of saliva into the middle of my left hand. Then, I rubbed my palms together so I ended up with two slippery mitts that were ready to grease up my two virile, young men.
I wrapped one gooey fist around their bulbous cock heads. I twisted my wrists in a corkscrew motion, which allowed my fingers to graze against the tether of sensitive skin located directly below the engorged helmets.
My hands and fingers instantly adopted the proper shape to accurately manipulate the twins' most tender spots. It was second nature; the muscle memory was set so deeplu in my brain that accessing it was as natural as drawing breath.
It was akin to a guitar player masterfully dabbling on their instrument, producing from it melodies that a commoner could never understand. Years of dedicated practice having transformed their hand from a simple palm and five fingers, into a tool perfectly designed to do one thing as effectively as it can. I was much the same, though the instruments whose intricacies I had spent so many hours committing to memory did not produce sound - only cum, and plenty of it. The crescendo of their orgasms, signified by the rich harmonies of their enchanting groans, was close at hand.
All that was in my stomach at the moment was a smoothie I had that morning, so I was wary of the protein shots that I knew my boys were about to add to my liquid breakfast. The comparably thick, viscous texture shared by the smoothie and their semen was sure to upset my tummy. After swallowing both of their loads, along with the knowledge that Lane would likely produce twice the volume of Felix, I feared the sloshing of the mixture around my belly would make me feel a bit sick.
That was my burden to carry, and mine alone. I wanted my boys to feel good, so I swallowed my fears, much the same way I was about to swallow their rich, buttery cum without a peep of complaint.
Felix announced that he was about to cum, likely beating Lane out by a few short seconds. I turned to the latter and kissed his cheek, whispering in his ear, "Mommy will be right back."
As I relinquished Lane's cock, I felt him throb with excitement - though, perhaps, it was the green beast, known as jealousy, once again rearing its ugly head. If it was, he said nothing to confirm it. Any jealous feelings that arose in our family were quickly quashed— my pussy and I made sure of it. None of my sons received special treatment, so their envy only ever lasted until they had their turn with me.
I clamped my mouth around the head of Felix's cock, locking the head between my lips just as a rush of blood flared the fat, puffy mushroom. My tongue basted the sides of his helmet with saliva, fluttering its tender touch against the inflated knob, moments before his orgasm was announced to the entire car.
Felix groaned like a stuck pig, rooting his hands in my hair. I blocked out the sounds of bickering, and podcast rambling, to focus on the cock throbbing vigorously in my mouth.
His dick flexed like a bulging bicep and hurled forth a stream of thick, gooey cum. It was pungent, just as I knew it would be. Each of my boys tasted different than his brother; their flavours were as varied as the consistency of their semen.
I lurched reflexively, gagged by the viscous glue clinging to the walls of my throat. I remained as still as I could after that, trying to focus on anything other than the hot slime trickling down my esophagus.
More of his sticky glue erupted onto my tongue, joining the mixture of saliva and cum that saturated my taste buds like wallpaper paste. I ushered it to the back of my throat to join the first helping he had fed me, and had not swallowed yet. The pool of frothy cum in my gullet was a pool of salty bubbles, each one tickling the walls of my throat when they popped.
The final dribbles of thin, watery cum spilled from his dick, informing me that the bulk of his deposit was over. All that was left to do was throw my head back and...
GULP!
Felix's cum sank into my belly like a heavy stone. I stuck my tongue out at him, the customary practice, to prove that all of it had gone where I intended it to.
I had gotten more than I bargained for with my first son, doubling the anxiety I had towards swallowing his brother's load next. One thing at a time, Claire, I had thought to myself, hoping to spark some encouragement.
David filed a formal complaint. "Are you two done yet? He was so fucking loud, Mom."
"Fuck yeah, I'm done." Felix was entirely unbothered by his brother's remarks.
"Boys! La-lang... ahem!" I coughed heartily. My words got caught on a glob of cum stuck at the back of my throat. I cleared my throat one more time before speaking again. "Language, please."
"Sorry, Mom."
It was becoming a catchphrase for the day, and we had not even left the car yet.
"We're almost there," David insisted, gesturing at Lane. "Can you please hurry up so that I don't have to pull onto a side road?"
Lane had not stopped jerking off since the moment I switched my focus onto Felix. I asked him if he was close, hoping we would not have to make a back-alley pit stop where the entire car would be waiting for him to finish in my mouth.
Lane promised me that he was close, but asked for one last thing before he reached his climax; "I think I'll come faster if you just—"
Everyone in the car interrupted Lane when they chimed in all at once; "Play with my balls!"
"Shut up!" he shouted back at his cackling brothers.
Due to the nonexistence of boundaries between us, it was impossible to keep sexual proclivities a secret. All my boys knew, to varying extents, what kinds of kinks their siblings were into.
I beamed Lane a warm, comforting smile. "Of course, I can, honey."
I spat a glob of saliva onto my hand and slid it underneath his balls. My index finger and thumb made a circle around the root of his tightly pulled sack, fitting his balls in the center of my palm. I gently cradled both of the fat eggs, holding them steady while Lane stroked his cock.
"M-Mom!" he announced excitedly.
My heart leapt into my throat, but there was no time for hesitation. I timed the switch perfectly - Lane removed his hand from his cock just in time for me to seal my lips around the bulging knob. I locked it away in the wet, slimy cell seconds before the first bulky cable of goo splattered against my tonsils.
I knew that, if I wanted to successfully swallow Lane's entire load, I needed to work for it. On more than one occasion, I had attempted to let his orgasm end before I tried to swallow, but engulfing it all at once was an impossible task. It always ended the same - some would shoot out of my nose, and the rest would spill from my overfilled mouth like a burst dam.
Neither of those were outcomes I would tolerate at that moment. I was left with one option— swallow each rope one at a time before the following dose was emptied into my throat. It was a race against time, but I knew I could do it. I had to.
The first serving of cum fired from the end of his cock. His was hotter than Felix's, and much stickier. The syrupy cream oozed down my gullet, but got stuck to the walls of my throat halfway down.
I wanted to take a breath, but there was not a second to spare. The second helping of cum, announced by a sensationally virile throb, coated my uvulae before I had time to swallow the first. Droplets of thick, briny goo rained down on my tongue, coating my taste buds.
I ushered the second load into position with the first. I squeezed my eyes tight and forced them down my esophagus. I repeated the process like a machine made to extract cum as efficiently as possible, gobbling down one rope after another, despite the gurgles of discontent from my stomach. The chunky butter plopped into my belly, mingling with the saltine smoothie that Felix had left in there.
It may have been my imagination, but I could have sworn that having two different masses of cum swimming inside such a small space made them want to compete with each other. The tumultuous battle for room inside my belly began, like two beta fish instinctively attacking each other, with no concern for how their fighting might disturb the water.
The 'water' in question being my stomach, I had to endure the endless sloshing of cum, like a stew that seemed to only grow into a big, boiling broth the longer that it marinated in my bubbling gut.
"Fuck, Mom. That was amazing," Lane congratulated me.
I threw back my head and wrapped a hand around my throat, massaging my esophagus. His cum was so sticky that I had to manually encourage the remnants of it to go along with the rest, to follow them into grandmother's growling belly.
I knew at that moment that Lane's children would be as troublesome as the man they came from. They clearly inherited their father's penchant for disobeying authority. Even when their own grandmother tried to swallow them into her growling gut, along with all their brothers and sisters, they refused to budge. It reminded me of arguing with Lane about his bedtime, when he would try to get ten more minutes of television time, despite having school the next day. I always got my way in the end, much like I did moments later, when I finally urged the rest of my reluctant meal into my stomach.
"All gone, sweetheart!" I stuck my tongue out, panting like an exhausted gazelle.
"Good timing, we're here!" David announced, with a pessimistic pout.
The boys, excluding David, lit up with glee. Alex socked him in the shoulder, which earned him a dirty look from his older brother.
Undeterred by David's scowl, Alex leaned over to clap directly in his face. "Woooo! We're here! That's exciting! Right, David?" It was like watching a trainer try to teach a monkey how to celebrate.
The twins joined in, sarcastically over-praising David for his valiant effort.
"He did it! He got us here in one piece!" Felix cheered.
Lane patted his big brother on the back. "Truly outstanding work, D. Is there anything you can't do?"
"Yeah... to put up with this much longer." David rolled his eyes, but failed to hide the subtle smirk that crept onto his face.
It was a 'blink-and-you-miss-it' moment, but I caught the flash of his shallow dimple in the rearview as he exited the car. The frustration of driving all the way here had already begun to fade, and by the time we were unpacking our gear from the trunk, it had disappeared completely.
Given that we were all in a better mood, the sun at the beach shone even brighter. We cheerfully divided tasks among the five of us, though the nausea from my heavy, bloated cum-belly forced me to take a lighter load - pun very much intended!
The core of our beach setup was a large tent, sporting blue and white stripes, that was capable of housing our entire family. We loved spending time at the beach, so the investment in a tent for privacy had already paid for itself tenfold.
Each side of the tent, with the exception of the front, was walled off to provide shelter from the wind, the sand, and the prying eyes that existed all around us. The top kept the sun off of our backs, making the tent a practical necessity if we wanted to spend the entire day on the sand.
David loaded the shelter into his arms. He had erected it so many times that we usually let him take charge by himself. Alex was schlepping an oversized cooler, filled to the brim with every kind of snack and drink that we could cram inside. The twins shuttled two armfuls each of beach chairs and, more importantly, towels.
The sun, beating down on my arms and face, tingled my skin. There were but a handful of stray clouds floating uselessly overhead that gave little protection against the scorching rays bathing everything in its inescapable warmth. I wore the heat like a blanket, though its weight on my shoulders was a reminder to invest earnestly in suntan lotion.
On our walk to claim our favourite out-of-the-way spot, we passed a slew of other families. Many of them had kids, bringing to the forefront of my brain all the fond memories of raising my own children.
The blistering heat had put one particular child, whose face reminded me of Alex's as a boy, in a fiendish mood. He huffed and puffed, with his face turning all shades of red, whether from frustration or the heat I could not be sure. His mom, I assume, handed him an ice pop, but I could tell by the look on his face that he was too far into the throes of a tantrum for that to work.
Still, the image of a mother consoling her son struck a chord with me, and with good reason.
When we had left the house earlier that day, the twins were in sour moods. There was something about 'cheating in 2K' - a basketball game they often played - that had turned them into vitriolic lawyers. I knew two minutes into their spirited debate that it had the potential to ruin our trip, so I did what any good mom would do.
I jerked them off.
Doing so had put them in such a good mood that they completely dropped the pointless argument and quickly found common ground in the pleasure of my attentive handjob. Thus, with their moods improved, they did not hesitate to do the heavy lifting.
The large, finicky chairs were a nightmare to carry, but they did not make a peep in the way of excuses. Instead, as they walked ahead of me, I watched them cackle with laughter while trying to be the first to knock the other person off balance.
"You're cheating, bro!" Felix accused, kicking a pinecone at Lane.
Lane kicked it back forcefully. "How can I be cheating? There aren't any rules!"
David was at the head of the pack, leading us as per usual, which left Alex and me alone at the back of the small wandering party. I bopped his head with a pool noodle, which was hard to do, considering he was over a foot taller than me.
"Ready to get wet?" I chimed, happily.
"Are you?" He gestured to the tent in David's arms. "I'm pretty sure everyone on the beach knows why we bring this thing with us."
"Oh, hush. They have no idea! What I choose to do with my boys in the safety of our flimsy tent is my business."
Alex cracked a sly grin. "That sounds suspiciously like a woman who wants to fuck her sons in public."
I feigned a surprised gasp. "And that, young man, sounds like the boy that wants to go last!"
We got to our usual spot and the boys set up the shelter. On busier days, there was a risk that our favourite spot might have been taken. Thankfully, the beach was not suffering from its usual abundance of board shorts and bikinis, but there were still enough people walking about that it was necessary to abstain from the more popular areas. We wanted privacy, first and foremost, but our options were limited.
Behind the tent was a large sand dune, and behind the dune was a pathway that led straight to the boardwalk. It was not the most popular way to get there, but there would certainly be a few people who wandered that way and ran the risk of hearing us in the tent.
Nobody could see past the sand dune unless they climbed over it, but the position of our tent was placed in a way that intentionally discouraged such a path. We were far enough from the water, and the popular resting spots, so our secrecy was ensured. On slow days, people rarely walked down far enough to bother us, and we kept to ourselves - it was a perfect system.
David nailed the final spike into the ground and declared the tent a success. "Finished!"
I was the only one around to hear it, since his three siblings had already headed for the water without him. I was invested in my detective novel, prepared to spend the next hour listening to the waves, while I embroiled myself in mystery.



I did not look up from my book when I said; "I think it looks great, honey."
"Thanks, Mom." It was adorable how such a simple compliment could encourage him so.
"Are you gonna go play with your brothers?"
Those brothers were engaged in a contest to see who could hold their breath underwater the longest, while the other two tried to pull them back up to the surface. It was a strange tug-o-war, but I supposed it was good that my kids made a game out of trying not to drown, rather than the opposite.
"I think they're having plenty of fun without me. Besides, I'm beat from driving down and setting up this damn thing."
"But you do it every time, because you love when people depend on you." I shot him a knowing look over the top of my book.
David rubbed the back of his neck with a sheepish grin. "Yeah, I know. I like it more when you depend on me, though."
I closed my book with a defiant clap. "Oh, do you? And what sorts of things can I depend on you for?"
David glanced around as if a spy were hiding in our midst, checking to see if his brothers were in earshot. "I don't hear you wailing like a cat with a stepped-on tail when you're with them."
I swatted his leg with my three-hundred page novel. "You are treading very thin ice, mister."
"Oh, am I?" David scooted closer. He leaned over top of me and pushed me onto my back, without having to lay a finger on me. I lay myself flat under the sheer pressure of his domineering presence, pressing myself into the cool sand beneath us.
I threw my book to the side of the tent so I had both hands free to latch onto his hulking biceps. My thumbs dug into the firm muscle tissue, marvelling at the man my son had become. My heart swelled with pride; he truly was a remarkable young gentleman.
David slid between my legs. He held his body above me with a forearm braced above my head. The moment his other hand rested on my waist, my body tingled with excitement. There was no force on Earth great enough to stop my body from melting under his tender touch - I responded to him at a chemical level. As soon as he wanted me, I needed him.
He kissed me, slowly at first, but quickly built speed until we were voraciously devouring each other's tongues with reckless abandon. I moaned into his mouth, relishing the way his fingers dug into my waist when my tongue fluttered against his.
I looped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer, so he would not consider pulling away from me for even a split second. His hand wandered between my thighs, pushing on the inside until I obeyed and spread myself for him. He tugged aside the thin string of my bikini bottoms - the only thing keeping my vagina from being exposed.
My heart went into overdrive when he growled, his deep voice rumbling like the approach of rolling thunder, "You're already wet, Mommy."
I had developed a keen sense for when to switch between mommy-mode, and 'mommy'-mode. There was an element of fun, almost innocent, teasing in our family, but there were often key moments that offered an opportunity to embellish the taboo of what we were about to do.
"Mommy's baby boy made her pussy go all soggy. Didn't it, sweetheart?" I drooled melted sugar over my words until they were rich enough to cause a cavity.
"Holy fuck," David gawked lamely. "I love it when you talk like that."
I smiled like I had just been appraised at auction for twenty billion dollars. Nothing in the world made me happier than making my sons feel good. When it came to them, I was the truest definition of a people pleaser.
"I know you do; that's why Mommy does it."
"Can I taste her?" David asked, with a tender squeeze of my pussy mound.
I caressed his cheek, prompting him to tilt his head and kiss the heel of my palm. "Mommy would like that very much."
I lifted my legs high in the air, with my toes pointed to the sky, so David could remove my bottoms. He peeled the cotton barrier off of my pussy like the sticker on a ripe, juicy peach. Strands of syrup clung to the garment, their thin, glistening vines stretching all the way from the bikini bottoms to my drooling lips. They stayed connected as long as they could, but one by one, the slimy tethers broke as he pulled the bottoms away from my body.
I was laid bare, in ways wholly unbecoming of a mother, exposed for his thirsty gaze to soak in every drop of my naked vagina.
David sucked in a sharp breath. "She's so fucking beautiful, Mom."
I knew that he was watching my every move, so I took my sweet time pulling my knees up to my chest. His eyes did not waver for a second, eagerly watching the parting of my pussy lips to witness the display of raw flesh buried between them. The succulent curtains parted to reveal the small opening waiting for him to dive in tongue first.
I patted the dense, fluffy patch of brown fur atop my chubby mound. I had recently had her waxed to keep the border of the wide, fuzzy triangle in shape - at the request of my ravenously horny children.
"She is as beautiful as she is lonely. No more dilly-dallying! Hurry up and eat, so you can go play with your brothers."
"Yes, ma'am!"
David wrapped his arms underneath my legs and pulled me close, squeezing my thighs tightly to his head like a pair of earmuffs. He plunged his tongue into me, exploring the depths of my vagina with wanton curiosity.
Over two decades ago, that was his bedroom. I grew him in my belly with love and care, not knowing at the time that he would be returning to claim it as his own before he was old enough to buy himself a beer. I kept his room just the way he left it, and each time he returned, it was a nostalgic reunion for us both.
I peeled my pussy apart, exposing the pulsating, pink pearl at the helm. David's tongue was drawn like a magnet to my clit, smothering the sensitive button with his tongue. Every one of his taste buds, like a million delicate hairs, were dragged over my clit.
I raked my toes, with their dazzling red polish, up the small of his back. The tiny rubies tickled him, sending waves of frisson through his limbs that manifested in an army of goosebumps across his enormous forearms.
David eyeballed my poor, helpless pussy like a snake sizing up its dinner. He opened his jaw wide enough to cover the length of my slit and engulfed it in one fell swoop, slithering his tongue inside to prod at my velvet walls. I showed my gratitude by squeezing down, encasing his tongue. I hoped that, if I clenched tightly enough, he would feel my heart racing through my rapidly pulsing pussy - that would surely be enough to communicate my appreciation.
David murmured something under his breath, but it was muffled by the river of nectar flooding his mouth.
"W-what was that, honey?" I panted.
David pulled his face from between my legs, revealing a thick, glossy coating of juice that glistened on the lower half of his face. A fat bead of nectar fell from his chin when he repeated, "I said, 'you're welcome', Mom."
Naturally, my own flesh and blood understood the meaning behind my squeezes. We could communicate without a word spoken; something I shared with all my sons, but had never experienced with their father.
Seeking to test the limits of the hive mind we shared, I sandwiched David's head between my legs. He looked up at me, peering through a bushy, chestnut forest of pubic fur to catch the devilish glint in my eye. He knew something was coming, and I hoped he was prepared to roll with it — literally!
I slowly rolled my hips to the side, hinting that we were changing position. He patiently followed my movements and rotated with me, ending up on his back with his face staring up at the ceiling - or, more accurately, my vagina.
I put all my weight onto my knees and straightened my back, peering down on the handsome gentleman trapped below me. I straddled his face triumphantly, impressed that we had pulled off the maneuver so flawlessly. It was a gymnastics routine we had never practiced, but, thanks to our unspoken chemistry, it went off without a hitch.
My pussy, hovering above his mouth, claimed victory over her fallen foe. I pumped my fists in the air. "Mommy wins!"
I was too immersed in the moment to notice that, since I was facing the back of the tent, anybody passing by could see my head from the neck up. If they did, they also saw me singing my own praise, but they were ignorant to the depraved act taking place just a few yards away.
David's tongue furiously speared my pussy, plugging my hole with his fat, pink python. My clit was a punching bag for his tongue, enduring a violent barrage of lashings that each sent a wave of electricity through my whole body. The hair on the back of my neck was permanently standing on end, unable to relax, while my son still had his tongue pressed flat against my sensitive button.
I bore down, using my weight to crush my clit against his tongue while I rode his face, using him for my own pleasure. I knew he could handle it, but a part of me felt guilty to grind on him so aggressively. The poor boy was practically blowing bubbles in my pussy syrup, drowning in Mommy's moat like he was being waterboarded.
"I'm gonna..." I did not have the focus to finish the thought, but a reassuring squeeze from David on my thighs - still squashing his skull from either side - told me that he understood.
I crouched down so that I would not accidentally make eye contact with anyone outside the tent. All they could see was my face, but if my eyes rolled into the back of my head, it would be a dead giveaway that something very interesting was happening in our tent.
I clutched David's head with both hands to hold myself steady, while my orgasm ripped through me. I shook like a Chihuahua, helpless to the spread of dopamine coursing through my veins. I soaked David's mouth with a torrent of honey, and hoped he could hold his breath long enough to be rescued from the hot, sloppy swamp.
If it was a problem, he never said a word. He just looked up at me, eyes peering over my pussy fur, with unrestrained lust in his gaze. His tongue did not stop wiggling for a single second. It stirred around no matter how hard I squeezed, pushing aside the walls of my squishy tunnel with no idea of how close he came to making me scream my head off. He wanted me to make so much noise that everyone on the beach would know our little secret.
When I was done, I lifted my head and released the stale air plaguing my lungs. I felt like a whole new woman! In my dazed state of mind, and with my head raised, I absentmindedly locked eyes with another mother, who was piloting her young son on a leash. She waved to me, and I felt compelled to wave back, hoping that she did not catch the way my eye fluttered when my own boy slithered his tongue out of my quivering cunt.
I collapsed onto David, and cuddled into his chest, likely leaving the mysterious other mother to wonder what had made me disappear from sight so quickly. "That was so, so good, honey. Thank you."
"You know I'd eat that pussy anytime you ask, Mom."
I kissed his chest. "It's more fun when you offer."
I instantly recognized Felix's footsteps racing towards the tent, and seconds later, his face appeared in the entrance.
He was soaking wet, probably in search of a towel. "Are you two just gonna cuddle in here all day?"
"Maybe we are," David shot at him.
"Room for one more?" Felix moved to step into the tent without wiping his feet. It was probably a bluff that he knew he would not get away with, but the risk of getting wet sand in the tent could not be taken lightly.
"Felix, honey, you're soaking wet." I gestured from his matted hair down to the sand caked on his toes.
"Nah, I'm not that wet!" To prove his point, though he failed miserably at doing so, he wrung out his shorts. Nearly a cup of water was produced from the leg of his sodden trunks.
"Bro, I swear, if you get sand in here right after I set it up, I'm gonna lose it," David threatened his younger brother.
Felix crouched down and grabbed a handful of sand from outside the tent. The two boys were locked in a death stare, neither of them wanting to make the next move.
David narrowed his eyes, ramping up the tension of their standoff. "Don't do it."
Felix grinned, malice painted on every tooth. "I'm not gonna."
"Don't."
"I'm not gonna."
"Felix, you fucking—"
I clapped my hands in front of the two of them. The lightning crack of my palms snapped both boys to attention. "BOYS!"
The air was thick with tension, but I cut through it like a knife. Time froze while the boys decided how to proceed without incurring the wrath of their mother.
David crept onto his haunches like an Olympic sprinter, making his intentions clear as day. "Five."
"You wouldn't." Felix challenged his older brother to a game of chicken.
"Four."
"Outside the tent!" I cried out, in a last ditch effort to save the sanctity of our shelter.
"Threetwoone!" David hollered, exploding from the tent like a cannonball. Felix took off just as quickly, laughing like a maniacal cartoon woodpecker as the two of them kicked sand into the air on their way down the beach.
Boys will be boys, and mine were definitely boys!
I opened my book, content with the peace and quiet I was finally allowed to experience. Birds squawked as they circled overhead, waiting for an unsuspecting victim to drop a French fry at their feet.
Waves crashing against the shoreline sounded like background static after a few minutes. It made the perfect background track to the occasional line of dialogue that could be discerned from the erratic slew of conversations that occurred just a few feet behind our secluded tent.
I listened to their stories, their complaints, and their desires. It was all very mundane stuff, but there was something magic about eavesdropping that made me feel like I knew something about the world that nobody else did.
The symphony of sounds was interrupted at its climax - a woman deriding her husband for his choice to wear Crocs to the beach - when Alex appeared in the tent.
I was not sure how long it had been, but I had only managed to get through a few sentences of my book before I had gotten lost listening to chattering strangers.
He gestured at his brothers, still play-fighting in the shallow waves. "What did you do to them?"
"Nothing! David ate me out, then he scared Felix off so that he wouldn't fill the tent with sand." I found it hilarious that 'eating me out' was such a casual occurrence that it was hardly worth mentioning at all.
"Yeah, that sounds like Felix. And David, too, now that I think about it."
"He does love eating Mama's pussy, doesn't he?" I wiggled my butt happily.
"We all do!"
I batted my eyelashes like a seductive supermodel. "Is that what you came here for, honey?"
Alex grinned. "Not exactly."
"Tell Mommy what you want, honey." I was never going to finish my book at this rate, but I thought that tending to my sons was a worthy priority.
"Has anybody fucked you yet?"
I had to think back to earlier that morning. "Hmm, no, I don't think so. Not today, at least!"
I parted my legs, thankful that I kept my underwear off so the reveal would dazzle my son in the intended fashion. Right on cue, Alex's eyes fell out of his head as soon as they witnessed my wet, furry pussy spreading her succulent petals for him.
Just like with David, I knew exactly when, and how, to turn up the heat. "You wanna be the first one in my 'Mommy pocket'. Is that right, sweetheart?"
It was a rhetorical question, and his pants were in a heap on the ground before I finished asking it.
Alex climbed on top of me, graciously accepting my invitation to trade wet, messy kisses back and forth. His cock, already full of blood and swollen like a fleshy balloon, nudged against my bare pussy. I took hold of it with one hand, pushing the engorged head through my soggy folds, until it lodged in the mouth of my opening. He pushed forward, guided by my fingers, and sank inside.
It was a beautiful sunny day, I did not have a care in the world, and my handsome son was looming over top of me with his cock throbbing in the depths of my pussy. What more could a mother ask for?
Alex fucked me slowly, like he always did. It was at odds with the fervent pussy-eating displayed by his older brother, but a difference in technique is something I appreciated about my boys. He had always been a fan of passionate, methodical lovemaking, and sometimes kissed me all the way up until he came.
I wrapped my legs around his butt and pulled him into me, flattening his spongy cock head against the bottom of my pussy. We ground together with his cock buried to the root. His body weight rested on me, pinning me to the tent floor.
His balls tightened up. They drew close to his body to form a fat, squishy bulge that wedged snugly between the curvaceous swell of my ass cheeks. I clenched the cushy mounds, making them caress his balls with a tender butt hug.
Our moment of solitude was rudely, but not unexpectedly, interrupted when Lane came trudging up to the tent.
Alex did not stop fucking me, he did not even slow down, but he stopped kissing me so that I could talk to his little brother while his cock sawed in and out of me.
"Should I go?" Lane asked sincerely, not wanting to disturb us.
"No, no." I refused to reject my boys if I had the power to say yes. "He's almost done. Do you want me to suck your dick while Alex finishes fucking me?"
Alex dragged his body off of me and sat up on his knees. He did not want to be face to face with his brother's cock while I got him hard with my mouth, which I thought was fair. They were close, but not that close!
My middle son wrapped his arms under my thighs. With a sharp yank he pulled me toward him and threw my legs onto his shoulders, wearing my pudgy thighs like suspenders.
Our cherished, private grind session was lovely, but I got a bigger kick out of the powerful thrusting Alex adopted once he was towering over. The leverage allowed him to drive his dick into me like a sledgehammer, thrusting into the cozy tunnel of warm, succulent flesh so hard that he kissed the cushy wall at the bottom with every stroke.
I cast my gaze up at Lane, who was staring with fascination at my bouncing breasts. Every thrust from his older brother made them clap together, each massive boob a tidal wave that crashed into the other. He was captivated by the vast sea of jiggling breast meat - a small boat tossed aside by waves so tremendous that they would have toppled a container ship.
Lane had been jerking himself off, but the hypnotic dance of my tits diverted his focus. His mouth hung open - his world was on pause, waiting in a daze for someone to take over for him.
I wanted to get his attention away from my tits, so I snuck a hand underneath his balls and gave them a firm, gentle squeeze. If he was too distracted to get hard on his own, I would happily take over.
Lane's eyes quickly darted to mine, prompting me to begin my seduction ritual. I opened my mouth as wide as I could, allowing my tongue to fall out from my mouth like I was rolling out the red carpet. My eyes begged, pleaded without a shred of decency, for him to satiate my hunger. He nodded; he fully understood my intent. He took his hands off of his cock and relinquished control. Finally, it was mine.
I cupped my hand under his fat, dangling balls and used them like a leash to gingerly pull him closer to my gaping maw. He shuffled on his knees to get as close to my mouth as possible.
My son's semi-erect dick popped into my mouth, announced by the familiar, pleasant musk of his manhood. My tongue fluttered against his frenulum, tickling the area just below the crown. I knew my boys well; getting Lane hard was as simple as flipping this tiny, particular switch.



Within seconds the soft bulb on my tongue was flooded with blood. The head ballooned to almost twice its size, making it hard—but not impossible—to circle the entire thing with my tongue.
Like a devoted mother, I yet again sacrificed my own needs for my son. That need, specifically, was oxygen. I drew a deep breath to steady myself. I kept my grip on the back of Lane's balls, ensuring he would not budge when my lips began to creep down his shaft.
Stifling my instinct to gag on the pulsating slab of meat was an uphill battle. I patiently eased the thick, veiny monster further down my throat, one fat inch at a time. My brow was furrowed in concentration, scrunched tight, as I swallowed another girthy portion. Lane's cock head tickled the back of my throat, and with one final lurch, I embedded him inside of it. Every side of his pulsating rod was smothered by walls of crushed velvet.
"Mom," Alex grunted. "I'm almost there."
I did not want to release Lane so soon after taking him all the way to the hilt - he should be allowed to enjoy my throat undulating around him no matter how close his older brother was to seeding me. I figured that sensation would only increase if I tried to talk with him lodged in my gullet, so I gave it a shot.
Predictably, it came out like a groggy, gurgling mess as I fought to stop saliva from drooling out of the cracks of my stretched lips. "Ou et ah-hi!"
"What?" Alex did not understand me.
Thankfully, Lane did. "She says to 'do it inside', I think."
I nodded enthusiastically, as if Lane had guessed the answer in a heated game of charades, gurgling with glee that he had figured it out. To drive the point home, I patted the top of my puffy mound a couple of times.
My pussy slaps made muffled tapping noises due to the dense, dark brown carpet that pointed towards my slit like a furry welcome mat. Had my pussy been completely shaven, I was sure that passersby would have heard the salacious skin-on-skin slapping that usually meant only one thing.
I tightened my legs around Alex's neck to trap him in place. I locked eyes with my son, daring him to look away from me. If he was going to cum inside his own mother, the least he could do was look me in the eye while he did. It was common decency, after all.
Alex dug his fingers into my thighs. He thrust to the bottom one final time, his left eye twitching violently under the blissful enchantment of his mommy-made orgasm.
Cum splashed against my cervix, basting the entrance to my womb with ropes of hot, sticky plasma. Its warmth, radiating from deep in my belly, spread through me like wildfire.
Alex shoved into me, desperately trying to bring himself as close to me as he could. I linked my legs behind his back to encourage him to push as hard as he wanted. His cock throbbed with tremendous power, spewing another heavy rope from the end. The walls of my vagina were coated in a thick, gluey coat of paint.
Alex pulled his cock out of me as slowly as he could manage. I clenched down on him, tightening the seal to create a vacuum at the bottom of my pussy for his cum to settle into. Just as I hoped, it pooled against my cervix and stayed obediently in place when his dick finally slid out of me.
I closed my legs and relished the results of his thorough breeding, but the daydream did not last long.
"Mom?" Lane yanked me out of the clouds, and pulled his dick out of my mouth along with it.
"Lemme guess." I straightened my legs and pointed my toes to the sky, then used my yoga training to meticulously pry my legs apart like they were stuck together with road tar. "You want to fuck Mommy, too? Just like you saw your big brother do?"
"I wish, Mom. But..." Lane trailed off.
The realization shocked me to my core - none of my sons ever had a problem with stamina. There were certainly times where they could not last as long as they usually do, but it was so rare that it always surprised me when it happened.
I kissed Lane's cock head, lazily rolling my tongue around to batter the inflated crown with sloppy smooches. "Oh, honey. Is Mommy's mouth going to make you cum already?"
"I can't help it! You look so fucking hot!"
"I don't think I can swallow anymore." My stomach flipped at the mere mention of ingesting another load of baby butter. "You and Felix practically flooded my tummy back in the car!"
Lane blushed. "Oh, I'm sorry."
"It's okay, baby. I'm not mad. Do you want to shoot it all on my face this time?" I sweetened the deal, hoping to alleviate the guilt from him and his brother turning my belly into something that resembled the dumpster outside of a pudding factory. I was happy to be their dumping ground, but only if they enjoyed treating me as such.
"That's my cue to go get a burger. Do you guys want anything?" Alex slipped back into his swim trunks.
Lane and I were absorbed in each other, our stare unbroken when we gave a resounding, "No."
I idolized my children evenly, but in a one-on-one, I could not help myself from feeling like this was the only man in the world I wanted to be with— to serve.
At that moment, the man in question was Lane. I wanted him to feel good, and as selfish as it may be I did not want any other woman on Earth to make him feel like I could. Not then, not ever.
Lane stood up and I followed, but stopped on my knees halfway. I knelt in front of him, dwarfed by his lumbering frame, with love in my eyes that I hoped he could feel deep in his soul. He stroked his cock, staring down at me.
I let him stroke his cock a few times before I decided to help by offering him a warm, wet place to store his dangling balls. My hands were rooted on his thighs for support as I leaned in. I sucked one of his balls into my mouth, curling my tongue around the swollen orb like I was swaddling a newborn baby. I slid my tongue underneath his testicle, gingerly basting it with saliva.
I wiggled my tongue to the bottom of my mouth as far as I could. I needed to make room inside my mouth so I could wedge the second ball inside, too. I hated the idea that only one of them would be treated to the boon of mouth keeping it warm, while the other was left out in the cold. I unhinged my jaw like a snake and pushed on the back of his lonely ball with my finger, urging it through the tightly stretched ring of suction to join its brother inside.
With my lips tightly secured around the base of his sack, I nursed like I was trying to suck the paint off an Easter egg. Lane eagerly jerked himself off, groaning so incessantly that it sounded like one long, drawn-out sound.
I almost felt bad for him. To be so overwhelmed with pleasure that he simply could not withstand the slow, agonizing seconds before his body finally allowed him to orgasm was a deliciously sinful torture.
For the fourth time that day, one of my children announced that he was going to cum for me. All I had to do was sit back and present my face like a canvas awaiting his artistic flair.
I told myself I would keep my eyes open, but those dreams were dashed along with the first volley of cum. It splattered like a grenade on my cheek, sending shrapnel in every direction. One of those directions was my right eye, forcing me to close it just as the second rope of hot glue - an impressive increase over the first - exploded against my eyebrow.
"Honey! My eyes!" I squealed in protest.
Three, four, five more individual streams were plastered over my cheeks and nose. Cum rained down on me, mingling with the previous layer until it all blended together. Lumpy globs of cum plummeted off of my chin. It was impossible to stop the continual melting of cum down my face. Each plump droplet met the same fate - splashing between my sagging udders.
I pushed my tits together and spread around the copious covering of goo. The strands of sticky semen stretched between my tits, tying together the enormous piles of dough with a messy, white bow.
If he had not cum in the car an hour earlier, there would have been way more. Thank God for that - I could already feel the heavy mask of cum seeping into my pores like a rich, luxurious moisturizer. The hot, white serum drooled down my cheeks. Thick globs plummeted off of my face like they were cliff jumping, splattering my face with droplets of warm syrup when they exploded against my breasts.
I blinked hard a couple of times, clearing the deluge of semen away from my eyes. My vision was blurry, but I could still recognize the striking image of my son towering over me, his rigid cock - with a bead of cream still clinging to the tip - bouncing less than an inch away from my face.
I leaned forward and slurped the dollop off the end, bathing my tongue in the salty brine. I knew how sensitive he was after cumming, but did not expect the sudden blow to send him stumbling backwards.
"S-sensitive, Mom!" he cried.
I wiped a dribble of cum from the corner of my mouth and slurped it off of my finger. "I couldn't help myself!"
Rapidly approaching footsteps outside the tent made alarms ring in my head, but they were put to rest when David's face appeared in the doorway of the tent.
He acted like a cop with a giant flashlight he shone in our faces. "What's going on in here? Are you kids causing trouble?"
I held my hands in the air, playing along with the bit. "Nothing, officer! I'm just relieving my son of some awfully painful swelling." My acting was worthy of several Academy Awards. I'd like to see Meryl Streep perform like that with a face full of cum!
"Well, as it turns out, I might need some relief, as well." David dropped his drawers.
A mother's work was never done.
I should have known better than to bring a book with me. At that point, I had yet to read a single chapter. The book sat closed on the towels in the corner of the tent, and it would remain there for the rest of the day.
David was not the last of my children to fuck me that day. Hell, he was not even the last one to do so in that same hour. They were insatiable, but that was how I raised them. My sons took what they wanted from life, and more often than not I was the only thing they wanted.
The rest of the day consisted of more sex than it did swimming, and by the time we went home, I needed to sit on a beach towel so that the reservoir of cum churning inside my pussy did not seep into the car seat. Needless to say, the towels did not survive the journey.
The next time we went to the beach, I did not bother to bring a book at all - my boys turned out to be all the entertainment I needed.
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The doctors had never seen anything like it before. We'd gone to several of them over the years, but none had ever seen a case of sleepwalking that was as chronic and debilitating as the one that afflicted Tom, my son of nineteen years.
His father, Donald, and I had spent his entire childhood trying to find a reason to explain his situation. We could not let him stay the night at a friend's house, or go to sleepaway camp. Things that a normal boy should have been able to do had been out of the question for Tom, and even as an adult his illness was too severe to allow him to lead a normal life.
The only solution, beyond the therapy and medicine, was to keep Tom strapped down at night. A third party was required to fasten the buckles, so without me or Donald, he was completely helpless to manage his own condition. Tom would have to live with us until someone else was willing to take over that nightly ritual.
It sounded harsh, but it was absolutely imperative that he not be allowed to escape. As a child, his 'jailbreaks' had occasionally ended with a call to the fire department. Even his less destructive ones had still caused us no end of headaches.
As he'd aged, his outbursts and his 'missions,' as we called them, had become increasingly severe. The dark turn had occurred when Tom was seventeen, on a night where Donald had mistakenly left a buckle undone that had facilitated his escape.
The events of that night were difficult to talk about as a family. Tom did not remember anything of the trauma he had inflicted on his father and me, but for me and Donald, it was a vivid memory.
On the night in question, Donald had caught Tom trying to climb out of his bedroom window. By the time he'd gotten to our son, Tom already had one foot outside of the window. There'd been nothing below to catch his fall, so whatever 'mission' he'd been on would have led to injury, and possibly even his death. My husband had heroically tackled Tom to the ground just moments before he leapt out, but being unable to complete his 'mission' had put Tom in a fit of rage.
I had never seen Tom hit someone before, but that night I'd watched helplessly as he'd gone on a violent rampage against my husband. He was at least a foot taller than Donald, and had easily had forty pounds over him by then, leading to a one-sided bludgeoning that had not at all represented a fair fight. The beating had ended with Donald in a pool of blood with several of his teeth missing.
When it had run its course, Tom had climbed back into bed like nothing had happened. He'd only awoken when the ambulances had arrived, with no idea who had beaten his father into a pulp.
With that incident fresh in our minds, it had become painfully obvious that Tom's condition was getting worse. We could not afford to take risks any more.
One evening, while seated around the dinner table, Tom mentioned that he was going to make a profile on a popular dating app. Perhaps it was an unusual thing to tell ones parents, but due to Tom's illness there was an atmosphere of vulnerability and openness amongst us that few other families could replicate.
Though he had some loose acquaintances, he did not have many close friends through which to meet women. Despite taking the initiative to create an account, he was not optimistic.
"What kind of woman would want to be with a guy that she has to tie down every night? I'm screwed!" He was half joking, but the way his smile quickly faded told me that it was not a laughing matter.
"That's total— I'm sorry, honey, but - bullshit!" I said defiantly.
Donald pointed his fork at me. "Your Mother is right. That's nothing compared to the baggage most guys your age come with."
Tom snorted. "What do you know about guys my age, Dad?"
Donald folded his hands like a wise guru. "I remember being one, for a start."
"Please, Father, please teach me the ways of your eternal wisdom," Tom pleaded sarcastically.
I hated the idea that Tom saw himself as unmarketable due to his sleepwalking. He was a fantastic person, with a heart of gold and a face that anyone could love.
If I was twenty years younger... was a phrase I had caught myself thinking on more than one occasion, but I always felt guilty for it. What kind of mother thinks of her son that way, even for the briefest flash? I could not help myself. He was a catch, and I wished that there was some way I could make him believe that himself.
Later that night, the three of us watched a movie. I'd made a huge bowl of popcorn, but found myself in the kitchen making a second one before the opening credits were finished.
About forty minutes into the movie, there was an unexpected sex scene. It was not overly explicit, but I could tell that Tom was on edge from the subject matter alone. I thought that he was simply uncomfortable with watching such a scene with his parents, but a thought crossed my mind that was as alluring as it was terrifying.
My son is horny.
I wanted to ignore the idea, but the more I tried to brush it off, the louder it became inside of my mind.
I reflected back on the desire he had expressed over dinner. Tom wanted a girlfriend for the obvious reasons: partnership, growing close with someone, and all the innocent stuff that moms think about when they picture their baby boys entering the dating world. Seeing how the sex scene had made him squirm on the couch, however, made it crystal clear in my mind that he was deeply troubled by the hormonal urges that had once pestered us all.
When the movie ended, Tom quickly retreated to his room, leaving me in the family room with two things: my husband, and the sobering realization that, in the wake of mulling so intensely over Tom's horniness, I had contracted a case of those same urges myself. I could not admit to Donald the source of the lust that suddenly drove me up the wall, and he was too excited to ask questions.
I pleaded with Donald to sequester Tom into bed as soon as he could, promising that he could have whatever he wanted from me when he returned. Without that step in place - without the knowledge that Tom was secured in bad until the morning - nothing could move forward. Thankfully, Tom did not seem interested in staying up late.
When my husband returned to our bedroom, there was sheer, unabashed glee written across his face.
I giggled at his palpable elation. "I hope you didn't look like that when you tucked in Tom."
"Is it that obvious?" Donald asked, cringing.
"Only to me, honey." I spread my legs for him and, in the absence of any underwear, exposed my naked pussy.
Donald swallowed dryly. "Oh, wow. Lily, you look fucking beautiful."
"Then come make me feel beautiful, my big, strong man," I cooed, adding a wink.
It started out good. It wasn't bad, but it wasn't amazing; it was rarely the latter. There were some days where our sex was truly fantastic, but I had greater luck gambling on roulette than I did predicting whether or not Donald would be able to conjure up a memorable performance.
I loved my husband with every inch of my heart. He was the only man that I had ever been with, as is often the tale with high school sweethearts, so our sex was all I knew. I had never orgasmed with him, but I did not blame him for that fact. I could rarely bring myself to orgasm, even with the benefit of vibrators and whatever other tools one could imagine.
That night, like many before it, was not the passionate, lust-fueled romp that I was hoping for. I sucked Donald's dick for a minute or so, which always earned me exceptional praise.
When we'd started dating, I had convinced him that I did not have a gag reflex. It was a silly lie that I had concocted to explain why I could deepthroat him so effortlessly, but the truth was that he was simply small enough for me to swallow his whole cock without much struggle. I knew men could often be sensitive about that fact, so, for better or worse, I wanted him to think it had nothing to do with his size.
When I was done sucking Donald's dick, I got onto my hands and knees so he could fuck me from behind. It was our bread and butter, and he was absolutely thrilled with it. Since I had essentially given up on any hopes of achieving my own orgasm, I was simply content to give him a way to make himself feel good.
A few minutes passed, each one filled with Donald's laboured grunting. My face was buried in the sheets for most of it, but when I felt him getting close, I raised my head so that he could pull my hair. It was his favourite move, and I could see it coming a mile away.
When my eyes snapped open, they were aimed at the door. It was open, just a crack, but without any light it was difficult to see into the shadows that haunted the hallway.
Still, in that dark, looming blackness, my brain recognized something. It was not a conscious thought, but once I paid attention to it, the threat became undeniable. Alarm bells rang out. Panic seized my body and stiffened the hairs on the back of my neck into tiny, delicate razorblades. A tall, menacing figure, shrouded in darkness, shuffled side to side behind the door.
He was watching us.
"H-honey..." my voice trailed off, my throat spontaneously dry. "There's someone there."
Donald chortled. "What?"
"The door. Oh my god. The fucking door, Donald!" I wanted to run into the closet, hide under the bed, or jump out the window - anything to get myself out of this situation - but I could not move. I was frozen in fear, and stayed that way when the lumbering giant pushed open the door to our bedroom.
Tom was a redwood, towering and still, in the doorway. He blocked our only viable escape route, trapping us inside the room unless we broke a window. His eyes were shut tight, and he was as naked as the day I'd pushed him out of me. The pair of boxers in his right hand were clenched as tightly as his jaw, making him look like a barbarian proudly clutching a loincloth trophy from a fallen enemy whose dwelling he had just ransacked.
"How did he get out?" I squeaked.
Donald lowered his head. "I was in a rush to get back to you, so I guess I missed a buckle."
My voice was small and scared. "Let's just see where he goes. Maybe he won't do anything stupid this time."
Donald's eye twitched nervously, haunted by the trauma of his violent beating. "Whatever he does, we cannot wake him up."
Fight or flight: that's exactly what I felt, for the first time in my life, when Tom stepped further into the room. I gave a startled gasp, but stifled the end of it with my hand. I bit down on my palm to stop myself from whimpering like a frightened puppy while our son crept closer to the bed.
The door was on my side of the bed, placing me between Tom and my husband. I hated Donald for not throwing his body in front of me as a shield. The panic in my body demanded he protect me, yet he remained motionless. All we could do was watch in silent terror as Tom made his way to my bedside.
I had always been proud of the size of my breasts. I know it is not something one can control, but over the years Donald had drilled into my head the notion that they were "as big as they are beautiful." This led me to embrace the hubris that came with overtly flaunting such a floppy, oversized pair of tits.
The affection Donald had for my boobs was clearly genetic, because his son was possessed of the same hopeless infatuation. With his boxers still clutched in one hand, Tom extended his other towards me with an obvious intention. Horror gripped Donald and me like an iron claw, both of us too scared to intervene, lest we incur his wrath.
Tom mindlessly groped my naked flesh, pawing at the breasts before him with no concern for whom they belonged to. He was not gentle, so I remained thankful that he was only using one hand. Stretch lines appeared around fingers, which sank in so deep that his nails were completely submerged.
If there was one thing to be grateful for, it was the fact that Tom had his eyes closed. Having my breasts exposed to him was incredibly shameful. He had not touched my boobs since I'd breastfed him as an infant. Despite the fact that his hands were mauling the tender milk bags from which he had once suckled so greedily, I was at least thankful that he could not see the vulgar display of blubber oozing through his fingertips.
He urgently kneaded the pile of dough in his hand, making his approval known through a series of satisfied grunts. I could not help that the attention made my body react on an instinctive level, turning my once-lifeless nipple into a firm, pink gemstone that protruded from my body. My rubbery areola was much too wide to fit in his palm, and no matter how widely he stretched his fingers, he could not contain even half of my gigantic breast in one hand.
"Honey," I gulped anxiously. "He's hard."
"I know," Donald sighed.
"And he's huge." My heart raced a little faster.
Donald laughed, which took some of the tension out of the air. "I can see that. He should be thanking us!"
I joined in his laughter, happy to embrace anything that did not remind me that my son was lazily fondling my tits. Unfortunately, the moment of levity was short-lived. I sucked my teeth and turned to face my husband. "Should we tell him about this tomorrow?"
"I don't think so, he'll be too embarrassed. I guess it'll be our little secret. I'm sure he'll get bored soon and—" Donald stopped talking mid-sentence. His wide-eyed, nervous gaze was tracking something behind my head. I was scared to turn around.
Tom's hand, with fingers made of stone, took a fistful of my hair. He yanked my head backwards so that I was staring up at the ceiling. My eyes darted around, looking for something to focus on that would explain the source of my whiplash, but found only one thing to land on: Tom's face, with his eyes still closed, looming overhead.
I was a timid mouse, and he a fearsome lion, come to devour me in a single bite. Had my jaw not been tightly clenched, my chattering teeth would have been heard a block away.
"H-honey, what do I do?" I begged, with my racing heart punching holes in my ribcage.
"I don't know, I don't know, I don't know..." Donald chanted uselessly.
"Is he... oh God, he's going to make me..." I could not even bring myself to say the words.
Tom did not accept resistance. His grip on my hair tightened, and he dragged my face over to his crotch so that I was face to face with his enormous erection. The nine-inch monster jutted out from his body like a veiny, muscular flagpole. The bulging mushroom on the end flared angrily, engorged with blood and demanding satiation.
"Do... Do... Do I..." My heart was pounding in my ears, every beat reverberating through my skull. I could not think straight enough to form a single word, much less a whole sentence.
Donald sniffled and sucked in a wavering breath, admitting defeat. "Just open your month, honey. I don't want him to hurt you."
"N-no," I stuttered. "No, please. Please, this can't be real."
Tom emitted a low, furious grunt and shook my head like a toddler with a malfunctioning toy. He was out of patience.
"He could hurt us, Lily," Donald reminded me matter-of-factly. I don't know whose safety he was more concerned for - mine, or his - but he was right.
The head of Tom's cock nudged against my lips. It was hot — full of rage — rapping against my closed mouth in frustration. All I had to do was keep it shut and he would have no way to force himself inside, but the danger to Donald and me was too great. I had to open myself willingly and let him in, and that was the part that hurt most of all. I released the tension in my jaw, my lips trembling as I accepted the horrible nightmare that had become my reality.
I whimpered nervously, parting my lips so he could wedge the tip of his dick between them. The fleshy crowbar pried them open, pushing the rest of the fat, bulbous head inside. His manhood throbbed against my tongue, which was immediately flattened to the bottom of my mouth when he forced even more of his dick into my mouth.
My eyes were wide with fear and disbelief. I had never sucked a cock besides Donald's, so I was completely unprepared to feel the muscles in my jaw straining under the stress of their new, oversized guest. The head, lodged firmly against the roof of my mouth, was as smooth as glass, but soft and spongy like a marshmallow. His dick hugged every small bump and ridge along my upper palate as it ventured deeper, refusing to pause until the helmet nuzzled against the back of my throat.
I gagged instantly, my body lurching like I had just been punched in the stomach. A tear dribbled out of the corner of my eye. Warnings flashed through my brain, begging me to retreat, but I had to ignore them. I could not breathe properly with Tom so deeply embedded in my gullet, and what breath I could manage to draw was nothing more than a wet, gurgling mess.
The implications of gagging in front of Donald were not obvious to me, but they were to him. "I thought you didn't have a gag reflex?" he said.
When I did not answer, obviously preoccupied by a mouthful of our son, he clarified. "You never gag on my dick when you deepthroat me."
I could not believe that was what he was thinking about. I hated that, even with the unbridled panic coursing through my veins, my only thought was to comfort him in his moment of pain. I wanted to make his hurt disappear, no matter what I was going through.
Tom's grip relaxed on my head just for a second. It was not much, but it was enough. I channelled all my strength and pulled my head back, breaking free of his clutches. In that brief moment, I could not think of anything to say other than the truth.
"I'm sorry, honey. I lied, so you didn't feel so—" A small, wet belch escaped my lips, along with a glistening string of saliva that connected me to Tom's throbbing cock, dangling less than an inch from my face. "—So small."
The realization set in, and Donald's heart broke into a million tiny pieces.
Tom pumped his dick down my throat like I was a puppet. He drove himself against the soft wall at the back of my gullet, ignorant to the grotesque, wretched sputtering that he forced upon me. In between his long, drawn-out thrusts, there were only fractions of seconds when I could draw breath before he embedded himself again and cut off my air supply.
Only once his balls rested on my chin would he finally pull out so that I could take a breath. His persistent plunges ejected another resentful tear from the corner of my tightly clenched eye, forcing my cheeks to bear yet another salty badge of shame.
It was frighteningly easy to get used to Tom's routine thrusting, however rough it may have been, but I'd stopped feeling fear by then. I'd stopped feeling anything, emotionally, and only a distant recognition of my own physical discomfort.
I could handle the depth, despite what one might have inferred from my violent, full body convulsions each time Tom's helmet brushed against my uvulae. What still concerned me - all the semblance of emotion I could muster - was that he was going ever faster, gradually building speed over a series of thrusts before he found a pace that matched his enthusiasm. I, on the other hand, was not excited about the change.
GLUCK, GLUCK, GLUCK
My throat sounded like it was made of slime, into which somebody was furiously shoving their entire fist. Tom hammered relentlessly, ignorant to the gaze I cast up to him. It was like a soldier on the battlefield begging their conqueror for mercy. Sadly, there was none to be found. His eyes were still closed, and I knew that guilt wasn't keeping them that way. It was just sleep, and sickness.



I felt sick to my stomach. I wanted to pull away again, but after my last escape, Tom had secured his nails in my hair too tightly, holding it like reins on a horse.
With his increased pace, I knew that we were nearing the dreadful end. Much like his father did, when he was about to cum, Tom pulsated with magnificent energy, like his dick was proudly announcing the impending reward for all my hard work.
He did not slow down, ramming his cock through the soggy tunnel until my throat was beaten soft like a tenderloin. Every gag only served to clench the muscles around him, smothering his dong in the process. My body was trying to eject the intruder, but it could not. Every failed attempt, every fierce spasm, made me heave around his cock, but my pathetic attempt to eject the hulking slab of meat from my esophagus equated to nothing more than a pleasant massage.
"Is he gonna..." Donald's voice was shaky as he contemplated the finale.
I nodded my head sadly, unable to comfort him as I had before. "Mmhmm."
"Jesus, honey," he whispered under his breath. "I'm so sorry."
I nodded again with a sad, somber whimper. I reached out blindly, searching for my husband's hand. His fingers pressed down on my knuckles and brought me a little bit of comfort.
I hoped that I could do the same for him. My fingers stumbled across his wedding band. I wondered how many of the promises represented by that ring would remain in place after the night was over. Donald gave my hand a reassuring squeeze, though we were both shaking with fright.
My husband gently kissed the gold ring on my finger. "I love you, so much."
"Ah hoph ou, oo!" I forced out the words in the small spaces between Tom's eager thrusts, trying to utter them all before his impending orgasm rendered speech impossible. I hoped Donald could understand me, but with our son's cock pounding my windpipe, I sounded like I was speaking gibberish.
I never swallowed for my husband. Early into our relationship, I confided that I hated the taste with a passion. It was not a big deal for him to forgo the act, so we never talked about it again. It simply became an unspoken rule that I do not swallow cum, but Tom did not know that rule. I'm not sure it would've mattered if he had.
Our son flattened his cock against the back of my throat, growling with a primal fury that echoed around our bedroom. His roar, such an intense display of aggression, struck me with a wave of panic whose arrival made beads of sweat form across my tightly furrowed brow. As it stood, however, he was also suffocating me with his enormous, pulsing cock.
I kept my mouth, and my eyes, shut as tightly as I could. I did so to avoid making a mess I would have to clean up, but that was not the only reason.
I could not - I would not - willingly bear witness to the pleasure stricken across my son's face when my mouth brought him to orgasm. Deep in the recesses of my psyche, I buried the sick, perverted voice of curiosity that told me to take a peek. I convinced myself that it was normal to want to look - like a car accident you cannot help but watch - but that I still shouldn't. The reason was largely the same - a sense of decency - though I was more like the car getting wrecked than a mere onlooker. Somehow, my maternal instincts managed to convince me that Tom was the other car. He'd fallen asleep at the wheel, through no fault of his own.
As morbidly curious as I was, I clung to the idea that I - we - might still recover from everything Tom had done. I hoped that, if I did not acknowledge the obviously excited voices whispering in the back of my mind, they would go away on their own. I had never wanted anything, in a sexual sense, from Tom, but having it insisted upon me had removed the burden of taboo.
I don't have a choice, so I might as well try to enjoy myself. Whether the thought manifested as a matter of self-defence or perverse pleasure, I was not sure.
My throat convulsed around his pulsating cock, its velour embrace smothering every inch. He perceived the spasms as a challenge, and, in response, clenched his ass cheeks to intentionally drive his fat, bulging helmet against my supple throat meat just as his orgasm reached its peak.
Tom growled triumphantly and spewed rope, after rope, after rope, of hot, greasy liquid into my open gullet. The saline syrup flooded my mouth, saturating my tongue with a flood of dense, white cream that sizzled like battery acid on my taste buds.
Another helping was ejected from the tip, pressed directly against the back wall, which sprayed in every direction. It was like, when washing dishes, I would accidentally aim the stream of water directly into the concave part of a spoon, sending a tidal wave over the countertops. Thankfully, Tom's mess - a much warmer, stickier kind - was contained entirely in my mouth.
Tom flexed threateningly, sending another thick stream into the pool of salty, pearlescent slime. He was ignorant to the bruises that his bloated cock head beat into my throat with every thrust.
Donald had not relinquished his grip on my hand for a single second. He was whispering words of encouragement in my ear while our son's dick, at last, began to slowly soften. My husband's vocal support was silenced, along with my hopes of escaping with an empty stomach, when Tom shook my head like a piñata. I did not want to swallow, but the choice was not up to me.
The cum stored within my cheeks sloshed around wildly when Tom shook my head, coating every inch of my mouth. The few corners that did not already have a thick layer of glue pasted on them were drenched instantly, making it impossible to escape the taste, feel, or smell of my son's semen bathing my tongue.
I tried to pull away, but Tom grunted angrily. I knew what he wanted, and he was not going to remove his dick from my mouth until he got it.
I could not bring myself to look at Donald, but I could feel his pathetic, whimpering gaze. I hated that I was allowing our son to break a rule that I had forced him to obey so strictly, and could not imagine how jealous he must have been to watch me succumb to the will of another man. My husband never once asked me to change my mind about swallowing, yet Tom was gifted the pleasure of having me gulp his cum into my gut without even asking.
I gathered the mouthful of goo into one large mass. I buckled down, sucking in a deep breath to steady my focus. There was such a devastating amount of semen that one of my eyes actually twitched involuntarily when I forced the condensed ball of cum past my tonsils and into my stomach. I might have been imagining it, but I swear I felt my throat expand like a snake after swallowing a mouse just so that it could down the entire bulk in one gulp.
Tom, satisfied with my performance, finally withdrew. Strands of saliva still connected my lips to his dick like long, glistening cables. They snapped once he pulled too far away from my mouth, leaving the sticky, broken strands to fall and stain my heaving breasts with their syrupy residue.
I was panting like a tired, old dog with drool leaking from my trembling lips, too enthralled with the return of fresh air to my lungs to care that I sounded like an ugly, sputtering mess of a woman.
Tom stood still for a while. I felt tension building between Donald and I, yet again, as we both wondered what he would do next. I thought it was over, but could not deny the pieces of me that wished it had not ended so soon. Yes, I prayed that it would be over, yet longed to see what would happen if the situation was allowed to play out.
Against my will and better judgement, my brain was sending me very confusing messages, each of which made me question why exactly my pussy had become so disturbingly wet.
Am I enjoying this? I could not help but wonder, but there was no time to truly consider that fact.
With an affirmative grunt, Tom grabbed the back of my head and pushed me, face first, into the mattress. His grip was unrelenting, forcing me to comply until he had maneuvered me onto my hands and knees with my cheek scraping the sheets.
I squealed, fearfully. "W-what is he doing?"
"Honey..." Donald could not bring himself to confirm my horrific suspicions. My husband was a shell of himself, refusing to acknowledge out loud what was about to happen to me.
"What is he doing?" I repeated, with far more urgency. I did, in fact, know the answer.
All that Donald, the man who had sworn to protect me, could do was watch. Like a broken record, and likely for his own comfort more than mine, he repeated, "It's okay, it'll be okay, we're okay."
Tom gripped one of my bum cheeks with one hand, ensuring that his other one stayed firmly rooted in my hair so I could not escape. He pulled my ass open, like he was parting a pudgy, white curtain to expose my vagina, and my wrinkly, puckered butthole. I was thankful that his eyes were closed. I could not have lived with myself knowing that my son knew the intricate details of what my private parts looked like.
Tom lifted his hand into the air, then brought it down with a thunderous smack on my backside, making fat ripples reverberate through the loose, meaty globe. I yelped in pain, biting down on the duvet to stifle any further exclamations. He was not going to be gentle with me, so that high-pitched squeal would surely not be the last.
The surface of my plump bottom - usually a pure, even cream colour - burned with red-hot intensity when Tom's brand tarnished my backside. He'd seared me with his handprint, solidifying my transformation into his personal property for the rest of the night.
Donald sat against the headboard next to me, less than a foot away from where my face was submerged in the sheets. He was completely removed from the situation, with a look of shock on his face like an artillery shell had exploded beside his head.
Tom let go of my hair, finally, and clutched my waist with both hands. I could not see him, but predicted that he was lining his cock up with the mouth of my vagina. My fears were confirmed a couple of seconds later when his dick nudged against my opening. I was so thoroughly soaked with juices that it felt foreign. I could not remember a time when I had been so profoundly wet, and cursed my body for responding to a touch I knew I should despise.
Being manhandled was thrilling me in ways I did not expect, and I hated my brain for betraying me. It should have made me sick to my stomach that my son, of all people, was the one controlling me, but even with so much of his thick, salty, sticky cum down in there, all I felt were butterflies. My body was responding to automatically, on a primal level, to the hulking behemoth readying himself to mount me with unrepentant lust.
The head of Tom's cock, inflated to its full potential, lodged between my pussy lips. He was so big that simply wedging the fat crown into my tiny entrance made me seize up. I knew right away that it was not going to be like any sex I had ever experienced with Donald and his comparably small penis.
My son aimed his weapon into the center of my creamy, pink tunnel and pushed forward, sinking the enormous knob into me with one even motion. My pussy was so profusely wet that it welcomed his cock inside with no hesitation. It made room to fit the throbbing bulb, which was nearly twice the size of my husband's on a good day, and eagerly asked for more.
Tom obliged it, trudging through the densely packed pocket of succulent pussy meat one garishly thick, veiny inch at a time. Places inside of me where I had never felt so much as a poke, shifted to make room for my son. They graciously accepted him into the untouched confines of my vagina, where no man had explored before.
The journey was long, but the destination was what truly shook me to my core. After what felt like an hour - though, in hindsight, it was only a few seconds - Tom reached the bottom. His bloated cock head sank into my depths like a heavy stone, pushing aside the walls of his wet, fleshy prison no matter how tightly they hugged him. He was determined to go as deep as he could, and I -for no reason other than sheer curiosity - wanted to let him. I had never experienced the sensations that my son was giving me, and feeling them in that moment made me crave him like he was the last source of dopamine in the world.
"Oh, oh my G-God," I squealed. "He's so fucking big!" I kicked my feet against the mattress, as though it would alleviate the sensation of having a baby's arm plunged into my guts.
Donald said nothing.
Tom's spongy helmet flattened against my cervix, disappointed that there was nowhere left for it to explore. I cursed myself for sharing in his frustration, wishing as he did that I had more to give him. It was just one more feeling that should have sickened me, but didn't.
My son clenched, flexing his muscular cock against the bottom of my well, which also served to pull his balls tightly against his body— making me keenly aware of the position they held between either of my soft, chubby ass cheeks.
"Is he... did you..." Donald was desperate for information, yet horrified of what would be revealed if he asked.
I tried to lift my head to speak to him, but it weighed a thousand pounds. I left my face smothered in the covers and croaked out, "He's in. I did it."
"All of it, honey?" Donald almost sounded proud of me.
"All of him," I corrected my husband, unwilling to use such impersonal terms for my own child.
Donald gave a deep, somber sigh. "I didn't think you could do it."
"Barely! It— ugh, fuck! It h-hurts a little. He's too fucking b-big!" I struggled to come to terms with what an understatement that was, my insides groaning as they sculpted themselves around the massive invader.
Tom was abundantly blessed in the dick department. Had he not been my son, his was a cock that I would have been extremely pleased to see on a computer screen, from the safety of my office chair, with nobody around to see me salivate over the grotesque baton of muscle being stuffed into a girl that was far too tiny to fit it all.
That night, Tom made me into that girl. He would be forever ignorant, I hoped, to the claim he was laying to my body. I was supposed to be defended against such vile intrusions, but Tom's went unchallenged, despite my life partner sitting right next to us, watching in horror.
My body shook when Tom finally dragged his dick from the furthest reaches of my pussy. The hole that had been promised solely to my husband had experienced its first taste of a foreign cock since I'd made that solemn vow. The pillar of meat sliding out of me left a vacuous space in its absence, and I craved to have it filled again.
Tom could read my thoughts, it seemed, since he obediently plunged his cock back into me all at once so that he was flush against my cervix once again. He used that thrust to gauge how far he could pull back without falling out, and somehow he stored it immediately in his muscle memory.
Tom's thrusts started slow, but once he found the rhythm there was no way to halt the rapidly advancing pace. Soon, the air became rich with the sounds of his hips slapping against my ass. Thanks to my overly plump derrière, the noise we made sounded fiendishly similar to a lonely audience member giving a rambunctious round of applause. There was only one pair of hands clapping, but they were making an awful lot of noise.
Every thrust jostled around my internal organs, like he was hastily redecorating the interior of my bedroom to fit his tastes now that he was moving in. He was moulding my pussy - the very shape of it - into a pocket built to smother his dick in warm, buttery hugs.
"Does it hurt still?" Donald whimpered, lamely.
"N-no, honey," I answered. "I think I'm okay." It was the truth, but it was not the whole truth. It took a minute to get used to his absurd size, but once I had, the pain was quickly eroded, allowing pleasure to take its place.
Tom was at the bottom of my pussy, and I was at the base of his cock. He had nothing more to feed me, and I had no more room to store it. It was a union so perfect that it must have been crafted in some dark, perverted fairy-tale. If bigger coincidences existed, I was unaware of them.
My son's cock had been handcrafted to perfectly fit inside of me, like some divine fate had gifted him with the unique measurements suited to perfectly fill out his mother's pussy. I did not recognize that until the pain subsided, but once it had, it became obvious that our connection was meant to be. I had made him from scratch inside that safe, sacred place, and he was returning to it with no knowledge of the sinful act that he had committed in doing so.
Once I had grown accustomed to Tom's particularly strong thrusts, I was ashamed to find myself enjoying it. To half-truths, I added lies of omission. Though it was all against my will, I was feeling pleasure that rivaled anything we had ever experienced together.
Tom pumped into me one more time, then withdrew his dick from my sweltering oven all at once. It clenched angrily, its raw, honey-soaked lips gawking aimlessly without anything for it to squeeze.
Donald perked up, hope rising in his voice. "Is it over?"
I shook my head, painfully aware that the situation was just beginning. "I don't think so. He still has to... you know. I mean, he hasn't finished."
"He didn't, er, c-cum?" Donald choked on the last word, like he was fighting the urge to utter it up until the moment it left his lips.
"I'm so sorry, honey. Not yet." I could offer nothing more.
Tom picked me up and flipped me onto my back like a sack of potatoes. He tossed me further onto the bed, which inadvertently landed me directly onto Donald, so that he could climb on and kneel on the mattress. My husband sat against the headboard at a ninety degree angle, making the perfect bed for me to lounge on while awaiting my suitor to restart our breeding session.
I was tucked in the crook of Donald's elbow. My head was on his chest, like it often was when he cuddling me while watching a movie. I looped my right arm around his thigh and held on for dear life, clinging to him while our son crawled towards me— a ravenous beast with an appetite for only one thing.
I craned my neck back so I could look my husband in the eye. We did not need to further lament the circumstances we found ourselves in. All that was left to do was to be there for each other. Donald bent his head down so he could touch his forehead to mine. We closed our eyes together, jointly existing in a brief, blissful moment before reality came crashing down around us.
Tom lifted my legs as though they weighed nothing and spread them apart. My gooey pussy lips parted their creamy, pink gates, wafting the aroma of my nectar towards him like a welcome mat. He swiftly inserted himself into my pussy again, plugging the hole that longed for him, so dearly, after just a few seconds apart.
Every thrust from our son made me bounce on Donald's chest. I was grief-stricken that the love of my life who, despite being weaker than his son in the realm of sex, was everything I had ever wanted out of a man.
Donald was compassionate, funny in the right moments, and made everyone around him feel special. He made me feel special; that was why I married him. After two decades of wonderful matrimony, it broke my heart to see him used as a glorified support pillow for me to lay on while another man mounted me. Looking into his eyes, plagued with dismay, I knew that he felt the same— but that was far from the only thing I saw.
I was confused to discover that, when I looked away - too ashamed to face him any longer - my eyes wandered to the staggering erection between his legs. I had never seen such an impressively virile display from my husband, but something about that night had clearly flipped a very confusing switch in his brain.



"Honey?" I asked, my mind racing with possible answers as to why he was hard in a moment that should have devastated us both. I, too, was feeling strange pleasures that I did not expect, and could not explain. Perhaps he was stricken with the same curiosity I did.
"I don't fucking know what is happening to me," Donald admitted.
"Do you... I don't know how to ask this." I could not take my eyes off of his throbbing cock. "Do you like watching him have sex with me?"
"I don't know! It's fucking confusing!" Donald was shouting, but no volume would have been great enough to wake Tom from his sleepwalk.
"I'm not judging you." I meant that promise with all my heart. "Do you... do you want me to help you?" The question didn't come from a place of guilt, though I was still feeling some for having ingested so much of our son's cum. It came from a place of love, and also curiosity - that morbid feeling that Tom had stirred up in me against my will, but had quickly become undeniable.
Donald gulped dryly. "Help, meaning?"
"Uh-huh. Maybe it will take my mind off of... well, him." I nodded my head towards the young man writhing between my legs, stuffing himself into my pussy like the secret to eternal life was at the bottom.
I enclosed my fingers around Donald's cock, fitting the swollen head into my palm and treating it to a flurry of light squeezes with my fingers. I used the powerful, body-lurching thrusts from our son to accent the strokes of my hand, channeling the momentum into a handjob fueled by our son's own rampant fucking. Every time Tom pushed into my vagina, he succeeded in helping me jerk off his father.
Donald never lasted long, so I knew as soon as I felt him pulsating with excitement that he was about to pop. Once I allowed myself - on some level - to embrace the pleasure that Tom gave me, I could not stand him being the only conscious person who was not enjoying themselves. It did not seem fair.
"Honey?" My tiny voice broke the melody of skin slapping against wet, slippery skin.
"Y-yeah?" Donald choked out.
"Can we be honest with each other?" I asked, and Donald's feverish nod was all I needed.. "Okay... uh, yeah. Yeah, I-I think he's going to make me cum."
"What? But you said you can't." Whether or not he was ready for another harsh truth, he was about to get one.
My brain was overloaded with dopamine, and, as such, it let my thoughts spill out of me unchecked. "I lied! I lied! I've done it a couple times by myself. But it's hard, and... I don't know. I think that's what I'm feeling now? I don't— I don't— fuckkkk! Oh, honey, I'm sorry, but he feels so fucking good!"
I came on my son's cock like a dishevelled whore, succumbing without remorse to the pleasure he was bringing me. My cunt squeezed like a python around Tom's dick, thanking him for the serotonin raining over my brain like the first thunderstorm across an arid desert, awakening receptors that had been dormant for far too long.
For Donald, the sight of me cumming in front of him for the first time was too much for him to handle. With my legs looped around the sharply arched spine of our own son, who was laying into me like I was a human punching bag, I embraced the first orgasm that a man had ever given me. The two of us, in greater harmony than we had ever displayed in the bedroom, came in unison to the sight of Tom dominating me.
Donald fired cum onto his belly, seeping into his stomach hair while he throbbed in my firm grip. Moral conventions did not exist, giving us a fraction of time where we accepted the situation for what it was and allowed our bodies to follow the flow of pleasure that came so naturally.
He quickly began to soften, drawing deep, bated breaths, and by the time his erection was gone it had been replaced by abject terror plastered over his face. It took me an extra couple of seconds to catch on, but I soon realized the terrifying truth that had both of us had been too distracted to pay heed.
Many years ago, Donald had gotten a vasectomy, so condoms and birth control pills were a thing of our past. Going without them for so long had made us forgetful of their importance, and since I'd never planned on sleeping with another man besides my husband, we did not take any other precautions.
It was too late then to do anything about it. My son was moments away from implanting his fertile seed in my womb. There was nothing standing in the way - nothing to stop him from breeding me and making me into a grandmother on the very same night that he lost his virginity.
Donald's voice cracked, his entire body shuddering when he promised me, "Whatever happens, we will deal with it."
"What if he gets me—"
"Whatever happens," he reassured me. "Don't worry about that right now. Just stay calm. Don't panic."
That was not an option. My pulse skyrocketed, my heartbeat taking off like a runaway freight train as mind-numbing fear overtook me. I ranted incessantly. "What the fuck do we do? No, no I can't. I can't let our son impregnate me! Those are supposed to be our fucking grandbabies in there!"
"Breathe, breathe." Donald kissed the top of my head and fit his hand around mine, cradling my shaking hand with a steady grip that reminded me why I had fallen in love with him in the first place.
I dug my nails into his hand, focusing on the feel of his knuckles popping under my fingers, so that I could be distracted from the incestual breeding ritual that we were about to complete.
"L-love you, honey. I love you. I love you, Donald." I sniffled, chanting the words to myself like a comforting mantra while watching, powerless to stop it, as my son picked up speed in a way that could only mean one thing.
I reached up with my other hand - the one that was not secured in my husband's iron grip - to gingerly stroke the side of his face, calmly reassuring him that our love would survive.
I accepted my fate. We had come too far; it was not worth trying to fight him off if it meant he might go ballistic and hurt one of us. We would have to let him finish, then deal with the fallout later.
To this day, I remember exactly what it felt like: every long, gluey rope of cum splattering against my cervix like paint. Hot, frothy bubbles churned in my gut from his chaotic thrusting. Tom added another dose of liquid love into the cauldron of slimy, white goo, then displaced it with yet another forceful drive to the bottom of my pussy.
My son's children - perhaps, soon to be our children - swam eagerly into their grandmother's open womb, seeking out my eggs once they had found a home inside of the cozy pocket.
Donald had cum inside me many times before, but it had never felt like that. Tom had bred me, in the most feral sense of the word. Once a dominant jungle cat, I was reduced to a pathetic, mewing kitten at the undeniable behest of my hormonal hunger.
We bucked and writhed together, grinding our bodies to coax out as many healthy volleys of semen as we could. We were a team, my son and I, working urgently to wring the cum from his balls while he was still throbbing. I was in no rush to climb out from under him, and so allowed his full body weight to rest on me while the remnants of his load trickled out.
Tom pulled out, his dick slapping against his belly. Considering how quickly Donald returned to normal after an orgasm, it was astounding that Tom was still so menacingly erect even though he'd spent two full minutes marinating inside me after he was done.
I was afraid that, since he was still so hard, he might want to have another go at me. Thankfully, for the sake of my pussy and my husband's sanity, Tom slid out of me without so much as a final thrust. He climbed off of the bed and stood at attention with his arms flat by his sides, like a statue, with the exception of the massive dong swinging between his legs. It still glistened with the leftover concoction of pussy juice and baby butter that we had created together, visually confirming just how thorough our bout of lovemaking had been.
His cum seeped out of my pussy, which I could tell without using my fingers had been completely blown out from his rough abuse. Much like earlier, I felt positively empty. There was a gaping void in my belly that wanted to be filled again, and due to the savage beating that Tom had inflicted on my poor, unsuspecting pussy, I feared that nothing else would satisfy me.
Donald stroked my hair, saying nothing. We lay in silence, pondering what the next day would look like, wondering how we'd gotten to where we were, and mulling over the way everything was going to change going forward.
I thought for a few long moments - all while feeling Tom's cum seep out of my ravaged hole - until I heard my husband speak.
"What do we do now?"
What is there left to do? I thought, but knew there was no easy answer.
There were a million things to consider, and none of them would become any clearer while I lay there with my unprotected womb being assaulted by a deluge of cum.
All we could do that night was wait and see what the new day would bring.
Donald confirmed to me that he had triple checked the locks. After the previous night, of which Tom had absolutely no memory, we were not going to take any risks.
Things were weird between my husband and me, but that was to be expected. It would take a lot of time to recover, or build something new.
"I want to go check on him," I declared.
I trusted Donald, but could not rest easy until I had rid my mind of the burden weighing on it.
"He's been asleep for an hour," Donald said. "Just let him rest."
My mind, however, was already made up. I crept into Tom's bedroom, greeted by his faint snoring. I tugged on one of the buckles and found it was tightly secured.
"Shit," I muttered.
I knew I would not get away with undoing the buckles myself - not after Donald had triple checked them. No, I would have to be patient.
I leaned in close to my son's ear and whispered, hoping that my words would float their way into his dreams. "One day, maybe tomorrow, maybe a year from now, your father is going to get lazy again. When he does, I'll be waiting for you. When he does, I'm all yours."
From deep in the trenches of sleep, Tom mumbled, "Love you, Mommy."
My heart beamed with pride and, more despicably, lust. "Mommy loves you too, baby boy - very, very much."
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"Where am I?"
That might be one of the worst things that one can think upon waking up. It's a thought that usually lasts for only a second or two, but sometimes - in the worst situations - it lingers for much longer.
"Where the fuck am I?" I cursed.
I did not usually sleep in a curled-up position, and it was even less frequent that I found myself locked inside a large, metal cage, but that morning, I experienced both.
I kicked my legs outward as soon as I was conscious in an attempt to stretch out my tired limbs, but my feet slammed into a wall of steel bars. I lashed out with my feet as hard as I could, trying to bend the metal pillars, but found no success.
I took a second to absorb my surroundings for the first time. That was when, to my horror, I saw my own mother asleep in the cage next to me. She was curled up in the same manner that I had been. Even with hair covering her face, I knew it was her.
I kicked the bars to get her attention. "Mom! Wake up!"
She did not stir.
Mom was wearing an outfit I had never seen before. She usually dressed quite modestly, offering not even a hint of the body beneath her clothing.
The only thing covering her breasts was a strip of cloth that was barely enough material to fit around her large breasts. The white cloth was pulled so tightly to her body that her nipples — each a firm, tiny peak — poked noticeably through the fabric.
It struck me at that moment that I'd never once thought about where, precisely, my mother's nipples were located upon her breasts; as I said, I'd never been given the slightest hint. Having received my very first one, I found it impossible to stop myself from conjuring to mind the image of her naked breasts — one that was frighteningly accurate, given how much of them I could already see.
An equally scant portion of cloth covered Mom's lower half. Without having to bend my neck, it was clear that she was not wearing any underwear. The swell of her pussy lips were white and puffy, like a plump hotdog bun, poking out from between her thighs.
I chastised myself for even noticing. That shame arrived in my stomach alongside the guilt when I realized how thoroughly turned on I was, all thanks to Mom's vulva.
My mom was no slouch. She was not some fantasy runway model, but when compared with any other woman her age—or half her age, for that matter—I found her positively incomparable.
Huge breasts, a plump ass, and a slightly chubby belly — they had all become the gold standard by which I had judged any woman I'd met, and none of them had held a candle to my mom.
In my adolescence, her long, vivacious blonde hair had set the stage for me to fall in love with one type of woman: blondes. Even when I had turned eighteen and entered university, I sought only golden-haired bombshells that had reminded me of home, and what - or whom - I'd been missing.
I called out to Mom again, that time provoking a small stir. I shouted a second time, even louder, and she finally lifted her head.
She wiped drool from the corner of her mouth. "W-where are we?"
Just as I had, Mom went through the realization process, and came to terms with our predicament. She kicked at the door to her cage in protest - like mother, like son. She succeeded in rattling the lock, but nothing more. We were trapped, with nothing left to do but to take in our surroundings.
Considering the primitive cages - their owners apparently keen to treat us like animals — the room was surprisingly tidy. There was no smell — not even that of a familiar cleaning agent, whose lingering aroma might have implied some nefarious purpose that needed to be washed away and covered up. Instead, the complete lack of any detectable aroma made our surroundings feel all the more foreign. Even the panic-induced sweat forming across my hairline lacked the pungent, salty scent that I ought to have been able to smell.
The room was deadly silent, with the exception of Mom and my frantic breathing. The whole room was suspended in a void; nothing outside existed. There were no windows, no pictures, and no clock.
I could not spot a single pot light, lamp, or lantern illuminating the room, yet I could see everything with perfect clarity. It was as though the very essence of light was being emitted from every atom in the room, replacing conventional lighting techniques with something that was, in a word, impossible.
Mom read my mind. "What is this place?"
"The last thing I remember was bringing you a towel by the pool. It was nighttime, I think, and then there was this—"
We chimed, in unison, "Bright light."
Mom's eyes were riddled with horror. "Honey..."
"I know, Mom. Where the fuck are we?"
A voice spoke calmly over the apparently invisible loudspeakers in the room. It said, "You are safe." The sound came from everywhere at once, as though it was being streamlined directly into my brain.
"Safe is not a place," I countered.
"You are safe," the voice repeated more definitively. It was neither male nor female.
From straight through the wall opposite us, where I could see no door or entrance of any kind, a humanoid figure simply floated. The wall remained intact — it did not crumble or break — but it allowed the being to phase through it as though it were nothing more than a projection.
The figure was a man, about six feet tall, wearing nothing more than a white smock that additionally covered his hands and feet. At least, that's what my eyes told me. My brain—my instincts, my gut feeling—told me that he — it — was anything but. That suspicion drove my first question.
"What are you?" I did not bother to ask 'who.'
I readied myself for that same freakishly ambiguous voice to come out of its mouth, but was disarmed to find that The Man spoke with a tone and cadence that made it sound like he came from a human resources department in Connecticut. First, he turned his entire body to face me, and lean forward as he said, "Hello, good morning."
Then, he did the same to Mom - quite literally. He rotated his body about fifteen degrees so he could face her cage, and bowed to greet her. "Hello, good morning."
"It's morning? What time is it?" I intentionally made my voice sound foggy and confused, but I was on the hunt for answers.
"I do not know," The Man responded with a charming smile. "It is simply a greeting that I thought you may be familiar with." His answer was haunting, but his grin was so sincere that a little piece of me could not help but buy into it.
"You have been taken," he continued. "You are ours."
"Ours?" Mom whimpered fearfully.
"Yes. You are now a member of the..." The Man's eyes fluttered around the room for a couple of seconds, like a computer processing information before it spat out something useful. "... The Covenant, yes. I apologize for the delay; I am still in the process of translating your language."
"English?" I asked.
"Human," The Man corrected me cheerfully.
My heart sank. "You aren't human?"
He shook his head.
"But you speak English?"
The Man nodded proudly. "As of sixty-six minutes ago, yes. It is a tricky language. I worked through the Scandinavian and Eastern European languages in thirty-four minutes, and have focused on English since then."
My mind was racing. "But we only speak English."
The Man sported a flimsy smile. "Correct."
Mom ignored the implication that we might not be the only humans that were being experimented on. "But that means... how long have we been here?"
"One hundred and thirty-two minutes. That was when we took you. One hundred and thirty-two minutes ago we selected one breeding-age male, and one breeding-age female, from North America, with similar gene structures, and brought them on board. You are those humans."
My heart had sunk into my stomach before, but with that sentence it just about fell out of my ass.
"You don't know what time it is, because we aren't on Earth anymore?"
The Man nodded his head again. "Precisely! Earth is gone. You are here now. Furthermore, you—"
"Why did you say breeding age?" Mom interjected.
The Man seemed annoyed, but quickly regained his composure to explain that they—he did not explain who 'they' were—did not wish to study our young. They wanted to study how they were made.
Mom struggled with the implication. "You abducted us so that you could study how we give birth?"
"Abducted?" The Man repeated, like he was trying to memorize the new word for future use. "You were... abducted, yes, so that we may learn how it is that your species procreates. We understand many of your internal systems, but reproduction has not yet been studied in depth."
"He is my son. Back on Earth, as a mother and son, we don't do this."
"He cannot breed you?" The Man inquired earnestly.
Mom was brought up short by the question. "Well, no, it's just that he... um, he..."
"I'm not going to," I asserted defiantly.
"Then you will die." There was no malice — not even any real threat — behind The Man's words. "Human-targeted aphrodisiac has been pumping into this room for forty-seven minutes to encourage fornication. Should it prove inadequate, we will up the dosage until you are in a sufficient state to commence the breeding process."
Silence hung heavy in the air for a moment. Content with his sparse, revealing introduction, The Man offered us a sickly imitation of a human smile. "Debriefing complete; introductions successful. The Doctor will be in to see you shortly. Please remain calm until then." The Man turned to leave, walking straight forward towards the white wall.
Before he vanished through it, Mom asked, "What do you really look like?"
The Man froze in place. He did not turn around. "Previous studies have revealed that, without disguise, human subjects will be too alarmed to complete the study. The facade is for your safety. Please do not inquire further."
With that, he vanished into the wall. The deafening silence returned to the room. It was so quiet that, along with my rapid heartbeat, I could hear the blood moving through my veins.
"I just want to go home." Mom sounded defeated.
I buried my head in my hands. "I know. I do, too. I don't know if this is even real. It sure feels like a nightmare."
Mom chuckled to herself. "Do you want me to sing 'Soft Kitty' to you, like when you were a kid?"
I joined in her momentary denial, happy to feel something for a second that was not abject misery. "It might work. That always used to make me feel better when I was little."
"You still are little to me, honey. You'll always be my little boy, and I'm always gonna know how to make you feel better." I could hear that her spirits bolstered, but knew it would only last for as long as she was allowed to live in that memory.
"So, in your professional opinion, you think 'Soft Kitty' is what I need most right now?"
Mom held a finger to her chin. "I don't think it would hurt. If you remember, I am a very good singer."
I chortled. "I do remember feeling like whenever you sang that song and rubbed my back, everything was going to be okay."
Mom swallowed nervously, but put on a brave face for my sake. "It will be okay, as long as we're together."
The two of us were not left alone for very long. It could have been only a couple of minutes, but time did not feel the same in that place.
With no warning, The Doctor phased through the wall just as his predecessor had, and must have left his bedside manor on the other side of it. "I need a semen sample." He placed a cup on the floor of my cage and slid it closer to me using his foot.
I winced, both from the cringe-inducing demand, and due to having been ripped from my walk down memory lane with Mom. "You need... uh, okay. That might be a bit tricky."
The Doctor's upper lip curled in contempt. "Explain."
"I probably won't even be able to get hard, much less orgasm, in a place like this."
He narrowed his eyes at me. "Humans require stimulation? In what form?"
I scoffed. "I don't know! Usually a naked woman!"
The Doctor pointed at my mother, who was one short striptease away from being just as naked as I had requested.
"No. Not her."
The Doctor nodded in Mom's direction. "Yes. Her. There is no one else."
I scowled. "Fine, but you have to leave."
The Doctor bowed slightly, then walked backwards until he was near the wall. Just before he walked through it, he reminded us, "We are watching. Do not waste time."
Mom stuck her arm through the bars of her cage to reach into my cell, searching for my hand. I clung onto her like I was a child at a grocery store, finally reunited with their parent after wandering around lost. The safety she gave me — the strength and support — would be the only things that would get me through that night.
Neither of us knew where to begin, but Mom was not keen to disobey directed orders given by someone who held our lives in their hands.
"Just tell me what to do. Okay?" Mom tried to lift my spirits with the warmest smile she could muster.
On the outside, I cringed. On the inside, my conscience was riddled with guilt over how ravenously excited I was to see my mother naked. "Mom, this is—"
She shushed me with a finger on her lips. "They said not to waste time. This is weird, I know, but we don't have a choice. Tell me what to do, honey."
I should have been more delicate, but the offering was so exciting that, when given an inch, I took a mile. "Um, I guess I want to see your tits."
Mom grimaced and covered her chest with her arms, shamefully hiding her body from me, even though her intimate bits were still covered. "Please, honey, don't call them that. Breasts, or boobs, if you really want. I don't have tits."
I apologized, but the sincerity of the gesture was dampened by the fact that I was stroking my dick while I said it. I was already half-erect before Mom had taken off a single layer, excited to my core by the anticipation alone. I had wondered, for my entire life, what her breasts looked like. The impending reveal put a lump in my throat, and it was the size of a fist.
Mom was not fully satisfied with my apology, but knew that it was the best she was going to get, given the circumstances. She committed to her reluctant striptease while I eagerly massaged my cock.
Mom gripped the bottom of her bandeau, the hem of which was buried underneath the swell of her massive breasts, and tugged it upwards. The cloth band was so tight that, when she pulled it like so, her boobs were lifted in the air as well.
Mom took their weight into her arms and lifted the heavy udders as they would go—close enough to her face that I wondered if she ever worried about suffocating in her sleep. Doing so revealed the tender, milky-white flesh that lay hidden below, like moving a boulder to find soft, untouched earth beneath it. I soaked in the sight for as long as she would let me.
The heavy piles of blubber came crashing down. Their momentum almost made Mom topple over, but she managed to stay upright despite being thrown forward by the sudden shift in weight distribution.
Her breasts fell from their hammock and slapped against her tummy. They jiggled variously, making ripples in her flesh, like they were made of vanilla pudding. When they collided together, the loud, lecherous clap they created was a gunshot that rang in my ears.
Mom's breasts, which had fed me for my first year of life, finally stopped bouncing around. It seemed as though it took a full minute, at least, for them to stop flopping about. I watched intently, committing to memory the detail of every delicious wobble.
I was fully erect and entirely speechless. All I could do was gawk in stunned wonder at the gorgeous, topless woman presenting her breasts to me like I had won them at an auction.
"Is that... g-good?" The final word got caught in Mom's throat, and she had to spit it out so that it was not swallowed entirely.
"Fuck, yeah," I growled hungrily.
Mom's cheeks were beet red, flushed with blood from overwhelming embarrassment. Very few boys used their own mother as jerkoff material, and even fewer of those mothers knew about it. My mom, through no fault of her own, was experiencing that incestuous exception in real time, and - out of fear, granted — actively encouraging it.
Mom's arms hung lamely at her sides. "Should I, um, say anything?"
"Like what?"
Mom scrunched her nose for a second. "Like... uh, I could tell you how big and beautiful your cock is."
My dick flexed immediately, instinctively reacting to Mom's praise like a dog whistle.
Mom clapped a hand over her mouth, but failed to hide her enthusiasm behind her fingers. "Jesus, honey! Okay, so... I guess, you like when I talk like that?"
"Yes, Mommy," I grunted, using a title that had not passed through my lips in almost a decade.
"O-oh, my goodness," Mom said with both a gulp and a wide-eyed stare. "You haven't called me that in a long, long time."
I do not know what had come over me. Every reminder that it was my own mother stripping in front of me — not some random hookup — made my dick throb with excitement. I wanted it to be her, and, for all the shame on her face, she seemed to be as intoxicated with lust as I was.
I feigned a playful pout. "Is that okay, Mommy?"
Mom sucked in a sharp breath. "Does that make it easier for you to... you know?"
Had my dick not been roaring in my hand, I would have succumbed to the guilt that was, at that moment, nothing more than a faint whisper in the back of my mind.
"I think so," I replied. "Is that too weird?"
I could not imagine how hard it was for her to push aside her nerves in order to encourage me like that, but she was all in, even if it made her a little skittish. Thanks to the powerful effects of the aphrodisiac running through her veins, Mom was ready to play ball.
Mom's face was as red as a stop sign, but she did not let that embarrassment keep her from fulfilling my request. "It's not weird, honey. If you want me to— er, if you want Mommy to tell you what a huge, fat cock you have, then she can do that."
My dick surged with blood like never before, flooding my entire shaft with such vigor that my own cock was unrecognizable in my hands. A hurricane of dopamine rained down over my brain, each droplet bathing my receptors in the heavenly ambrosia typically reserved for adrenaline junkies on a cliff edge.
Her already wide eyes doubled in size. "Oh, honey. Mommy can tell how much you liked that."
Mom marveled at the slowly inflating helmet as it grew. She could have looked away, or closed her eyes, but she did not. The hinges of her jaw had been broken, leaving her mouth to hang wide open like she was waiting for me to shove my dick into it. Had it not been for the cages keeping us apart, I would have tried to do just that.
"Do you want me to play with my boobs or something?" I assumed she knew the answer, and was only asking as a formality, but on reflection it seemed as though Mom was truly unsure of what she could do to turn me on. If only she'd known how easy it was!
I nodded — so hard that I almost broke my neck. My enthusiasm made Mom giggle, but she quickly returned to her role as a temptress—too far out of reach to be touched. Despite how far things had gone already, I did not think I would get away with asking her to actually touch my dick herself.



Mom lifted one of her gigantic breasts in each hand. It was a miracle that she could support them on her own without having arms like a bodybuilder, and the way her arms quivered slightly when faced with the full weight of her generous bosom was evidence of the burden she carried every day.
Supple flesh spilled over the sides of Mom's hands, her palms literally overflowing with an abundance of soft dough. She would have needed at least two more hands to fully contain them, and without that extra help, she needed to dig her fingers into her flesh. They formed long, thin creases in her skin when she did.
Mom made her breasts clap together, filling the silent air with the salacious sound of her flesh slapping against itself. Her entire body lurched this way and that each time they collided in the center of her chest. They were tidal waves, and Mom was a small life raft adrift at sea, being pushed to and fro by the powerful current.
"I remember how much you used to love my boobs. Do you, honey?" she sang to me with a voice like caramel.
I almost bit through my tongue. "Fucking hell. Yeah, I do."
Mom cocked her head to the side, like a curious puppy. "What else do you remember about me?"
"I wish I could remember being inside of you." My brain was on autopilot, focused more on beating my dick than making polite conversation. The words came spilling out of me, seemingly out of nowhere, but could not be taken back once my mother had heard them.
Mom was astonished for a brief flash, but it did not linger. She knew right away what she had to do next, and did not mince words when she asked me, "Do you want me to show you my vagina, honey?"
"Oh god, please." I was happy to reduce myself to begging if it would get me what I wanted. "Please let me see your pussy, Mom."
The juxtaposition of the request, and to whom I was directing it, snapped me back to reality like a hit of smelling salts, but the damage had been done. Given her reaction to the word 'tits,' I assumed 'pussy' would be too far.
To my surprise, Mom giggled when she saw how flustered I got at the mere mention of laying eyes upon her most sacred place. I had not seen it myself in over twenty years, and eagerly wanted to return to the warm, cozy chamber I had once called home.
"My pussy, hmm?" she teased.
"Sorry, Mom. I meant—"
"I don't mind. You can call it that." Mom blushed again, her rosy cheeks making their second appearance of the night.
The Man's previous mention of an aphrodisiac specifically designed for use on humans tickled the back of my brain. I did not know if it had started to take effect — or, if it had, how directly it was driving my decision making. I had never seen that side of Mom before—usually any mention of sex would send her into another room—so I could not help but wonder if she was under the effects of the mystery gas we had allegedly been breathing for the past hour.
Mom sat down, using her butt as a cushion. The cold, unyielding floor of the metal cage was no match for the plumpness of her fat caboose. Even her chubby thighs—which, when flattened against the floor, bulged out like pancakes—provided some serious padding to keep her comfortable.
Considering how uncomfortable the whole situation was — or rather, should have been — I did not blame her. I did not want to make assumptions about how Mom was feeling, but I was practically giddy. I hoped the look on my face did not reveal how excited I was.
Mom scooted to the back wall of her cage. She hooked her thumbs into the cloth band around her hips, and braced her spine against the bars behind her so that she could lift her ass off of the ground and slip off her underwear.
It had barely been effective to begin with - the bare minimum, you might say. Once Mom was fully naked in front of me, I realized how a simple piece of cloth could make all the difference.
There was something uniquely magical about seeing her completely naked, exposed to my prying eyes. Parts of her that I had never favored on a woman became, suddenly, parts that I cherished. It was not just her nudity, but rather her entire aura, laid bare for me to relish. I was the luckiest man in the world.
Mom's knees were tucked up against her chest, hiding her pussy in the shadows made by her legs. She slowly spread them apart, allowing light to seep through the cracks. The reveal was slow, each precious second bringing more of her nudity into view. The insides of her thighs were stuck together, but gradually peeled themselves open to reveal, nestled between the pudgy curtains, the vagina that I had been pushed out of so many years ago.
My heart pounded against the inside of my ribcage, rattling my skeleton with each thunderous wallop. My darling mother — the kindest, gentlest woman I had ever known — presented herself to me with the passion of a devoted housewife, ready to please her husband. In that moment, with her legs spread open as far as her cage would allow, I did not recognize her.
Mom's pussy wore a crown of dense, dark brown fur that had been shaped into a wide triangle. It was roughly the width of three fingers, and stretched from the top of her pudgy mound all the way to the crest of her pink slit, pointing towards her pussy.
I figured she had shaped it that way to avoid errant hairs from poking out of her underwear, though I considered it more likely that she did it for Dad—a thought I did not want to focus on any longer than I had to.
Mom's vagina was so pink that it looked as though someone had painted it on her. The contrast of her juicy, vibrant peach against the drab, inoffensive atmosphere of the white room made it a breathtaking display of beauty from which I could not look away.
Mom reached towards her pussy with her outstretched finger, priming the butterflies in my stomach to take flight the moment she spread herself open. Her lips stretched apart, wafting the pungent aroma of her juices towards me.
The once-tiny slit had blossomed into a succulent tunnel of rosy flesh whose invigorated clenching was a desperate plea; it wanted something to squeeze around. Mom was tightening and then relaxing her pussy to create a hypnotic kaleidoscope.
The luscious crease between her legs was glistening unmistakably. I gave her the benefit of the doubt and assumed it was from the aphrodisiac, but could no longer tell the difference between my sober thoughts and my ramped-up hormones.
Mom winked seductively and gestured towards her vagina with her nose. "Wanna go back inside?"
My throat was bone-dry. "Jesus, Mom. I can't even fucking think straight."
Mom nodded calmly. "I know, sweetheart. Mommy can feel it, too."
"You can?"
Mom nodded shyly. "My brain is... unfamiliar right now."
We each knew exactly what the other was experiencing, then: the unbridled, unprecedented horniness that made me feel like I would climb Mount Everest if it meant I could spend one more second staring at Mom's pussy. I was not in control, and once I recognized that, I succumbed to the desire.
My cock throbbed in my clenched fist. "Mom, I'm gonna—"
She cut me off. "Shh. Just enjoy it."
I hated having to close my eyes, thereby wasting time that could have been spent staring at Mom's delicious spread, but the orgasm that ripped through me rivaled any I had given myself before. I was the only one that actually touched my dick, but it still felt as though Mom had helped me to achieve that mind-melting bliss in a profoundly intimate way - something that went beyond merely showing off her naked body.
At the last second, I grabbed the cup given to us by The Doctor and dumped into it. I tried not to spill anything, but the way my body was shaking made it hard to keep everything in one place. I did not want to upset our captors by failing.
In an instant, The Doctor floated through the wall before the final dribbles had spilled out. I was not even given time to enjoy the afterglow, and was thrust back into the cold, clinical reality that I had successfully avoided thinking about for a few minutes.
"Excellent work," he said. "Thank you for your participation."
I was panting heavily, but still found time to be sarcastic. "It's better than dying, I guess."
"If this sample is viable," he said, "the two of you will be moved to housing quarters — cohabitation — for the remainder of your time here."
"And if it isn't?" I was afraid to ask, but I had to know.
"You will released." There was no emotion and no threat in his voice whatsoever, yet his words were menacing. As far as I knew, their version of 'release' might look awfully similar to what we called 'death.'
Mom immediately covered herself and slunk away to the farthest corner of the cage. It wasn't my fault, but I still felt the burden of guilt weighing on me. I had used her body like she was a pornstar, reducing my wonderful, loving mother to nothing more than an aid - an admittedly powerful one - for making myself cum.
"What if I don't pass?" I asked softly.
Mom, tucked away in the corner of her cell, rubbed her own shoulders reassuringly. "What if you do pass? Are you ready to be a father?"
"I don't want to die, Mom. If we have to do this to survive—"
"Then we will — but this is all so fucked up that I can't even believe it's real! Are they going to keep us here for the duration of my entire pregnancy? Nine whole months?"
"I don't know how long we'll be here." I rattled the bars on the cage. "At least it sounds like we'll be somewhere more comfortable than a metal box."
There were a million different things to worry about, but I figured we should only focus on one of them at a time - or even none, if we could.
The Doctor returned to the room, with my semen sample in hand.
"Excellent news. Your virile potency has us extremely excited to commence the experiment!"
The genuine enthusiasm The Doctor displayed toward the apparently imminent endeavor worried me greatly. I tried to think on my feet. "Uh, wait!" I said, filling my voice with some mixture of worry and panic. "Not today! We can't do it today!"
The Doctor was thoroughly displeased. "Why not?"
"Er, well, you see, males from Earth can only ejaculate once a day. Didn't you know that?"
He was clearly disappointed. "I did not. Very well, we will move you to your accommodations and begin the exercise tomorrow morning."
I had bought us some time, but I did not know what we would do with it. Our situation seemed inescapable, and if it was, all I was doing was delaying the inevitable - prolonging it, even, depending upon how long they intended on holding us. Still, it felt necessary to give Mom some time to recover from the trauma that had already been inflicted on her.
The following day would bring with it a cacophony of woes and worries, but we had the rest of the night to mentally prepare for it. It was not nearly enough time for one to contemplate performing such a lewd act with their own mother, but it was better than nothing.
The Doctor let us out of our cages and gestured towards the wall — the same one we had seen him walk through — assuring that it would take us where we were supposed to go. I expected to stumble into some sort of experiment, rather than the rest we were promised, so I was pleasantly surprised to find that those mysterious beings were, at the very least, true to their word.
On the other side of the wall was a white, well-lit bedroom with mostly silver furnishings. A gigantic bed, comparable to a California king, sat at the far end of the room, flanked by two side tables.
There was no shower; nor was there a television, books, or any source of entertainment or external stimulation of any kind. It was as blank and boring as an empty canvas. The difference was that a canvas waited to become something beautiful, whereas that room felt specifically designed to be as drab and inoffensive as possible.
It looked like a cartoonish mockery of a futuristic house on Earth — our captors were trying their best to make us feel at home so we would produce favorable results, but just didn't get it.
"It's nice." Mom's voice was hollow and airy, reflecting her uncertainty. The enthusiastic vigor from before had subsided - it had for me as well, I noted — leaving a vacancy that was suffocating. Her arms were folded across her chest, trying their hardest to protect herself from the influx of anxiety. It had been easy to get carried away earlier, but sobriety, like winter, apparently always came eventually - and with it, rumination.
I hugged Mom as tight as I could. "We'll get through this together, I promise."
Mom dropped her guard and hugged me back, securely wrapping her arms around my midsection. "I know honey. It's just that... I've only given birth once. You were supposed to be my baby boy, and instead I'm helping you become a father. For Christ sake, you'd be an older brother... to your own little brother or sister. How fucked up is that?"
"It is very fucked up." It was also made worse by the fact that it started to make my dick hard.
Mom noticed right away. "Did that... Jesus, honey. Don't tell me—"
"I'm scared too, okay? I can't control the way my body responds. I'm sorry!"
Mom nodded erratically while she chewed on her bottom lip, mulling over the unique feeling of disgust with which she was rapidly becoming familiar. She had watched me jerk off to her naked body, and had felt firsthand how inexplicably excited my dick became at the thought of breeding her. For someone who had always taken such pride in motherhood, I could not imagine how difficult our situation - hers, really, since they weren't exactly the same — was for her to accept.
Mom tried to take it in stride, but I could tell she was extremely put off by my display of renewed ardor. "Can we just go to bed? I don't remember the last time I ate, but I have absolutely no appetite."
I felt the same. I did not feel hunger, thirst, or even a hint of fatigue, but the idea of putting my head down on the bed gave me hope that, when I woke, I would be free of that nightmare.
I finally understood why pet rodents like to run in their wheels, aimlessly sprinting in the same spot day after day. It was better than nothing, and at least it gave you the illusion that you were moving forward. We were, however, entirely trapped in that white, well-lit tomb with nothing but each other for comfort — though if I'd had to pick one person be trapped there with, it would have been Mom.
Laying side by side with my mom on the bed, staring up at the polished silver ceiling over our heads, I found myself missing the way the fan in my bedroom would rattle from time to time. It's funny, isn't it? That damn thing had always driven me crazy, and there I was, pining for it. If I hadn't had Mom there with me, I do not know how I would have made it through.
"Chelsea is gonna be so pissed," I groaned. I thought about how my girlfriend would have flipped out if she'd known that I was slated to impregnate my own mother. I mean, if she knew that much, she'd know about being abducted by aliens, though. That would have to count for something.
"David is..." Mom never used Dad's full name unless it was serious. "... He's going to hate me after this."
"No, Mom. He isn't." I wrapped an arm under her head and pulled her onto my chest. We had never cuddled like that before, but given everything that had happened, and everything we feared would happen the next day, a snuggle was the least of our worries.
Mom lamented, and I listened. "We've been together since we were very, very young. You have to understand that. If he even saw me kiss another man, he would lose his mind, trust me. I don't know how he's going to stomach knowing that his high school sweetheart is carrying another man's baby."
I tried to find the silver lining. "Maybe he won't see it at all. I mean, if we're here until you give birth, which is an assumption in itself, he won't even see you while you're actually pregnant."
"Then I come back to Earth almost a year after disappearing—with a new baby? This is insane! What the hell am I supposed to do? Oh my god I don't want to be a new mother again. I'm forty! Either I go home pregnant, or I show up with a new baby. He's going to lose his fucking mind, and it's all my fault."
"None of this is our fault, Mom — none of it."
"Maybe, maybe not. I guess I can just blame that stuff that they're pumping into the air, but it doesn't feel fair."
"Blame it for what?"
Mom sighed. "I was so horny, honey. I couldn't believe it. All I could think about was your dick! I said and did things that have never crossed my mind before."
"And now?"
Mom shrugged, dejected by her own lack of enthusiasm. "Maybe they aren't pumping the gas in this room."
"I guess not." That was the last thing we said to each other that night.
I, too, could tell that my hormones had returned to some baseline level. Back in the cage, I would have eaten through the bars just to get myself an inch closer to Mom's pussy. To my surprise, the idea still put an excited flutter in the pit of my stomach, but without the drug lowering my inhibitions, a wave of guilt pushed back against it.
I wondered if the gas was not directly altering how horny we were, but rather simply removing our inhibitions so we might act in accordance with our deepest, darkest desires. I could not be sure, but either possibility was a frightening one.
I could feel Mom shaking, fighting back the urge to spill forth a deluge of well-earned tears. She was continuing to put on a brave face for me — remaining strong so that I could lean on her for support, rather than the other way around. Her quivering, and the occasional drip of a salty droplet on my chest, stopped after a little while. I was left to contemplate the future on my own until sleep eventually took me, too.
I did not dream.
I closed my eyes, and then, suddenly, I was awake. It sounds like a conventional description of slumber, but it felt like anything but. I had never specifically felt time pass while I'd slept, but I sure noticed the difference was there was one.
We awoke on the same bed, naked, but the room around us had completely changed. It seemed like a room a surgeon might operate in — clean and organized to the point of sterility. Our large bed was smack-dab in the center of the room so that anybody watching could walk circles around us.
Dozens of 'people' scurried busily around the room carrying all sorts of unrecognizable tools and gadgets. Clearly, they had all donned their disguises to make us more comfortable, but the idea of having sex with an audience of that size was daunting, no matter what species they were.
There were shapes on placards around the room that matched the ones being scribbled down on the various clipboards that surrounded our bed on all sides. If it was their language, I did not understand a lick.
That time I felt it: the surge of adrenaline and the intoxication that had driven us to act like animals the night before. The aphrodisiac was in full effect, and it was only a matter of time before Mom felt it, too.
Mom pinched the back of my arm to get my attention. "Did you sleep?"
My eyes darted between the various figures populating the room, but I could not get a read on any of them. "I don't know. I'm not tired, but if that was a whole night, I should be hungry by now, right? I don't feel anything."
Mom deflated with a sigh. "I feel one thing."
I felt it, too. The synapses in my brain were soaking in the rich fumes of the aphrodisiac being pumped into the room, flooding my senses with its chemical curse.
The Man, who had served as our initial introduction to that fucked-up reality, stepped forward. The scattered conversations around us fell quiet, and all eyes focused on him.



He looked at me, then at my mother, with what came across to me as a bizarre fondness. Perhaps he was excited to see the mating ritual firsthand, or perhaps he had not yet gotten the hang of wearing his human skin.
"Begin when you are ready," he instructed.
"What are we supposed to do?" Mom complained.
"Procreate as you would on Earth," he said sharply.
"It doesn't work like that! This is my son, okay? Humans have different kinds of sex. Doing it with a stranger is different than doing it with someone you love." Her last ditch effort for mercy fell on deaf ears.
"Do you love your son?" The Man inquired.
"Of course I do!" Mom insisted. "But I have a husband." Desperation filled her voice.
"Then pretend he is your husband, and mate with your son — the same way you did when you originally created him." Their commands left no room to maneuver. They were unwilling to compromise.
Mom chewed on the inside of her cheek, her brow tensely furrowed. "Wh-when I... oh, okay, then."
"Just pretend I'm Dad," I said. I wanted to help somehow, but in spite of the number that the airborne aphrodisiac was doing on my body and mind, I was still sympathetic enough to fill my voice with that resigned, defeated, "let's make the best of a bad situation" tone.
"Easier said than done," Mom fired back, disinclined to give my heroic effort any credit. "Are you going to pretend I'm Chelsea?"
I stared at Mom's naked body, admiring all the little pieces of her that rendered her bitterly sarcastic suggestion impossible. I could not pretend Mom was Chelsea — or anybody else, for that matter. Mom was blessed in a way that none of my previous girlfriends had been, and I was not immune to her breathtaking curvature.
My dick tingled with energy, coaxed from its slumber by something more than just alien chemicals. "I don't think I can pretend."
"Me neither," Mom said, gulping dryly, "but if you aren't pretending, then why is your dick getting hard?"
"I can't help it!"
"Does that mean all that is for... me?" Mom smiled briefly but wiped the proud grin from her face as quickly as it had appeared.
I nodded shamefully. No matter how many lies I spun, my body gave me away. I supposed that honesty was the best way forward. "You look really good, Mom. I would be an idiot if I didn't find you beautiful."
Mom rolled her eyes. "Oh, hush. You don't need to butter me up."
"I'm being serious!" I was, and I wanted her to know.
Someone stepped forward out of the crowd—a tall, slender woman with a shaved head. She presented us with a plate, upon which were two pills. One was white, and one was black.
She looked at Mom. "For fertility."
Then she looked at me. "For vigor."
Whatever was in them, I had little doubt it was going to help us get where we needed to go. There was no point in asking what we were about to ingest, as it would surely be a concoction that was—quite literally—alien.
Mom and I each swallowed our respective pill in one gulp. Thankfully, they were small enough so that we didn't need water. The experience reminded me that I hadn't felt any thirst whatsoever since I'd awoken aboard that strange ship. My mouth had not run dry - at least not in a literal sense — and I hadn't felt hungry, either.
I breathed out until my lungs were empty, then summoned a deep breath to puff out my chest. I hoped that some faux bravado would hide how nervous I was. "How do we— er, you know... start?"
Mom sat up on her knees and faced me. Gravity made her hanging breasts swing to the side like two fleshy pendulums, and she was nearly carried away by their momentum.
"Have you been with a woman?" Mom asked.
"Not like this, no. What do we do?"
Mom folded her hands in her lap. "We pretend."
I raised an eyebrow. "Pretend like you're not my mother?"
Mom nodded with her jaw clenched tightly. "Pretend it's just you and me. Pretend we aren't here."
"I guess that, normally, I would start with..." I trailed off, unable to bring myself to say it.
Mom sucked in a deep breath of air, filling her chest with courage while she took my hand in hers. Her thumb rubbed the valley between my knuckles in an effort to relax me. "Do you want to kiss me, honey?"
I nodded sheepishly.
Mom smiled weakly. "Lie down on the bed, please."
I did as I was told.
Mom tucked a lock of golden blonde hair behind her ear, then slid in beside me on my right-hand side. She wedged herself under my arm and cuddled up as close as she could. Her naked skin against mine was a blessing from heaven itself, draping over me like soft fleece that caressed me with a tender touch.
One of Mom's breasts plopped lazily onto my chest, and flattened out like a large pancake. The weight from just one of her heavy udders was enough to crush me into dust. I deemed it a miracle that she was able to carry both of them around all day — and had done so for over forty years — without using a crane to hold them up.
Mom rested a hand on my chest, staring calmly into my eyes. She held my gaze, daring me to blink first, while she slid her hand over my collarbone. She moved it upwards until it cradled the side of my cheek; it felt both steady and delicate.
I could not believe how soothing it was to have her methodically stroking the side of my face, and after only a few passes, my anxiety simmered down. Sensing that change, Mom leaned in and placed a quick kiss on my lips.
Our first kiss was short — nothing more than an innocuous peck. It reminded me of the smooches she gave me as a young boy, sometimes as a parting gift before I scampered off to join the other kids at the playground. They had been innocent, then—an expression of a mother's love for her son. Though her kiss felt the same as it had back then, the context in which I was receiving it made for an entirely different experience.
Mom pulled her head back, scanning my face to make sure I was comfortable enough for the next kiss, which turned out to be much wetter than the first one.
Mom lodged my bottom lip between hers, flattening our mouths together, with an urgency I had never witnessed from her. We gradually picked up intensity and, after a few exploratory kisses, dove headfirst into making out.
A couple of sloppy, sex-starved teenagers, we hungrily devoured each other. The role came naturally to me, of course, but the way Mom pawed at my chest and shoulders while we made out gave the impression that she was reliving a fond memory from her youth.
Her tongue prodded my lips, searching for a way in. I had never been interested in tongue-play with my former girlfriends, but with her, it felt all too natural to accept the fat, pink snake into my mouth and intertwine it with my own.
Mom practically assaulted me with kisses, imparting each one with more passion than the last. I could hardly get a word out in the midst of our furious makeout session. It took all my will to summon the strength to pull away.
"Mom?" I said, my voice pleading. "Can I touch you?"
Rather than respond with words—the obvious, boring option—Mom opted to simply drag my left hand across my chest like a seatbelt until her heaving breasts filled my palm. I squeezed my fingers, making the soft putty ooze through my tightly clenched digits. I molded the supple mound like I was kneading the knots out of a pile of pizza dough.
After supporting the incredible weight of one of her breasts for only a few seconds, my arm was already shaking. To test my strength, I tucked my hand underneath her boob and lifted it away from her body, encumbering myself with its full weight. I could hardly contain the wobbling mass. It tried to tumble out of my hands by swaying back and forth, prompting me to tighten my grip.
I imagined that magnificent, sagging udder filled with milk, the way it had been when I had nursed from her. It was easy enough; her breasts yet moved as though they were bloated with gallons of cream. That was the only explanation I could conjure up as to how they freely sloshed about, like a waterbed that could not, for the life of it, stay in one place.
My mouth watered, thinking about how it would feel to latch onto her perky nipple. The firm, protruding nub poked directly into the center of my palm. I dreamed of drinking from her again, her nipple like an open faucet dripping her organic, homemade milk onto my tongue.
Mom's areola was massive; it could barely be contained by the width of my hand. It was bright pink, just like the nipple that it encircled, but slightly faded. It was as though the sun had sucked some of the vibrancy from that fat, rubbery circle that surrounded the base of her nipple, leaving it looking like a slice of pale pepperoni.
Mom broke our kiss in order to ask a question that I had been dying to hear. "Do you want me to touch you, too?"
"Y-yeah." My breathing was frantic, and I hoped my chattering teeth were quieter than the loud, bassy thumping of my heartbeat in my ears.
My dick pulsed with excitement, awaiting her touch. Mom was cautious at first, exploring me with a patience that I forced myself to endure. Her thumb brushed against an engorged vein that ran up the side, which throbbed happily under her touch.
Mom traced that vein like she was an explorer in the wilderness, stumbling across an unexplored path that she wanted to follow it to its natural end. Luckily for me, the 'end' in question was the head of my dick. The inflated helmet had ballooned to the size of a walnut, turning a furious shade of red. Mom coiled her fingers around the spongy dome and gave it a gentle squeeze—just one.
Her fingers coiled tightly around the root of my cock, sending a rush of blood to the tip. She kept that vice secured around the root and began steadily tugging on me like she was pulling saltwater taffy. Each pull drew to the surface more of the vigor which had, under her elegant touch, turned my dick into an impressively solid steel pipe.
Those tugs were subtle at first, but Mom gradually increased her pace. Each stroke gave her the confidence to explore a little bit further, expanding her domain until her fingers had tread every inch of me, mapping the terrain before she settled in.
She was getting familiar with the shape of my cock, and the areas of it that were sensitive enough to elicit a powerful flex when she manipulated them. Once she understood how to make me squirm, she took to pumping her fist up and down the entire length with each methodical stroke.
All the while, we made out with undue lust, thrusting our tongues into each other with reckless abandon, solely focused on mauling whatever we could get our hands on.
For me, it meant eagerly fondling her breasts. I tried to restrain myself, but could not stop from getting excited. I kneaded the gelatinous piles of dough, digging in with my fingers a bit too enthusiastically. A couple of times, Mom squeaked out a weak whimper to let me to know to ease up. I tried my best not to bruise her, but the drug-fueled animal inside of me was becoming insistent - progressively overriding sympathy, empathy, and whatever else stopped one animal from fucking another one to death.
Mom recoiled from our kiss, the first time she had done so in what felt like days. She clicked her tongue and shook her head disapprovingly. "You're not being very gentle, are you?"
I winced. "I'm sorry. I can't help it!"
Mom kissed my cheek. "It's okay, sweetheart. I think it's cute; you like them so much that you get carried away."
"I could literally do this all day."
"I thought was going to have to use my mouth to get you hard. Clearly, you don't need any help with that!" Mom firmly clenched her fingers around the base of my dick. It pulsed happily, enjoying the mention and attention.
I was gobsmacked, unsure if she was messing with me or just trying to turn me on even further. "You were gonna do that for me?"
"I thought I might have to, but you're really hard. I guess you like Mommy's kisses that much?"
"I love them, Mom."
"Do you like them riiight..." Mom pressed her lips against my collar bone. "Here?"
The butterflies in my stomach kicked up. "Holy shit. Yeah, I do."
Mom began to kiss her way down my body, lingering over every smooch she planted. "What about... here? Or here, honey?"
The natural end of her journey was between my legs, though it was not a venture I had expected her to undertake, considering my dick was already extremely hard. There would be no point to a blowjob, in terms of the clinical trial we were participating in. The only intention she could have for considering it, let alone actually doing it, was to pleasure me — or, my perverted thoughts suggested, maybe she's just that horny.
Mom was having some by fun teasing me. Even when she carved a path of little smooches across my abdomen, like a mother hen pecking in the dirt in search of breakfast, I did not think she would go any further.
The first kiss on my thigh was the one that made lightning shoot through my body. It felt different than the others — something my body recognized before my brain did. My inner thigh was not a place that I often felt the touch of another, so having my mother's lips gingerly sucking on my flesh—long enough to leave behind a small, red mark—simultaneously heightened and overloaded my senses.
It nevertheless paled in comparison to what she did next.
Mom's lips, soft and plump like two velour cushions, puckered up and pressed against the tip of my cock. The fat bulb pulsated with energy, yearning for more. It begged for her attention, but apparently she didn't want to play favorites.
She traversed down the length of my cock, her lips leaving a trail of saliva in her wake - breadcrumbs, my aching cockhead hoped, to guide a return trip. Each kiss was infused with more drool than the one before it until the notion of discrete drops or strands was no longer apt; she was veritably basting my dick, and continued to do so until was glistening from top to bottom.
Once again, Mom encircled the head of my cock with her warm, spindly fingers, completely entombing the crown. She rotated her fist in a slow, steady corkscrew as she tugged, a motion facilitated in no small part by the copious coating of saliva she had left behind.
I released a growl from deep in my stomach. "Fuck, that feels amazing."
I was so distracted by Mom's attentive handjob that I did not notice her mouth creeping towards my balls.
"Just you wait, sweetheart," Mom sung sweetly, bewitching me with the melody of her angelic voice.
I finally noticed how far down she had slithered, but only due to how muffled and distant her response had sounded.
Without another word of warning, Mom latched onto one of my balls. With a loud, lecherous slurp, she sucked hard enough to pop the fat egg into her mouth like a golf ball into a vacuum hose. The seal around my nut was a snug fit, and once the large orb was inside her mouth, she wasted no time in basting the sides of it with long, patient strokes of her tongue, like she was painting the side of a house.
My heart leapt into my throat. "W-warm, so warm... mouth, Mom." It was idiotic babble, but at least it was technically English.
It seemed to me that Mom enjoyed pushing buttons, and was thriving on how easily she could push mine. Not only that, but I saw hints of pride - pride in the fact that she knew how to sexually pleasure a man.
With one ball lodged within her mouth, Mom took to nudging the other one inside, too. There was scarcely room for second fat orb to fit into, but she was undeterred. All it took was a deep breath and a decisive stretch of her jaw—one that would have impressed even the most ravenous python—to get the round egg into her wet, suckling maw.
Mom tenderly nursed around the root of my ball sack. The suction made her cheeks draw in, molding around my balls like a wet t-shirt onto a pair of tits on a muggy summer day. It was impossible for her to hide the lump marinating within her tightly pulled cheeks, even had she been so inclined. As it stood, she didn't seem all that embarrassed that she looked like a chipmunk stuffing her mouth with nuts - pun intended.
With both of my balls plugging her mouth, as an apple would a suckling pig's, Mom struggled to utter anything comprehensible. The attempt, in all of its muffled glory, turned me on more than it had any right to. She winced, trying to shove my balls into the corner of her mouth so she could speak without having to release them for a single second. "Shou ah suffer did ow?" she gurgled, her puffy cheeks bulging out cartoonishly.
By trying to speak with her mouth full, Mom only managed to toss my balls around with her tongue. As she tried in vain to make herself understood, I could only focus on how her lewdly stuffed hole, changing shape with each new word she forced out, was making for an unintentionally thorough massage.
"What did you say, Mom?"
Regrettably, Mom purged my balls and sucked in breath of fresh air that she'd sorely needed. A long, glimmering strand of saliva, like a pearlescent vine, connected her lips to my balls. They were painted with such a thick coat of bubbly goo that I was sure Mom could see her reflection staring back at her.
The vine snapped, and as it did, it fell over Mom's chin in a manner that made it appear as though she was literally drooling at the sight of my erection. She wiped her chin with the back of her hand, and gave a subtle cough to clear the congestion that had gathered at the back of her throat.
"I said; should I suck your dick now, sweetheart?" Mom punctuated the pet name with a wet, puckered kiss on the head of my cock.
I, ever the genius, said the first thing that came to mind. "But I'm already hard."
Mom smiled like I was the most handsome, charming, magnificent idiot that she had ever met. "You are very, very hard, so I will ask just one more time. Do you want Mommy to put your very hard penis all the way into her throat, so she can keep it nice and warm for you?"
"You can do that?" I was dumbstruck.
"I will do it— for you, honey." There was magic — and definitely something else — in the air.
In the back of my mind, I reasoned that Mom was only doing such a good job — putting in so much effort to please me — so that I would not last as long when we had sex. In the front of my mind, I did not give a damn. Elsewhere, I realized that I was already close to cumming. I knew that if I did not focus on holding back my orgasm, there was no chance I would last long enough to have sex with her... but I really, really wanted her to suck my cock.
A starved lioness on the hunt to quell her rampant lust, Mom licked her lips. The primal hunger that raged behind her eyes obscured any image of the woman who raised me, and in her place was a harlot, hell-bent on extracting every drop of cum that my balls could produce.
She held her hair to the side of her head with one hand so I had a full view of her face. Her eyes gleamed as she approached the menacing tower of meat between my legs, proudly admiring the dick she had created. It was a sinful pride; she had given birth to a man with a cock that not even she could resist.
Hot, steamy breath coiled against my dick head. I was close; there was no turning back. Mom let her tongue fall out of her mouth; it hung all the way down to her chin. She gripped the lower part of my cock shaft with her hand and used the tip of her tongue to lightly lick the head in a slow, circular motion. She nudged the spongy dome with her tongue, applying soft pressure against the sides. Mom was a blind woman, trying to paint a picture of the puffy helmet in her mind — to commit its shape to memory.
Mom knew, after sucking both of my balls into her mouth, that she would be able to engulf the entire head at once. She was a snake on the hunt for an unsuspecting egg that she could swallow in one swift gulp. Her tongue flattened against the underside of my cock, tickling my frenulum against the velvet carpet she laid out for me.



She slurped the top of the fleshy popsicle, gorging on the unique flavor of my manhood, as though she were finally fulfilling a desire she had been harboring for years. The look of satisfaction on her face was unmistakable; she was enjoying herself.
She eased her way down, her lips glued around me for the duration of her descent. Her tongue slid along the bottom of my cock, painting the underside with saliva, as she gobbled more of it into her gullet. The dense, muggy humidity of her of her mouth clung to me, but my dick was nevertheless eagerly led through that soggy tunnel.
Only a few inches remained before I was completely embedded in Mom's throat. Her brow scrunched up in concentration, steeling herself against her body's instinctive retching. She was too driven to be distracted by silly things like the need for oxygen, or the way her body convulsed in an attempt to dislodge the suffocating mass of throbbing cock meat from her esophagus.
Mom's cushy lips plummeted to the base of my cock. Never in my entire life had I experienced such enthralling dedication from a sexual partner. Usually, they stopped halfway down so that they did not drown in an abundance of cock, but that was not a concern for my mother. She — the woman of my dreams — made it her mission to drive my dick to the bottom. Once she had, it became a showcase for her to impress me with her hidden talent.
Mom lifted her head so that half of my girth slid out from between her slickened lips. The other half, to my delight, stayed behind to soak in the bubbly saliva bath so she could keep it warm. She drew a deep breath, and the rush of cool air blowing through the humid oven made the warmth feel even warmer by contrast. Like a child come in from the cold—brows crusted with fresh, white snow—I longed to defrost in the hot, soggy confines of her throat, where I knew I would feel safe and warm again.
Mom panted, taking short, spastic breaths as the air flowed into her lungs. Drool ran from the corner of her lips and oozed all the way down her cheeks, prompting her to fully withdraw my cock from between her lips so she could wipe away the mess.
Her eyes were wide, matching the intensity of her rapid breathing. "Wow, I haven't done that in a while."
"The throat thing?"
Mom nodded sheepishly and rubbed her neck. "I don't know what came over me!"
Like she had gorged herself on a mouthwatering cut of steak, marbled with ribbons of rich, succulent fat, the drippings of her meal ran freely down her chin—a vulgar display of sexual gluttony. They then descended even further onto her heaving breasts which, by their very nature, acted like a bib to catch them.
I watched in awe as a chunky droplet splattered onto Mom's boobs. "You look like you really enjoyed yourself."
She cringed. "Is it wrong if I kind of did?"
The Man cleared his throat to get our attention. "The effects of the gas are extremely powerful. Neither of you are immune to it. Do not be ashamed for succumbing to your impulses." He then flicked his gaze between the two of us. "If there are no further questions, please resume."
It made sense; I had never felt that horny in my entire life. It felt like I would have fought my way through a horde of a thousand men so long as Mom had been waiting for me on the other side. My hormones were on overdrive and, as a result, had taken complete control of the ship. They wished to steer me in only one direction, and whatever was "me" — whatever I could fool myself into thinking had some existence separate from that manipulated biology — was but a passenger.
I looked at my mother, and she at me, forming a silent pact that we knew we would never break: if we survived that ordeal, and if we remembered it when we were back on Earth, we would never speak of it again. However, given that we were helpless to affect the outcome of our situation, the only thing left for us to do was to listen to our bodies, and let them do what they did best.
In other words, if I had to fuck my mother, I was going make sure I enjoyed it!
Mom tilted her head to the side. "Are you ready, honey?"
"As ready as I'll ever be, I guess."
Mom sucked in an invigorating breath and, like a deep sea diver returning to the bottom of the ocean, drove my cock into the hot, slimy abyss once more. Velvet walls undulated around me, battering my cock on all sides in a unified massage—one which left no inch of me unsullied.
The plummet into my lap was short lived. Mom raised her head again, giving my dick barely any time to relish the return to its warm, gooey home. Just like before, she regurgitated a portion of my pulsating cock from her quivering lips and used the small window to take a breath.
Then she drove the head down her throat again, flattening the bulging helmet out like a water balloon when it hit the bottom. Tears squeaked out of the corner of her eyes when she winced, successfully stifling a powerful seizure that would have made many other women call it quits.
After that, Mom fell into a steady rhythm that, had it not been for the occasional full-body gagging that occurred when I bottomed out, would have looked rather relaxed. Time and again, she withdrew the muscular rod from her gullet only to plunge it back down with equal intensity. Whether or not she briefly gagged before she took a breath was up to chance. She ignored her body's pleas for mercy and dutifully swallowed me again without a second thought.
Most of the women I had been with were unable to fit more than half of my entire length. Imagine my surprise when my own mother broke the record, claiming the crown of The Deepthroat Queen.
Given that her abilities deserved the status of royalty, it should be easy to accept that I was suddenly flirting with my impending orgasm in a dangerous fashion. The fervency with which Mom devoured me was unparalleled, putting to shame every blowjob I had ever received in my life.
As far as my dick was aware, it was not inside of her mouth at that moment. Mom's aptitude for gobbling cock was so expertly honed that it felt as though I was plunging myself in and out of the tight, wet cunt of a girl my own age. If I had been blindfolded, I would not have been able to tell the difference - well, blindfolded and deafened somehow, perhaps. The loud, noisy sputtering probably would have given it away.
All of that is to say that every touch of her tongue and every bump of her lips brought such surreal pleasure that I could not stop my body from doing what came naturally. My dick thought it was balls deep in a thoroughly plowed pussy, and the consequence was coming naturally.
"Mom, I'm gonna fucking cum," I whined, unable to hold back any longer.
"Mmhmm! Mmpfh!"
I had no idea what she was saying, but I took her muffled grunts as acceptance. I hoped that she was instructing me to ejaculate into her stomach. If not, I was going to be in a whole heap of trouble.
Seeing the confusion on my face, Mom reluctantly decided to give me some answers. She released the seal around my cock, ejecting it with a noisy plop! She slurped some of the drool back into her mouth, then puckered her lips. Saliva spilled out, pouring over the head of my cock. With the addition of her homemade lube, Mom pumped her fist up and down my cock like a well-oiled piston, meticulously tending to the entire length with long, even strokes.
"You really can't wait any longer, sweetheart?" she cooed.
"Wait for what?" I groaned, frustrated that I was not getting exactly what I wanted, exactly when I wanted it. It was greedy of me, but it was true.
Mom arched an eyebrow. "I'm not going to get pregnant if I swallow it, am I?"
Mom dipped her head down and slurped the head into her mouth for a moment, then released it just as quickly. She was pushing the envelope. I might have cum at any minute, but still, she could not resist the urge to put me between her lips again.
"If you keep doing that," I cried, "I'm not gonna have a choice!"
There was one tactic that I had yet to employ, and I was not sure if it would even work, but I figured it was worth a shot. Every fiber of my being wanted to cum in Mom's mouth, but if she did not let me, I knew I would only last for a couple of seconds once we started having sex. My hormones were on overdrive, and I was not willing to waste the opportunity to have sex with my mother on a two-pump fling.
Thanks to my previous lie, my captors were - again, I hoped — under the impression that human men could only ejaculate once per day. If I 'wasted' it in Mom's mouth, I would get to spend the entire next day having sex with her. It wasn't anything close to a carefully considered plan, but the aphrodisiac clouding my judgment rendered critical thought obsolete. I wanted to cum, and I wanted to cum right away.
I turned up the heat the only way I knew how: by playing into some of the phrases that Mom had already used, which had revealed some of her own hidden proclivities.
"Mommy," I whimpered softly, trying to elicit sympathy from the woman who gave birth to me, "I want to cum in your mouth. Pretty please, Mommy? I wanna squirt my babies in your tummy. I can't wait any longer!"
A mixture of emotions swam in the deep, azure pools with which Mom stared back at me, overwhelmed by the torrent of thoughts triggered by both my request and its cloying tenor.
She pulled my dick out of her mouth. She was flustered by my candor, but not repelled by it. Whether it was the effects of the gas, or the awakening of something that had lain dormant in her psyche for many years, it did not matter. My words flipped switches that put Mom in a tizzy.
She stroked my cock while she wrestled with the idea. "Oh, honey. Y-you really... you want it that badly?"
I pouted. "Please, Mommy?"
"But... you have to get me pregnant. If you finish in my mouth—"
I spoke quickly, lest, in her own haze, she were to unwittingly contradict the lie. "Then we get to do this again, tomorrow. Men can't cum twice in one day, remember?"
I hoped our captor would not question the authenticity of my claim. More than that, I hoped Mom was horny enough to go along with my plan. If she did, it would add another day to our time aboard the ship. It would halt our return home in exchange for one thing; more time with each other. If that was not something Mom wanted, all she had to do was say so. With one or two pumps into her vagina, we would be free of the responsibility that our abductors had thrust upon us.
Mom chewed her bottom lip. "Okay."
I perked up. "Okay? For real?"
Mom beamed me a dorky smile. "For real, honey. How close are you?"
The mention of release had broken the floodgates. Once I knew that it was safe to stop holding back, my dick accepted the invitation to orgasm without hesitation. Her hand was stroking me half-heartedly since she was focused more on the consequences of letting my request come to pass, but that was all I needed.
I submitted to the throes of an orgasm that gripped me with a divine hand. Without even trying, Mom pulled the orgasm out of my body using nothing more than a few gentle tugs.
"Now! Holy fuck, now!" I groaned like I had been punched in the stomach.
"Wait, as in now, now?" Mom's eyes widened. I do not think she had planned for me to cum so soon, despite my warnings. She'd truly underestimated how talented she was.
Mom read the signs just in time and dove her head into my lap. It came as naturally as tying her shoes. She plunged my dick was into her hot, squishy, velvet orifice - well, one of them, anyway — until it tickled her tonsils.
My stomach rose until it was caught in my throat, and adrenaline surged through my veins. An explosive frisson of needles danced across my scalp. I felt every neuron on my body invigorated by dopamine. The only thing that kept me from blacking out was that sudden surfeit of my body's own fight-or-flight-or-fuck drug.
My vision narrowed to a tunnel as not just the world, but the universe itself, stopped existing. There was nothing besides Mom lying between my legs, with my dick throbbing in her mouth. Her eyes stared solemnly into mine, and I wondered if she was experiencing the same awe-inspiring wonder that I was, or if she was simply proud that she had created a man to which she was so willing to submit herself. The aphrodisiac in the air, and Mom's remarkable dedication to making me feel incredible pleasure, brought me to highs that I had never thought possible.
The head of my dick was squarely embedded against the back of her throat, and my slit was nestled cozily against the spongy wall. The forceful eruption of cum made me thankful that the mess was contained within Mom's mouth. Like wet paint being thrown on the pavement, cum splattered in every direction as soon as it hit her throat. She lurched forward, her gullet flooded with a stream of hot glue that arrived with compelling force.
Mom overrode her instincts to withdraw and gasp for air, choking on the first of many doses that she was bound to endure.
Her body cried for her to take a break, so she made a compromise. She released half of my cock — no more than she had to — from the depths of her esophagus. Right as she pulled back, I launched another generous load of batter against her soft palate. It took her by surprise, stifling her attempt to take a breath. She choked on the molten syrup and gurgled out a lecherous, cum-soaked belch from her sodden maw.
Mom quickly sealed her lips around me again, eager to catch every drop. She used her tongue as a bed— a wet, soggy duvet—on which the rest of my baby batter could soak.
One of her tiny hands then wrapped around the base of my cock and squeezed it in between the rhythmic pulsations. Tears streamed from the corners of her eyes, leaving stains down her cheeks that I fancied were only half as salty as the torrents of cum that I proceeded to launch onto her tongue.
I never came so much when I was by myself, but Mom had a talent for pulling things out of me that I had never imagined. It seemed like entire minutes passed with my cock flexing in her mouth, spewing an endless river of buttery cum onto her taste buds. Mom did not budge, content to let my cum saturate her tonsils before she showed a hint of swallowing it.
While Mom continued to stroke the base of my cock with one hand, she used the other to gently rub my tummy. Her fingers lay flat against my stomach, and she drew wide circles with her palm, like she was soothing me from a bellyache after I'd eaten too much cake at a birthday party. She hummed softly, vibrating the pool of cum in which my cock was soaking, calmly purring while she nursed like a happy, satisfied kitten.
Mom's eyes were endlessly compassionate, assuring me that, despite her mouth being used as a depository for my cum, she loved me nonetheless. She was happy that I was happy, which she further communicated with her reassuring tummy rubs.
The dark vignette around my cone of vision widened, and I felt like I was seeing the light of heaven as the color returned to my world. Mom cocked her head to the side and smiled at me as widely as she could. Considering the mouthful of cum she kept at bay, I was surprised that nothing spilled out when she grinned. My dick had stopped throbbing with such unyielding might, informing Mom that she had finally—after many, many patient minutes of suckling—coaxed every last drop of cum out of my balls.
My voice wavered. "F-fuck, Mom."
Mom wiggled her lips on me. "Mmhmm?"
After how hard I had just come, even the slightest touch of her tongue sent tingles though my body. I sucked in my first full breath in ages, exhaling the stale air from my lungs. "I need... I need a break."
Mom slowly dragged her mouth off of me, but kept her lips sealed tightly, using them like a squeegee to remove the remnants of frothy cum that clung to the sides of my shaft. The fat, squishy plum stayed in her mouth for a second longer, marinating in the syrupy pool of cum and saliva, before she released it with a loving kiss.
My dick slapped against my abdomen like it was taped down. I had never been so hard before, and I stayed hard, even after Mom had extracted everything out of me.
I felt like a completely new man. "That was amazing, Mom. I've never felt anything like that before."
Mom sat back on her legs, giving me a glorious view up at her. Her breasts swung to the sides when she sat up, rocking back and forth with her momentum. I noticed her cheeks were puffed out, lending further evidence to the theory that she had, in fact, been a chipmunk in her previous life.
I remembered the old adage that there are no stupid questions, and sought to prove it wrong. "Did you swallow it all?"
Mom shook her head, tossing around the slurry of semen inside her inflated cheeks. I imagined that, had I held an ear up to her puffed out cheek, I would have heard the tidal waves of cum being tossed around by her vigorous head shake. She obviously could not speak, but I took a perverse pleasure out of making her communicate as a mute.
I could not resist asking, with a coy grin, the question that was next on my mind. "Is there a lot?"
Mom rolled her eyes, and pointed to her bloated cheeks. "Mmhmm!"
I gave her a big, dramatic pout. "You're not gonna waste it all, are you, Mommy?"
Mom groaned with dismay. "Mm mmhmm hm!"
"I can't understand you."
Mom sighed, admitting defeat. She straightened her back, like her name had just been called at an award show, and took a slow, steady breath. She gripped her pudgy thighs, bracing for impact, with her fingers dug in.
Mom readied herself to ingest the mouthful that she had been holding onto so patiently, but could not do so without some serious effort. Her left eye twitched like she had sucked on a sour lemon as she ushered the enormous load to the back of her throat. The flood of salty syrup saturating her tongue—the sheer amount of boiling hot magma searing the insides of her cheeks—would have been a deal breaker for any of my past flings.
Thankfully, Mom put those women to shame.
She tilted her head back a little to encourage the slimy mass to slide down on its own. When that did not work, she used her tongue to shovel the stubborn chunks down her throat. They landed in the pool, along with their brothers and sisters, who waited at the cusp of Mom's gullet for her to open the chute. Once she did, allowing the sticky medicine to plummet into her gut, it still required several firm, dedicated gulps for her to swallow the entire dose.
"Was th— ahem." Mom coughed, choking on the remnants of sticky semen that clogged her esophagus. "Sorry, honey. Was that good?"
I groaned like a drugged-up maniac, but found that I could not form words. There was no breeze in the room, yet the air had suddenly felt chilly once I'd been removed from the sweltering confines of Mom's mouth. I longed to slide back into that warm, wet den more than anything in the world. My dick, which had finally begun to soften, was so sensitive that my nerves would have gone haywire the second I touched her lips. I didn't care. I don't think it would've, either.
Mom rubbed her tummy. "I've never seen that much cum before."
"Me neither."
The Man stepped forward once again. Despite witnessing such a primal display by a mother and her son, his demeanor had not changed one bit. "The gas does not only stimulate you, it also encourages semen production so that fertilization is ensured. Was that... it?"
Mom sneered at me playfully before answering The Man. "No. He came too early."
"Does this often happen to men on your planet?"
Mom and I chimed in at the same time, overlapping each other with completely different answers: "Yes!/No!"



We both stifled a laugh, but it was not shared by our surrounding audience.
The Man was curious, but ultimately, did not care enough to inquire further. "Interesting. Luckily for you, we have devised a drug capable of enhancing the sexual capabilities of human men. It should take effect soon."
I was not sure what Mom's pill was for, though I imagined it was to increase fertility. As soon as he mentioned the effects of the drug I'd ingested, I knew right away that The Man was not bluffing about its potency.
My erection, which had been a fading memory seconds earlier, was reinvigorated as though somebody had shocked it back to life with chest paddles. Blood rushed to the mushroom cap at the end, ballooning it to its former glory in less than ten seconds. Getting hard without proper stimulation was strange, like somebody else was hijacking my body's natural responses in order to pilot me like a robot built for breeding.
The mental clarity and brief adversity to sex brought on by my orgasm were wiped out in an instant. My refractory period was shortened to less than a handful of seconds. If I had been standing, I would have been brought to my knees by the instantaneous wave of profound, rampant horniness that rushed through me. I went from wanting a nap and a sandwich — as a man often does after sex — to a primal urge to mount and breed my mother.
In the past, there had been times where I had recovered quickly, much to my own surprise. Those experiences had not been similar at all to what the alien drug was forcing upon me. My brain switched tracks in an instant, and it could not be switched back.
Mom chuckled. "Wow, honey. That fast?"
"M-Mom," I whimpered desperately, "I... I can't. I need you now." It was not quite painful — not physically, anyway. I imagined it was similar to the pain of withdrawal after a lifetime of addiction. My entire being longed for her so direly that I would have crawled through a field of broken glass just to kiss her feet.
Mom sensed that my desperation went beyond simple desire. "Sweetheart, are you okay?
My pulse was racing. "I don't know! I'm so fucking horny! I don't know!"
Mom scooted between my legs. Since I was still lying on my back, she towered over me despite her relatively small stature. I felt safe in the shadow of her presence, but the true comfort came when she lay her body over me like a weighted blanket.
Her squishy breasts flattened against my chest, which made them bulge out on the sides when her weight rested on me. Soft, supple flesh spilled over the sides of my chest, forming to me like molded putty. The tremendous weight of her breasts made it difficult to draw breath, yet I felt completely secure.
Mom wrapped her arms around my head and kissed my forehead. "Shhh, shhh. It's gonna be okay, Mommy is here."
My dick felt like it was about to explode. "Why am I so fucking horny? I can feel every vein just... throbbing!"
Mom was positioned between my legs in such a way that, without needing to readjust herself, she could press down on my erection with her pussy mound simply by pushing her hips forward a little bit.
She brushed her fingers through my hair, raking her nails along my scalp. "I know, honey. I can feel him getting bigger. Does it hurt?"
I winced, my muscles contracting so fiercely that it felt like my dick would snap in half. "A-a little, yeah."
Mom grinded her plump muffin against my violently straining cock. She rested her head beside mine so she could whisper into my ear, "Tell Mommy how to make the pain go away."
I grimaced. "Fuck! I need to fuck. I need to fuck you."
While she whispered to me, she placed a delicate kiss on my neck to accent each of her words. "Baby... wants... Mommy's... pussy?"
"Jesus Christ, I do!"
Mom giggled. "I thought you might. Are you sure you wanna go back inside?"
I wailed like a petulant child. "Moooooom, please!"
Mom knew she had all of the power, and it was going to her head. It was no longer a question of if we would have sex, so with that assurance, she took no issue in playing with her food.
"But honey," she whimpered, taunting me, "it's awful wet inside of there. Mommy is too snug for some boys to fit their penises, and yours is so very big, sweetheart. I don't want to hurt you if my pussy hugs are too tight."
I was enthralled in the moment, and could not quell or even ignore the intrusive thoughts that, in hindsight, were not very romantic. "I love hearing you call it that."
Mom chuckled again. "My pussy?"
My heart tightened in my chest like a noose wrapped around it had suddenly been put to use. "God, yes."
She nibbled on my earlobe, mashing her pussy against my strained erection, then whispered, "You wanna slide your fat cock into Mommy's hot, cozy little cunt. You want to go back where you came from, don't you, honey?"
Mom was having fun with the dirty talk, saying things that she never would have said if not for the chemical additive in the air. I was all for it, willing to follow whatever bizarre path I was being led down, as long as it made my dick feel good.
I expressed to her my most sincere, heartfelt desire. "I want to go back inside — more than anything in the world."
Mom lifted her head to look into my eyes. "Then let's get you back home, where you belong. Can you lie still for me?"
I tried to play it cool, hoping she would not notice the veins bulging in my neck. "Sure."
Mom patted on my thigh. "Put your legs together, honey. Mommy's going to put her legs over yours."
"Are you gonna ride me?" Higher brain function was a thing of the past.
Mom stared down at me, pure glee plastered across her face; a brief memory flashed of the time I'd handed her my first grade report card with straight As. "That's right, my smart baby boy. Mommy's going to do all the work, so just relax."
I closed my legs so that Mom could straddle me. Her cunt breathed heated steam onto my cock like the muzzle of a great, ancient dragon.
Mom lifted her butt off of me, finally giving my dick a moment to breath. Through the gap in her legs, she reached down and curled her fingers around my cock. She aimed it at the ceiling, then sat back down. It was so hard that — with one powerful flex — it wedged it into the crease between her plump ass cheeks.
It was heavenly, but Mom knew how to make it even better. She reached behind her like she was going to give her ass a swat. Instead, using one finger, she gently nudged my cock until it sank between her gigantic cheeks, using the deep valley to surround my dick on either side. My cock wedged into the crevasse, embedded there so firmly that I imagined our audience would naively think that I was already inside of her.
Mom squeezed tightly, molding the walls of her doughy bottom around me like she was sealing the doors of a humid tomb.
"Does that feel nice, honey?" Mom cooed.
"Uh-huh." That was a lie; it felt fucking amazing.
It was no surprise to find that, no matter how much I had spent on sex toys in the past, no amount of lubricated silicone could come close to mirroring the feeling of Mom's ass cheeks caressing me. I was not even inside of her yet, and I was already experiencing sensations that made me feel alive for the first time in years.
Mom leaned forward slowly until the firm nipples capping each of her enormous, hanging breasts were grazing my chest. She dragged them across my chest like doughy, dangling wrecking balls until they were both dangling menacingly above my head. If she'd have dropped them onto me, the meteoric impact would have given me a concussion.
Mom wiggled and shimmied her hips on my cock. I was not sure what she was trying to do at first, but the purpose of her methodical fumbling became clear when the head of my cock nestled into the mouth of her vagina. She had found a way to perfectly position me so that, once we were ready, she need only release her hips and let gravity do the rest.
Mom's voice was bathed in rich, luxurious honey. "Can you feel that?"
I grunted a confirmation.
She clenched her pussy, tightening the slimy tunnel to place a profoundly taboo kiss upon the crown of my spongy, purple mushroom. "That's home, sweetheart. She missed you."
Stuck on repeat, the most coherent thing I could utter was, "Please. Please, Mom. Oh God, please!"
Mom dropped her hips a couple of inches, easily swallowing the engorged bulb along with a generous portion of thick, veiny cock. The head pushed through her velvety folds, peeling her pink petals apart as it sank into her body like a blade. It pierced through the densely packed tunnel of hot, convulsing meat as far as it was allowed before Mom froze in place.
I was halfway inside, but thanked my lucky stars that she had stopped when she had. The intense heat, tightly coiled walls, and tender flesh smothering even half of my dick was overwhelming. If Mom had taken the whole thing in one go, I would have orgasmed on the spot.
"Oh, fuck!" I groaned with my brow tightly furrowed to try and maintain control for as long as I could.
Mom rubbed my temple with her thumb, and blew a steady breeze of cool air over my face. "Too much, baby?"
Mom kissed my forehead. I was sweating a bit, but her motherly instincts made her immune to being grossed out by my clammy skin. She loved me too much to care about that stuff.
"Want Mommy to slow down?"
"O-okay," I sighed.
Mom offered me a challenge, though it came across as more of a demand. "Don't cum until you're at the bottom."
The next few seconds were some of the hardest, and most remarkable, of my entire life. Every second I spent entombed within her velour walls, marinating in her rich, syrupy nectar, felt like an eternity. I did not think I would ever make it to the bottom.
The luscious tunnel trying to suffocate me was a hallway whose end got further away the further into it that I sank, but all good things must come to an end.
At the bottom of her pussy, where her warmth burned the hottest, was a firm, spongy wall. The mouth of Mom's cervix kissed the head of my dick when they finally met, waiting patiently to be doused with cum.
Mom constricted her walls around the slab of meat throbbing inside of her. "Put your hands on my bum. If you're going to cum, just squeeze, and I'll slow down."
By the sounds of it, she was not in a rush. By all accounts, we should have been eager to get it over with, yet both felt the same desire to take our time.
Mom sat up, granting me access to the staggering view of her enormous breasts towering over me. I wanted to squeeze them until they were red with finger marks, but was too enthralled by their hypnotic wobbling to even raise my arms.
Mom rocked back and forth in my lap, grinding the velvet vice around my cock like she was trying to polish it to a shine. Every small bump inside her pussy felt meticulously placed — designed to coddle my dick in the embrace of the warmest, wettest massage one could hope to experience.
It was bizarre, yet undeniable, to accept that the most amazing sensation to ever grace my nerve endings was that of my mother's pussy coiling around me.
Mom was not just bouncing idly; she was putting in some serious work to extract my cum as lovingly as she could. There was a pattern to her movements. On every stroke, right as the head of my dick was lodged against her G-spot, she clenched up and swung her hips forward, driving the sensitive helmet against the roof of her pussy.
Even a fool would have noticed the way her face contorted with pleasure every time she drove my cock to the bottom. It may have been for my benefit at first, but that was no longer the case.
I gazed up at the gorgeous woman who was straddling me and rocking her hips with wild abandon, transfixed by her huge, bouncing breasts just as deeply as I was by her immaculate beauty.
Mom noticed my blissful stare. "What is it, honey?" she panted between bounces.
I grinned earnestly. "You're just beautiful, Mom."
Mom blushed sheepishly. "You're already inside. You don't need to sweet talk me, honey."
"Do I feel good?" I hoped the question did not sound as pedantic to her as it did to me. She nodded, but that was not enough for me. "No. I want to hear you fucking say it."
Mom whimpered softly, and bit her lower lip. "I don't want you to think I'm a whore..."
I wrapped my arms around her back and secured her to my chest. "Then I am as big of a whore as you are!"
My arms tethered Mom to me, holding her in place with an iron grip no matter how violently she bounced her ass. She recklessly shook, shuffled, and rocked her bottom in every direction, jumping around like a rabbit caught in a trap. Instead of trying to escape, however, that slutty bunny knew that the only way out was to make the hunter who caught her very, very happy.
Mom flung her hips onto me with focused aggression, plunging my cock into the depths of her soggy cunt. Loud, salacious slapping echoed around the room every time her thighs, slippery with juices, plopped into my lap. The sound drowned out the noisy slurping of her pussy-vacuum desperately trying to keep its loosened seal around my cock.
With a kiss on my neck, Mom whispered into my ear. "Let me sit up."
It broke my heart to let her go, but the view of her enormous breasts swinging into view was a fantastic consolation.
A strand of hair, matted with sweat, was glued to Mom's forehead. She brushed it out of the way, tucking the golden coil behind her ear. "You squeezed Mommy awfully tight, honey."
I smirked at her. "I'm sorry, Mom, but you're squeezing me pretty tight, too!"
Mom rolled her eyes. "Give me your hands, Mr. Comedian."
I extended my hands for Mom to hold onto. We interlocked our fingers, palms together, so that I could support her weight while she rocked in place. Her heavy breasts heaved with every labored breath she took, but she was not slowing down.
Mom bounced on her knees, making her tits collide together like powerful, rolling waves. At the apex of each bounce, her breasts were completely weightless. They floated in the air for a brief moment before gravity took hold and brought them crashing down again.
Like clockwork, each bounce made Mom's breasts sway to the sides of her chest. They were powerful pendulums whose weight would inevitably send them careening towards each other with enough force to crush a soda can into a flat, metal disc.
Every time I thought I had memorized the pattern, her boobs would bounce chaotically in a new, unimaginably captivating way that made me fall in love with them all over again.
It was hard to believe that, at one point in my life, I had nursed from the same breasts that were then flopping around in front of my face. If they had been full of milk, there would have squirted a thin stream of white cream over my chest every time they smashed into one another. I longed to be decorated like a canvas — painted from head to toe with an abstract masterpiece
Mom bore down with more effort on her down strokes, making her floppy udders slap obscenely against her tummy with each bounce. The saggy piles of dough, hanging loosely from her chest, threw their weight around as though she were not attached to them.
My balls tingled with a familiar warmth. "Mom, I can't last much longer."
Before the words had left my lips — as if she were anticipating them — Mom leapt off of me. My dick stood at attention, throbbing in the empty space with the head pointed straight up at the ceiling.
"Wait," Mom demanded. "Not yet."
A low murmur behind us made its presence known. I hated being reminded that we had an audience, but the disdain lasted for less than a second, and was quickly replaced by the fervent horniness that had been piloting me ever since the pills had kicked in.
The Man stepped forward, but Mom and I did not even bother to look at him. "Why have you stopped the procreation?" he asked. "Was it ineffective?"
We could have lied. We could have made up something, anything, which might have stopped us from having to create a child together. The fact that neither of us even bothered to try spoke volumes about our mindsets.
Without missing a beat, Mom informed him that conception was better in a position that she deemed, as elegantly as she could, "baby pose." I was unfamiliar with the name, but when she scrambled onto her back and grabbed her ankles, I knew exactly what she meant.
Mom lifted her legs high into the air. They made an oval around her head, with her tits and face framed in the center, like a portrait of depravity.
The chubby mound between her legs looked like a puffy marshmallow. If I had tried to squeeze the whole mound with one hand like a stress ball, her supple flesh would have oozed through my fingers.
The glue drooling out of her pussy had saturated her thick, densely coiled jungle of brown pubic hair. What had likely once been a silky tousle of fluff was matted and soaked to the skin, like fur clinging to the body of a wet kitten.
The length of Mom's slit glistened in the light with that same honey. The plump, pink curtains, each the length of my middle finger, were sealed shut - partially a consequence of that same sticky stuff. They bulged outward slightly like two fat, pouting lips.
The skin around the edges of her lush, rosy petals was slightly darker, and populated with dozens of goosebumps that made her look positively appetizing. I wanted to sink my teeth into that tender flesh and feel the litany of tiny bumps on my tongue.
A tiny, delicate bubble was nestled in the opening of Mom's pussy, waiting to be popped. It sat opposite the hood at the top of her crease, which, despite its best efforts, could not conceal the small, engorged pearl that lay beneath it.
She spread her legs to their widest, and the lips of her vagina slowly peeled apart like a wet, slimy sticker from its backing. "Put a baby in me, sweetheart. Make me a grand-mommy!"
I liked that idea a hell of a lot, and the way my dick throbbed with glee gave it away.
Mom chuckled and pointed at my cock with her toes. "He likes that idea, huh? Are you excited to be a daddy?"
My heart pounded in my ears. "Jesus, Mom. I can't believe we're about to do this."
"I know. Me neither. The only way out is through. Are you with me, sweetheart?" I knew that she was asking me sincerely.
I nodded, my eyes laser-focused on the glimmering jewel between her legs. The song of a thousand sirens called to me, beckoning me forth.
Mom kicked her feet excitedly, but maintained her grip on her ankles. She watched impatiently, her eyes trained on my cock as it approached her. "Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god."
By that point, I was not sure which of us was more excited by the incestual breeding.
I climbed on top of Mom and held myself over her. It felt good to be the one in control for a change — no longer a puppet at the whim of my horny mother.
I set the stage by gradually feeding my cock into the mouth of Mom's hungry pussy. She greedily swallowed her meal, engulfing me like a starving snake trying to ingest an animal whole. Per my whim, however, she was forced to do it slowly - one inch at a time.
As badly as I wanted to pound Mom flat, I did not want to rush either the experience itself or my time as the more dominant and active partner. I started slow, sawing in and out of the greasy pocket, fighting the urge to thrust into her like a madman. Her walls clung to me, but offered no resistance against my journey to the bottom.
Mom's tits smothered her face, but over their mountainous swell I could still see her eyes smiling at me. "Welcome back, honey."
I begged my brain to keep the pace steady, but instincts can only be denied for so long. Hearing Mom welcome me back inside, with her voice as sweet as sugar, ignited signal flares in my brain that told my dick that we were ready to blow at any moment.



I started to go faster, slamming my hips into Mom so that my dick was driven like a piston through the densely packed burrow of succulent meat. Mom gasped, startled by the sudden aggression, but quickly took to mewling with pleasure as I carved the shape of my cock into her pliable muscle.
Mom's tits danced wildly, jumping around as the force of my indignant slamming reverberated through her tiny body. Her shrill cries, laden with pleasure, were hitting a pitch that I had never heard from her. They were a mating call — a celebration of her successful breeding that she would have been willing to scream from the rooftops.
Mom was enjoying it at first, but soon realized that my sudden burst of vigor was not going to slow down — not until I was finished. After being fucked without empathy for a few strokes, she was beginning to second-guess her decision to let me lead.
"J-Jesus, honey," she said. "Whoa — whoa!" Her face was contorted in a chaotic juxtaposition of pain and pleasure.
I could not slow down. Even if I could have, I would have chosen not to. I knew I was being too rough with her, but the inclination to be gentle took a backseat to the irresistible urge to ravage her.
The worry on her face was not lost on me; all that was lost was my ability to control myself. For her part, however, Mom could tell how invested I was - how I'd become a slave to primal instincts that an alien drug had kicked into overdrive.
Fueled by my enthusiasm and her own primal urges coming to the surface, Mom's face slowly morphed into a wicked, lecherous display. It was animalistic; the mask was off. I saw Mom in the most intimate, stripped- down fashion one ever could, and I loved what I saw.
"Harder," she demanded bluntly, with a fierce snarl. "Fuck me harder!"
Mom was unrecognizable, furiously begging for me to cum as though she had forgotten — or, perhaps, was enchanted by — her son being the one to breed her. She stared down at my cock slamming into her, completely transfixed. My dick rapidly dove into the depths of her cunt, only to be pulled out again, where she could see the steam rolling off of me.
The provocative display reduced her to rubble. All she could do was mindlessly vent the frantic thoughts in her brain. "Oh my god, fuck me. You're gonna get me fucking pregnant!" She seemed to be oscillating at a hundred times a second between deep enjoyment and real, genuine fear.
It seemed that even our hyper-advanced captors could not invent a drug that could fully erase the impact of being bred by one's own offspring.
Mom's wailing reached a fever pitch, stripping her of the barriers that usually keep a mother looking decent and respectful in the eyes of her son. "Jesus, it's fucking happening, ohmygod. This is real, this is really happening, holy shit!"
I covered her shivering body with mine, hugging her tightly, and kissed her cheek. Mom squeezed her arms around me with such strength that I thought my back would snap in half, but, in an effort to be strong for her, I allowed her to cling to me for support. I considered it the least I could do for the woman who was about to carry my child for nine months - especially after having done the same for me, once upon a time.
"Honey," Mom whispered into my ear, sniffling back tears — though I do not think were born of sadness. "I'm fucking scared. Why does it feel so good? What the fuck is going on?"
"I'm sorry, Mom. I can't stop."
I thought she had been asking for a break, but her quick denial proved me wrong. "No! No, honey, please. I want it."
I groaned urgently. "You do?"
Mom nodded eagerly. "I want to have your baby. I want it so fucking badly; I can't explain it. I need it, honey."
The look on her face was woefully sincere, and it was the acceptance of that realization that had shaken her so. If she was feeling what I was, then she was equally as terrified by the impossibly strong urge to procreate. It was greater than any thirst, or hunger, we had ever felt on Earth.
Mom was chanting in a low register — growling like a beast in heat. "I need it. I need it. I need a baby." I had never seen her in such a state of unrestrained depravity, and her pleas were among the most desperate I had ever heard from anyone about anything.
"Oh, god, Mom!" I yelped.
Mom grabbed the sides of my head with her hands, cradling my face while she gazed lovingly into my eyes. "I fucking love you, honey. I love you so fucking much."
Electricity surged through me. Every molecule in my body was infused with lightning, suspended for an eternity in the brief flash of perfect, harmonious ecstasy with which Mom had blessed me.
My eyes were closed. I was adrift in billowing waves of dopamine. They made the darkness before me undulate grotesquely - dancing shapes that were both of and within the warm, black shadows that eclipsed my vision. Pure, heavenly bliss seeped from every pore in my body, yet I could not slow down. Even as an orgasm like never before tore through my body, humbling me as it did, I could not stop my body from carrying on its ritualistic thrusting.
I flooded my mother's vagina with the seeds of her grandchildren, sowing my oats in the wet, succulent field in which I had toiled all day. I melted into her, ignorant to the barrier between our bodies, as I could feel nothing but the beautiful nirvana we had created simply by grinding our bodies together.
Hot, potent cum splattered the mouth of Mom's womb. I bathed her insides like they were ablaze, extinguishing the broiling lust inside of her with a torrent of thick, slimy glue. My cock drowned in the viscous soup that churned inside of her greedy pussy.
Mom's soft, velvet walls constricted me, squeezing my cock in tune with its powerful flexes, coaxing another thick cable of cum from my tightly clenched balls. I howled like a wolf at the moon, producing such an immense volume of cum that, before I was finished filling her, fat globs of it drooled from the edges of her loose, freshly fucked cunt.
Under normal circumstances, I would have stopped and basked in the afterglow of a truly life-changing orgasm. Unfortunately, under the rule of alien drugs that had taken control of my brain, there was simply no stopping to smell the roses.
I habitually pumped my dick — which had yet to soften even one iota — into Mom's swampy, cum-soaked pussy, churning her cream filling into a rich, white foam that bubbled out of her like frothed milk.
I could not stop.
Mom offered me a puzzled look that I was too distracted to acknowledge. "Are you done, sweetheart?" It was rhetorical. Her real curiosity was why my thrusting was getting faster after I had just emptied my balls into her.
I grunted. I could not stop, but I could thrust harder. Mom's cervix was crushed against my spongy cock head, making her seize up below me.
"Ow!" she whined playfully. "Honey, you're hurting me." It was not apparent to her just how thoroughly I had lost control, but a few more bravado-fueled plunges to the bottom of her loose sheath convinced her that she was not done being fucked just yet.
I groaned solemnly, my soul leaving my body. I could not stop, but I could thrust even harder. My dick was made of molten iron. The monstrous, bulging beast ripped through Mom's insides like they were pink tissue paper.
Mom knew she was not getting through to me, but continued to try. "Slow, honey, go slow! Fuck, ohhh, fuck, I—oh god! Be gentle with Mommy!"
I was a shell of myself. There was nothing happening in my pre-frontal cortex. There were no thoughts or cognizant efforts being made. I was operating on pure instinct.
"P-please, sweetheart!" Mom cried, pounding her tiny, balled up fists desperately against my chest. "Mommy isn't b-built for this! You're go—fuck!— going too hard!" Even that failed to penetrate my brain.
Helpless to contest the raging behemoth dominating her body, Mom's only recourse was to appeal to the emotional little boy that she had raised—hoping, desperately, that he still existed somewhere in the recesses of my drug-addled brain.
"I love y-you, sweetheart!" she whimpered, "Remember Mommy loves you!"
"Love... Mommy... too." I grunted, feeling some of my senses — my humanity — bubble through the cracks.
Mom saw her window, and rushed to take it before I slipped back into automated-breeding mode again. "You love Mommy! Then be gentle, honey! Gentle with Mommy!"
"Gentle," I repeated, but the word would not sink in. I collide with Mom's cervix like it was a punching bag, but she was too generous to force me off, though she had every right to. Rather, she wanted to connect with the son she had raised, and speak to him the way only a mother could.
Mom rubbed the small of my back with one of her hands, pressing down with her palm while she massaged the base of my spine with large, slowly drawn circles. She tried to keep her pace steady, reassuring me with her calming back rub that everything was going to be okay. Even though she was struggling to speak clearly thanks to my energetic thrusting, she tried to muster the words that would bring me back into my body.
She sang to me, and even in my drug-induced stupor, I heard her.
"So-sofffft kitty, warrrrm k-kitty. Little ba-ball of f-fu-fuck. Ohhhh, ohmygod." Mom huffed and puffed, breathing sharply through her nose like a marathon runner on the verge of passing out.
"Ball... of... fur," I grunted between violent thrusts to the bottom of her cunt.
Mom's eyes lit up when she realized her song was actually getting through to me, drilling into my vacant mind to fill it with cherished memories that might belay my passionate pounding.
"Good boy," she squealed happily. "Sing with Mommy!"
The two of us finished the song together. Her traipse through the lyrics was laden with stutters, stemming from the nerves that made her body shake like a leaf in the wind. She trembled around my body, nervously watching the life return to my eyes, so that she could speak to her son instead of the sex-fueled demon that had possessed his body.
"Purr, purr, purrrrrrr!" Mom concluded the song triumphantly, tensing her body to try and make space between the head of my cock and her sore, battered cervix.
The veil lifted from my eyes, and though it took a few more seconds for me to return to normal, my thrusting had finally slowed to a patient grind. I feared I had gone too far, even though it was not my intention to do so.
In the aftermath of my frenzied lust, once the ringing in my ears was quiet enough to hear my own thoughts, all I could think about was whether I had pushed Mom too far.
I gulped. "Mom? Are... are you okay?"
Mom sniffled and smiled weakly at me. It was the most she could muster, but the look in her eyes told me that she was proud I had soothed myself for her sake.
She batted her eyelashes. "I'm okay, honey. Mommy's fine."
"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry." I collapsed into her arms.
Mom wrapped her legs around my thighs, and her arms around my shoulders, shushing me with a calming whisper. "It's okay; I'm okay. We did it. You did it. It's over."
"I did it," I repeated like a lame parrot.
Mom kissed my cheek. "I am so proud of you. I knew you wouldn't let me down."
The Man stepped forward. "Have you finished?"
Mom sighed, heaving her whole body with one, exaggerated breath. "Yes, obviously we are done."
The Doctor spoke up from behind The Man. "We will test her pregnancy tomorrow. In the meantime, sequester them to their bedroom so we may study the footage."
I snickered. "Perverted aliens. Who would have thought?"
Mom and I chuckled to each other while our audience stared unblinkingly. I suppose they did not find it funny — or maybe they had yet to learn what the word 'pervert' meant.
We were not permitted to ask anything more of, or poke fun at, our captors. The various beings filtered out of the room, each disappearing through the solid walls that surrounded us. Once we were alone, it took a single blink for us to be transported to a new room.
I sucked in a breath of air that made me think I had gone without oxygen for quite some time. I was not sure how much time had passed, if any. It did not feel like we had moved places. Instead, it felt as though the ship itself had moved around us.
Mom was still naked, and still next to me on the bed, though our new mattress was at least twice the size of the one on which I had impregnated her. "Where are we now?"
"Back in our room, I guess?" We had not spent much time in there, but it was nice to have accommodations that were mildly familiar.
The silver furnishings on the furniture had not changed, the bed was still pushed up against the wall, and there was nothing in sight to alleviate the boredom that would inevitably come from spending a single hour trapped within those drab, white walls. There was, however, one change.
At the foot of the bed, on a large, rectangular metal tray, was a folded piece of paper with a black pen beside it. It was innocuous on the surface, but somehow I knew it was of great importance.
Mom and I looked at each other, daring the other to be the first to approach the menacing slip of paper. Whatever was written inside of it, we were never going to be any more ready to read it than we were then.
Mom reached out and pinched the note with her trembling fingers. She unfolded it, her eyes fluttering briefly through the apparently sparse collection of words it contained. Then she read it again, and again, and again, without saying a single word to me.
My throat was dry for the first time since waking up onboard the ship. "What does it say?"
Mom chewed her bottom lip. She scanned my face with her eyes, pensively memorizing how I looked in the last few seconds before she shared the news with me.
"We really did it," Mom sniffled, pinching a small tear from the corner of her eye. "It's a girl."
"It's a... you're..." I was awestruck.
Mom's face beamed with pride. "I'm pregnant, with a little girl — our little girl, honey."
It felt like mere minutes had passed since we'd left the breeding room, but it must have been long enough for Mom's impregnation to have been tested. Whatever technology had been used to determine its success was, apparently, also able to tell us the sex with immediate accuracy — either that, or, I feared, we were losing enormous portions of time to some sort of trance.
"Oh my god, Mom. Look at your belly!" I pointed to Mom's stomach. It was swollen, exhibiting signs of an early pregnancy. It was subtle, but after spending so much time exploring her body, I was able to recognize the change.
Mom held her tummy with both hands, rubbing the bulge that protruded from her abdomen. "She's already in there."
"What do we do now?" I asked, as if Mom would have any more answers than I did.
Mom repetitively read the note, burning the shape of each letter into her retinas. Without looking up, she said, "I don't think they're going to let me go home."
I knew she was right. Any self-respecting scientist would follow the experiment to completion, and we were nine long months away from that point.
"But you," she said, finally handing the paper to me, "are free to leave, I guess."
I snatched the slip out of her hands. At the bottom, below the large text that informed us of her pregnancy, were two boxes with one word apiece next to them, and below those boxes was a simple statement.
_Stay
_Leave
Only the mother is required to remain behind.
I had not spent much time considering what would happen after Mom and I had had sex. I had hoped—foolishly, perhaps—that we would both be permitted to go. Instead, Mom was being given no such choice, but I was. I had to decide between staying onboard that hellish, unearthly vessel, or return to the life that I knew on Earth.
It was a no-brainer.
I laid down on the bed and pulled Mom's naked, pregnant body on top of mine. "You know what I heard?"
Mom curled up under my arm, resting her head on my shoulder. "What's that, honey?"
"I heard that having sex while pregnant is actually really good for the baby." I kissed the top of her head, then inhaled deeply to inundate my senses with as much of her as I could.
Mom scoffed. "Where did you hear that?"
I shrugged. "Some idiot back on Earth, I guess."
The mention of my friends back on Earth — those I was leaving behind — made Mom wrestle with the morality of letting me stay with her. She could not ask me to abandon my life on Earth for almost an entire year. "Honey, what about Chelsea? What about your friends back home?"
"What about Dad?" I countered.
Mom traced small circles around my belly button with her finger, unwilling to dignify my horrid reminder. "I don't have the same choice that you do. I have to stay. You don't."
"I do have to stay. That's my baby, too, Mom."
"What about when I give birth, and we have to go back home and explain where we've been? What if we never get to go home?"
I clung to her tightly. "I will go wherever they make me, as long as I'm with you."
Mom chuckled, then groaned sadly, then laughed again. "God, this is so fucked up. Your father used to tell me that he loved me to the ends of the Earth. Well, it turns out, you have him beat by a couple of light years."
In my warped perception of time, it had been less than a full day since I had woken up in a cell and wondered where the hell I had been. With Mom curled up beside me, our unborn daughter growing peacefully in her womb, I finally had the answer to that question.
I was home, and I was not leaving.
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My connection with my Mom had always been special. If anything ever happened, for better or worse, we were there for each other. I'd taken that deep, meaningful connection for granted as a child - that's pretty much what kids do, isn't it? -- but I think I got a head start on appreciating both the strength and the uniqueness of our bond.
Even as a teenager, I would have proudly counted my Mother in the ranks of my closest friends. I had plenty that were my own age, but I could not be vulnerable with them the way I could with her. None of my friends could relate to the closeness I shared with Mom, and that made me sad for them. She was such a prominent source of comfort that I could not imagine life without her. Mom was a guiding light throughout my childhood, but as I entered adulthood she began to embody something entirely different.
I had trouble talking to girls my own age when I was growing up, and it took a few years before I understood why. It turned out I simply was not into them. Whether from the extraordinary amount of time I spent with Mom, or a coincidental crossing of wires in my brain, she was the only woman I lusted after. I found other woman attractive, technically, but the strength of that attraction was directly proportional to how much they resembled her.
Mom was gorgeous, enigmatic, friendly, and about a thousand other adjectives that could not do justice to the pillar of beauty that I got to come home to every day. I wished there could be something more between us, and often wondered if she felt the same.
We were much closer than any of my friends were with their moms. Perhaps that was a warning sign of the path that lay ahead of us, or perhaps I was imagining her paternal affection as something more. There was no way to be sure, and I was too cowardly to make a decisive move on my own. I longed for us to be together in a way that no parent and child ever should. I could not take the risk of allowing sex to destroy the amazing relationship we already had.
It was an ordinary Friday night at our house. I'd turned eighteen a few days prior. There'd been a party and presents and whatnot, but life had gone back to normal the very next day.
Dad was working late, as he often did. Meanwhile, my sister was off at a friend's house. That left Mom and me to run our house the only way we knew how: watching movies with the volume turned up loud enough to wake the dead.
When I was a kid, horror had been our bread and butter. There's something special about being spooked by a ghastly vampire, then having the arms of my Mother to jump into for comfort. There's nothing in the world that feels safer. We'd spent many long nights cuddled up on the couch together. Any time Mom had fallen asleep on me, I'd tried to stay awake as long as I could without waking her. Those were moments that I hoped would never end - and to that point, they hadn't.
As I'd gotten older, we'd graduated to movies that were less overtly horrific. Mom was not fond of anything with too much gore, so we'd started to explore more mature movies that would have gone over my head as a kid. The slow burn of a well-paced thriller became our new default, and I looked forward to any evening that would end with Mom in my arms.
Earlier that day, we had made plans over lunch in anticipation of our night alone. I'd suggested that we watch Sicario. We enjoyed the process of mulling through the endless selection on various streaming sites, but I would sometimes suggest a film that Mom had never heard of, which typically required a bit more convincing. That day, however, Mom had no reservations about watching a movie she was unfamiliar with.
"It's your super late birthday present!" she said. I didn't really know what to make of her sudden exuberance, or her jokey tone. "I think to celebrate, it's only fair that you get to have whatever you want." Then she batted her eyelashes at me, which only confused me more. It was easy to shrug all of that off, though, because I was indeed getting exactly what I wanted. I figured that if Mom was in a good mood - even an unusual kind of good mood - then everything was great.
I made us a big bowl of popcorn, with our signature salt and vinegar seasoning, while Mom cracked a couple of Coronas and added freshly cut lime wedges. As far as I was concerned, those were all it took to complete the recipe for a perfect evening. We plopped down onto the couch and dimmed the lights, ready to sit on the edge of our seats for the next two hours.
Mom leaned over to grab a handful of popcorn while the opening credits rolled and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek when she did. "I hope this movie is good. I've don't recognize any of these names."
"We can watch something else?"
"No, no. Remember, honey: late birthday. You can have whatever you want." Again, she stared into my eyes with an unrecognizable fixation.
The movie was about an FBI agent who joins a task force to combat drug cartels in Mexico--not the easiest topic to make light of, but somehow we managed. A third of the way through, we were halfway through the popcorn, and I was just starting to feel the mildest of buzzes.
"People will do anything to get by," Mom said, "including stuffing their butts with cocaine." Then she patted one of her enormous, curvy cheeks.
Mom's joke was about smuggling drug across the border in her bottom was in tune with the movie's criminal themes. I would have found it funny, too, if it had not come accompanied by a visual that shook me to my core. The image of Mom liberally packing bags of cocaine into her ass was powerful, and I felt guilty for how long I allowed myself to linger on it.
Mom continued to pontificate on her potential future as a drug mule, casually crunching on kernels all the while. "I bet they pay you based on how much you can take. Like, if I could take a whole pound, I would probably become their leader overnight."
I raised an eyebrow. "I really don't think that 'rectum reservoir capacity' is how the cartel chooses their leaders, Mom."
I was impressed with her ambition, but more than a little concerned at how thoroughly I'd mulled over the visual of her stuffing bricks of white powder into her bottom.
"You don't know that!" she countered. "The movie isn't over yet. Maybe that is what this whole thing is leading to."
I laid on the sarcasm as heavily as I could. "A climax wherein our main character becomes a cartel queen by doing... what, exactly?"
Mom smirked confidently. "You're just jealous that I would be the leader of every friggin' gang out there!"
A long, ominous pause hung in the air. I knew I should say something. I knew what I wanted to say, but I didn't know what I should say.
Mom was still watching the movie, but I could just tell that she was paying absolutely no attention to it. Her focus was entirely on me.
I cleared my throat. "Uh, what does that mean, exactly?"
She scoffed, as if her comment had been completely innocent. "You heard me! I'd be the queen of all those sons of bitches!"
"Yeah but--" The genuine absurdity of what I was thinking of asking my mother pre-emptively hit me like a ton of bricks. I suppose those bricks must have struck me from behind, because it was like they pushed the grossly inappropriate comment right out of me. "Because your asshole is so big, you mean?"
Mom slapped my shoulder. "Honey!"
"I don't know! Isn't that the implication of what you just said?"
Mom thought for a moment. "I mean, yeah, it's pretty stretchy, but you don't have to be so blunt about it!"
If I had been sipping my beer at that moment, it would have come spewing out of my nose. I broke into a laughing fit, my face contorted in an ugly disarray of confusion and hilarity as the sheer insanity of our conversation truly hit home. Mom played off my reaction and erupted into a giggle fit of her own. Based on how hard she laughed, I think she found it even funnier than I did.
I cackled in disbelief. "It's pretty stretchy? Did you really just say that?"
Mom shrugged. "I dunno! Do you want me to lie?"
"Maybe you should have! I don't know! I have literally never thought about that before."
A wicked, devious smile crept across Mom's face. "You've never thought about how stretchy Mommy's butthole is?"
That statement punched me in the gut with a pair of brass knuckles. The expression drained from my face. The crow's feet around my eyes vanished, leaving behind of a blank, solemn stare.
"Have I ever... what's going on? What are you doing?"
We had always been able to tease each other freely, but the butterflies in my stomach that night felt decidedly different than they ever had before. On most nights, a simple touch of her skin was enough to give me a rush of adrenaline, but that night I felt heat and energy rushing to places they never had before - well, not during movie nights with Mom, anyway.
Mom innocently threw another popcorn kernel into her mouth. "What?"
It was hard to pinpoint just one thing to question, so I picked the first that came to mind. "You're calling yourself 'Mommy,' now?"
"I'm just joking around, sweetheart."
"I mean... yeah, I guess. Sorry, I just-- that really threw me off."
Mom rubbed my thigh reassuringly. "Sorry, honey. Just forget it, okay?"
That was easier said than done.
At some point the movie finished. I mean, I assume it did--most movies end at some point. Personally, I do not remember finishing watching the film. Once Mom had dropped her bombshell statement, every neuron in my brain became fixated on creating a vivid, mouth-watering mental picture of her demonstrating, for my waiting eyes, her aforementioned anal talent.
At first, the shame made me sick to my stomach. I had never experienced such guilt before, but I soon grew to enjoy the uncomfortable, sinking feeling in my gut. I had often thought of Mom as a sexual being, but hearing her fuel those fantasies - whether she intended to or not - gave me the excuse to imagine her in ways that I had previously been too ashamed to explore.
When the movie ended and Mom got off the couch, I was abhorred by the fact that I was watching her ass swallow her pajama shorts. I couldn't look away from the thin cotton sinking between her fat, jiggling cheeks like dental floss. By the time I was back in my room, I was practically obsessing over it--over her.
To combat my raging horniness, I waded deep through the trenches of PornHub, searching desperately for a video that would trigger the same reaction in my brain that Mom had. I did not know exactly what I was searching for, but I soon realized why none of the videos were doing it for me: none of the women looked like her.
A knock at my door triggered my lightning-fast 'close all the tabs' response. Mom's voice on the other side made my heart flutter more than anything I had seen on my computer. I thought I had been isolated in my room for only a few minutes, but the bright, red numbers on my bedside clock informed me that it had been closer to forty.
Mom knocked again, more urgently. "Honey? Are you in there? I need help with something."
I flew to the door and opened it in a flash. "What is it?"
Mom was wearing an oversized t-shirt, which gave the illusion that she did not have underwear on underneath it. "You have to agree to help before I tell you what it is."
"Or what?"
"Or we have to go to the hospital."
The stakes immediately became very real. "Uh, okay. I mean, yes, obviously. What's going on?"
Mom scanned my face, gauging my reaction. She chewed her lower lip, her face riddled with concern, then said, "Okay, fine. Come with me."
We walked down the hall together, though it's more accurate to say that she waddled. I knew Mom's body language like the back of my hand, so I could tell immediately that something was wrong with her gait. She took small, careful steps, like she was walking between landmines. Her hands were folded in front of her tummy, where they fidgeted nervously with the hem of her shirt.
When we reached her bedroom, she lowered her gaze to the floor. "Please don't tell your father. I would ask for his help, but he won't be home until tomorrow, and I'm getting worried that they won't come out on their own."
"Just tell me what yo-- wait, you said they?"
Mom stomped her foot. "They are the only things we had! I looked for something better, but I wanted to see if I could fit them, even though they're pretty big."
The vein in my temple throbbed. "Fit them where?"
"Promise you won't laugh at me," Mom whimpered meekly.
I would have preferred to laugh, rather than have a panic attack, though the latter seeming to be far more likely. I promised her--hand over heart--that I would not laugh. It did not look like she believed me, but whatever situation she was in did not permit her to be choosy.
Mom dropped down onto her hands and knees with her ass facing me. She hiked her shirt up over the swell of her large, lily-white ass cheeks. She was wearing underwear, though the tiny shred of light blue cotton, tasked with keeping her private parts modest, was hardly qualified for that job; it did very little to leave the shape of her bulging pussy lips to the imagination. The fabric was pulled against her pussy mound so tightly that the edges of it, which were embroidered with thin, white lace, were digging into her supple flesh.
Mom sucked in a deep breath. "Can you just... Oh, god, I can't believe I'm saying this! Just pull down my shorts, honey."
"Uh, what is going on?"
Mom folded her arms and tucked her face into the corner of her elbow, like an ostrich hiding its head in the sand. "I don't want to take them off. It feels grosser if I present myself to you. I'm going to bury my head in my hands. Please, just take them off and tell me what you see."
Nerves took control of my entire body; I was shaking like a leaf as I reached out to grab the sides of Mom's underwear. I tugged them to the floor in one fell swoop, and bunched them up around her knees.
For years, I had filled the corners of my brain with fantasies of what Mom's vagina looked like. I soaked in the miraculous view, memorizing every detail as though it might disappear at any given moment. My wildest imagination had not come anywhere close to capturing the surreal beauty of my birth place. Despite what the circumstances implied, gazing upon it felt strangely natural.
Mom's pussy lips were like two pudgy mounds of soft, succulent flesh separated by a thin, pink slit. When she bent over, they bulged out from between her thighs, forming a round hill that I could have traced with the tip of my finger. Had I done so, I would have stumbled upon her asshole-- which looked like none that I had ever seen before.
Mom cleared her throat. "You're really staring..."
"Oh my god, Mom, it looks so-- um, I mean it's just... I've never seen one up close before."
Mom tilted her face to the side so that she was not speaking into the mattress. "A vagina?"
"Uh, yeah."
"I don't need you to look at my vagina, honey." Mom clenched her asshole, making it wink at me.
My eyes locked on her butthole. "T-there?"
Nestled in the valley between her enormous cheeks lay a distended, bumpy ring. Its edges were raised, making it puff up like a large, fleshy donut - one that was bright pink. The surrounding skin was light brown, and dotted with a litany of tiny goosebumps. The bloated circle protruded about an inch or so from her body. In all the porn I had ever watched, the women's assholes went in, not out, so I knew something wasn't normal. I just didn't know what.
"I was hoping I wouldn't have to do this." Mom released a pent-up sigh, and reached around to grab hold of her bottom with both hands. She pulled her cheeks open, stretching her ass as wide as she could. The elasticity of her poor, tiny butthole was put to the test; she kept prying herself open until it looked like a smear of pink paint. I had to physically clasp my hands together to resist the urge to reach out and touch her.
"Can you see it? Here, maybe if I do this." Mom emitted a feral grunt, then her whole body tensed up. Her asshole pushed outwards and peeled open. In the middle of the ring --where I expected to see only soft, pink flesh--appeared a shiny blue object. It plugged the mouth of her asshole--a boulder sealing off the entrance to deep, dark cave.
My heart leapt into my chest. "What is that?"
"You can see it?" Mom asked excitedly.
"What is it?"
With a distressed groan, Mom let go of her ass cheeks and buried her head in her hands. "Promise me, again, that you won't laugh."
I promised. Then again, I would have said anything to continue bingeing on the visual feast of my mother spreading herself like a depraved vixen, lost in the throes of impetuous heat.
"When we were joking about being drug mules," she said, "it made me curious about how much I could actually fit... uh, back there. I thought you were asleep, honey. I'm so sorry you have to see me like this."
The absurdity of her experiment was an afterthought. I was entirely focused on the details. "Is that a pool ball from the basement?"
Defeated, and without recourse, Mom admitted, "Yes, it is."
I still felt as though I was in a dream, and could not fully process the surreal images before me. "You can fit a pool ball in there?"
Mom clicked her tongue. "I didn't fit one... I fit three."
The blood rushing to my head almost made me pass out. My pulse thumped in my ears like a subwoofer, drowning out whatever excuses Mom made to explain herself next. I was not listening; I was hyperfixated on the delicious hole being spread in front of my ravenous eyes that was, allegedly, packed to the brim with billiard balls.
When I finally tuned back in to the real world, Mom was still struggling to explain herself. "So, then I put another one in, but with even more lube, because the second went in so easily. And then, I tried to get them all out, but it was a lot harder than I thought."
"So, they're stuck?" I asked, dumbfounded.
Mom paused, likely realizing that most of her explanation had fallen on deaf ears. "Yes, honey, they're stuck. I don't want to go to the hospital, and your father won't be home until tomorrow. I am not going to sleep with these things in my butt!"
"Why not?" I don't know what prompted me to ask that question, but I was dying to know the answer.
Mom rubbed her feet together, making her ass rock back and forth while she squirmed with embarrassment. "Well, they're pretty heavy, so I can feel them shifting when I walk around--that's annoying. They're starting to hurt a little bit, too. I think I'm just so stretched out that my muscles are screaming for a break."
"And they aren't gonna get one," I said, with a tone more ominous than intended.
"Uh, why?"
"You have to push, right? I can help, however you need, but you're going to have to do most of the work to get them out."
Mom kicked her feet, psyching herself up to eject eighteen ounces of solid resin from her bowels. "O-okay. I can do that. I can do this!"
"How can I help?" I hoped my eagerness sounded supportive. I didn't want her to know how aroused I was.
"Do you--I hate asking you this--but, do you think you can spread me? It's easier to push if I don't have to reach back and hold myself open."
I was ecstatic. "S-sure, Mom. I can do that, if you want."
I grabbed Mom's ass with both hands, kneading the soft, doughy cheeks with my fingers. I spread her apart, trying to squeeze the cushiony mounds subtly so that Mom would not call me out for enjoying myself too much.



"Okay, here I go," she announced, her voice wavering with anxiety.
With a concentrated grunt, she pushed out as hard as she could. Her asshole extended towards me like a fleshy, red telescope. Just like before, a small glimpse of the pool ball appeared in the mouth of her hole. Her rubbery butt ring dilated further, making more of the blue orb peek out from the confines of its puckered prison.
"I can see it," I confirmed excitedly.
Mom's voice was strained thanks to her forceful pushing. "How does it look?"
"It looks amazing. I mean, uh, you're doing amazing. Good job, Mom." I hoped I had saved myself from the shame of being caught worshipping at the altar of my mother's asshole.
Mom shifted on her knees impatiently. "Do you think it would be easier if we took my underwear off?"
"Oh, absolutely." I tugged on her underwear, prompting her to lift her knees one at a time so I could slide the barely-there fabric off of her legs. As soon as the panties were off, Mom spread her thighs apart and stuck her ass up into the air. I hadn't had to say a word.
"Is that better, sweetheart?" she cooed.
"That's... wow." I placed my fingers near her asshole and prodded the outer edge of the puffy donut. Mom sucked in a sharp breath, but did not contest my advances. "Can you push again?"
"Honey, your fingers are touching my--"
I applied a hint of pressure to either side of her asshole. "Trust me. It's going to help."
With the added pressure, Mom's next push exposed a larger portion of the ball. I pushed down, prying her apart. I wiggled my thumbs closer to the inside of her asshole, directly against bulging rim.
The tiny tunnel clung to the pool ball like it was glued to it, refusing to relinquish its grip. Mom's intense pushing made her asshole distend from her body, widening its cavernous maw to reveal the slimy, blue lump plugging her guts. She managed to get it out about halfway, but stopped. The diameter of the ball was at its widest, and her stretchy ring was visibly straining to keep it in place.
I could tell she was fighting the urge to suck it back inside and save herself the pain. Her toes were tightly curled and her back was arched. Her whole body was united in the struggle to eject the pool ball, but it was also screaming at her that it was all just too much.
"Big push, Mom. It's almost out!"
Mom growled like a feral jungle cat, digging her claws into the bedsheets so hard that her knuckles turned as pale as moonlight. "Oh, god!"
She stretched to her absolute limit, putting enormous tension on her asshole despite it pleading for mercy. With one final push, she delivered the steaming heap onto the mattress.
I got swept up in the moment, and celebrated by allowing instincts--ones that I did not fully understand--to take control of me. They convinced me that, after helping my mom with such a grueling task, I had earned the right to deliver a congratulatory slap to her cream-coloured rump. I smacked the canvas of immaculate white flesh and watched her fat bottom dance around. Reverberations of my forceful spanking made ripples in her tender flesh.
"Ouch, honey!" Mom cried out in shock.
A faint, pink outline of my hand had been etched into her supple skin, branding my mother with my personal signature. I apologized about a dozen times, but once the surprise wore off, she did not seem to be overly offended.
Her meek voice warbled in her throat. "It's okay, just... we still have some work to do. Can you see the next one?"
"Not yet."
"Can you look for it? I don't know how deep it went."
I was stunned. "Look, like... with my eyes? How?"
"No," Mom grumbled. "With your finger, please."
"I-in your ass?"
"I know how weird it is, but I'm scared. Please, honey."
Luckily for me, all of her demands thus far had been in perfect sync with my own perverted desires, and that hadn't changed one bit.
I placed my fingertip against Mom's asshole. Thanks to her powerful pushing, it had become loose enough that I could wriggle my way in there with relative ease. All it took was constant movement and steady pressure. Soon, I'd sunk that single digit well into her depths. I felt velvet walls and hot, muggy heat.
My second knuckle was inside of her before I finally made contact with the ball. Its firm surface was easy to discern amid the cocoon of soggy, sweltering flesh. I pushed on the ball a little, curious to see if there was any room to maneuver.
Mom groaned like she had a stomach ache. Her toes curled so tightly that they cracked like bubble wrap. The rest of her body was just as rigid.
"Can you feel that?" I asked her.
"F­-fuck, yes! I can feel it in my fucking stomach!"
I had never heard my mother curse in her entire life - but as surprises went, it barely rated.
"It's not budging, Mom," I said. "You're gonna have to push."
Mom grumbled something to herself that I was not supposed to hear, then asked, "Can you spread the inside this time?"
I paused, which must have read as hesitation. In truth, her request had crashed my system - excitement overload.
Mom craned her neck, peering over her shoulder to look my in the eye - the first time she'd done so since bending over. "Honey, listen to me. We have to come to terms with how weird this is." I found it heartwarming that she felt the need to comfort me, oblivious to how gleeful her request had made me. She gritted her teeth - metaphorically, if not literally - and exhorted me to do the same. "I need you to reach into my bum, and hold me open, so that maybe I can force this thing out of me."
Despite trying to psych herself - and me - up, I could tell she was getting panicky. She was close to hyperventilating. "I don't even want to think about the third one!" she seethed. "For Christ's sake, that's probably why my stomach hurts--it's so deep, it's practically in my belly!"
I decided she'd been right about the teeth-gritting; I needed to be strong for her and take charge of the situation. "Okay, Mom," I said with new confidence in my voice, "here's what we're gonna do: You're going to spread your cheeks, I'm going to open your walls, and you're going to push hard."
I simultaneously embedded both of my pointer fingers into Mom's bum. I did not want to hurt her, so I only inserted them to the first knuckles. With a firm but patient demeanour, I slowly pulled my fingers away from each other. While I did, Mom bore down and pushed with all her might.
Without that teamwork, those last two balls would have stayed inside of her all night, but thanks to our combined efforts, number two - yeah, yeah, sue me - started to move. Spurred by Mom's relentless, herculean effort, it reached the tips of my fingers. As the widest part approached, I knew I had to pry Mom apart even more, lest my assistance become an impediment.
First I felt it graze my fingertips. I pulled more. Then I felt it brush against my embedded knuckles. I pulled harder still. At that point, I honestly couldn't tell what was affecting Mom more: her own straining, the ball's passage, or my prying.
"You're doing it, Mom! It's moving!" I was excited for her to be free of the billiard burden, but even more so to see her loosened hole heave it forth like a baseball pitching machine.
In my wildest dreams, I never imagined I would see any woman debase herself in front of me so willingly, let alone the woman who gave birth to me. I tried to put myself in her shoes--to feel the shame, guilt, and physical discomfort that she was feeling--but none of that stopped my dick from getting hard.
The swollen ridge of her tired butthole dilated as I held it open. I spread her as far as I could before a pained yelp told me to rein in my inhibitions. I was having too much fun. I forgot, for a fleeting moment, that the woman that beautiful, magnificent asshole belonged to had raised me with love in her heart every day.
Mom was a chicken, struggling to lay an egg that was too big for her. One way or another, she had to deliver the bulky, unyielding mass. I was lucky enough to watch, and found myself imaginatively comparing the birthing process--the pain and the determination to overcome it--to my own. I was extremely proud of my mother for being brave enough to go through such an ordeal again, especially with the humiliating and ironic addition of my presence.
Mom was desperate for a hint of good news. "I feel it moving around. Is it coming out?"
"One more big push, Mom. Be strong, for me."
Mom buckled down; I was certain that the teeth-gritting had become literal. Heck, I was worried she was going to crack them. Whatever she was doing paid off, though; I soon confirmed that the second obstruction--which I was finally able to identify as the red, striped ball--was on its way out.
The red band that stretched around the ball like a belt was horizontal, placing the "11" insignia smack dab in the middle of Mom's asshole. The number was the right way up, and dead center with the edge of her butthole, in a way that was too good to be true. The heavens themselves must have colluded to produce such a miracle, and I was the only human being lucky enough to witness it.
With a solemn, guttural groan, Mom finally ejected the ball. It was covered in lube, which she must have used to plenty of in order to fit it inside.
The ball rolled off of the mattress and onto the floor, where it landed with a sharp crack. In its wake, it left a long, glistening snail trail that led all the way back to Mom's red, gaping asshole.
I looked inside of her butt -- beyond the raw, exposed flesh that moved in time with her breathing -- to see if I could spot the final ball. The heat billowing out of her depths was such that one could have been forgiven for thinking there was a fire burning at the bottom. I imagined tendrils of steam floating out of her, coiling as they rose to the ceiling and broke against the rafters, like the inside of her asshole was a piping hot cup of freshly brewed tea
The more tragic reality was that I could see nothing but shadows, which confirmed to me that the last ball had--as she feared--submerged itself in the lost, sunken pit of her stomach.
I grabbed my phone out of my pocket and flicked on the flashlight.
"Please don't tell me you're taking pictures right now," Mom whined.
"No, I'm just using the flash to see if I can find the last one. What color was it?"
"I think it was the eight ball -- the black one."
I chuckled to myself. "I guess you lost, then."
She didn't respond. It was tough to tell what she was thinking, but I felt a pang of concern that I'd offended her. "I mean, like you lost the game of pool. The eight ball is the last one to go in the... uh, pocket."
That had not been the right thing to say.
"My bum is a pocket, is it?" Mom growled angrily. "Great! I'll just bend over, and you and all your friends can use me as a hole to sink balls into!"
I thought about saying something else, but I decided to quit while I was behind. It certainly wasn't helping matters that, even as she'd lashed out at me, all I could focus on was the arresting visual image of her asshole, billowing like a grotesque kaleidoscope of raw, softened meat. I kept searching for the ball in silence.
Even with the flashlight, I could not get sight of it. Mom was back to holding her cheeks open with both hands, but no matter how wide she spread, the gaping burrow of wet, convulsing muscle made it impossible to see any deeper.
"We need something bigger," she concluded, prompting me to ask what she had in mind. She mulled it over for a moment. "Something longer, and probably thicker, so it can help me stretch."
I failed to stifle a snicker before it escaped. I was not being a good son.
"You're laughing, again?"
"I didn't mean to. It's just that, well... I don't know how to say this."
Mom sighed, and though I could not see her face, I knew she was rolling her eyes. "Honey, please. My bum is literally gaping in front of you right now. Can we just be honest with each other?"
In any other situation, I might have been annoyed at the hypocrisy. Every time I'd let something honest slip to that point, she'd responded in anger. Maybe that's why I decided to give her more of what she claimed to want.
"Okay, well, you said longer--and thicker." I thought she would catch my drift, but apparently she didn't. My statement simply hung in the air; she made no response whatsoever. I tried again. "That kind of, ahem, matches the description, if you know what I mean."
Mom groaned, frustration pushing her patience to the edge. "I have no idea what you mean!"
"Mom, I-- ugh! My dick is hard! Happy?"
Mom froze; it was a subtle thing, and I felt it more than saw out. "You're lying," she said. Her voice wasn't cold, so much as the victim of a sudden chill.
"As much as I would love to prove it to you, I don't think you want me to slap my dick against your leg." I said sarcastically, despite meaning every word.
The chill in the air thawed, and I picked up a hint of genuine intrigue in her voice. "You're actually hard right now?"
I cringed, feeling betrayed by my body. "I didn't mean for it to happen. It just kind of... happened."
Mom squirmed in place. "Well... no, don't slap it against my leg."
"I wasn't going to!" I insisted.
"No, honey what I mean is... I think you're right. I haven't seen it since you were a baby, but it's definitely gotten longer -- and thicker -- so, you know... don't just slap it against my leg."
The implication of her request began to take shape in my mind. "Uh, w-what should I do with it?"
The air was heavy with silence. Mom thought over her words carefully, but ultimately came to the decision that I prayed she would. "Do you really need me to say it?"
I knew exactly what she meant, but the prospect of hearing her speak the words--so I would able to replay them in my head for years to come, to say nothing of how it would feel just to have heard them that night--was simply too tempting. I wanted her to beg for it.
I used her own logic against her. "You wanted us to be honest with each other, right?"
"Fine. I think you should use your penis to spread me, so I can push the last one out. Are you happy?"
Very, I thought to myself. "You want me to fuck you?"
"Honey!" Mom raised her voice to an ear-piercing pitch and smacked the bed with her balled-up fist as though it were a judge's gavel. "You're not-- uh, doing that. You're just putting it in. Got it?"
I did not "get it" -- not one bit. I also wasn't going to argue with her - not one bit. Being a good, loving son, I dutifully removed my shirt and boxers.
I stood at the foot of the bed and pulled Mom to the edge so I could keep my feet on the floor. Towering over her like a goliath made me feel impossibly powerful. The woman I admired more than anyone in the world was surrendering herself to me, bent over like a feral dog to present her hindquarters for my conquest.
"Should I spread again?" Mom asked, but it was rhetorical.
Without giving me time to respond, she reached around with her hands and grabbed the insides of her doughy cheeks. She had to reposition her fingers a few times--they kept slipping thanks to the layer of lube that coated her skin--but eventually found her grip.
Mom pried open her cheeks, and with them, the mouth of her raw, tired tunnel. It gawked lamely, struggling to retain a hint of its elasticity. The insides of her humid cave warped its walls in tune with her laboured breathing, beckoning me inside.
I lodged the tip of my cock against Mom's asshole, giving her a second to accept that there we were nearing a point of no return. She did not protest, but she did hold her breath when she felt me start to enter her. The first ring of loosened muscle stretched around the head of my dick as it slipped inside, eagerly welcoming the engorged crown with a slimy hug. It then sealed around the head, entombing the entire knob in the confines of her butt-oven.
Mom emitted a groan from deep in her belly, but did not say a word to stop me. I pushed a little deeper, feeding her another inch, then paused so she could get used to it. She had already impressed me with her ability to push out the first two balls, but I did not want to overstep and hurt her before the job was done.
I pulled back, evoking a desperate plea from Mom. "W-wait! Wait, honey. Don't pull it out; that will just hurt more. You need to go deeper. Okay, honey? I can take it."
I gulped, my tongue scraping the roof of my dry mouth like sandpaper.
One fat, bulky inch at a time, I inserted myself into Mom's bum. She squirmed and rocked in place, but held her composure the whole time. She accepted every portion with grace, swallowing my cock as though there was not already a massive boulder resting at the bottom.
I withdrew a little, then pushed in even further. Back and forth, we found our rhythm together. My instincts told me to pound her as hard as I could, but I kept them at bay. Those impulses knew nothing of the nirvana that came with a slow, steady descent into the furthest recesses of Mom's body. She squeezed me tightly each time I pushed back in, subtly urging me forward through the tube of wet, tenderized meat.
"Are you a-almost there?" Mom muttered weakly, though that, too, was rhetorical. We both knew that I had not hit the bottom yet, because when I did, it would be impossible to mistake.
I buried another inch into her bottom. "Not yet. I think I would know."
Mom pushed into me, helping my dick to sink deeper. "It must be close. I can feel how deep you're going, and it can't be much further. Maybe if y--oohhHHH FUCK! Stop, honey, stop!"
I felt it, too, but was too caught up in the journey to notice the obstruction along the way. As soon as she clenched up, my senses returned.
"Sorry, sorry!" I pulled out instinctively, but just as quickly remembered Mom's request that I stay inside so I did not hurt her even more. That sudden recollection caused me to push back inside with far too much force, driving my dick violently against the pool ball once again.
Mom bellowed like a beached whale. "Jesus Christ! Stop fucking moving!"
I became a statue. "Did I hurt you?"
Mom sighed into the mattress. "A little bit. Just be gentle with me. It doesn't have to hurt, I usually like anal! Take your time."
I took a deep breath to steel my resolve; I was not about to fuck up a golden opportunity. I nudged the pool ball with the head of my dick, testing to see if it would move. I did it as gingerly as I could, but no matter how patient I was, Mom could not be dissuaded from clenching the sheets until her knuckles were white.
"Did that hurt, too?" I asked.
Mom shook her head, tossing around her luscious blonde hair. "No, not that time. I told you; it doesn't have to hurt. Push again, honey."
I flattened the spongy head of my cock against the solid, unrelenting mass. "Like that?"
Mom released a somber groan that carried on for several seconds. "Yeah, that feels good."
My eyebrows almost leapt off of my face. "That feels good?"
Mom chuckled. "I told you, honey; I do like anal."
I pulled out a little bit, then sank back in as far as I could, sawing my cock in and out of her asshole. She groaned softly, and pushed back into me when I connected with the ball. The patience I display allowed her tightly constricted walls to mold themselves to me like a wet t-shirt, clinging mercilessly to my dick as it trudged through the buttery channel.
"Pull out... when I... push," Mom instructed between ragged breaths.
She pushed as hard as she could, making her asshole unfurl like it was trying to regurgitate my throbbing cock. The ring bulged outward from her body, straining to force me out.



We took nothing more than baby steps, allowing my dick time to keep her hole from closing back up in between her pushes. Without something to keep her stretched apart, the walls of the velvet burrow would have sealed up again by then.
"I-I think it's moving!" Mom exclaimed.
I grabbed her hips and dug my fingers into her supple flesh. "Push for me, Mom."
Mom howled like a wolf at the moon, but her cries were muffled by the covers bunched up around her face. We took turns going back and forth. She would push out, then I would push in when she relaxed, forming a lewd dance of harmonious depravity focused on singular goal. Every inch we covered brought the ball further out of her bowels, making slow but steady progress to push it to the surface.
I cheered Mom on the way she had when I'd played soccer as a kid. Yelling from the sidelines about how proud of me she had been the injection of confidence I'd often needed to bring out the best in myself. That night, I knew she needed that same support from me.
I rubbed the small of her back with one hand. "Keep going, Mom! You're doing so good. I'm so proud of you!"
After a few minutes of Mom's steady pushing, we had made some serious progress. My cock was sticking most of the way out by that point, with only the head remaining inside of her with the tip lodged snugly against the pool ball. She had successfully pushed it out most of the way, but the hardest part was yet to come. We were close, but could not stop yet.
Mom moaned with unmistakable pleasure. She was not in pain -- not even close. "It's coming, it's coming, it's coming!" Her celebratory chants were music to my ears.
"I'm gonna pull out," I told her, "but you have to push!"
Mom nodded obediently, then braced herself. She wailed, succumbing to her animalistic urges with a triumphant, feral growl.
I yanked my dick out of Mom's bludgeoned asshole and instantly saw the sizable black ball that plugged the opening. It was almost halfway out, and thanks to the effort we put towards loosening her up, was primed to be ejected with one more push.
Mom's nails were making imprints in her succulent flesh, but she kept her cheeks spread apart as wide as she physically could. Lube dribbled out of the edges of her loosened asshole and over her quivering fingers.
Her asshole dilated, heaving forth enormous, black egg. It plopped onto the mattress, soaking the blankets with the hot, syrupy lube that she had been cooking like homemade molasses in the pit of her stomach. The black ball should have been glowing, and red hot, fresh from the molten forge.
The ball left Mom's asshole a sloppy, slackened mess in its wake; it could not properly close up. The hulking baggage she had stored for over an hour at that point had taken a serious toll on her ability to remain tight. Her asshole was so loose that I could have probably fit four fingers into her if I'd wedged them in right.
Mom panted like a dog at the racetrack, but could not bring herself to face me. "Are you still staring?"
I gulped. Busted. My only option was a counteroffensive. "You're still on your hands and knees."
The air was thick with silence again. Perhaps it was saying everything we could not, but once again, I wanted more. I wanted to hear the words. I wanted to remember them forever.
I cleared my throat. "Mom? Are we still being honest with each other?"
Mom turned her head to the side so she could look me in my eyes. "Of course, honey."
My heart plummeted. I was wrought with anxiety, certain that a misstep would cause everything that Mom and I had with each other to come crashing down. On the other hand, I knew we were in the midst of a unique and singular moment. I couldn't let it pass. I had to take a chance.
"I want to fuck you," I blurted out.
Mom inhaled a sharp breath through her nostrils, then breathed out of her mouth until her lungs were empty. "I can't let you do that. I'm sorry, honey, but that would be cheating on your father. I can't let you in my vagina."
I didn't even miss a beat. "I don't want to fuck your pussy."
Mom lifted herself up with her arms, and tucked an errant strand of golden hair behind her ear. "You really liked my ass that much, huh?"
"We probably shouldn't, right? You're right; this is already crazy enough."
Mom shook her head. "I didn't say no."
At the time, I did not know how she could be so cavalier - which is a tad hypocritical, I suppose, since I'd been the one to announce that I wanted to fuck my own mother.
"I-I can fuck your ass again?" I asked dumbly.
Mom wagged her bottom back and forth, waving her sloppy, gaping asshole in front of my face with seductive intent. "You tell me, honey. Do you think your penis will feel good if it goes back inside? Mommy's bum wasn't too tight, was it?"
Hearing her talk like that nearly made me squeal with glee, which was exactly what she wanted. "Holy fuck, yes."
My unbridled enthusiasm put a smile on Mom's face. "Then what are you waiting for?"
Greed overtook me, and I could not help but ask for more. "I want to see your face."
Mom gasped. "You don't think that will be too weird?"
"I don't care."
Mom didn't hesitate. She flipped onto her back, bestowing me with her beauty. She was simply divine, and I thanked whatever entity granted me the gift of spending that night with her. She cocked her head to the side and asked, "Is that all you want to see?"
Instantly, my eyes drifted to her breasts. She was still wearing her t-shirt, though the physical strain of pushing three billiard balls out of her ass had made it stick to her skin in a few places.
I shook my head, confirming her suspicion. She tugged her shirt over her head in one swift motion; she had been waiting for me to ask for them to be put on display. For the first time in eighteen years, I was blessed enough to gaze upon the artistry of God Himself, for only He could have designed Mom's immaculate breasts.
Both of Mom's nipples--dark pink, and sharp enough to carve a puzzle piece out of a marble slab--were positioned slightly below the swell of her enormous breasts. The perky caps were angled down slightly, hinting at the tremendous burden of each heavy, sagging udder. Her areolas were paler -- a light rouge -- but still contrasted beautifully against her porcelain skin. The milk ducts circling the base of each tiny peak made me long to feel them squirting rich, succulent cream onto my tongue--a delicacy I had not savoured since childhood.
Gravity, the mortal nemesis of all heavy breasts, made Mom's roll to the sides of her chest. The gap between them was wide enough to accommodate my head, and I longed to fall asleep with my face pressed against her sternum, a boob-pillow on either side.
I formed my hands into cups and filled them to the brim with as much of her breasts as I could. I filled my palms with her soft, pliable flesh and molded my fingers around their shape. I dunk my digits in and kneaded the fistfuls of dough, making long, thin lines stretch lines when I applied some real pressure.
"They didn't used to be so saggy, I hope--"
I cut her off, gently juggling her bobs back and forth so that they bumped into each other. "Don't you dare. They are fucking beautiful. You are beautiful, Mom."
Her eyes flickered; I could sense she was sincerely happy to hear so. "You really mean that?"
I nodded. I meant it with every fiber of my being, but that still was not enough to explain to her how positively angelic she was to me. Words failed, but there were other ways to convey my affection.
Mom spread her legs open and tucked her hands behind her knees, summoning me forth. She clenched her butthole, making it close as much as she could, but barely managed to make it wink at me. She doubled down, knitting her brow together in concentration.
That only emphasized how loose she'd become, but she did manage to push out a droplet of frothy lube from the sunken pit. It looked like a bulging red rose was blossoming between her plump ass cheeks, oozing liquid pollen from the center of its worn-out petals.
Mom wiggled her toes, riddled with excitement that she could not contain. I stepped as close to her as I could, using my thighs to rest some of my weight on the bed for support.
My own cock felt like a stranger's when I grabbed the base of it. It was engorged like a meaty balloon, inflated to its limits. Every vein was practically buzzing with energy.
Mom's pussy was liberally glistening with juices that were so thick they looked halfway to becoming a pearl. The delectable crease of pink flesh made my mouth water. She had laid out just one rule -- don't go into her pussy -- but, being her son, I felt inclined to test the boundaries.
I pressed the head of my dick against the opening of her birth canal, but did not go inside. Mom looked down between her legs to find me doing exactly what she feared I would. After all, she had raised me, so she knew I was not afraid to push her buttons once in a while.
Using my cock like a hammer, I pounded it gently on Mom's fat, engorged clit while she watched. Every bump against the sensitive button made her jump a little bit, and I enjoyed manipulating her movements.
"H-heyyy, what are you doing with her?" Even the shock and pleasure of such pointed clitoral contact couldn't override all of her anxiety.
"Just saying hi." I pressed down on my dick, making it sink between Mom's chubby pussy lips. I was the hot dog; her pussy was the bun. She swaddled the length of my cock with her lush, velour petals, yet somehow expected me to have the wherewithal to not go inside. The only thing stopping me was the burden of keeping her trust--something I did not want to break.
Mom played along, but her rule remained very much in place. "It's been a while since you two have seen each other."
I rocked back and forth, sawing my dick through the swampy trench full of cunt honey. When I push further forward, the tip of the sensitive, spongy helmet was tickled by her fluffy jungle of densely packed, dark-brown pubic hair.
"I miss her," I lamented.
"I know you do, honey, but look!" Mom reached down and pressed her fingers right up against the edges of her bulging butt ring. She pried it open like she was emptying her purse on the bed. "This will still be a nice, cozy home for you to dump your babies in."
I knew that Mom was ramping up the dirty talk in order to manipulate me, but it worked anyway. I wanted to feel the inside of her pussy, but hearing my own mother talk about her asshole as though it were a cheap sex toy was too provocative to ignore.
"I can cum in your ass?" I asked earnestly.
Mom nodded. "I hope so, sweetheart. It's been a while since anybody has."
"I don't think I'm going to last much longer, to be honest."
"Don't hold back -- not this time. Just fuck me however you want until you cum. Can you do that for me?"
Mom rested her legs on my broad shoulders like a pair of slender suspenders. I kissed the inside of her calf, amazed that her skin could feel so impossibly smooth; it was like warm glass against my cheek. I held onto her hips for balance and dug in with my thumbs so that she would not go anywhere. As if to consent to the unyielding bond, Mom rested her hands on my forearms and rubbed them reassuringly. She gave me a gentle squeeze, then a nod, to confirm that she was ready.
I nuzzled the head of my cock into the mouth of Mom's butthole, ready to plunge back in. With a strained grunt, she pushed out with her muscles--loosening the tension in her already-slackened hole--to encourage my first thrust.
One push was all it took to bury myself to the root in Mom's blown-out cavern. Her softened walls offered less resistance than a tub of liquefied butter heated over a stovetop, and were twice as warm. Her face contorted fiendishly, brow furrowed intensely, with her mouth formed a tightly drawn "O."
"Too much?" I asked her.
"No, no," she insisted. "Just different at this angle. Pull out slowly."
I slid my rigid pillar of muscle out of her greasy tunnel until only the engorged mushroom head remained. Every ridge, each chunky bump of soft meat, massaged me on the way out--and made me want to dive back in twice as badly!
Thankfully, Mom had the same idea. "Now push in, hard."
I raised an eyebrow. "Like... hard?"
Mom batted her eyes at me with a dramatic pout. "Does Mommy have to beg you to beat the shape of your fat cock into her?"
"W-whoa, that's... whoa." I was practically speechless.
Mom knew she had me hooked, all that was left was to reel me in. "I bet you can't make it hurt."
"Seriously?"
"Prove me wrong," she taunted. With her foot resting beside my head, she tapped her toes against my temple to accent each of her following words. "Make... it... hurt."
I needed no further invitation. I plunged my cock inside of her to the hilt, forcing apart the loosely packed tube of dishevelled meat with no regard for the woman whose body heat kept it warm for me to enjoy. My thighs clapped against her pudgy bottom so loudly that the sound echoed around the room.
Mom's body seized up, her tiny frame rocked by the impact of my powerful thrusts. Still, as she had already revealed that night, she was full of surprises. "Harder!" she demanded.
I could not believe my ears, or my luck. How many boys are blessed enough to receive such passionate treatment from their mothers? Mom's eyes glazed over, her pupils retreating into her skull in favour of a glossy white stare.
I slammed my cock to the base over and over again, refusing to relent for a second. Her asshole was so loose that it produced a cacophony of noisy slurping sounds every time I bottomed out. The suction was sporadic, and the air I forced into her on each thrust came spilling out when I pulled back. The effect turned her butthole into a wet, suckling vacuum that I was, in that moment, trying my hardest to turn inside out.
"Harder!" she yelled, her body overtaken by a succubus whose only goal was to drain cum out of me.
Sweat formed along my brow. A salty bead dripped into the corner of my eye, but I would have rather gone blind than halted our rampant fuck-session.
"Mom, I'm gonna--"
"Don't say it!" Mom yelped. "Just fucking do it!" It felt like her nails were going to draw blood from my arms, but I simply did not care.
I summoned every ounce of strength I had left to make the final powerful thrusts into my mother's asshole as memorable as I could. Never before had I experienced the feeling of having my own orgasm drawn out of me so insatiably. Mom was ravenous not only for my cum, but from the satisfaction of having made me cum.
The earth below my feet shook. The muscles in my legs turned to pudding. They could barely support my weight, so I collapsed on top of Mom in an exhausted heap. The first injection of dopamine hit the base of my spine like a bullet, paralyzing me in the wake of its sudden impact.
"K-kiss m-me when you c-cu-cum," Mom begged between thrusts so powerful that they made her gigantic breasts wobble back and forth like tidal waves.
I mashed my lips against hers, still resting my full weight on her body. We made out, passionately driving our tongues against each other, dumping our eager groans right into each other's open mouth. We grinded together in perfect unison, bonded at a primal level while we traded saliva back and forth.
I roared mightily, releasing eighteen years of pent-up frustration that I hadn't known I had been carrying. My soul was unburdened. As the "feel-good" chemicals swam through my bloodstream, I could not imagine a single time in my life when I had been happier. It was heaven. Mom was heaven.
My cock flexed, sending a thick, sticky cable of cum into Mom's bowels. Her insides constricted like a python, strangling my cock in a death grip that would not yield until my orgasm had subsided. The molten syrup doused her insides, saturating her guts while they clenched tightly around me.
Cum flowed into the bludgeoned tunnel, and was quickly followed by another gluey rope. My dick marinated in the gooey puddle of lube and semen that bubbled in the pit of her stomach, generously adding more and more baby batter to the growing pool.
If I hadn't known better, I would have expected to see Mom's belly inflating like a balloon. I imagined that each bulky stream of cum that I shot into her would make her tummy expand until it she was too cum-pregnant to even walk.
I stopped thrusting, but we did not stop kissing each other for many, many minutes. Time was a construct to which we paid no mind, we simply embroiled ourselves in the magnificent aura that shrouded us. Even if Dad had come at that exact moment, it would have been difficult to pull myself off of her.
Mom wrapped her arms and legs around me like a spider monkey, then broke our kiss. "Roll over, and bring me with you."
As one, we rolled flat onto my back. As I'd rested upon her, she did upon me, her body rising and falling with each breath I drew.
Mom folded her hands on my chest and rested her chin on her knuckles - a makeshift perch from which she could stare directly into my soul. She chewed her lower lip. "Hi, sweetheart."
I brushed a lock of hair out of her eye. "Hi, Mom."
"How was that?"
I laughed at her coyness. "It was fucking fantastic!"
"You don't feel weird that Mom made you cum that hard?"
"Should I? Do you feel weird?"
Mom shook her head vigorously. "Not at all. You're still my son, and I'm still your mom. I just want to make sure you know that will never, ever change."
"God, Mom. I love you so fucking much."
She entranced me with a gleeful smile. "Mommy loves you too -- very much."
At that point, it felt stupider not to take another risk. "No, Mom. I mean... I'm in love with you. You're the most amazing woman I've ever met, and I just-- oh, I dunno. I wish we could be together."
"We are together, honey." Mom stressed her point with a firm, tender squeeze around my slowly-softening cock. "Can't you feel my butt hugging you?"
"You know what I mean."
Mom tensed up a bit. "I do, actually."
"You do?"
Mom smiled like a giddy schoolgirl. "I wasn't sure if you felt the same way, so I had to test you."
I felt like a fool for not recognizing it earlier, but the true motive behind her behaviour suddenly became so obvious that I cursed myself for not seeing it sooner. After seeing what her ass could handle, there was only one explanation for why she would request my help to begin with. "The balls were never really stuck, were they? You put them in so that you would have an excuse to let me touch you?"
Mom snickered, shrugging her shoulders casually. "Busted!"
"You could have just pushed them out on your own! You did all that just to seduce me?"
"It only worked because you wanted it too. I think you've wanted it to happen for a while now."
That left only one more question. "Does that mean we can do this again?"
Mom's eyes flickered deviously. "I think so, honey... and maybe we can think about using some other holes. What do you think?"
My dick pulsated with excitement, raring to go just in case 'next time' was right then and there. The sensation of it bulging in her guts, well after she thought it was dormant, made her jump.
"Oh!" she gasped. "He really likes that idea! Think he can wait until tomorrow?"
For what felt like the two hundredth time that night, I could not believe what I was hearing. Just a few short hours prior to Mom offering me her asshole on a silver platter, I had been grateful to even get to touch her immaculate skin when we'd cuddled on the couch.
I could hardly remember who I'd been back then, yet it had only been an hour. Whatever lay ahead for me and Mom, I was certain it was only going to get more and more exciting -- and I knew that I was ready for whatever she threw at me next, body and soul.
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Thank you again to my editor, Neuroparenthetical, for their continued assistance in helping these stores come to life. I cannot overstate how important they have been, and how deeply I appreciate the effort they put towards editing my work. Tremendous thank you, once again.
Halloween should be a statutory holiday; that is how much I love the spooky season. Furthermore, we should get an entire week off of work to celebrate properly! Perhaps I'm biased; my birthday lands on the 31st, so I've always felt like Halloween is my personal holiday.
Every year, I would organise a costume party with dozens of our closest friends to make sure that my birthday was supported by the black and orange decor with which I adorned our house. I always loved celebrating the day with so many people, but truthfully, I only needed two— my husband, Mike, and our son, Owen.
Mike had always been forced to dedicate the day to me. He knew what it meant to me, so he was happy to play along, as time wore on it became clear that he wanted to celebrate in other fashions. One year, he had suggested that we abandon the party entirely and opt to attend some convention for horror movies, a genre he was quite fond of. I put my foot down so fast that I almost broke an ankle!
I would always go all out on decorations for the holiday - not just to impress the crowd, but simply because I enjoyed it. I loved riding the line between "haha yucky" and "reprehensibly grotesque." For the former, imagine a large witch's cauldron, its mouth billowing forth thick plumes of translucent fog. For the latter, picture a "painting" of an elderly couple just inside the front door. As each guest passes by it, the figures decay, their skin melting off to reveal two hideous, rot-covered skeletons underneath.
At the time, Owen was in his fourth and final year of university. He had missed three of my birthday parties in a row, and I was devastated to hear that the streak would continue. His absence had been a hard pill to swallow, even though I'd known it had been for the best. He'd needed to study, and without a sanctioned break from classes it was too much hassle to get him home.
I hated being away from him for so long, as I was sure most mothers would with their only child. My life felt empty without him in it. The first year that he'd been at university, I had endured the loss with a brave face. That became decidedly harder with each passing year.
Owen was smart, charming, and full of wit. He had a bubbly personality that made him a joy to be around, and made every day a little brighter for everyone around him. Perhaps, since I was the woman who had birthed him, it was arrogant to claim that he was exceptionally handsome atop that, but pride did not stop it from being true. My son had a ferociously gorgeous body that frequently earned double takes from women twice his age. My friends had often joked that, if he hadn't been my son, they'd have already had their paws all over him! The idea made me sick with jealousy.
The year that he'd left for university -- where I'd figured hordes of hot, young women would throw themselves at his feet -- I'd been forced to confront those feelings. The truth was that I wanted him all to myself— no sharing. I waited anxiously for the day he would break my heart by bringing a girl home.
I was not stupid; I knew he had likely been with dozens of women while away at school. A young man like him surely attracted women like a "BOGO" sale at HomeSense. The way I saw it, until he formally settled down, he was still mine.
It was Halloween afternoon, two thousand and twenty three, and I was back at it with aplomb. Peeled grapes dipped in black food coloring on one end were to be my edible eyeballs; I thought the effect was solid. I finished them just in time for my husband to inform me that Owen, for yet another year, was not going to be able to attend my party.
"You okay, Carrie?" Mike asked.
He was already in costume, and to be honest it felt a little strange to receive emotional comfort from Ghostface of Scream movie fame. The two hollow, black eyes perched atop a drooping, elongated mouth strongly resembled the figured in the Munch painting that almost shared the name.
I nodded, hoping that the cumbersome mask on his head would help me hide my sour mood from him. "I thought this year would be different. He promised last year that he would try to make it this time!"
Mike rubbed my shoulder reassuringly. "He did try, Care-bear. You know that."
I chewed the inside of my cheek. "Mmhmm. I know. It just sucks!"
Mike took off the mask and stared at me over the frame of his thick-rimmed glasses. "But..."
I sucked in a deep breath and straightened my posture. "But I'm not going to let it ruin the party. I'm gonna be fun!"
Mike raised an eyebrow. "How much fun?"
I rolled my eyes. Using my butt like a bumper car, I playfully nudged him out of my personal space. "Way more fun than that boring horror movie documentary you wanted to watch tonight!"
Mike scoffed. "They're not boring. The one that's on tonight is a behind-the-scenes look at how they filmed Friday The 13 th!"
I chuckled. "Let me guess; at night?"
It was Mike's turn to roll his eyes, but he added a sarcastic laugh to accompany it. "Very funny, dear. Does that mean I can't sneak away with Peter for a few minutes to watch it?"
I stomped my foot. "I ask for one day a year to be mine. Do you really need to spend it watching television with your friend?"
"No, I guess not." Mike gobbled down one of my freshly peeled eyeballs, earning himself a well-deserved scowl that he ignored completely. "People are going to show up soon, you know.
I put the grapes into the fridge, thinking ­- perhaps naively - that they needed time to set in order to retain their "eyeballness." The only thing left to do was slip into my costume and wait for our guests to arrive.
In years past, Mike and I had employed couples costumes. Princess and a dragon, Mario and Peach, Fred and Daphne... we'd done them all, so that year we had decided to drop the act and just wear whatever we wanted. For my husband, the eternal horror movie nerd, that was Ghostface.
In direct opposition to the spooky costume he'd chosen, I decided to finally slip into the thigh-high stockings of the woman - specifically the character - that my son had compared me to multiple times: Kitty Foreman from That 70's Show.
Years ago, I had walked in on my teenage son watching the television show with a big, goofy smile on his face. I had asked him why he was grinning ear to ear, and when he'd been too shy to answer — gawking silently with cheeks like two bright, red apples — I'd known that it was thanks to the gorgeous, mature woman on the screen. Ever since I'd learned of my son's fondness for the character, I'd felt inclined to dress up as her for Halloween. Mike had never wanted to go as Red, however -- the bald cap was the deal breaker -- so I had never had a chance to go as his doting, blonde-haired, giggle-prone wife.
Much like Kitty, I was not a very tall woman. We both had soft facial features and a big of pudge to our tummies. I knew that, if I could just get the hair right, I would be her spitting image. To my delight, I somehow managed to wrangle my blonde curls into a near-perfect imitation of the iconic, golden waves that epitomized her character for so many years. It took almost a full hour, giving me a new sense of admiration for housewives of decades past.
To complete the costume, I donned the frilliest, most outdated apron I could find, the front of which was embroidered with a pair of cute, happy ducklings. It definitely looked like it could've been housewife wear from fifty-odd years ago. I laid it over a light blue collared shirt whose sleeves I had rolled up as though I was elbow-deep in a baking marathon. Top to bottom, the outfit looked like something straight out of my grandmother's closet!
I put on a fluffy, dark red skirt that went down to my knees. Underneath it, I tugged on the tightest nylon stockings that I could find, and slipped into a pair of dazzling red heels that I had bought at the mall. If I was going to embody an old- school housewife, I wanted to go all in. A touch of ruby red lipstick completed the outfit.
My breasts were too large to fit properly into the apron. It was a size or two smaller than I preferred, but it was the only article I'd found that looked like it genuinely belonged in a prior decade. For the sake of the costume's integrity, I forced my floppy, oversized tits into its stranglehold. In order to get the loop around my neck, I had to pull it so tight that my cleavage practically came spilling out of the neck hole.
I was a modest woman, but I knew that I looked pretty damn good. I just wished that Owen could be around to appreciate it. The state of my tightly compressed boobs was a sight that any ordinary mothers would have hidden from her son. The idea of him seeing me like that — with the breasts he had nursed from squeezed into a too-tight top — filled me with wicked, sinful glee.
Before I could decide whether or not I truly wanted my guests to be confronted by my half-exposed bosom, there was a knock on the front door. There was no turning back; the party had officially begun.
It took about an hour for everyone to show up. By the time the final guests arrived, the early arrivals were already knee deep in bottles of wine. There were many old friends, most of which we had known for half our lives. Just as it was every year, I was surrounded by love on a level that was unmatched by any other day of the year.
We laughed, we danced, and we ate. Mike manned the barbecue, churning out burgers and hotdogs just as fast as people could scoop them up. It was still warm enough outside that most folks only needed a cozy bonfire to keep the evening chill at bay. I had always run a bit on the colder side, though -- favouring woolly sweaters over the thin, collared shirt I had on that night -- so I stayed indoors despite the allure of the fire on the lawn.
Most people did not recognize my costume, but those who did were floored by how accurately I had recreated the famous look. I did not let on how flustered I was by their sincere compliments, but I was thrilled to hear that I looked as good as I felt. No matter how many of them fawned over me, however, it wasn't quite enough to make me forget about the one opinion I would have valued most of all.
I floated between the various groups of partygoers, ensuring that I stopped by the kitchen to refill my wine glass as soon as it ran dry. Admittedly, I indulged in rosé with a heavier hand than I intended. I was upset that Owen would not be in attendance for the fourth year in a row. It was a touch too far to claim I was drowning my sorrows, but I definitely poured my drinks a little bit taller than usual.
I was well into my fourth glass of the night when the doorbell rang, cutting through the serene melody of "The Monster Mash" like a whistling arrow through the treetops.
Mike shot me a knowing look from across the room and gestured towards the door with his eyes. In my heart, I knew who it was before I even took a single step towards the door. I did not want to get my hopes up, but wishing and wanting and knowing had already mixed themselves up together inside of me.
I flew to the door with wings on my shoes, my heart aflutter. I threw it open, stumbling as I did, to find my magnificent son standing on the other side.
He opened his arms with a bright, cheerful grin plastered across his face. "Happy birthday, Mom."
I almost broke down into tears. The rosé had made the slope slippery, but seeing my son's beautiful face grinning at me — shallow dimples engraved into each of his cheeks — pushed me straight down it.
I squealed with delight, leaping into his arms for a hug. "My baby is home!"
Owen was the same height as his father, which was roughly a head and a half taller than me, but he more muscular than the two of us combined. He carried me like I was nothing more than a feather.
I spilled wine all over the floor, but was too enthralled with him to care about the mess. "Oh my god, Mommy missed you so much!"
Owen blushed. "Er, thanks, Mom. I hope I'm not too late."
"Never, honey." If I had known he'd been coming, I would have stayed up all night waiting for him. "Now, let's get you a drink!"
Owen regaled me with stories of his time at school. We had kept in touch by phone over the semester, but being face to face made me want to hear every story a second time just so I could watch him smile as he retold them.
It was a good thing that I had already made my rounds and greeted everybody. Once Owen had arrived, the rest of the partygoers seemed wholly unimportant in comparison. All I wanted was for the house to be empty so that I could have some quality time with my son. Instead, we settled into a far-off corner of the living room, wine in hand, so I could interrogate him about his dating life. It was not subtle, but it had to be done. I had to know.
"Nobody, yet," Owen admitted, staring into his half-empty glass.
I was eager to believe him, but I couldn't let him know that. "There must be somebody you've got your eye on, honey."
When I'd asked, his gaze had darted in my direction as though the mere mention of "somebody" had flicked a switch in his brain. His eyes landed squarely on my exposed cleavage, and lingered there for a second or two before his good sense told him to stop staring.
Owen shook his head and looked back down into his glass of wine. He sucked in a deep breath. "I don't like any of the girls at school, I guess."
"Well, they're simply foolish if they don't like you. You're a very handsome young man, honey."
He chuckled. "If you say so. I'll have to put 'my Mom says I'm handsome' in my dating profile."
I feigned offence, holding my hand over my heart with my mouth agape. "Are you implying that those little girls don't think that I made the most handsomest man in all the land?"
He rolled his eyes with a hearty laugh, cutting through the chatter of the crowd around us. "I think Dad deserves some credit, too."
I mimicked his eye-roll, but with double the intensity. "Fine! I suppose it was, technically, a team effort -- but let's be real: you got all your good looks from Mommy."
Owen tilted his head to the side with a quizzical look. "That's the second time you've done that."
"Done what?"
He scoffed, unwilling to believe that I was ignorant to his meaning. "You called yourself 'Mommy.' That's new."
I waved him off and took a healthy glug from my wine. "Oh, hush. It's cute! Why, you want Mommy to stop?"
"I guess not. It is kind of cute, but I haven't called you that in years."
"And years, and years, and years, and—"
"Alright!" Owen interrupted me. "Message received, Mommy."
I bit my lower lip and giggled gleefully. He had no idea how much it enchanted me to hear that name again. "So, do you like my costume?"
He scooted back so that he could look me up and down, soaking in every detail of my outfit with wonder in his eyes. His stare at my vibrant red heels, but as his gaze wandered further up my body, his cheeks became flushed with blood. By the time he stumbled upon my bulging breasts, his blush was giving my ruby slippers a run for their money.
He gulped dryly. "How many words do I get?"
I batted my eyelashes. "Just one."
"Incredible."
That made it my turn to blush. "That's a pretty good word, I think."
"You look exactly like her, Mom. It's crazy."
"But you don't look anything like Eric," I said, referring to Kitty's on-screen teenage son. "Did somebody forget their costume?"
Owen winced, knowing he had committed a terrible faux pas. "I didn't bring one. Dad and I organized this at the last minute, so I didn't have time!"
As if summoned by mention, my husband trudged into the living room and slumped down next to us on the couch. "Good thing he doesn't need a costume to bob for apples!"
A small part of me was annoyed that he had interrupted alone time between my son and I, but I swallowed that pique, put on a happy face, and turned to Owen. "What do you think, honey? You wanna go chomp some fruit with Mommy?"
Mike raised an eyebrow, but did not object to my resurrection of the old name. "I got the tubs all set up. You've got a crown to defend, Care."
He was right; I was undefeated at apple-bobbing, and I was ashamed to admit how thoroughly I enjoyed the title. It was an innocent way of demonstrating, to anyone who might be watching, how talented I was with my mouth.
We walked into the kitchen, where Rich and Maria Jansen - a couple that Mike and I had known for years - were already competitively diving into the tubs with their mouths open. They were dressed as a punk guitarist and a tattoo-covered groupie, respectively, the latter of which had already rescued two of her three apples from the tub.
Maria rose with the final apple clenched in her jaw, claiming victory over her shaggy-haired husband. The audience applauded her victory, and she did a performative bow to thank the crowd for their support.
"Thank you, thank you!" she said, basking in the glory.
I was not keen to be upstaged at my own party, especially during a game at which I was truly formidable. I had a point to prove, and I knew just who my opponent was going to be.
I nudged Owen with my butt. "You'd better roll up those sleeves, honey."
"You and me?"
"Me and you," I replied with a wink.
Mike loaded three new apples into each of the tubs. Perhaps it was my imagination, but it looked as though he'd dug into the bag in search of the biggest ones he could find, then dumped them into my tub. To be fair, Mike was probably thinking that Owen hadn't played in years; my poor boy needed some kind of an edge just to avoid being completely humiliated.
I hovered over top of the water, holding myself above the surface by gripping the edges of the tub. I was ready to dive in like it was an Olympic sport! I glanced over at my son. He was in the same position I was, eagerly ready to leap face-first into the water. Like mother, like son.
"On your mark..." Mike counted down. "Get set... Go!"
It all happened so fast. I aimed at the apple closest to me and plunged towards it. I submerged my face in up to my ears, opening my jaw as wide as I could. I bit into the crisp apple, piercing the skin so a tingle of its tart, tangy juices flooded my taste buds. I lifted my head from the bucket and spat the first apple onto the floor.
I heard my husband chant, "One more!"
One more? I thought. Did he forget how to count?
Hubris, thy name is Carrie. It turned out that it was Owen who was receiving his support, and he had earned that fickle favor by clearing two apples from the tub in the time that it had taken me to remove one. By the time I realized what had happened, I had been beaten at my own game.
The crowd clapped for Owen. If I had been a sore loser, which I totally wasn't, I would have been a little annoyed. He'd shown up after four years just to reveal that he had clearly been practicing the sport of apple-bobbing every single day, rather than studying like he should have been. Like I said, totally not a sore loser!
Owen pinched the front of his soaking-wet t-shirt and pulled it away from his muscular torso. Tiny beads of water rolled off of his chin, clinging to his skin as they ran over the cliff of his firmly chiseled jaw. The dozens of cascading droplets that plummeted down his neck were funneled into the gap between his prominent collar bones. I longed to dip my tongue into that shallow pool and place a sloppy kiss against his wetted skin.



My son yanked me from my brief daydream. "I learned from the best, huh, Mom?"
I rolled my eyes, but my ego was happily assuaged by the compliment. "I did not teach you to be that messy, honey."
Maria stepped in with a towel. She handed it to Owen without giving me so much as a second glance. I hated how close she stood to him, tucking her body against his while she patted his face with the dry rag. It was probably more innocent than I imagined, but all I saw was another woman making a move on my territory.
"Let's get you all dried up, sugar," she chimed sweetly— a little too sweetly for my liking.
I was not a jealous spouse. I never gave Mike a hard time for flirting with waitresses, which he always insisted was just "innocent banter." It had been years since I'd felt the green beast well up in the pit of my stomach, but that night she returned with full force.
"Mike, dear, why don't you take Owen upstairs to get a dry shirt on?" My tone made it clear that it was not a request.
"Uh, sure," Mike said. "Come on, bud." He gestured for our son to follow him upstairs.
Maria and I exchanged a look whose meaning we both understood immediately. She had two boys herself, and it seemed as though she understood that I was setting a boundary whose crossing would not be taken lightly. She seemed annoyed, but she understood. We were in my house, and that was my son.
It did not occur to me for a second just how strange it was that it felt unacceptable for anyone but me to have their hands on him. If I had taken a beat, maybe it would have, but, the rose helped me slip and slide right past that hypothetical moment of self-reflection.
I returned to the party and mingled with a couple people who had received only a passing welcome when they'd arrived. With so many guests, I had to pick and choose who received the honor of interacting with the birthday girl, but that didn't mean I couldn't try to get over some kind of a low bar with all of them.
After a handful of people mistook my costume for that of a "housewife," -- neglecting the nuance of the character that I had painstakingly recreated -- I longed to be reunited with someone who appreciated the effort - or rather, with the one person who'd appreciated it the most.
I scanned the room in search of Owen, but could not find him anywhere. I wondered if another one of the doting, handsy mommies had sunk their fangs into him, and felt the roar of jealousy ignite in my belly once again. He was nowhere in sight, but I did notice a familiar ghastly, stretched-out mask descending the stairs.
I stomped towards Mike and demanded that he spill the beans. "Where's Owen?"
Mike offered nothing more than a lazy shrug.
"You didn't see him?"
Again, he shrugged without saying a word. Something was going on.
The hairs on the back of my neck rose. My instincts -- what some might call a gut feeling -- realized the truth quicker than the message could be relayed to my brain. I did not understand the warning signs, even as they flashed in front of my face, but their presence gave me pause.
When you know somebody for a very long time, reading their body language becomes second nature; you do it without even meaning to. There was something different -- something wrong -- about the way Mike was carrying himself. He seemed uncomfortable in his own skin, which was a pretty clear indication that somebody other than my husband was hidden beneath the mask.
The culprit was not hard to identify, given that he had mysteriously disappeared from the party for the last ten minutes. I had been drinking a fair amount, but was still sharp enough to put my parental detective skills to good use. Owen had never been good at lying to me as a boy, and he had not gotten any better.
I arched an eyebrow. "You don't know where our son is?"
Owen, still pretending to be his father, shook his head. Their build was similar, which is why the costume fit, but their mannerisms were recognizable enough that I saw through the disguise with ease.
That bastard is watching his documentary in the basement! I thought.
Mike was not stupid. He'd known my confusion would not last for longer than a few minutes, but apparently that brief window was worth the effort to him. I figured he was already planning to write it off as a stupid prank to try to assuage some of my anger.
Well, he's not the only one who can play pranks, I thought. I'll admit that it was a thought born from anger. Rather than let it go, however, I mulled over the opportunity that had been presented to me. It's my birthday, after all; I get to have any kind of fun I want! If Mike doesn't want to be available for it, well... his loss.
One evil thought spawned another. I did not know how far I would take it, but I knew that I could not pass up the chance to toy with Owen. He was trying to do right by his father, so I hoped he would not crack easily. He was a good boy, and I was proud of him for agreeing to help his father, even if it had been a dumb idea. I did not hold it against my son for agreeing to lie to me so that his dad could watch television.
I took Owen by the hand. "I'm going to go look for him upstairs. Will you come with me?"
I did not need to see his face to know that his eyes were likely bugging out of his skull.
"It's my birthday," I insisted with a playful pout. "Please don't make me ask twice."
Owen sighed, his breath filtered through the black mesh of the mask, and reluctantly accepted my invitation. Nobody would bother us up there, so whatever I had in store - even I was not sure at the time - it would remain between us.
I made a big show of pausing and looking into every room, pretending that I was looking for the man whose solemn steps trudged behind me. He was probably wrought with anxiety, wondering how he would keep up the lie without being able to speak. All he had to do was admit that he was covering for his dad to watch TV, but whatever deal the two of them had struck kept his lips sealed. I could have called him out a dozen times, but was having too much fun to do so.
We finally reached my bedroom, which was located at the very end of the hall. I pushed open the door and tilted my head, encouraging Owen to go inside. I followed him and closed the door behind us, casting the room into darkness.
I knew how to navigate the room blind. I shuffled over to the bedside table and flicked on the lamp, bathing the bedroom in dim, orange light. I patted the bed for "Mike" to come sit next to me. Owen hesitated for a second, but stayed in character without asking any of the obvious questions. I scooted close so that our hips were touching.
I reached over with my far hand, placed it on his inner thigh, and gave it a gentle squeeze. It was not a particularly sexual touch, but nonetheless one that I had never employed on him before that night. I imagined very few mothers had ever stroked their son in such a way. It felt natural to me - and, on a moment's reflection, the fact that it did felt eerie. As you might imagine, I didn't dwell on it.
I rested my head on "Mike's" shoulder. "Thank you for getting Owen to come. I missed him so much, and it means the world that he made it for the party."
Owen remained committed to the ruse and did not reply - at least not using words. I took it as permission to go further, and justified myself with more thoughts of harmless fun - a little prank war between family.
Even when my hand began to slowly inch further along the inside of his thigh, my son did not give in. His breathing became sharp and ragged, but he did not yield. I wanted to push him even further.
"I want to show you how grateful I am, honey," I mewled in his ear. "Since you were so good to me, let me be good to you."
Owen whimpered softly. My hand was dangerously close to his crotch, and I could feel the material beneath my fingers shifting. It was a dead giveaway that his dick was already growing hard - and from barely anything at all! Once again, my decidedly abnormal reaction - to be flattered - felt natural.
He must be close to cracking, I thought. We were playing chicken, and the stakes were admittedly quite high. As far as he knew, I was innocently flirting with my husband. As far as I was concerned, the burden was on him to admit that he was lying about his identity before it went too far. I was certain that he would stop me before my hand actually touched his penis, so I waited... and waited... and waited...
Owen remained silent. My fingers clung to his inner thigh, so close to his cock that I could feel its heat radiating through the fabric of his costume. The warmth nipped at my fingers, egging me on despite the knowledge that it was his own mother who had unwittingly wandered so close to his erection. He had to say something before it was too late.
To prompt what I considered to be the inevitable outcome, I asked him a question that I was positive would be too lewd for him.
"Can I touch you, sweetheart?" I asked sweetly. I bathed my words in honey so he would buy their sincerity. I did not want him to know that I was on to him.
Owen nodded.
My voice caught in my throat. "Uh, r-really? Are you sure?"
He nodded twice as eagerly. To drive his point home, he wrapped one of his robust arms around my back and rested it on my waist, then pulled me into him so I could not slip away. The message was clear; he was not messing around. His erection was glued to his leg, straining against the fabric of the costume like it was about to rip a hole through it.
I wondered if Owen's father had promised him a new car, or something equally insane, on the condition that he distract me for a set amount of time. That was the only reason I could come up with to explain why he had not broken character. No matter what my son had been promised as a reward for keeping me busy, I did not imagine that it would be worth getting a handjob from his mother.
As far as I could see, there were only two choices. I could pull the plug; that seemed smart, considering that my son had declined the chance to do so himself. More wickedly, however, I could listen to the voices whispering excitedly in the back of my head. They urged me to follow his lead -- to ignore the life and the people who existed outside of my bedroom -- and I wanted to listen to them.
I was curious, and had been for years. The once-in-a-lifetime opportunity before me was too tantalizing to pass up, and what few reservations I might have had had been washed away by the current of wine that flowed through my veins.
I stared into the empty, black sockets of the mask. "I don't think anybody is gonna bother us up here."
Owen was not dumb; he knew exactly what I was hinting at. We were fast approaching a point of no return; his ostensible shock at his mother touching his penis could only justify so much hesitation before the onus was back on him to nip everything in the bud. Still, there was a limit to how much I would be able to explain away, eventually. I knew that if Owen let me keep escalating, there was going to be hell to pay on All Hallows' Day. Even if I could convince Owen and Mike that everything was their fault, the fallout could still be catastrophic.
With that in mind, I gave him one last chance to come clean. "Should we go back to the party? Or do you want me to thank you properly?"
He nodded, accepting the fallout of whatever would follow after I "discovered" whose dick I was really touching. The ball was in my court. I knew the right decision was to stop playing, but I couldn't. I was just too curious; I simply had to know.
When Owen was growing up, I had always been the type of mother to play "pretend" with him until the sun went down. It was a stray thought that felt supremely wrong and right, simultaneously. We were back at it again, after all those years. Neither of us wanted playtime to end.
I pretended that it was Mike under the mask. Just as I often did for him, I slunk down to my knees in front of our son and grabbed the sides of his pants. The costume was loose enough that a quick tug pulled them from his hips, exposing a healthy portion of the enormous erection that it had failed so miserably to conceal.
The head of his cock was still trapped below the waistband, but I could see the entire shaft waiting to spring up from below once that tension was released. I pulled his pants down to his knees, setting the caged beast loose. It slapped against his belly, rigid as solid oak. Then I pulled his pants off all the way, leaving only the mask and black cloak to cover his torso, and pried his legs apart so that I could scoot between them.
To me -- the woman who had seen both -- the differences could not have been more obvious. Owen was almost twice the length of his father, and had he known that, everything might have gone down differently. He would've known that the jig would be up as soon as his not-so-little monster made its debut. When I didn't make a big deal out of it, he must have thought that I could not tell the difference between the two. That could not have been further from the truth.
I sat back on my haunches and folded my arms in my lap, using my forearms to push my breasts together. Though I could not see his eyes, I was sure that they were bugging out of his head. The slack-jawed stare of his costume was likely an exact replica of his actual expression. Just to be sure he was fully captivated, I jostled the girls around, seducing him with an armful of vanilla pudding wobbling back and forth. A deep, satisfied groan told me that he thoroughly enjoyed the show.
It had been a long time since anyone had admired my body with such fascination. His body was completely still -- a statue watching my every move. I wanted to rip the mask off of him and see with my own eyes the jubilation on his face. At that point, however, I settled for merely imagining it.
My hands were resting on Owen's knees. I leaned towards him, pushing my palms across his legs until they reached his thighs. I scooted as close to the edge of the bed as I could, bringing myself a mere few inches from the fat, engorged bulb at the end of his cock.
I inhaled through my nose, inviting the musk of his manhood to infiltrate my nostrils. He had clearly showered before he came to the party, but the scent of his flesh was unmistakable - and it was nothing like his father. Once again: if only he had known. What I knew was that that new and unfamiliar smell was flipping all of the sexual switches in my brain, turning me a fashionably depraved shade of feral.
I traced the inside of Owen's thigh. He watched every step of the way, and held his breath when I reached his bloated cock head— the summit at the top of a very large, throbbing mountain. I curled my fingers around the fat crown and treated it to a couple of tender squeezes. The pillar of thick, veiny muscle pulsed vigorously beneath my fingers. "Holy shit, honey. You're so hard! You must really like my costume, huh?"
"Uh huh." That was the most Owen had said since we entered the bedroom. It was cute the way he dropped his voice an octave to try and sound more like his dad. I knew that I looked good, but hearing it aloud while his dick pulsed in my palm made me feel that much better. I was abuzz with sexual energy, and I knew just where I wanted to use it.
My fingernails tapped against the base of his shaft. I started at the bottom, raking my nails along the underside, sending a tickle through the rod of stiffened muscle. I dragged them all the way up towards the inflated helmet at the tip. I paused each time that a menacing flex made it jump away from me, invigorated by the exploration of such a sensitive place, then resumed my climb when it settled down again. A thin glaze of drool flooded my tongue; I did not know which of us was more excited.
I leaned in to kiss the top of the spongy dome. Owen had the same idea, and with a taut flex his dick came rising up to meet my wet, puckered lips. I made an audible smooching sound when they met, leaving behind a small dab of saliva to drool down the tip.
I encircled one of my hands around his balls and cupped them in my palm. Meanwhile, I could hardly get my tiny fingers to stretch around his mighty shaft, but I relished the challenge. The only way to stop his dick from bobbing around was to secure it in place, but each powerful flex threatened to rip it right out of my grasp.
I unfurled my tongue, letting it hang loose from my open mouth. I was so eager to taste him -- so overcome with hunger -- that I was drooling enough to make a bulldog jealous. A long, thin strand of saliva dribbled down my tongue and landed between my squashed-together cleavage. I must have looked like a proper slut, but that was what I wanted: to show my son a side of me that he had never seen before.
My plump, cushy lips kissed the tip of his cock once more, but that time I held them there. I ushered a dribble of saliva to the front of my mouth, then pushed the collection of bubbly foam around the sides of the bulky guest plugging the entrance. It squelched around the head, making a froth of tiny bubbles ooze around either side.
Once the helmet had been slathered with drool, I parted my lips and inched forward. I gulped the bulbous mushroom into my mouth, and was surprised at how wide I had to open my jaw in order to fit the whole thing. I felt like I had shoved an entire egg in my mouth, and so I treated his fleshy knob with the same delicate touch I would a fragile shell.
I slid my tongue along the bottom, loyally massaging his cock as I made my descent. My tongue flattened against his frenulum, cradling the sensitive underside on a bed of wet, pink velvet.
I slurped on the head, making a loose seal with my lips that sputtered noisily every time it broke. Were it not for the party below our feet, the sound would have been loud enough to hear in the basement -- where I assumed my husband was, watching television in blissful ignorance while I sucked our son's cock.
Every inch I swallowed into my eager gullet sent a rush of endorphins through my body, urging me to gulp down another portion. My tongue followed the web of pulsating veins that stretched up the length, tracing the branching pathways to their source at the base.
Come on, just a bit further! I encouraged myself. Do it for Owen! I was desperate to reach the bottom — a desire that my husband had never awoken. My natural motherly instincts made me want to provide my son with the greatest happiness that I could. In that moment, said happiness lay at the bottom of my esophagus.
Owen's dick was lodged in my gullet, plugging my entire windpipe. He throbbed steadily, celebrating the journey to the bottom. My lips nursed around the root of his cock, and with my nose pressed right up against his tummy, there was not much room for me to breathe out of any hole. I rocked my head back and forth, using the squishy wall at the back of my throat to polish the end of his cock as though it were a hunk of fine marble.
My son groaned like an enraged animal, summoning a primal howl from the depths of his soul. I was sure that someone would hear him if he did not stop, so I hastily rushed to shut him up.
"Mmpffh!" Since my mouth was stuffed to the brim, all that came out was a wet, muffled gargle.
Owen nodded and cut his hollering short. Without invitation, he reached out with his hands and dug them into my hair. I had spent over an hour that night getting it ready, and had it been anyone else tugging at my perfectly manicured mane, I would have stopped them. With my son, however, I was shamefully enthralled by his hands gripping the sides of my skull like I was a cheap puppet. I was completely at his mercy.



I lifted my head out of his lap, but ensured that the head of his cock remained between my lips. I took a deep breath, and gave him an order that he could not refuse.
"Push my head down," I instructed.
When he did not do so right away, I reassured him with a soothing pat on his thigh. "It's okay, honey. I can handle it. Just push."
I sealed my lips around the bulging mushroom again and basted the sides with my tongue using a series of quick flutters. I wanted him to use me however he wanted, but knew that he needed a little push to get there. As encouragement, I refused to descend a single inch without him applying pressure on the back of my head.
It did not take long for him to get the hint. Owen gently pushed down on my skull, shoving me face-first into his lap. I held my mouth open as wide as I could so that my teeth would not touch him. I felt subservient -- like his property for the night, dutifully serving him in whatever way would bring him the greatest happiness.
I submitted to my son with pleasure, dedicated to playing my role as the obedient housewife with an appetite for dick who was readily pleasing her husband on a whim just to prove how deeply her loyalty ran. As long as Owen continued to play the role of my husband, I would continue to serve with a smile.
My son's massive cock inflated with a great throb, expanding like a fleshy balloon in the confines of my throat. My whole body lurched forward, but I kept it down despite the knee-jerk desire for respite. A small tear formed in the pit of my eye that I ejected with a firm blink, which sent it rolling down the side of my cheek. I knew there was a chance it would turn my mascara into a runny mess, but that was a risk I was willing to take.
My son's dick marinated in my throat for a moment, saturated in saliva, before he let go of my head. I raised out of his lap to take a breath, then plunged to the bottom again, spearing myself on the meaty piston, when he hit the back wall. My throat squelched noisily, like a heavy boot being pulled from a bucket of mud. It alluded to a force that I had never allowed my husband to use when I had blown him in the past, but I loved every second of it.
I lifted my head again, but that time Owen knew what to do. As soon as I had taken a short breath, he shoved my mouth to the base of his cock, eliciting the same lewd, salacious gurgle from my throat.
Those two thrusts were all it took for him to adapt, and by the third stroke he had fallen into a rhythmic routine, plunging his cock in and out of my throat with perfect timing for me to take a breath in between. We were a well-oiled machine, working in tandem to glide his dick through the tunnel of softened throat meat.
His chubby balls, still cradled in my palm, rapped against my chin with every stroke. It was oddly relaxing. I counted the dull thuds like sheep, meditating so I could focus on remaining docile while Owen used my mouth like a fleshlight. I would have remained there all night.
Fifty, fifty-one, fifty-two... The count grew higher and higher -- but, as with all good things, it had to come to an end.
Owen's cock pulsed with energy, growing to its full potential with the power of a great, mighty giant. I knew at once that he was going to cum. Before I could wrestle with the disappointment that it would be over soon, my son - deeply entangled in the throes of unparalleled ecstasy - made it as clear as day.
"Oh my god, Mom, I'm gonna cum!"
To this day, I am not sure which of us caught the slip up first. Everything happened so fast that I did not have time to register the name he had used. By the time the realization hit me, there was already an eruption of hot, buttery cum splattering the back of my throat.
Both the utterance of my sacred title, and the flood of baby butter painting my gullet, made my eyes snap to attention. I looked up at the masked figure dumping ropes of thick, gluey cum into me, my eyes fearfully darting between the empty, black sockets of his ghostly face.
The truth was out, but I was not sure how to react. I should have been surprised, but I had known it was Owen all along. What I should have done was pull away, repulsed by his trickery -- and with an even more visceral reaction coming up fast and hard behind that. When I did not impulsively pull his dick from my throat, I knew right away that my counter-deception had been revealed.
I knitted my brow together, waging all-out war against my own gag reflex, when another heavy cable of semen ejected from the tip of his cock. I could not believe how much was coming out of him. There were multiple times where I thought it was over, only for him to add another dollop into the pool of dense, murky cream.
I was already committed, and could not bear to back out. I had planned to show my son what I was capable of, and that desire had not disappeared - or even lessened -- once the truth had come to light. I whimpered softly, shamefully gulping my grandchildren down into my stomach. They were salty, with a hint of sweetness that sizzled on my taste buds when I licked my lips.
I took a few rapid breaths and used the back of my hand to wipe the drool and excess cum away from the corner of my mouth. We were both too afraid to speak, but curiosity got the better of Owen.
He straightened his posture. "You swallowed."
I took a deep breath and coughed to clear my throat. "You called me 'Mom."
"But you swallowed after that," he said sternly. "Why did you do that if you knew—"
"That you were pretending to be your dad? That you tricked me into sucking your dick?" Neither of us had a leg to stand on, but he'd been legless first. We both could have stopped at any point, and the fact that we'd chosen not spoke for itself.
Owen pulled off his mask and threw it on the floor. "So, you knew it was me all along?"
I nodded sheepishly. "I wanted to get you to break character, so I brought you up here. When I started touching your leg, you still didn't give in. You knew it was me all along, too. You let me put your penis in my mouth, pretending to be your dad."
"Yeah..." Owen trailed off, fiddling with his thumbs.
I sat on the bed next to him and held his hand. "Honey, I'm not mad."
Owen recoiled, pulling his hand out of mine. "How can you say that? You have to be mad at me! This is... this is..."
"No, it's not," I said with a defiant tone. "Sweetheart, I... oh, this is not how I wanted this to go!" I sorted through a torrent of raging thoughts and emotions, each muddier than the last. "I love you very much, Owen, you know that. When you moved out for school, it was the most painful heart break that I ever endured."
Owen's expression softened. "Mom, I—"
I held up a hand. "Let me finish, please. When you moved out, my world fell apart. I thought it was a normal 'empty nest' type of feeling, but that never felt quite right. It felt like it was impossible for me to look forward to a world that didn't have you in it every day."
"So, you seduced me?"
I shook my head. "No, I didn't -- not on purpose! I just sort of went with the flow, and this is where it led. I listened to my body."
Owen could not hide his goofy grin. "And your body told you to suck my dick?" As absurd as the situation was, he still found humor in it.
"I guess so, yeah. Christ, I am the worst mother in the world!"
Owen pointed to his dick, which was still magnificently erect despite having just orgasmed. "Does this make me the worst son in the world?"
Heat flushed my cheeks. He was still so hard, and it was all because of me. I felt sexier in that moment than I had in the last two decades. I locked eyes with my son. Without breaking our stare, I reached out and wrapped my fingers around the root of his cock. Adrenaline surged through me, spurred on by the slight, subtle rise of his eyebrows when he felt my hands on him again.
A grin broke through the corner of my mouth. "Does that feel good, honey?"
He swallowed dryly. "Y-yes."
I tightened my fist, stroking his erection with a snug grip. "Yes, what?"
My son shivered. "Yes, Mommy."
"I have an idea... but if it's too much, you have to be honest with me." I knew it would be hard for him to focus while I jerked him off; I, on the other hand, was finding it to be relaxing.
"Anything," Owen grunted.
I pressed my forehead against his, increasing the pace of my strokes. "I want you back inside of me, honey. I want you to fuck me."
"Holy fuuuuc, this is insane."
I doubled down on the incestuous taboo, pressing my body up against his so I could whisper into his ear. "Come home, sweetheart. Come home to Mommy's pussy."
"You have no idea how long I've wanted to hear that from you."
I lifted my feet off of the floor and shuffled further up on the mattress so I was lying flat. I beckoned for my son to come to me. "Probably about as long as I've been wanted to tell you."
Owen loomed over me, his hulking, muscular shoulders casting a shadow over my tiny frame. I reached up with both hands and sunk my claws into a thick head of hair that was as blond as mine was. Suspended by his forearms, which he had placed on either side of my head, he leaned down to kiss me. It was a moment I had imagined thousands of times before, but none of those fantasies came close to the exhilaration I felt once he was finally on top of me.
At first, it was reminiscent of many kisses we'd shared in the past: just a small peck, communicating our love for one another. Our second kiss lingered in place for a few seconds, transforming into something wicked.
Our lips interlocked; his breath tickled my nose. I opened my mouth a little, pulling his lip further between mine so I could suckle on it. I fluttered the tip of my tongue against him, licking from one side to the other until he understood what I wanted.
Owen opened his mouth and pushed his tongue out, sliding it over mine. They coiled around each other, snakes writhing together in a hot, wet den. Body and soul, I melted into him, shedding my obedience to the incessant voices that scolded me for breaking so many of society's precious rules.
He broke our kiss, but continued to place dozens of others over my chin, then my cheeks, before making his way over to my neck. His tongue lapped against my skin, sending electric shivers through my entire body.
I purred happily. "Oh, honey. That feels amazing."
He nibbled my earlobe, then whispered sternly for me to turn over. I followed his directions to the letter, with the wings of a million butterflies flapping around in my stomach. I loved giving up control to him, wondering what he would do next.
The question was put to rest when Owen's large, calloused hands hiked up my skirt. He bunched up the fluffy blue garment in his fists and lifted it above my ass, exposing the two round, chubby cheeks that had only been seen by one other man in over twenty years. I did not need to see his face to know that he was feasting on the sight.
I shook my hips back and forth, making the mountain of white putty wobble. I could feel my underwear -- a thong that was the same colour as my skirt -- riding up between my cheeks. With the exception of the thin strip covering my pussy, my naked bottom was entirely exposed.
"Fuck me, Mom. Your ass is incredible!"
I kept sashaying side to side, wagging my tail in his face. "And how long have you been waiting to tell me that?"
"Are you kidding me? This thing—" -- Owen grabbed a handful of my left ass cheek to accentuate his point -- "—is the whole reason I'm an ass man!"
"Are you sure about that? The way you nursed from me, I would have guessed you were a boob guy." I found the joke pretty funny, but Owen was too enthralled by my butt to give it the attention it deserved.
Rather than continue entertaining my comedic sensibilities, he leaned down and placed a series of sloppy kisses over each of my ass cheeks, smacking his lips loudly to punctuate every smooch. While he worshiped my plump bottom -- the glory of which I was gleefully basking in -- he hooked his thumbs in the waistband of my underwear. Most mothers would be appalled to find that their son could remove a woman's underwear so efficiently. I was proud to discover that my boy, while pulling my panties down, did not pause his parade of sensual kisses for a single second.
It was a frighteningly well-practiced move on his part, and before I knew it my bare vagina was wafting a rich aroma of succulent juices towards my son, whose face hovered mere inches from my slit.
Owen gripped one of my cheeks in each hand and pried me open, inviting a rush of air to tickle the matted jungle of wet fur between my legs. "You're already so wet, Mom."
I climbed onto my knees and arched my back, spreading my legs as wide as I could. I wanted to look as presentable as possible. I was desperate to entice the alpha male in my room to mate with me. "That's because you make Mommy so excited, sweetheart."
He growled. "I love hearing you talk like that."
"I thought you might. You seemed to like when I used the name earlier." I shuffled my weight back and forth on my knees. "Is this how you want to fuck me?"
"No. I want to see your face."
Aw, my little lover boy. I peeked at Owen over my shoulder, staring lovingly into his eyes while I gave him an offer that most boys would never receive from their mothers. "Do you want me to get on top and ride you?"
His eyes almost popped out of his skull. "Fuck yes, I do!"
I was certain that my skirt would only get in the way, so I unbuttoned it from around my waist. I sat back on my heels, dressed in nothing but the apron and the blue shirt beneath it.
From the waist down, I was completely exposed to Owen's wandering eyes. The only thing that kept me modest was the apron, draped in front of me like a cotton shield. It was not wide enough to cover much more of me, though. Plenty of my pudgy thigh meat, and parts of my plump bottom, were visible on the sides.
"Should I take the apron off, too?"
Owen looked like I had struck him with a baseball bat. "Hell no! This whole look is doing crazy things to my brain."
"Then sit back and let Mommy do some crazy things to your cock, too."
Owen sat against the headboard, his dick pointing straight up in the air like a meaty flagpole.
I crawled over to him on my hands and knees, climbing his body until I was in position to straddle him. He indulged in the pleasures of my body, cupping my naked ass from behind and greedily sinking his fingers into it as though it was something he had done for years.
I sat down with my full weight, squishing his cock down into the hot, buttery trench between my legs. It had been a while since I had shaved, but I kept the fluffy carpet - an equal shade of blonde to my hair - in tidy condition. The head of his cock trudged through that golden forest, giving my syrup-drenched pussy lips the chance to coat his shaft in their honey.
Being on top of him like that made it impossible to stop my tits from bulging out towards his face. They were packed into the apron and my bra so tightly that I could hardly see him over the swell. I could see his eyes, however, and each of them were screaming at me to take my top off.
I arched an eyebrow. "Lemme guess..."
He grinned sheepishly. "What?"
"You want Mommy to take her boobs out?"
He nodded so fast that I feared he would snap his neck.
I undid a few buttons from my shirt, giving my tits room to breathe. The apron was loose enough that, if I'd dug under my breasts with both hands, I could have simply pulled them through the neck hole. The sagging udders spilled out of my hands and plopped against my tummy with a dull thud.
Owen gawked silently, his mouth opening and closing in the absence of spoken words. He cradled the piles of heavy flesh, taking their weight in his hands so he could knead them with every finger at once. Dough oozed through his fingers, spilling over every knuckle when he dug in the hardest.
I leaned forward, urging him to find a use for his gaping mouth. True to the milk-hungry little boy I had nursed, he obediently latched onto my nipple and began to suckle. If I'd still been producing milk, it would had flowed into his mouth like an open faucet.
My nipples, which were usually inverted, had blossomed from the center of my dark brown areolas and were sticking out like two perky, bronze peaks. While he tended to one -- flicking his tongue back and forth over the fat, rubbery cap -- the other one awaited its turn.
While he nursed from me, using my body to return to the innocence of his youth, I used his in a far more lecherous fashion. His cock, unrelentingly stiff despite having orgasmed less than ten minutes prior, pulsated between my lips. I aimed the engorged, puffy helmet so it struck my clit every time I bore down, using it like one of my wands.
When my nipple popped from his mouth, I pulled back, demanding his attention. "I want to try something. Hold me open and flex hard. Okay?"
Owen followed my directions, peeling my ass cheeks apart and flexing so his dick was as straight and firm as he could make it. I held onto his broad shoulders with both hands to steady myself, then wiggled my ass back and forth a few times. I shuffled my weight back and forth on my knees, then lowered my hips. Sure enough, without using our hands, the angle was perfect for the head of his dick to lodge squarely in the mouth of my vagina. It was a match made in heaven.
I brushed my fingers through my son's hair and kissed his forehead. "Do you feel that? You know where he's going?"
Owen gulped. "Your pussy?"
"Home, baby. You're going back home. Now, give Mommy a kiss."
We passionately embraced, driving our tongues into each other's mouth just as I dropped my ass into his lap, engulfing his entire cock in one smooth motion. I was so wet that he sank to the bottom with ease, delving into the depths of my snug, velvet tunnel.
I ground into him with my full weight, trying to wedge him in another inch, as though I could swallow him back up into my womb again. I squeezed down, strangling the length of muscle as it bulged against my cervix. It struggled against the suffocating vice, thrashing helplessly within the warm pocket until it tired itself out.
He dumped hot, exasperated breath into my mouth. "F-fuck, Mom. How are you doing that?"
I pressed my nose against the top of his head and inhaled deeply. "Practice, sweetheart. Girls who can't do that with their pussies don't get rich men to marry them."
"Can you do it again? Like, as hard as you can?"
I beamed with pride. "Of course I can, baby."
I tightly clenched my butt cheeks together, smothering his dick in a blanket of snug, sweltering flesh. I remodeled his old bedroom while he was still inside, making my pussy as cozy and inviting as he remembered it. I moulded my walls to his shape, squeezing around every vein and bulge so that I fit him like a second skin.
Owen gasped for air like I was dragging the life force out of him. "I-I think you have to slow down."
"Don't cum!" I begged. "Not yet."
My son looped his arms around my waist and held me securely. "Mom, I can't. You're so fucking tight, it's driving me crazy!"
I'd commanded that he hold back because I had a plan in mind. "Not yet! Let me milk you, and let's see how long you last."
"What do you mean?"
"Trust me. Just tell Mommy when it gets to be too much."
I slowly lifted my hips to put a bit of space between the two of us. When I raised up, Owen's cock was dragged from the depths of my pussy, leaving behind a horrible, empty space in my stomach. I plopped back down immediately, making a thunderous clap when my ass landed on his thighs.



As I had expected, that one stroke was too much for him. "Jesus, now!"
I quickly leapt off of him, relinquishing my hold on his dick all at once. Based on the way it seized wildly in the seconds following its release, I knew that there had not been a second to spare.
Owen pawed helplessly at my tits, groping the dangling udders like a comfort pillow while he whined for release. "Mom, please! I wanna cum so bad."
I felt like I was denying him a slice of cake before dinner time. I knew it was the right thing to do, but the loving mother inside of me - ironically, the same one he was inside of - wanted to spoil him to bits.
I stuck out my lower lip, pouting playfully. "Can you let me milk you a couple more times before you cum?"
Owen breathed deep, concentrated breaths. "I can try, but— fuck, I dunno. It's really hard!"
"I know that, baby. Mommy can feel just how hard it is." I reached down with one hand and caressed his cock, guiding the meaty spear back towards the mouth of my pussy.
In one smooth motion, I plunged Owens cock headfirst — and a very inflated head, at that - into the clutches of my creamy birth canal. It was a battering ram against my cervix, my womb the castle it sought to invade. With just as much speed as I had employed on the way down, I raised my hips again and dragged the snug, fleshy ring of muscle from the bottom of his cock all the way to the red, glistening plum that was its top. It twitched violently, aching for release that it knew it would not yet receive.
"Fuck!" Owen bellowed.
I could not contain my mischievous grin. Nothing excited me more than making a man -- specifically one I held in such high regard -- submit to the awe-inspiring wonders of my womanhood. I felt like a goddess, wielding my pussy like a weapon that could have brought entire armies to their knees.
I coiled my fingers around the length of Owen's cock, which was still steaming from its time spent cooking in my baby oven. The heat was tremendous -- far beyond what I considered possible of a human body. I gave the veiny pillar of meat a few tentative squeezes, careful not to set him off.
I giggled. "That was close."
"Why are you teasing me?" Owen wailed like his life was on the line.
"Because it's fun!" Seeking greater fun, I playfully scolded my son for his overeagerness. "You sound awfully willing to creampie a woman whose birth control situation you haven't asked about. I hope you're being a lot safer with those skanky university girls!"
Fear washed over his face. "Are you... could I really? I don't— I mean I didn't even think about that. What if I—"
"What if you what, sweetheart?" With the utterance of those words, Owen finally realised that I had once again plugged the mouth of my vagina with the head of his cock. One more move, and he would slide right back in.
"Wait, just wait! I'm so serious. I'm gonna cum at any minute, please."
"'Please,' what? I taught you better manners than that." I dipped my hips and swallowed half of his dong with my greasy fuck-pocket.
"Jesus Christ, mom! Please tell me if you're on fucking birth control! Please!" The fear in his eyes was very real.
I chortled, holding a hand over my mouth to stifle the ugly sound. "Oh my God, Owen! Of course it's a safe day! You really think I would make you father your own little brother?"
"I don't know! I'm obviously not thinking straight."
"Well, don't worry. I'm sure that my pussy would be safe for you to dump your babies into."
He breathed a sigh of relief. "You scared the crap out of me, you know."
"I know! That was part of the fun!"
I rolled off and lay next to him in the bed. I shuffled onto my back, and clamped my legs together. "No more fucking for you, young man. Once you settle down, you can put your cock back inside."
"So... what do I do until then?"
I spread my legs, peeling open my syrup-soaked curtains. I pointed to the lush, mangled jungle of straw-coloured fur. "You eat."
Owen scrambled between my legs with fervent lust in his eyes, hungrily eyeballing my splayed-open cunt with an unmistakable dribble of saliva in the corner of his mouth. He hooked his arms under my legs and pulled me closer, strapping my pussy to his face like a wet, bushy feed bag. The blonde fuzz was matted to my skin, and decorated with a spattering of honey droplets, each of which glistened in the golden mane like gems in the yellow fluff above my pussy
His tongue waded through the sodden trench, pushing my lips apart. He licked upwards from the freshly fucked hole towards the glimmering pink pearl at the top. When he reached the sensitive button, he gingerly flicked the top of his tongue against it. Gradually, his licks became slower and more methodical, encompassing a greater breadth of my vagina with each long, generous swipe of his tongue.
Where his fingers gripped my thighs, long stretch marks appeared in my skin, displaying how pliable my flesh was.
Mike had not eaten me out in years. I had forgotten how much I enjoyed having somebody eagerly thrusting their tongue into my gooey center, poking and prodding into every corner. Owen accepted the opportunity to burrow his tongue into my molten core as deep as he could, exploring places where even my husband's fingers had scarcely tread.
Owen sloppily devoured my pussy with such ravenous intent that I was sure the taste and scent of my honey would forever be burned into his memory. It delighted me to know that for the rest of his life - no matter who he dated or married - he would never forget the flavor of his mother's nectar flooding his taste buds.
Shivers crept down my spine, melting my nerves until all I could feel was sweet, sensational ecstasy dripping over every inch of my brain. As talented as my son was at eating pussy, I knew it would not be enough to sedate the harlot that yearned to claw her way to the surface. She needed exactly what I did, so I made her demands known.
"I need you to fuck me, Owen." My voice was pathetic all of a sudden, cracking under the weight of my request. Our roles had completely reversed.
He peered over the mound of fur atop my pussy and wiped the pearlescent slime off of his chin. "Do you want to ride me again?"
I shook my head. "You choose, sweetheart. You can have me however you want me."
Owen rose up from between my legs, bringing his lips - still glossy from the thin layer of juice that was painted on them - up to mine. I spread my legs to make room, inviting him to kneel in front of the altar he had so lovingly worshiped just seconds before.
His cock had not softened one iota. He used it to poke the opening of my pussy. I believed he was trying to insert himself with just the thrust of his hips, just as I had while riding him earlier— no hands.
Alas, he didn't a lifetime of sexual experience at his disposal. All he managed to do was push his rigid cock through the deep, drowned valley between my chubby pussy lips. They were happy to be of service, and clung to the side of his dong like a pair of plump, fluffy buns whose only purpose in life was to hug the meaty sausage he had stuffed between them.
"Here, sweetheart. Let me guide him in." I lifted my knees up to my chest, changing the angle of my entrance.
Owen pushed forward, and that time his cock plunged into the pink, drooling maw right away. He groaned for mercy, reduced to rubble as soon as he felt my cunt squeeze him again.
I rubbed the back of his neck with my thumb, intentionally timing each stroke with a methodical clenching of my powerful cunt muscles. I wanted to milk his cock as thoroughly as I did his soul, imparting a sense of safety through my gentle head pets that I hoped would bring him back to a time before any of life's worries had been allowed to rest their weight on his innocent shoulders.
I rubbed his temple with my thumb, massaging it in small circles. "Does that feel better?"
"Uh-huh," he grunted.
I wrapped my legs around the small of his back. It was the same way I had done with his father on the night he'd impregnated me, unwittingly providing me with a gift that would return to the very spot it had been created a mere twenty years later.
"How does it feel? Pick one word." I had enjoyed his singular word choice earlier, and wanted to see what he came up with given our current circumstances.
"Just one?"
I gazed up at him longingly, accentuating each of my following words with a kiss on his chin, cheek, and adorable button nose. "Just... one... word!"
Owen thought for a moment, shifting his dick inside of me to get a feel for his environment.
"Warm," he announced.
I giggled happily. "You know why, right?
He shook his head.
Despite how freaked out he'd been about getting me pregnant, I figured he trusted me enough to know that that wasn't going to happen - which meant that the fantasy of knocking me up might be on the table. "Mommy is in heat right now," I faux-explained, "so her body wants very, very badly to have a baby put inside it."
"You're gonna let me come inside you?" The elation on his face was all I needed to confirm that I had made the right choice. Nothing on Earth filled me with as much joy as his beautiful smile.
When you're ready, of course I am," I said while I tightened my legs around his back. "But, not yet, right? You still have to fuck me, honey."
Owen borrowed the incestuous crown that I had been royally hogging all evening. "You wanna see how hard your baby boy can pound your Mommy-muffin?"
I kicked my toes excitedly. I was as proud of his words as I was turned on by hearing them! "Oh my god, yes! Good boy! Keep that energy and fucking fuck me!"
He needed no further encouragement. He thrust his hips forward, driving his cock into me in an even stroke. The way down was already drenched with plenty of slippery honey, making his descent to the bottom akin to that of a weighted anchor. The heavy mass landed deep in my belly, the knob flattening against my cervix.
Owen withdrew his cock from my pussy so quickly that the vacuous space it made in the bottom felt like my stomach had dropped. Before I could miss the feeling of fullness, he plunged back into my soggy sheath and reminded me how incredible it felt to be stuffed to the gills.
I fell into a trance, hypnotized by every increasingly potent stroke. Owen treated my pussy like his own personal sex toy, mercilessly pouring his energy into each mighty thrust. My cervix was nothing more than a spongy wall for him to bounce off of when he hit the bottom, but she deeply cherished her job.
I dug my nails into his back, heedless of the claw marks I was surely leaving behind when I dragged them up his spine. He fucked me as hard as he could, and I did not keep my immeasurable enjoyment a secret. I wanted him to know how well he was doing, just as I had on the sidelines of his house league soccer games.
"G-gooOOod boy, just like th-th-that!"
My enormous tits bounced wildly around my chest. They came close to giving me a black eye on more than one occasion. It was impossible to contain the mountains of jiggling flesh as they collided with each other. Without asking my son to slow down, the only recourse I had was to pray that they were too busy bumping into each other to come toppling down on me.
Owen compressed his body on top of mine, burying his face against my neck while he lay on top of me like a weighted blanket. He held me against the mattress, daring me to feel claustrophobic. I was not a fan of small spaces, but under his colossal form I felt completely at ease.
With his body weight resting on mine, his hips were free to swing back and forth with as much force as he could muster. Each time he slammed into me, making thick ripples in my wobbling tits, I was surprised by how much force a boy his age could generate.
As if to challenge the loud, salacious slapping of his hips against my naked thighs, my waterlogged pussy made her voice known. The impact of his cock plunging into my stomach, followed by the stiff, veiny column being quickly yanked out of me, produced a provocative slurping sound that echoed noisily around the room. I could practically hear the strands of syrupy juices snapping, trying in vain to tether us together each time he raised his hips.
Owen was muttering expletives under his breath, using them as a meditative chant to channel his focus and delay his orgasm for even one more thrust. I saw how hard he was working, and could no longer force him to deny his body the pleasure it longed for. I wanted him to feel good, even if it meant our night would end. The greatest desire I had felt all night washed over me— all I wanted was to give him what he needed.
"Are you ready, sweetheart?" I whispered into his ear.
His reply was swift and urgent. "Uh-huh. Can I?"
"Can you what? Ask Mommy nicely." I would not have been true to myself if I hadn't taken that final opportunity to tease him.
"Can I please cum?" he whined like a petulant child, refusing to slow his rampant stroking long enough to hear my answer.
Lucky for him, it was an invigorated "Yes!"
My son collapsed on top of me, a powerful orgasm tearing through him like a hurricane. From head to toe, his body tensed up and spasmed erratically, jerking and writhing as the tendrils of euphoria crept through his brain, infecting everything they touched.
Owen's cock spewed hot, gluey cum into my pussy like a firehose. The flame that burned in my loins could not be put out, but was happy to let him try. He dumped another helping of thick, potent syrup into me, ejected from the tip by a flex that was so powerful I half expected to see it bulging in my abdomen through my stomach.
"Oh, oooohhhh, fuck!" I squealed.
I clenched my pussy around him, coaxing out every last drop that I could. I'd been serious when I'd told him that I wanted to milk him, and once I had the chance to use my cunt muscles for their intended purpose, I wasted no time.
The bottom of my pussy became a basin for cum, giving the sticky, gelatinous goo a bowl in which it could rest. My cunt was a stockpot full of hot, bubbling soup that would only grow more delicious the longer it was allowed to marinate. Each throb of his cock stirred the slurry of semen and gooey cunt honey that churned within me.
Owen's orgasm lasted far longer than his father's ever had. For many long minutes we lay in a passionate embrace, our bodies rhythmically beating in tune with each other. His dick softened at a remarkably slow rate, allowing me to feel every faint trickle of semen spill out of my loosened pussy when the seal around him gave way. Even after a few minutes of dedicated pussy hugs, he was still half-erect.
I tapped him on the shoulder. "Roll on your side so we can cuddle."
Owen froze. "But, the party?"
I shushed him. "Not yet. I want to enjoy this for as long as I can."
He flopped onto his back and held out an arm for me to crawl under for shelter. I nuzzled into him, brushing my cheek against his chest to rub my scent on him. He was mine, and I wanted to mark him as such.
"I can't believe we just did that," he mumbled.
"Me neither, and with everybody right downstairs!" I loved the feeling of sneaking around behind everybody's back.
Owen kissed the top of my head. For that brief moment, everything in my life was beautiful— perfect. All good things must come to an end, however -- some of them earlier than others. The "good thing" I wanted desperately to cling to - cuddling my son, his cum still pickling in a brine of pussy nectar - was ripped away in an instant.
All it took was one footstep on the top of the hallway stairs, and a loud, booming voice that called out to me from the other side of the door. "Care-bear? Are you up here?"
My husband's footsteps trudged down the hallway, each menacing step bringing him closer to our bedroom. I froze in horror, clinging to my son like he was the last life jacket on a sinking ship. I knew that no matter what happened next, I would have him by my side. What I did not know, however, was how my husband would react to the sight of his wife of two decades cuddling naked in bed with their son— equally naked, and his partially hard cock still glistening with honey.
Owen's eyes were wide with uncontrollable fear. "Mom, what do we do?"
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CHAPTER 1
I hate hearing my mother cry. Thanks to my father, bastard that he was, I was all too familiar with that horrible sound. I needed more than two hands to count the number of times I listened to Mom crying at night due to his decision to abandon our family - to leave her for his secretary, of all things; it was pathetically predictable.
Dad had always been the breadwinner, but my mother, Sharon, remained a very capable woman. When an accidental pregnancy -- you know, me - had altered their life plans, Mom had been faced with a tough decision: to either stay home or hire a full-time nanny. I'm sure plenty of people would argue she'd made the wrong decision, but she never regretted becoming a homemaker. She embraced the role, putting her at the center of all my fondest childhood memories.
Eventually, Dad had grown tired of pretending to be a family man. Not content with the standard version of breaking Mom's heart and screwing up his kid, he'd opted to saddle his ex-wife with a mountain of debt from fraudulently obtained credit cards. Mom had had no idea the debt existed. When she found out that the cards had all been taken out in her name, she discovered that her credit score had been completely ruined. She was devastated twice over.
We had no money and no prospects, and I had just started to attend an expensive university in pursuit of a photography degree. Mom supported me every step of the way, but as time marched on, it became necessary to admit that love and good vibes were not going to pay my tuition.
Mom spent many nights trying to find a way to keep both of our lives afloat without having to sacrifice my future to do so. We moved into a small townhouse in order to save money, but everything she earned with her waitressing job went up in smoke. The only silver lining from the move was that it brought us closer together -- emotionally and physically.
In my new bedroom, I could hear Mom sneeze from the other side of the house. We owned a single television, so "movie" nights on the couch were a common event. We mostly watched her shows, but as long as the night ended with me giving her a backrub, I chalked it up to a win.
On one particular night, I was massaging Mom's shoulders while The Bachelor played in the background. A bowl of sat on the coffee table, empty but for some unpopped kernels. Mom liked to take them and suck on them until the shell was soft enough to bite through. Several empty beer bottles littered the tabletop as a monument to a successful night of drowning our collective woes.
I was perched on the back of the couch, and she on the cushion below me, which gave me the leverage I needed to ease the stress out of her aching muscles. The high ground also gave me an unobstructed view down the front of her loose-fitting t-shirt, which my wandering eyes shamelessly exploited.
Mom was in the middle of venting her misery so that she could fall asleep with an empty mind. "She doesn't listen, she's rude as heck, and the poor thing thought triple sec was a type of deodorant!"
I knew better than to interrupt one of her tirades, so I stayed quiet and redoubled my massaging efforts.
"Girls like Amanda make this job so much harder than it needs to be!" Mom ground her teeth together, annoyed with the trifling behaviour of her younger co-worker.
I dug my palm into a knot behind her left shoulder. "I could slash her tires for you?"
"As much as I want you to, I-- ow!" Mom swatted my hand playfully. "Gentle, honey! I just... I want her to grow up. I've already raised a kid, and you weren't half as bratty as her!"
"So you don't want to set us up on a date?"
She tapped a finger against her chin, mulling over the idea. "Her dad is super rich. Maybe an arranged marriage would solve all our money problems?"
"All of our problems are money problems, Mom," I joked, but she was not amused, so I tried to save face. "I'm kidding! You know I would only marry for love."
She tensed up at the thought. "What good will love do when you have to drop out of school? Love doesn't pay the bills."
Mom had always been good at lifting my spirits, and I hoped some of her trademark magic had rubbed off onto me. "Love doesn't, but we can! We'll find a way. We always have, right?"
"Everyone 'always has' until, one day, they don't! Then they're homeless, and they've ruined their son's future, all because they couldn't keep one shitty husband from running off with a fucking..." She stopped herself and took a breath. "Sorry."
I slid off the back of the couch and wrapped my arms around Mom's torso in a big bear hug. With my legs on either side of her, my crotch was pressed firmly into her backside. I rested my chin on her shoulder and tightened my grip around her tummy. "No, Mom, that's where you're wrong. He couldn't keep you around. I get to have you in my life, which makes me the luckiest guy in the world."
Mom sniffled. "You're the one who gets to hold this old, sobbing bag of bones in their arms."
"I think you mean this beautiful sobbing bag of bones," I insisted. "But also-- you know, you're not a bag of bones. Maybe I should have led with that?"
Mom chortled. "Stop trying to make me laugh. I'm supposed to be pouting!"
"It's just money, Mom. We can always get more, but what we have is irreplaceable."
She sighed, letting her head fall back so it rested on my shoulder. "Any bright ideas?"
I had a few ideas, actually.
Ever since I had learned what a woman truly was, Mom had lingered in my mind as the pinnacle of the female form. I'd often wondered how many of my sexual preferences were based on her image. As time had marched on and circumstances had left us with no one but each other, it had become clear to me that it was basically all of them.
Mom had a head of vivacious blonde hair that cascaded over her shoulders like a golden waterfall. The subtle curls that framed the sides of her face, and her windswept bangs, were iconic symbols of the timeless beauty she had radiated for almost two decades.
There were faint wrinkles that formed shallow creases on her forehead, and nights spent dismayed over financial destitution had given her eyes a hollow somberness that I found oddly alluring. Mom wasn't just beautiful, she was intriguing. As soon as men laid their eyes on her, they wanted to know more. She'd always shut them down.
By the time I'd reached adulthood, I'd understood why so many men had approached my mother once her ring had come off. Her breasts - two enormous, wobbling, cream-coloured mountains - rivaled any I had ever seen on the internet. That's the literal truth; I rarely watched porn on the internet, electing instead to simply think of my mom's breasts, and to remember how soft they felt pressed against my chest whenever she hugged me. That was all I needed to bring myself to a brain-melting orgasm.
Unless she chose an outfit that was specifically designed to be modest, her cleavage was nearly impossible to contain. Mom was not a particularly tall woman, so her twin blessings in front stood out even more than would have otherwise. The image of her large, billowing breasts had filled my mind on many lonely nights. The memory of their softness, bulging like enormous pancakes against my chest whenever she hugged me, was all I required to bring about a brain-melting orgasm. Even fewer of her wardrobe options concealed the detail I found most captivating: a small beauty mark on her left breast that looked like a chocolate teardrop.
The same was true in the rear - of it, about it... you get the idea. Mom's ass was fat, and I loved it. Ever since I'd first noticed - really noticed -- how profoundly curvy her body was, I had gone out of my way to catch a glimpse of its spellbinding wobble.
Thanks to her plump rear end, all of her swimsuits met the same fate; swallowed between her bulging ass cheeks like dental floss. Watching her butt jiggle like mud in an earthquake -- each step of her tiny, adorable feet sending shockwaves through her cheeks -- would bring even the most confident man to his knees.
At first, I'd felt guilty about the attraction I felt towards my mother. I'd known it was abnormal, but over time I'd made peace with it. So the story I told myself went: I loved everything about her, so why not her body, too?
As long as I was awake, thoughts such as those constantly ran through my mind. No amount of homework, or corny episodes of The Bachelor, could stop me from obsessing over her. Having her rump pressed into my crotch while we watched said episodes did nothing to alleviate my fixation.
That night on the couch, I was experiencing something like a dream come true. In my dreams, of course, it would be Mom's famously fat and naked bottom pressing directly into my crotch.
She piped up, pulling me out of my daydream. "So, no ideas?"
I blushed, thankful that she was still paying attention to the television. "Uh, I have a couple. People make money doing all kinds of stuff these days."
Mom obliterated a popcorn kernel between her teeth. "Like what?"
I pushed the envelope with a very specific goal in mind. "Like... stuff online."
"Oh, you mean spreading their coochie for the world to see?" She was making a joke, yet still managed to take the words right out of my mouth.
"Uh, yeah. I mean, sometimes you don't even need to spread it." I was prepared for her to swat me for being so crass.
"Don't be gross," Mom instructed with a swift smack on my arm. She slithered out of my grasp, and lay her head on the opposite end of the couch so that her feet rested in my lap. "I will be doing exactly none of that, thank you."
I was fighting a losing battle, but Mom taught me to never give up. "People would pay big money. I know I would!"
Mom gave me her full attention, her eyes snapping to me like targeted missiles. "Excuse me?"
"In theory, I mean. You're gorgeous, Mom! Smart people would pay good money to see you naked, and I'm no idiot!" There was no correct way to approach the topic of paying to see my mother's naked body, but I still tried to tread as lightly as I could.
Mom shook her head disapprovingly. "I can't even believe we're having this conversation! It's a no, if you still aren't sure." She refused to speak on the subject any further, but I saw the gears turning behind her eyes long after the topic had been dropped.
I had simply wanted to float the idea, and considered that mission to be accomplished. I knew that it would take more than one night for it to stick. I had planted a seed, hoping it would grow into a source of hope -- a lifeline that would constantly be swaying at the periphery of her attention.
Mom passed out a few minutes later. It shouldn't surprise you to learn that I was incapable of focusing on the remainder of The Bachelor. Instead, I was replaying every detail of our short and not-very-hopeful conversation. Never before had we spoken so openly about anything sexual. I could feel how uncomfortable the subject had made her, but I knew her well enough to read that telltale glimmer in her eye. Whether it was the prospect that random men would pay to see her naked, or the easy avenue to quick cash that intrigued her, I was not sure. What I did know was that my mom was a firecracker. If I could only get her to accept that tiny, awkward little idea, I would be able to solve two problems at once:
One, obviously, was our near-destitution.
The other was that I was still a virgin, and I wanted Mom to be my first.
I walked into the kitchen the next morning to see Mom in the midst of breakfast preparations. The room was bathed in decadent morning light, with an abundance of warm smells to match its nostalgic comfort. She was backlit by the sun, its rays beaming through the window over the stove in a way that tied the whole beautiful scene together.
I had just immortalized the snapshot in my memory when a little voice whispered to me. It filled me with the confidence to broach the subject she had rebelled against so vilely the night before. I'd hoped that sleeping on the thought would make her more receptive to the new career prospect. I was horribly mistaken.
"N. O," she asserted with a stomp, her bare feet slapping against the kitchen tile. "What does that spell, honey?"
"Mom, be reasonable," I pleaded.
She spun on her heels and pointed a spatula at me, ignoring the chunk of runny egg that fell from the end. "Be reasonable, or be naked?"
"Both! Just let me prove it to you."
Mom arched her eyebrow. "Prove that men are horndogs? I don't need any more evidence!"
I held a hand over my heart like she had just shot me with an arrow. "First, on behalf of my fellow men, ouch. Second, yes! You don't even have to be naked! Let me take a flattering photo of you, and I'll prove we can make money with it."
Mom threw her hands in the air. "Then what? Hmm? You take a couple with my boobs out, too?"
I did not have a right to be annoyed. I was asking something insane, and she was right to react that way. That said, my education was on the line, so I was frustrated that she would not do everything in her power to stop that from falling through.
"No, actually. Then I drop out of school because we don't have any money and my life falls to pieces!"
That was a huge mistake.
Mom shut down, receding into her shell. She threw the spatula into the sink and folded her arms over her chest. "Don't do that; that isn't fair."
The colour drained from my face. I felt like a monster. No matter how genuine my frustration - even desperation - was, it had been cruel to use them as ammunition on her--the one person whose support I should never have questioned.
"I'm sorry. That was mean. I'm just under a lot of stress." I knew it was no excuse, but I fell over myself trying to explain my bad behaviour. "I have to keep doing my assignments just in case I don't drop out, but I'm doing a half-assed job because I don't feel like I'm going to be around next year. What's the point?"
I swear that I wasn't trying to guilt her into anything, or manipulate her, but something about what I'd said or how I'd said it must have tipped the scales in my favour. Moments after I'd given up on the pipe dream of seeing her naked, Mom breathed new hope into me.
"You really think men would pay to see me... you know?" She squirmed, her toes wiggling about like frenzied worms. Her arms, crossed over her chest, were a protective shield that she hid behind.
I chose my words carefully. "I was just thinking with my dick, and trying to make a quick buck off of a bunch of other idiots doing the same thing."
"How quick?"
"With a body like yours? Probably overnight." I had no need to lie about that.
Mom pouted, trying to suss out the truth. "Do you really mean that? I'm always going to tell you how handsome you are, even if you'd just been in a car accident!"
"This is different. I think you're gorgeous, Mom. A lot of my friends thought so when we were growing up, too. Do you know what the term 'MILF' means?"
She grinned sheepishly and shook her head.
"Well, it's an acronym... for "Mom I'd Like to Fuck."
Her jaw dropped; she was struck dumb. "Your friends called me that?" I only nodded, and let her sit with it. For several moments, her eyes darted wildly around the room without actually focusing on anything, so I knew she was deep in thought. She finally refocused me, though I could tell she was having a hard time holding my gaze. "So... how do we do this?"
No matter how obvious the implication was, I didn't want to stick my neck out. "Do what?" I asked.
Mom rolled her eyes, annoyed that she had to explain herself. "Take a photo, dummy!"
I gestured to the back porch. "The lighting on the deck is pretty good. We could do it right now."
Mom bit her bottom lip pensively. "What if someone sees?"
"This is just a normal photo. You can wear what you have on now -- no change."
Mom was right to feel strange about the experience. I shared in her trepidation as we stepped onto the back porch.
The trees at the back of our property gave us a good amount of privacy from our neighbors. With the exception of a small crack between the great pines, we were hidden from the street as well. Still, Mom shuffled out of the house behind me as if there were drones watching her every move.
I chuckled while Mom nervously scanned the neighbouring windows for voyeurs. "The coast is clear," I said.
She sighed and stepped into the sun. "Fine, fine."
She looked like a figure from heaven. The rich, yellow cloak of the morning sun that draped over her shoulders was surpassed only by the vibrancy of her magnificent blonde hair. I desperately wanted to embrace her and channel my love into a kiss so passionate that it would leave her gobsmacked, but I shook the lively fantasy from my head.
As she usually did, Mom wore a thin cotton shirt with no bra underneath. I prayed for a brisk chill that would bring her nipples to attention. She was also wearing a pair of high-rise booty shorts that, when paired with her tight-fitting shirt, accented her curves suspiciously well. It was not an uncommon outfit for her, but the context of the photo I was about to take made it feel deeply lecherous.
When Mom asked what pose she should strike, I drew a blank. I thought the process would be easy, but conjuring the perfect shot did not come as naturally to me as I anticipated.
"Maybe, like, put your leg up on the chair?" I offered. "Yeah, arch your foot like that. That looks good."
Mom raised an eyebrow. "It does?"
"Gotta start somewhere," I said with a shrug. "What if you put your hands on the back of your head? Now, give me a look that says 'I know how good I look.' Does that make sense?"
Mom tried to follow the instructions, but she looked too uncomfortable for the photo to read as anything other than an amateurish attempt at eroticism.
An ear-piercing whistle, fired like a sniper bullet from between the pine trees that lead to the street, broke the silence. The shooter was a man about Mom's age, walking his dog on the other side of the street. A serendipitous glance between the needles had given him the perfect angle at which to see her posing. Given how good Mom looked from behind, I was not surprised that he'd chosen to extend his heartfelt appreciation.
Mom squealed and crouched down to her knees. "I told you people would see!"
I hoped my smile would disguise the jackhammer thumping in my chest. "Who cares? You're fully clothed!"
"I mean, I guess so. Is he gone?"
The man had left as quickly as he'd appeared, and once I confirmed that to Mom, she started grinning uncontrollably. Seconds later, she fell headfirst into a fit of euphoric giggles with such enthusiasm that I could not help but join in. We had been caught in the middle of a bank heist by a passing guard, only for him to walk away as though nothing had happened.
Mom cackled, her face beaming with relief. "My friggin' heart just about burst through my ribcage!"
She pulled her knees up to her chest and hugged them tightly. Her breasts fell on either side of her legs, barely contained by the thin t-shirt and begging for me to stare at them.
"I feel like I'm in high school again," Mom cooed, "sneaking around behind Grandma's back to go see a boy."



I chuckled. "I thought he was going to come and ask for your number! All he did was see you from behind, and he was ready to propose!"
Mom gave an ugly little snort as she pondered the idea. "Oh, yeah. I just shake my ass and they come running with the rings."
"Not rings," I corrected her. "Money. That was a potential customer right there. I told you they'd be interested!"
Mom had yet to acknowledge the simple truth held by everyone, from strangers on the street, to her own son: she was hot.
Her eyes sparkled with a familiar glimmer. It was the same one I had seen in the living room the night before. The faint peach fuzz on her forearm stood on end, abuzz with electricity. Whatever idea had passed through her brain had elicited a rush of goosebumps. Their tingly surge granted my wish, and successfully made her nipples hard enough to poke through her shirt.
That was the photo I had been looking for: the sincere happiness brightening her aura, the light pouring through her luscious hair, and the hint of nipple to provide that extra "special something." I knew I might only have a moment before she came back to reality, so I acted fast. I raised the camera, racing to capture her. "Smile, Mom."
In a flash, she cast her gaze at me with a subtle tilt of her head, sending a coil of golden hair over her forehead. Her smile contained a thousand words. There was an enchanting comfort to the photo that made me want to live in its frame forever. I felt as though I was nostalgic for an era I had never lived through; Mom's beauty was truly without equal.
I snapped a few dozen shots, as photographers do, but the first one had been perfect. I should have told her about her nipples poking through her shirt, but I couldn't risk her demanding that I delete my prize - and our moneymaker. Better to ask forgiveness than permission.
"Can I see it?" Mom asked cheerfully. "Maybe I'll finally see what you see."
I had to make up a lie. "I need to edit it first; otherwise it'll look too amateur."
"I thought the whole point was that I am an amateur?"
"Yes and no. It still has to look clean enough so that people will want to keep coming back." I winced at the mealy-mouthed half-truth and hoped she would not press any further. Thankfully, her high spirits did not put her in an investigative mood.
Mom jumped to her feet. She was no longer checking around her for peeping Toms. If they were watching, she was keen to let them. "Whatever you say, honey. Just tell me before you post it."
I knew right away that I would break that promise; Mom was too shy to let a photo like that go online. Later that afternoon, as I stared at the photo on my computer screen, I told myself that once she'd experienced the thrill of knowing that people had paid to see it, she would surely see things my way.
I hadn't been lying that I was going to edit the photo. I wanted to spruce it up, change the contrast to match the sunlight better, and ensure it wasn't overexposed -- all the normal photography stuff, except for the fact that every change I made was done in service of highlighting Mom's breasts.
Her nipples did most of the heavy lifting by drawing the eye immediately to her ample bosom. That would ensure that plenty of viewers would spend an extra couple of seconds analysing the photo instead of swiping to the next one. We needed a hook, and her nipples were it.
The whole process was finished within an hour, and it went off without a hitch. Unfortunately, the guilt I'd temporarily set aside came flooding back in as I took step after methodical step towards posting the picture online without Mom's permission.
I made a new account on reddit for us to use with the name "CallMeMommy." For the first post, I found several mature- and MILF-themed subreddits and posted the photo to all of them. Against my better judgement, I went with a title that was sure to earn me a stern scolding.
"This newly single Mommy just started selling her body for money. DM for info!"
Nothing was going to come of it while I stared at the screen. The wheels were in motion and all I had to do now was let them spin until they found traction. I closed my laptop triumphantly, and planned to hit the shower rather than waste my time waiting for results. As luck would have it, I did not have to wait long.
DING!
My phone pinged, alerting me to a new message. I opened it, expecting to see something horrible making front page news, but was taken aback to see that it was from Reddit. Mom already had a hit.
The message read, <HEy Sexy, im in DFW u do reqs?> followed by a number of emojis that, to me, seemed to have been selected at random.
I began typing out a message to send: <More soon, be patient my love <3 If you sub now, the next one is free!>
Just before I hit 'send,' though, I realized that we were missing something crucial. I rushed to create a profile for Mom on OnlyFans so that I could include the link in the message. I did the bare minimum so that we'd have some way of getting money into our pockets ASAP; I knew I could spend more time on it later.
With all that taken care of, I sent off the first text message of Mom's new career.
I went to take a shower before I confronted Mom with the truth of the photo. I tiptoed to the bathroom, hoping that she would not surprise me on the way. The house was quiet, with nothing more than the musings of daytime soap operas echoing from the den to mask the creaking floorboards under my feet.
I waited for the waer to get warm, resting my head against the shower wall as I did. I fell into a potent daydream wherein Mom chastised me for the lewd photograph, kicking me out of the house as punishment for overstepping so distastefully. I say 'daydream,' but it was more like a nightmare!
I suddenly found it very difficult to focus on the positive potential outcomes of my experiment. My brain was swimming in a simmering stew of anxiety. I considered taking the photo down. It was just one photo, with no real name attached, so I figured it would still be a case of no harm, no foul, and no admitting anything to Mom. I imagined us laughing it off a few days later as a crazy idea that neither of us had been reckless enough to go through with.
By the time I stepped out of the shower, I felt dirtier than when I'd gone in. I toweled off and trudged to my room, ready to delete the accounts and apologize to Mom for dragging her into something so foolish.
I was going to do the right thing. I really was, but then I saw it: ten dollars. It was sitting in the account wallet, waiting to be scooped up. I had only been gone for a few minutes, but that was all it had taken for some hungry user to humbly donate the funds to secure access to whatever content we made next.
It felt gross to solicit money from some random stranger, but since there was no chance Mom would do it in my place, I was forced to brush off the ick. I knew men. I knew my plan would work. I wanted to strike while the iron was still hot, so the next step was getting Mom to pose for a second photo.
I threw on a pair of shorts and raced around the house with my phone in hand, eagerly searching for my illustrious model. I was still a bit apprehensive to show her the photo, but I told myself that the money in our account would make everything easier for her to stomach.
Mom was out in the garden, toiling in the soil under the cover of pillowy clouds. She was wearing a picturesque straw hat, like a farmer on the front page of a magazine supporting healthy agricultural practices. Considering that she was still braless, I imagined any issue with her on the cover would sell like hotcakes.
"You just made ten dollars," I announced with pride.
Mom gestured to the rows of leafy greens around the garden. "Are you coming to buy some of my delicious, homegrown cabbage?"
I unlocked my phone and handed it to her, watching her reaction morph from confusion to elation to mild panic.
"Wait, is that the photo from this morning?" Mom pinched the screen, accidentally shrinking the image down a few times before she figured out the zoom feature. I'd taught her the ins and outs of modern technology a couple of years ago, but apparently the information hadn't quite stuck.
Her tone rose sharply. "Uh, honey? Why can you see my nipples through my shirt?"
Mom handed the phone back to me, her teeth digging into her tongue. I knew she wanted to scold me, but instead, she was letting me dig my grave a little deeper.
"You wanted hits," I offered meekly.
Mom slapped my shoulder. "You wanted hits! I wanted-- wait, we got a hit?"
"Someone saw the photo, and before I got out of the shower they had already subscribed to your OnlyFans." Maybe I should have been gentler with the delivery of the news that she was officially - technically - selling her body.
Her eyes widened in horror. "Jesus. I'm a forty-six year old woman with an OnlyFans account. So this is, like, really happening? I'm posing for the internet?"
"You can do whatever you want; you're the one in control, but..."
Mom froze, bracing for the worst. "But?"
"Well, that's the thing about the internet. They always want more. The more you do, the more interested your fans will be." Listening to myself talk about my mother like a commodity made me cringe, but I could not deny that it was almost giving me a thrill.
Mom waved me away like a pesky housefly. "Okay, now you're just being gross. Can you finish watering the veranda for me, please?"
"Yes, ma'am!" I sung happily.
I showered the potted plants until they overflowed, my mind adrift as I moved from fern to fern. I worried I had come on too strong.
I decided that I would not bring it up again - that I'd let her set the pace from then on. There had been no mistaking her fascination with the new world we were entering into, and her role in it, but I worried that intrigue alone would not be enough to convince her. Destiny needed to intervene in spectacular fashion if everything was to go to plan.
A few days later, on an otherwise peaceful Saturday afternoon, the hands of fate took the wheel and steered us in the right direction. Mom came crashing through the front door like a battering ram. "God dammit! God fucking dammit!"
I leapt from the couch in terror. With the rage in her tone, I half expected that she would soon be punching holes in the drywall. Instead, she had collapsed on the floor after taking her shoes off and was using one of them as a stress ball. She kneaded the shoe with both hands, trying with all her might to rip it in two.
I poked my head outside to see if she was being followed. Perhaps I had seen too many movies, but an outburst of that magnitude was unprecedented, so I assumed the worst. I wondered if she'd taken out a loan she could not pay back, and some shark's goons were finally coming to collect. It turned out that reality was stranger than my foray into fiction.
"What's going on?" I asked nervously. "Are you okay?"
She tightened her grip around the shoe. "He just grabbed me."
"Who did?"
Mom threw the shoe at the closet door; it left a dark, black skid mark on impact. "Some guy. Some fucking guy just grabs my ass and that's okay? They're fine with it?"
I begged her to calm down and explain what she was talking about. She was irate, but seeing the worry on my face brought her down from her perch on Mount Rage. She breathed deeply through her nose a few times to settle down.
"Some guy at work today grabbed my ass," Mom choked out. "I was bending over to clean up a coffee spill, and before I knew it I felt him pinch my butt." She hung her head, speaking directly to the floor. "He was laughing like a fucking maniac, too. Thought it was the funniest thing."
The colour drained from my face. I hated that she'd had to experience something like that, and hated more that I could do nothing about it. "I'm so sorry, Mom. Did they at least rough him up when they kicked him out?"
Mom cackled. It was not a true laugh-- far too lifeless. "They didn't kick him out; they kicked me out."
"I don't understand. You didn't do anything."
She refused to hide her gleeful smirk when she confessed. "I may or may not have spun around and slapped a handprint into his cheek."
"Jesus..."
"They said I 'can't hit customers,' no matter what, so they fired me."
The veins in my temple throbbed. "For defending yourself? They can't do that, they can't just--"
"But they did." Mom looked up at me, then patted the floor for me to sit down next to her. She leaned her head on my shoulder and took my hand in hers, brushing her thumb over my knuckles.
As I took on the burden of Mom's rage, her instinct to comfort me outweighed her own pain. Her energy simmered, encouraging mine to do the same, until we both reached a calmer place.
Mom kissed the back of my hand. "You know, I think this might be a good thing."
I subtly inhaled the intoxicating aroma of her coconut shampoo. "How do you figure?"
"Well, it means you were right; guys really do want their hands all over me." She gave a bittersweet chuckle. "I should be sad, shouldn't I?"
"I'm not sure. What do you feel?"
"I'm angry. I want what's mine. I'm tired of being poor. Working a miserable job, just to have it blow up in my face when something goes wrong, is not what I planned for my life."
Anger bubbled within her. "No, not anymore. I'm done, Eric. I want more."
My heart was ready to explode in my chest. "So... what are you saying?"
Mom chewed on her lip. "I... don't really know." Her temper was mighty, but the waters ahead were vast and unexplored. No matter how courageous she was, it was difficult to accept the strange future that lay ahead of her.
"Just as a hypothetical..." Mom trailed off.
"Go on," I begged.
"Do people really make a living off this 'EveryFan' thing?"
I squeezed her hand reassuringly. "They do. It can be as easy as putting on a bathing suit, but you don't have to do anything you don't want to."
"Well, I do own a bathing suit," Mom squeaked. "The pool is warm, and the sun is still out, so..."
I was stunned.
"You want to take photos now?" I clenched my jaw so she would not hear my teeth chattering.
Mom pointed a finger at me. "No nudity."
"No nudity!" I confirmed with unabashed enthusiasm.
"Pinkie promise?"
I locked fingers with her. "No tricks this time." I really meant, it too. I needed, and wanted, to be as open and honest with her as possible. I wanted to reward her leap of faith in any and every way I could.
We got up off of the floor, and Mom made for her bedroom. It had been a while since anyone had used our pool, and even when it did get used it was usually by me and my friends. I had not seen her in a bathing suit in a long time; I only realized or remembered that as I reflected on what outfit she might be wearing when she came downstairs.
Outside, I laid a large white towel over a lounge chair and reclined the backrest. I put a bottle of tanning oil on the small, glass table beside the chair with the label facing the camera. Heh, maybe we'll get a sponsorship deal with Coppertone.
I picked out a few spots to shoot from, imagining how to best capture the poses Mom would take. When the screen door opened, however, my directorial sensibilities vanished in an instant.
Mom stepped confidently into the afternoon sun. The walk to the pool was short, which gave me a few agonizingly brief seconds to stare at her while she strode down the concrete runway.
I did not recognize the swimsuit she'd chosen, and that was for the best. If I had possessed a single memory of her wearing it throughout my youth, I would have spent so many hours reliving it that I probably would've failed out of school. It was a bikini; I had never once seen her wear one.
The tightly fitting garment was a bikini; I had never see her wear one before. It was a rich, ruby red that put the aforementioned gemstone to shame, and exponentially more enchanting when juxtaposed against her fair skin. She had stuffed as much into the top as she could, but it was too tight to stop her boobs from oozing out of the sides - that, despite the cups being massive. Their edges dug into her pliable flesh with such intensity that I was sure there would be long, red lines left behind in her skin when she stripped nude.
Her nipples were absolutely captivating. The tiny nubs jutting against the inside of the top formed peaks in the cloth. They were aimed at me, staring straight into my eyes and daring me to look away.
A large, gold ring affixed between the red cups was all that held them in place. If that fastener were to break, one wrong move would have Mom's breasts pushing their former prison right off of her body. With every step she took, I was amazed all over again that it hadn't happened already.
Her bottoms were glued to the curvature of her body. The red cloth between her legs covered her chubby mound, but did nothing to obscure its puffiness. The way it bulged outward made my mouth water like an open faucet. I longed desperately to peel off the bathing suit and bear witness to my birthplace in all its naked glory.
Mom struck a dramatic pose against the fence. "How do I look?"
I almost gagged when I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. "R-really good. How are you feeling?"
She shrugged. "A bit nervous... but, honestly, a little excited, too! It feels like we're doing something dangerous."
I gestured to the brown bottle beside her. "It's only dangerous if you don't use sunscreen."
My ignorance made her chuckle. "Honey, that's tanning oil."
"There's a difference?"
She scoffed in disbelief. "Oh, don't play dumb. I suppose you want to help me put it on, too?"
"Yes!" I blurted out, the word flying from my mouth like a cannonball.
The outburst caught her off guard. "You actually... want to put tanning oil on me?"
"Please, brain, say something smart," I thought. "For the photo. For the reflections in the photo. They look better that way."
Mom looked unconvinced. "I think I can handle it this time. But thank you, honey."
Thanks to some very particularly placed trees, the entirety of our pool was sheltered from view. The only way anyone would have been able to peep on us would have been from some place in our own backyard. I believed that that privacy gave Mom some extra confidence that she'd lacked during our first photo session.
She spritzed the tanning oil over her arms and legs, then spread it around until her skin glistened in the sun. I watched with bated breath, astonished by the display. Her hands slowly glided down her plump thighs, cascading down her legs until she reached the ten adorable little toes at the bottom. Given how secluded we were, it was hard to imagine that the provocative display was intended for anyone but me.
Mom doused her hands with oil, then rubbed them together to evenly coat her fingers so she could smear the shiny substance over her tits. The oil soaked into her porcelain skin, making her look soft and inviting. Then she delicately painted her enormous breasts, one a time, carefully avoiding the edge of her bikini so it would not stain.
"Save some for the camera," I quipped. It was a lame joke, but my racing pulse was doing a number on my ability to think clearly.
Mom tucked her chin to her chest, then pointed her finger at the greasy crevasse formed by her cleavage. "Oh, this?"
I nodded, my jaw tightly clenched.
"Maybe we make them pay extra to watch me get all oiled up first," she said, "like a VIP bonus." She sounded proud of herself - that she was picking up on the business plan so quickly, perhaps. "Can you get my back?"



She laid face down on the lounge chair. With a flick of her hair, she untied the back of her suit. Her entire back was exposed, allowing me to soak in more of her naked body than I had ever seen.
I squirted some oil between my hands. Starting at her waist, I pushed my slippery palms over the small of her back. Her skin was smooth as glass, allowing my fingers to slide effortlessly towards her shoulders.
"Oh, honey," she moaned. "That feels amazing!"
What could have read as an innocent massage was sullied by the presence of my throbbing erection. If she had turned around, she would have seen the tent it had made in my shorts, so I thanked my lucky stars that she was too preoccupied to notice. Nervous tremors plagued my hands as they roamed Mom's body. It was different than our usual massages; the stakes were higher.
I cradled the back of her neck with one hand. The other hand rested on the small of her back, then slowly ascended up her spine until it, too, was around her neck. Once they connected, I raked my digits down her body until I reached her waist.
It did not take long to coat every corner of her in a heavy helping of oil. I wanted to take my time, but I knew that if I took too much longer to finish, she would know something was up. Then she might turn around and see exactly what is up.
Not only that, but we had a job to do. I willed myself to stop touching her, then stood back to admire my handiwork from a distance. "I think I'm done."
"Hdwfokillok?" Mom shook her butt back and forth. I don't remember what she actually said-- my brain went completely blank the second her ass started bouncing.
She peeked at me over her shoulder with a quizzical look on her face to see why I had yet to respond. Without uttering a word, she intently studied my wide-eyed enthusiasm. I expected her to stop wagging her tail when she noticed my undue attention. Instead, she gyrated even harder, which made fat waves surge through her skin. She threw her weight behind each vivacious shake of her hips, heaving around the enormous, heavy slab of vanilla pudding.
It was a unique standoff: she knew I was staring, and I knew that she saw me, yet neither of us stopped. Though I wasn't forming complete thoughts, I did feel something - call it an instinct. She's getting off on this. She loves the attention.
She called out to me, but once again failed to successfully rip my head out of the clouds. I neglected to respond for an embarrassingly long time. "W-what was the question?" I finally asked.
"I think I have my answer," Mom cooed, refusing to elaborate. She pointed to her loose bikini string. "Tie your mother up, please."
"Oh God yes!" I had not intended that to be out loud. I still wasn't fully in control of myself.
She held a hand over her mouth. "Oh, honey. Did I turn your brain to soup?"
I was too embarrassed to laugh along with her. I turned a deep shade of red, giving her bathing suit a run for its money. "I didn't mean to stare! I'm sorry, Mom."
"Can I tell you a little secret?" Mom whispered sarcastically. "I think it's kind of sweet."
I arched an eyebrow. "You think it's sweet that I'm fawning over my own mother?"
"I'd say you were drooling, but sure. Either way, it's nice to feel sexy for a change!"
I think she was waiting for me to continue laying on the compliments so she could gauge the depth of my fascination - and, believe me, I could have spent a whole week gushing over her beauty -- but I was already wary. I didn't think she could handle knowing just how much I was attracted to her.
"Are you going to take some pictures," she asked playfully, "or would you rather stand there all day with your dick in your hand?"
It's fair to say that my brain failed me yet again. "M-my what? I-I'm not! I wasn't gonna, like, I mean you--ugh, no. No, I'm not!"
Mom giggled. "Honey, I'm only teasing you. It's just my butt! How are you going to take pictures if you don't look?"
She was right -- and, with the sunlight waning in the presence of a slowly encroaching blanket of clouds, there was not a minute to waste.
I had her start by lying on her back. It was a casual pose, but I wanted to start slow. She practiced her smile until the butterflies wore off and it became more natural for her to stare into the camera. I tried to be as encouraging as I could, and little by little Mom allowed her adventurous side to come out to play.
Next, she moved to her hands and knees. I knew her dangling breasts would catch the attention of any boob lover who laid eyes on them. Gravity did her plenty of favours, pulling on her heavy udders as they swung back and forth below her. Once again, her nipples came out to play, and I drank up the lewd site of them pointing directly towards the ground - just like a cow's udders would.
Next, Mom rolled onto her back and hung her head off the side of the lounge chair. Even when she was upside down, her boobs looked fantastic. Their weight made them flatten against her chest and spill over the sides. I took a few pictures like that, then had her use her forearms to push the heaving mountains together in the center of her chest. She made a "V" with her arms and used the insides of her elbows to smoosh her tits into each other, which in turn made them bulge towards the camera.
After those poses, I moved her around as randomly as I could, searching blindly for the positions that looked the most natural. We were both unpracticed, so despite the high quality of the photos, I knew they would still have a "homemade feel." Mom was surprisingly game for such exploration, and moved into every position without a hint of hesitation. I figured she knew what she'd signed up for that time around, and was committing to it.
I had her kneel on the lounge chair, facing the camera, and wedge one of her hands under the hem of her bottoms so that she was cupping her vulva. Nothing would be revealed, but touching herself in such fashion must have been the line. As soon as I captured the photo, she awkwardly asked me if we were almost done.
"You want to stop?" I asked curiously.
Mom sat on the edge of the chair and put her hands on her knees. "I think so. I know I'm going to have to get used to stuff like that. But, for right now it's still weird."
"Stuff like what?"
Mom sighed and stood up so she could pace back and forth. "I don't know! Stuff like pushing my tits together so they look bigger, or putting a hand down my pants, is kind of weird!"
I stepped in front of her to halt her frantic pacing. I held onto her arms, tethering myself to her to lend some stability to her wavering foundation. "None of these ever have to see the light of day. We don't have to do anything you're uncomfortable with."
Mom's eyes darted back and forth. I was not privy to the exact mental math she was performing, but whatever result she came up with was ultimately to my benefit.
"Let's do it," Mom asserted confidently, meeting my eye line. "I trust you, honey."
I hugged her as tightly as I could without snapping her spine. "I love you, Mom."
She planted a warm, tender kiss on my cheek. "I love you, too. Now, don't you have some photos to edit?"
I was a goblin with a comically oversized sack of treasure. I scurried off to my bedroom, eager to plug my new shots into the archive and add to the library of softcore pornography we were cultivating.
It didn't take long to pick the ten or so best shots for a selected album, but editing them to my liking took longer than I'm willing to admit. I had always been a perfectionist, and if any project deserved my undivided attention, it was that one.
I fixed the lighting, shading, sharpness and cropping of each photo in the album. At the end, I was quite satisfied with the work we'd done together. Mom was the body, and I was the brains; we made a pretty good team.
Before I posted the photos, I decided to look through our inbox. I discovered over a dozen new messages directed at Mom, with just as many spelling errors within them. The important part, though, was the enthusiasm they radiated. Men were chomping at the bit to get another glimpse of her. Something about that first photo had spoken to them in the same way it had to me, and they were willing to pay handsomely to get a second look.
I crafted a message informing them of the new content going live on Mom's OnlyFans page, enticing them to subscribe for "whatever tasty treats come next." It was gross, but I felt that Mom and I were on the same page about the many necessary evils our project would require.
I was astonished to find multiple transaction receipts pop up in my inbox before I had even left the bedroom. They were not messing around.
There was a surreal mixture of guilt, jealousy, and pride stewing in my gut. I hated that so many men whose names I would never know were allowed to gaze upon my mother. It made me sick to my stomach, but I immediately wanted more. I took immeasurable pride in the fact that it was my mother they were gawking over. They would never have the relationship with her that I did, either.
When I informed Mom of the boom in our subscribers, she was ecstatic. That sounds like an overstatement, but it's quite the opposite. First her jaw hit the floor, then she screeched like a banshee and literally jumped in the air with joy. I had never seen such cartoonish optimism; she was one step away from having steam blow out of her ears!
"Which one was their favourite? Oh, oh! The one where I'm on my back, I bet. That was such a good angle, honey."
"You've got some dedicated followers, Mom. They're already asking me about the next ones!"
"I've been thinking about that, actually." Mom went on to detail her plan. Apparently, there was a piece of lingerie in her closet that had never been graced with a night out - as in, she'd never even worn it underneath other clothes. Her fear that it was too slutty had held back from even doing that much.
"If I model it for you, would you tell me if it's too much?" she asked earnestly.
"Of course." That was half true.
I knew Mom had a different definition of 'too much' than I did. I was already telling myself that she'd need to trust me to push her up to her real line. Still, I didn't want to come off as heedless of her concerns. "Are you sure you want to do lingerie? You don't feel like we're moving a bit fast?"
"Maybe," Mom confessed, "but I'm not slowing down to give myself time to consider that possibility. I trust you. If you say that we will get more money for doing stuff like this, then I believe you."
My heart swelled with pride. "Thank you, Mom."
"Of course, honey. You know I'll do anything for you, even if it scares me."
For the rest of the day, I kept one eye on my phone. The subscriber count rose to ten, then twenty, then fifty! There was barely any content on Mom's page, but the dangling promise of future works was apparently enough to get people interested.
I made sure to respond to each message by hand. It was time consuming, but I knew that cultivating parasocial relationships was a big deal in the business. I did pause to wonder whether she'd ever take over for me, but then dismissed it as a problem for another day.
Later that night, we were curled up in the den watching late night television, but I had not put my phone down a single time. Mom actually got concerned, which was more a commentary on how much attention I usually paid her - if not necessarily whatever was on TV - during our "movie" nights. Between spoonfuls of frozen yogurt, she asked who I was talking to.
"Er, nobody." I am a bad liar when I'm distracted.
She turned down the volume on the blaring television. "Cute girl?"
"No, nothing like that."
"Good, otherwise I'd have to be jealous." The air of mischief in her tone was subtle, but unmistakable. The intrigue was enough to finally rip me away from my tiny screen.
"Why would you be jealous if I met a girl?"
I don't think Mom expected me to actually pay attention to her words, because she froze like a deer in the headlights.
"Did I say jealous?"
"You did."
"Oh, um, that's weird. Ignore me. I guess it's later than I thought. Must be getting soupy brained!" Mom closed the lid on her imitation ice cream and kicked off her blanket. She was in a rush to leave, and refused to stick around even when I asked her to.
She vanished out of the den, but popped her head around the corner a few seconds later. "Um, honey? What time do you think the light in my bedroom would be the best tomorrow?"
"I would guess around ten or eleven, if the sun cooperates. Why?"
"I just want the shoot to look good; that's all. Will you be awake, or should I get you up?"
I could not believe she was in such a rush. "Wait, wait. You want to do it tomorrow?"
"Of course!" She acted like it was the obvious decision, but I was speechless.
In a million years, I would not have predicted that level of eagerness. I was simply astounded, and decided not to look a gift horse in the mouth. I told her to wake me in the morning when she was ready, and then we said goodnight. Despite her hasty departure, she lingered in my mind for hours.
"Psst, honey." Mom whispered into my ear.
I blinked hard to adjust my vision to the morning sun blasting through my open window. "Wuz goin' awn?"
She sat down on the bed beside me and folded her hands in her lap. "I don't know how to say this, but my boobs don't... uh, fit."
With that comment, I was yanked headfirst into the waking world. I sat up with my eyes open at the mere mention of Mom's breasts. "Huh? What? Boobs?"
She rolled her eyes. "Yes. Boobs, you big perv! I need help with the clasp."
When I finally came to my senses, I immediately fixated upon the beautiful woman standing in my bedroom. The lingerie Mom was referring to was a light blue babydoll. It had a loose-fitting curtain that covered her tummy, but the sheer fabric was thin enough for me to see straight through.
A black ribbon, tied in a bow, sat atop the blue veil. It was tucked just below the swell of her breasts, and stretched all the way around her torso. She looked like a present waiting to be torn open.
The bra struggling to contain her mountainous breasts threatened to split at the seams. Unlike the blue curtain of fabric over her tummy, it as opaque. A pattern of white lace had been sewn into both of the large bowls, decorating them like abstract artwork. I imagined the lace would give some wandering hand extra traction, should it wish to grab or squeeze.
Her underwear - so tiny that it hardly looked like she was wearing anything at all - was the same sapphire hue as her bra. A small, white heart had been sewn into the front of them. It laid at top of the round hill made by her pussy mound bulging against the inside of the cotton panties. The thong hugged her curves, riding high on her hips. Around the sides of her waist, where it was pulled the tightest, the floss sunk into her soft, supple flesh so deep that it disappeared entirely.
Just as Mom had said, the clasp that sat between her boobs was unlocked. The unsealed latch was a monument to the futility of trying to contain their tremendous bulk. With just one look, it was clear that she would need assistance getting it closed. We would need to work together; one of us would have to push her boobs together while the other locked the cage.
Mom tugged my hand and pulled me out of bed, grabbing a pair of shorts off the floor to stuff into my empty hands. "Hurry, while it's still bright out!"
I got dressed on the way to her bedroom. When we reached her den, she turned to me and said, "I think it'll be a little easier if I brace myself."
Mom stood with her back to the wall for support, anticipating that the battle to trap her breasts would a ferocious one. She cradled her bosom on either side, then pushed the twin mountains together so they met in the middle. Her fingers spread out as wide as they could, acting as claws in order to keep their grip.
She refused to be held back by the ill-fitting wardrobe. "I'll keep them together. You do up the clasp."
I reached for the clasp, my hands atremble. Had I been a skeleton, my rattling bones would have been audible from a block away. I tugged on the small metal fastener, trying to get it to close. I didn't expect it to be easy, but it was even harder than I'd anticipated. Even with some serious elbow grease I could barely make the two ends meet, much less click together.
I grumbled under my breath. "Damn. This is actually really tough."
Mom stomped her foot in petulant rage. "I just want to wear this stupid thing one time! Is that too much to ask?"
"Okay, okay. I have an idea." I got down on my knees, which brought me eye-level with Mom's tits. Since I was taller than her, it was difficult to get a good grip while I was towering over her. My height had forced me to bend my wrists, which had cost me a lot of leverage.
I instructed her to push her breasts together again, buckling down for my second attempt. There was just enough wiggle room that, with a bit of force, we were finally able to lock the golden buckle.
We paused for a second, freezing in place to make sure an avalanche of boobs would not come spilling out. Once we were sure - or rather, as sure as we could be - that the clasp was sealed, we tentatively removed our hands. It was a slow and deliberate process. We were unveiling a house of cards, careful not to jinx the success by celebrating too early.
Mom released the breath she had been holding. "Okay, it feels secure. I think that's enough to-- OH!" In an instant, the metal clasp burst open like a broken dam.
In one fell swoop, the bra was thrown open and her breasts came bouncing into view. When the weight of her tits slapped against her belly, her body lurched forward so hard that she was nearly pulled off of her feet.
I had imagined Mom's boobs many times, but to actually lay eyes on them was a waking dream.
"Oh my god!" Mom cried, turning her back to me. "D-did you see them?"
There was no point lying to her, so I tried to console her instead. "I was going to have to see them at some point, right?"
Mom turned around begrudgingly, but covered her nudity with her arms. Unfortunately for her, having such small arms made it impossible to completely hide her large areolas, much less her gigantic breasts. The circular caps peeked out from around her wrist on either side; too thin to cover anything other than the very middle of her nipples. "Should we just get it over with, then?"
"You mean..."
Mom, annoyed that she had to explain herself, rolled her eyes at my denseness. "Honey, it's a simple question. Do you want to see my boobs?"
I nodded, my mouth drier than the most arid desert.
Mom rolled her shoulders back and summoned all of her courage, though she could not bring herself look at me. She pried open her arms to expose her boobs to my unyielding gaze, fulfilling a fantasy I'd assumed to be a nonstarter years ago. Both of her hands were quivering, but she fought through the nerves.
The gigantic, cream-colored swells were each larger than my head, their heft evinced by creases in her skin where the weight was the most concentrated. Due to their size, they could not help but roll to the sides of her torso as they settled into place just above her belly button.
Mom's areolas were the size of my palm-- too big to wrap my whole mouth around, though the challenge had me salivating. They were a bright pink hue, accented by her equally rosy nipples. They were as firm as diamonds, standing at attention as though a brisk chill had turned the soft nubs into two perfectly pointed peaks.



She winced. "Are they okay?"
I gulped, instinctively reaching my hands towards them without a second thought. "They're fucking amazing."
"Hey!" Mom shrieked, slapping away my outstretched hand. She jumped back to avoid me, causing her boobs to bounce around dramatically.
I recoiled. "Shit. I'm sorry, Mom. I don't know what came over me."
"I do!" Mom scolded me with a righteous fury, but softened once her adrenaline subsided. "It's called being horny, and you're going to have to deal with it if you want these photo shoots to continue!"
"It's hard when you look this good!" I lamented, but I received no sympathy.
Mom fidgeted in place, unwilling to accept the compliment. "But I'm your mother! Doesn't that bother you?"
I heard a tone in her voice that was begging to be argued with, so I did, sort of. "Does it bother you?"
She did not have an answer. Instead, she changed the subject, pleading with me to start the shoot before we lost any more light. I would have admired her dedication to content creation, but I knew it was an attempt to sashay past a difficult question.
I came up with the idea to cut into the sides of her lingerie -- specifically the cups -- with a pair of scissors. It would help the garment to stretch a bit further before hitting its limit. It worked like a charm, and on our second attempt to close the clasp, we actually managed to keep Mom's boobs from exploding out of the front. It was a quick fix, but that was all we needed.
Mom impressed me with how quickly she took to the modelling role. Just like she had by the pool, she struck pose after pose. She gave each one a special flair to make it stand out, flipping through a catalogue of evocative positions that made me wonder if she'd researched her competition for inspiration.
The comfort of being in her own bedroom allowed her to be more confident in her display. She followed each of my directions to the letter, neglecting to challenge me even when I asked her to get on her hands and knees with her ass sticking towards the camera. I had expected her to push back after we had gone through a few dozen poses, but she never did.
I felt the session coming to a close, so I took the chance to ask for something extreme. I figured that, if she was likely to say no anyway, I might as well swing for the fences. The final pose I concocted would place my mom on her back, with her legs spread wide open. It was the most daring position yet, offering a perspective on her body that - until that moment - had been exclusive to the men that had been lucky enough to take her to bed. If she agreed, then it would become available to anybody with a credit card.
Mom scrambled onto her back and parted her thighs for me, patiently presenting the blue-shelled clam between her legs. The rich, pungent musk of her honey drifted towards me, inducing a bout of dizziness as I hungrily lapped at the empty air, hoping to catch a taste of her.
She placed her hands on either side of her vulva, framing the blue underwear between her outstretched fingers. She paid particular attention to the heart that was situated atop her mound. She tugged on the sides of her thong, pulling it tighter to her body so it formed around the bulging hill like a second skin. I reckoned that if she pulled a little harder, the string would disappear entirely between the swell of her plump, meaty lips.
After I had taken a few shots, Mom cleared her throat. "Do you think that's enough for today?"
I flicked through the archive of photos. "It can be, if you want. I just think it's missing something, you know?"
She wagged a finger at me. "If you ask to see me naked, I'm going to maul you."
I assured her it was nothing like that. In fact, it was something I had been pondering all day. "You know, Mom, we'd definitely get more hits if we were taking videos instead of photos. It's just that it would demand more of you. You'd have to really commit to a role and act it out."
Mom tugged on my shirt sleeve, encouraging me to lay down beside her. "Videos of what, exactly?"
I laid on the bed and gave her a shoulder on which to rest her head. "Uh, well... maybe a video of you playing with your tits?"
Mom swatted my chest, then wrapped her arm around my stomach. "Whores have tits: your mother has breasts."
I rolled my eyes. "Okay, maybe a video of you playing with your breasts, then?"
"That isn't really something I do, sweetheart. Women don't just walk around playing with their boobs when they get bored!"
I clicked my tongue. "What if there's a horny guy paying them to?"
She thought about it for a moment. "Maybe. But then what?"
If she wanted me to spill, then spill I would. "Okay, so. Maybe we do one where you cover your boobs in oil, then for VIP members we can post a video of you cleaning up afterwards."
"Like in the shower? But... but they'll see my..." Mom cut her volume in half, and leaned in to whisper. "My vagina."
"That's the idea." I kissed the top of her head.
"This is so embarrassing!" Mom groaned, burying her face in my chest, "but God, it's so exciting, too! I don't know what to think!"
"Then let me do the thinking," I insisted, folding my hand over her tiny fist. "As long as part of you wants to keep going, I think we should."
Mom took a deep breath. "I have some in the drawer."
I was not sure what she meant, but my arms were long enough to reach into bedside table and find out. I fumbled around in the drawer for anything that stood out. When my fingers brushed a small, plastic bottle, I knew I had found what I was looking for.
From the drawer, I pulled a clear, squeezable bottle of mineral oil. Unlike the tanning lotion, it was sure to leave a bright, shiny gloss on Mom's skin. I was practically foaming at the mouth just thinking about it.
Mom raked her nails across my chest. "Are you busy today?"
I hoped she would not notice the sweat form on my brow. Things were getting really intense, but I could not back down. "I have time! I mean, like, do you want to do it right now?"
Mom tilted her chin to look up at me. Her mouth was a frighteningly short distance from mine; her hot breath coiled against my lips when she whispered, "Do you want to take a video of Mommy's boobs?"
Surely she felt my heart bludgeoning my ribcage - horse hooves from a stampeding herd.. "W-why are you talking like that?"
My dumbfounded stupor made Mom laugh. She sat up, leaning over me to block out the ceiling light with her head. "I thought you might like that; guys are so easy. It's good practice for the video, too."
I gasped, feigning offence at the insinuation that I could not play hard to get. "You think I'm easy?"
"I'm just trying to get into character. Don't blame me!" Mom rolled off of the bed, then announced that she would be right back.
She scurried off to the bathroom, leaving me alone in her bed with the warmth of her breath still lingering on my lips. I heard shuffling in the bathroom, followed by the door hinges creaking when she exited.
Mom called from the hallway. "Are your eyes closed?"
"Should they be?"
"Yes!"
I obediently held my hands over my eyes so she would not accuse me of peeking. Her tiny footsteps gradually grew closer and closer, but paused when she reached the threshold into the bedroom.
"Oh, good boy, honey! Mommy knew you wouldn't peek."
I had no idea what had come over her, but I loved it. She was getting a rush from making me crumble under the pressure of her seduction techniques. She'd found one that pushed my buttons, and seemed enthusiastic to press them on repeat.
I opened my eyes to see Mom standing in front of me with nothing but a towel tucked under her arms. The makeshift toga obscured most of her body from view, leaving only the vibrant red of her freshly painted toenails peeking out of the bottom. One foot was curled over the other with her heels pointed outward, signifying her trepidation.
Mom chewed pensively on her bottom lip, carefully watching my eyes wander up and down her body. "So, where do you want me?"
I knew the perfect place. In the kitchen, there was a portion of raised countertop that extended off of the island about a foot. It would make the perfect shelf for Mom to rest her boobs on while she slathered them in oil. Thanks to her short stature, she would not even need to bend over to make use of it.
I told her of my amazing idea, and she was immediately on board. Even though she did not seem to understand why the countertop made a better studio than her bedroom, she put her faith in me to make the right decision.
I hurried to clear the various pens, loose pieces of paper, and empty coffee cups from the kitchen counter, leaving only the bottle of baby oil behind. The stools were the next to go, giving Mom a clean stage on which to perform. It was going to be a hell of a show, and I had a front row seat to film the whole thing.
I motioned to the shelf. "Ready when you are."
Mom entered into an intense staring contest with the countertop. Stage fright gripped her, making the short walk to the podium a slow, somber one. Her nails scratched nervously at the towel, making little balls of white cotton rain down onto her feet.
"Okay, Sharon, you got this." Mom whispered those words of affirmation to herself, then took a deep breath to puff out her chest like a fearsome warrior.
She lifted her arms, relinquishing her grip on the towel, which sent it tumbling to the floor. All that remained of her lingerie were the baby blue panties-- no bra. Its absence drew attention to where it was needed most: her massive, swinging breasts. She was short enough that everything from her tummy down to her underwear was hidden behind the raised counter. There was nothing to distract one's focus from where it needed to be.
"Shouldn't you be filming, honey?" Mom teased, cocking her head to the side.
"Er, yeah. My bad!" I scooted around to the other side of the counter with my camera. I threw open the curtains to let in as much of the light as I could, then gave her the signal to begin. Rather than commencing the routine of rigorous fondling that I had expected, she stared blankly into the lens without a peep.
I peeked around the camera. "Everything okay?"
Mom scrunched up her nose. "I don't really know how to start something like this. Like, should I say my name, and a fun fact about me? Or, should I just be, like, 'Hey, here's my boobs, enjoy!'?"
"There is no should. We get to make our own rules. You don't even have to talk if you don't want to."
"It feels weird with the camera staring at me!"
"Okay, try this." I opened a drawer by my waist and pulled out a long, black tea towel. "Maybe you'll forget about the camera if you can't see it."
I promised to keep her face, and thus the towel, out of the camera frame. She looked like the victim of a kidnapping with the black towel tied to her head, so we both agreed it would be better to crop the video just below her neck.
Once Mom was blindfolded, a visible sense of ease washed over her. I framed her breasts in the center of the screen and whispered, "Go."
Mom lifted one boob in each arm, then dropped them onto the counter with a deafening thud. Her breasts jiggled for three entire seconds when they landed, giving me time to appreciate the litany of ripples fluttering through her tender skin. Their weight threatened to crack right through the wooden shelf. No matter how sturdy it appeared, eventually it would collapse under the burden that weighed on Mom's shoulders every minute of the day.
She repeated the process, and each time they slumped onto the countertop, her creamy white skin rippled like someone had thrown a stone into a bowl of milk. Then, she jostled her low-hanging udders side to side-- bumper cars bouncing against each other in a bid for space.
Mom folded her arms, then tucked them below the swell of her breasts. She used her forearms like a forklift, bracing them against her sternum so they could carry the weight. Her breasts spilled over, a weighted blanket that smothered her entire forearm. I imagined the sweltering heat underneath them to be hotter than the surface of the sun.
"They're so heavy," she whined. "I can barely hold them up."
Dough oozed through Mom's fingers, morphing around her tightly clenched digits. She lightly pinched her nipples, rolling them between her thumb and first finger. Goosebumps peppered the base each pink button in the wake of her electric teasing.
The obscene spectacle had me under her trance, and I expected it would soon do the same to all of her viewers. I was spellbound, watching a female Atlas carry the weight of the world on her shoulders. Mom's arms trembled, struggling to stop the dense putty from overflowing her palms.
She clapped her tits together a couple of times, digging her fingers into the sides so she would not lose her grip. The tiny, brown smudge on Mom's left breast tossed around a ship in a storm, tossed around as it rode the waves of heaving breast meat. The sound of skin slapping on skin produced a profound drop in my stomach.
I forgot I was looking through a camera for a second. In that moment, Mom was the only thing that existed on Earth.
She released her breasts, and they fell flat onto the counter. The heated underside made them stick there; even as she began jostling them around again, the bottom of each one remained lightly affixed to the wooden surface.
Mom was capable of doing things with her boobs that I'd only expected to see in porn. She plopped one of her boobs onto the tabletop, laying a foundation. She lifted the other one as well, then carried it over to balance on top of the first to build a wet, oily mountain. The comparison to a stack of pancakes being drizzled with syrup suddenly seemed quite literal.
My mouth was watering; it became harder to stay in control with every passing second. Each manipulation of Mom's remarkable breasts serving to push me deeper into a feral, hormone-induced frenzy.
I did not think she could get any sexier, but the blindfold separating her from the real world gave her the bravado to prove me wrong. Just when I thought I had wrangled the impure thoughts plaguing my brain, Mom decided to crank the dial to eleven.
The masked matriarch, with a voice like honey, serenaded her audience as though she were reading from a script. Whatever character she was playing, she seemed to be more comfortable with it than ever before.
She was calm and collected, methodically pitching her voice so it made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. "Doesn't Mommy have such big, soft titties, baby? I made them all slippery for you; I know you love when Mommy gets her milkers wet."
My heart punched a hole in my chest. "Whoa, Mom. Can we-- yeah, can we pause?"
She lifted the blindfold just enough to peek out of the bottom. "Was that too much?"
"No! No, I mean I-I thought it was perfect." I took a meditative breath through my nose. "I just didn't expect it. You threw me for a bit of a loop -- and you called them 'tits!'"
"I know, I know. I'm trying some stuff! Should I tone it down?"
I refused to hide my enthusiasm. "Hell no! If you're comfortable talking like that, then keep doing it!"
Mom put her blindfold back on with a shrug. "It's actually kind of fun, in a weird way. I want to keep practicing."
For a woman who claimed she "did not play with her breasts," Mom was surprisingly good at it. She found a natural rhythm, kneading and tenderizing her boobs with confident motions. There was a give and take, moving one direction then the other, with no pause between.
Mom fumbled around blindly for the bottle of oil for a few seconds before her fingers bumped into it. She aimed the nozzle at her boobs with the cap open, ready to douse them until they shone. I wondered if her eyes were open under the head wrap, or if she had them shut tight in an attempt to convince herself that the surreal situation was some sort of waking dream.
Mom squeezed the tiny plastic bottle; it looked like she was drizzling drizzled syrup over a stack of fluffy pancakes. She dragged the stream back and forth to get an even coat. A small pool collected within her cleavage; though that valley was deep, it quickly overflowed. The trough between her breasts acted as a spout, sending the oil out onto the countertop, where it spread into a shimmering puddle.
All across the surface of her pearlescent skin ran long, glistening trails of various length. I could practically see myself in the reflective gleam. I could not help but picture my cock sliding between her greasy udders, massaging me with a slippery, careful touch.
"Mommy's back is so sore from carrying these big, sagging udders all day," she moaned, rolling her shoulders in tune with her tender self-massage. "I need my big, strong man to put his hands all over me so I feel better. Can you help me, honey?"
Mom curled her lip into an adorable pout; she was really getting into character. The camera, however, did not pick up on any of her facial expressions. Only I was privy to the way she flicked her tongue across her lips when she whispered, "If you help make Mommy feel better, she'll let you put your cock between her boobies."
My dick assumed she was talking to him, and throbbed excitedly at her offer. I could imagine very few places my dick would rather go. I wanted to fuck her more than anything in the world, but, at that moment, even that desperation took a backseat to the primordial urge to wrap her tits around my cock.
My heart was racing a mile a minute and skipping every other beat. I was one step away from suffering a heart attack, but even that would not have made me stop recording.
Mom slithered an arm under her left breast like she was serving it on a platter, offering it up as a feast for my hungry gaze. With her other hand, she used her middle finger to draw tiny circles around her razor-sharp nipple. Her fingertips nudged the stubby, pink gem as it raced around the course set by her areolas. The smattering of tiny milk ducts were road bumps for her finger to graze over as it traced the outer edge of the wide, rubbery circle.
"Ohhh, that feels so good," Mom whimpered. She was faking it, at least in part, but it was so believable that I did not care. I was willing to be fooled.
Mom plopped her boob back on the counter with a thunderous clap. Then, starting at her nipples, she raked her nails through the oil. Each finger left a distinct path in the slippery gloss as they glided up to her collarbone.
"Are you gonna cum soon, baby boy? I want it all right here." Mom pleaded desperately with the camera and drew a wide circle around the center of her bulky breasts to make her message clear. Her finger carved through the thick, oily glaze, painting a target on her chest onto which her eager viewers could imagine firing ropes of hot, sticky cum.
Mom tucked her arms behind her back and, without lifting her tits off of the oil-soaked countertop, shook them from side to side. Thanks to the slippery surface, there was not a hint of friction; her breasts glided gracefully through the shallow puddle as she jostled in place. They swung back and forth, sending a spattering of oil all over the kitchen cabinets each time she flung them around.
She flung her boobs into each other, tossing the piles back and forth between her palms. Huge, powerful swells exploded through her flesh until it was impossible to tell one breast from the other - at least visually. I could still hear when they violently crashed into each other, and it was music to my ears.
Clap, clap, clap!




"Give Mommy all that hot, thick cum, sweetheart!" Mom panted desperately, madly throwing her breasts into one another. The clapping was so loud that I feared the neighbours would come knocking to complain about the studio audience giving her a standing ovation.
I had an idea, and hoped Mom would catch on without having it explained to her. I grabbed the bottle of lube and aimed it at her boobs, squirting a long, continuous stream of oil onto them.
Mom squealed with glee as soon as the liquid hit her skin. "Oh! Oh, good boy! Shoot your babies all over Mommy's tits!"
The sound of her slapping skin was a lecherous symphony. Oil soaked her until she shone like a brilliant jewel, and then, with no friction left to defy gravity, the remainder dribbled from the crack at the bottom of her cleavage. Those drippings landed on her belly, where they trickled down and soaked into the top of her underwear.
"Drain those fucking balls for Mommy. You're doing such a good job, honey." Mom's voice hit a pitch I had never heard from her before. She was elated, captivated with the world of make-believe that the blindfold permitted her to live in. The camera did not capture the huge, cheesy grin on Mom's face, the appearance of which told me that she was truly immersed in the roleplay, but I got to see it in all its glory.
The final dribbles of oil fell from the bottle, but Mom continued to pontificate about how heavy, soft, and wet her tits were for several more minutes. I dutifully captured every frame, and ended the recording when she drew a heart in the oil over her chest and thanked her viewers for watching.
"And... cut!" I announced. "That was great, Mom!"
She tore off the blindfold, blinking hard a few times to adjust to the light blasting her in the eyes. "I tried my best. It was a lot easier with the blindfold on. I just shut my eyes and said whatever came to mind!"
I raised an eyebrow and pointed to her tits, where her hands were rhythmically tapping out a beat. She apparently hadn't noticed. "I thought you didn't play with your tits, Mom?"
She rolled her eyes with a cheeky grin. Her fingers tap danced across her supple, silken skin, making it clear that she did not mind being called out. Most of her attention was focused on something else, though. "It's so exciting knowing that someone is going to pay for that -- and it was so easy to make! I wonder how much we'll get."
"Whatever they pay," I told her, "you will be worth every penny." By the look on her face, she was finally starting to believe that. Gone were the retorts where she called herself an "old bag of bones." She was finally beginning to accept the truth that I had known all along: she was beautiful.
Mom pawed at her oily breasts. "We should not have done this so early in the morning. I have to take a shower now!"
"It's just baby oil."
Mom stuck her tongue out and blew a raspberry at me. "Well, I'm not a baby. I'm going to get cleaned up." She left the kitchen, heading towards her bedroom.
I leaned against the counter on my elbows, holding the camera screen inches away from my face. I was so enraptured with reliving the memory that I did not hear Mom's footsteps return to the hallway.
When she cleared her throat at the threshold to the kitchen, it snapped me out of my haze.
"See something you like?"
I fumbled the camera, lucky as all hell to keep it from flying out of my hands. "O-oh, Mom! I didn't see you there."
Mom snickered with her hands on her hips. "Apparently not. Did you hear me, at least?"
I shook my head.
"I asked if you were going to join me."
I gawked like a fool. "In... in... in..."
"In the shower, yes! Jeez, honey. You look like you saw a ghost!" I will never know how much of her teasing was accidental, and how much was for her own amusement.
I had never known Mom to be such a ruthless tormentor. That side of her, I was discovering, had a tendency to twist the knife as long as it entertained her.
She slunk out of sight. Her fingers clung to the corner of the wall, lingering for an extra second before they, too, vanished. I followed the aromatic trail of her perfume the bathroom, where the shower was already running.
Mom ran her hand under the stream of water to make sure it was warm enough. "Are they even going to hear me over the shower? It's so loud!"
I told her I would mute the video when I edited it, and would find a sexy song to put over the recording. I was already thinking that I'd chop up and edit the video into a montage of quick cuts and short, perfect moments, which would save me the trouble of having to find a consistent mix for all those pesky background noises.
Mom scrunched her nose like a squirrel, tugging on the waistband of her underwear. "I just realized I'm going to have to take these off."
"Not if it makes you uncomfortable. I can shoot above your waist." I really, really did not want to have to do that, but if it meant that I got to see Mom's boobs smothered in soapy water, I deemed it was an acceptable sacrifice.
Mom rocked back and forth on her heels. "No, no it's okay. I want to do it. Can you be honest with me, though?"
"Of course."
Mom looked down at the floor, her shoulders bunched up around her ears like a scarf. "It is, like, weird if I have hair down there?"
I hung the camera from my neck and stepped in close to put my hands on her shoulders. "Not at all, Mom."
Mom blushed a rich, decadent hue. "It's just that... well, I was looking at some of the really popular accounts online last night and none of them had-- uh, what I have."
Her underwear was tiny, but tried though I did, I could not find a single stray hair poking out.
"I want you to just be honest with me," Mom demanded. "I used to shave it, but that was a long time ago. Now I just, um..."
"Trim the hedges?" I offered, eliciting a short, ugly snort from Mom.
She covered her mouth and turned away from me. "Oh, gosh, honey. You got me, okay? Your mother trims her pussy!"
The vulgarity of the word hit me like a freight train, buckling my knees. I replayed the sound of Mom's sweet, innocent voice pushing it from her lips. She reminded me once more to be honest with my review, insisting that I hold nothing back, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband.
Mom made eye contact with me and drew a deep breath, nodding a couple times to coach herself through whatever internal monologue was motivating her. "Okay," she sighed. "Here goes nothing."
She pulled down her underwear, revealing a hastily manicured patch of dark pubic hair in the shape of an upside down triangle. The bottom corner sat directly above the bulge of her pussy, its tip like an arrow guiding my eyes towards the swell of her swollen lips.
Mom's pussy, which would be invariably classified as an innie, was as neat and tidy as the fluffy, tousled carpet perched above it. It looked like a cream-coloured clam that was split down the middle by a shallow, pink crease. For anyone to have seen the succulent flesh between her curtains, Mom would have had to manually spread apart her pudgy petals. I was not yet ready to ask her for something so depraved. Instead, I refocused on the object of her discontent - but I could find no fault there. The patch of brown fuzz covering the entirety of her chubby mound was a perfect crown atop a pussy that deserved to be treated like royalty.
"How does it look?" she asked after a few agonizing seconds of silence. We stared down at the soft, chocolate rug, though only one of us was fighting the urge to dive in face first.
"It looks way more than just trimmed!"
She blushed. "I mean, I did trim it into shape last night, but only the edges. Just in case, you know?"
"I'm dead serious, Mom; it looks amazing. You clearly take care of yourself, and it shows. Honestly, I find this look way sexier than a shaved woman. A lot of other guys do, too." All of that was true; she just needed to believe it.
Mom, in all her stark naked glory, looked at herself in the mirror. Her eyes fluttered to her breasts, her stomach, her neck, her pussy-- everywhere one might be critical of themselves. I do not know what she saw, but to me she was a being of pure radiance.
Mom caught my stare in the reflection, and instantly averted her eyes. It was only for a second, but that was plenty of time for her to notice the stiff tent in my shorts vying for her attention.
Her eyes went wide as saucers, but she did not comment. Had she not bitten her tongue, her boastful grin would have spread from ear to ear.
"Okay, I think we should start now," I coaxed.
I told her of the plan to edit the video into snippets and combine them into a montage. I figured that it would help her stay in character, much as the tea towel had done. "Just be yourself, okay?"
Mom straightened her back. "Ready when you are."
I pointed the camera at her and gave her the green light.
As Mom began to sway side to side, I could practically hear the background music playing in my head. Her hands were on her waist, accentuating the slow, circular motions of her hips as she rotated them. She placed her hands behind her, cradling her plump ass cheeks, and pushed her hips forward. Her pussy came closer to the camera, presenting itself as the object of focus. I zoomed in to get a better view.
As soon as the camera focused and caught a fleeting glimpse of Mom's chubby lips, the rotation of her hips pulled it away. She maintained those long, methodical circles a number of times, each pass bringing her vulva close to the lens. It was a tantalizing tease, and I found myself leaning in to get a better look each time she thrust forward.
Mom placed her hands flat against her thighs, forming her thumbs and pointer fingers into a pair of "L"s that flanked her pubic hair on either side, framing the chestnut fur between her outstretched fingers. Then, slowly, she brought her hands together until the space between them was completely filled in--eclipsing her vulva behind her closed fingers.
Mom's hands functioned like a thong, glued between her legs to obscure any hint of her nudity. Then, she raised her hands like curtains at the start of a play, gradually revealing one inch at a time.
Her fingers trudged through her fur, tangling themselves within the heap of wiry velvet. She tugged gingerly at the bush, combing her fingers through the fine hairs to tease them into looking even fluffier.
Mom tilted her head at me like a curious puppy. "Do you want to film my bum?"
The answer was a conclusive "Duh!"
Mom was surprised at the certainty of my answer. "Your dad always said it was too big for his liking. Didn't fit my body type, apparently."
My cheeks puffed up from holding back a laugh. "Trust me, he was wrong!"
Mom excitedly clapped her hands together, offering a jubilant cheer. "Yay! Oh, good. I saw some poses that other girls were doing online, and I want to try them, too."
She faced away from me and put her feet together-- a trained soldier standing at attention. Then she interlocked her fingers on the back of her head, accenting her slender shoulders. She arched one of her feet at a ninety-degree angle, like she was wearing a massive stiletto, while the other foot stayed flat on the floor. The pose had the effect of making one of her cheeks bulge out without making the other one look like it had grown any smaller. It was a dizzying optical illusion that I could have stared at all day.
Mom peered over her shoulder and winked at me again, asking me how she looked. I was too dumbfounded to respond intelligently, but my stupefied stare was exactly what she was looking for.
"Look!" she touted proudly. "I can do both sides!" She shifted her weight back and forth between her feet, switching which one was arched and which one was flat. The exercise made her huge, curvy cheeks grind against each other like she was trying to start a fire between them.
I gulped nervously. "Can you, uh..."
"Just say it, honey," Mom encouraged warmly.
"Spank yourself?"
Before the word had fully left my mouth, Mom brought her hand down on her backside without a care for the mark it would leave behind. Her palm swatted her backside with a lurid thwack, making her booty wobble as the energy dissipated through her loose skin. It jiggled from the force of the concussive blast with ripples the size of telephone cables reverberating through her cheeks.
The outline of her fingers was instantly branded into her once-immaculate skin, and started to raise slightly as the blood rushed to it. Within seconds, she was branded with a red handprint that glowed brightly against the backdrop of her pale bottom.
It was at that moment that I realized I had been holding my breath. "Holy shit. That was amazing!"
"Should I do it again? Or..." Mom peered over her shoulder again, a wistful gleam in her eye. "Do you want to try?"
I gasped. "Are you serious?"
Mom shrugged, bending over to stick out her ass. "Sure, honey. It's just my bum, after all." She braced herself against the opposite wall, swaying side to side. "But, do the other side, please. The left one is already starting to sting."
"I can... can I really do this?" Even in my dreams it was never so easy.
Mom shook her bottom back and forth. "Not if you make me beg! Hurry up, before I change my mind."
I tried to keep her gigantic ass in frame, but the closer I got with the camera, the more difficult that became. I leaned back as far as I could to make distance between us, and lightly swatted her with my free hand.
Mom bounced on her toes a couple of times. "Harder than that, honey."
I was seduced by the clapping of her cheeks, ready to follow any command she gave me. I was also determined to show her that I was capable of being the other half of our newly formed dynamic duo. If she wanted a man to spank her, I would be that man.
I put the camera down on the counter, centering her in the frame. Without telling her of my plan, I knelt down next to her so that my face was level with her reddened left cheek.
Mom peered at me under her arm with a confused look. "Oh, um... hello down there. Are you still filming?"
"It's on the counter."
"Okay, I guess," Mom murmured with an anxious squirm. "Just don't do it too--"
THWACK!
"--hard!" Mom squealed in pain. "Ow, honey!"
I instinctively cupped the pink, wounded flesh in my palm, grazing my fingertips over the pink handprint as it began to rise. I dug in to her right cheek, gently jiggling the mountain with a firm grip. "Sorry, Mom. I didn't think it would be that hard."
While I waited for the outline of my own hand to appear on Mom's skin, the fiery brand that she had burned into her left cheek stared me in the face, longing for a soothing kiss to calm its singed surface. With a metric tonne of ass shaking whipping me up into a frenzy, I was unable to halt the impulse.
I brought my lips down in the center of the print that Mom had left behind. I nipped gingerly at her tepid skin, sucking the plumpness into my mouth. Once I realized what I was doing, I decided to make the most out of what might have been my only trip to the buffet. I opened my mouth wide and let my tongue hang out. I sucked a greedy mouthful of Mom's cheek into my open maw, biting into her like a ripe, succulent peach. My tongue dragged over her skin, desperate to taste her on every one of my taste buds.
"Honey, I-I don't-- oooohhh, God..." Mom trailed off, unwilling to put a firm end to my exploration.
In that brief window, I tucked my thumb into the fissure between her cheeks and pulled the right one open. For one short, passing moment I was inundated by a scent so rich and so intoxicating that no one could have mistaken it for anything else; my mother's pussy was soaking wet.
The realization struck us both at the same time, with very different results. I could not - I would not -stop my tongue from dashing loose and making its way towards the honey-soaked trench, desperately seeking the source of the aroma that had so thoroughly entranced me.
Mom, on the other hand, recoiled before my tongue could find a home between her cheeks. She straightened her back and whipped around in an instant, pushing her spine against the wall like she was trying to blend into the wallpaper.
Wide-eyed terror gripped her in its vicious claws; if she could've backed herself up through the shower wall, she would have. "What the hell are you doing, Eric?"
I had no response. I had gotten carried away, but that was no excuse. Mom looked hurt; I had broken her trust, and I feared that what goodwill I had earned may have been swept away by one stupid, reckless decision.
Mom gulped, and presented her case as a matter of fact. "I probably shouldn't have asked you to spank me. That was wrong, and I'm sorry."
"Mom, I--"
"I think..." She held up a hand to silence me. "... if you leave the camera on the counter I can finish the video myself."
My eyebrows shot through the ceiling. "You're still going to do the video?"
Mom shrugged, looking down at her feet solemnly. "We need the money, so... yeah."
I apologized again, and again, and again, but Mom could not bring herself to look at me. I could not blame her one bit. I left the bathroom with a heavy heart, dragging my feet behind me just in case she changed her mind and called me back. She didn't. When I closed the door behind me there was nothing left to say but "Fuck."
I took the walk of shame back to my bedroom. I cursed under my breath, scolding myself for being so careless with her trust.
The shower stopped about ten minutes later, and a few minutes after that I heard a timid knock on my bedroom door. Mom entered without waiting for a response, dressed in nothing but a towel. She held my camera in her outstretched hand.
She smiled weakly. "I think I did a good job. But, do you think that we could take a break for a while? We filmed a lot today. Maybe you can roll it out slowly over the next week or so?"
"Yes! Yes, of course, Mom. Anything you want."
She turned to leave, but something turned her around again. "Actually, do you have a second?" She came back in and sat on the foot of my bed.
"Sure, what's up?" I leaned against my dresser with my arms crossed, even though that symbolic shield was not going to protect me. Mom patted the bed for me to sit down next to her, and scooted in close as soon as I did.
Mom put her hand in mine. "I think today was a lot. I don't blame you for what happened. At the end of the day, we're just two horny people. Sometimes, horny people make brash decisions."
"I didn't mean to start kissing you like that. I just got carried away, is all."
"Shh, it's okay. I'm not mad." She laid her head on my shoulder. "Given the circumstances, I think what you did was natural. If we do this again, though, you have to promise me you'll behave. No more surprises -- not without talking about it first."
"I promise!" I spat the words out like they were poisoning me.
We agreed that, given what had transpired, it was best to take a break and let things cool off. It had been Mom's idea, obviously, but I was willing to go along with anything that would lead to me seeing her naked again. I believed that we had moved too fast for her and, while she did not seem specifically turned off by what we had done, reality had come crashing in with more force than she'd been ready for.
That night, I watched the footage of her in the shower for longer than I had any of the other videos. I could pretend it was for editing purposes, but really, there was something extra perverse about watching a recording that I hadn't taken myself.
It felt like the video had been made privately -- for my eyes only. Every second was a piece of art, and I pored over each frame with a hungry, lustful gaze. I soaked in every visible shred of my mother's body like it was the last thing I would ever see before I went blind.



I thought I had thrown off her mojo, but the woman in the shower was as naturally sexy as she had ever been. Mom had effortlessly slipped back into her on-camera persona once I'd left the room. With the exception of the flat camera angle, the video was perfect.
In it, she lathered soap into her dense, tidy bush, creating a frothy bikini that obscured her nudity. I enticed myself with the challenge of trying to catch a glimpse of the brown fur poking out from its nest of foam, but it became exceedingly difficult with each generous coating of suds. She stepped into the water and washed away the bubbles, revealing one glorious piece of her nakedness at a time. The anticipation made the show stretch on for hours - or, you know, I spent literal hours watching the same footage over and over again. One of those.
By the time I'd finished editing, I had every pixel of the recording memorized. The concept of seeing Mom with clothes on became a foreign one. The image of her in my head became one of complete vulnerability, and I wondered if I had done irreversible damage to my psyche by staring at the video for so long - and at the worst possible time, because we'd just agreed to take a break. I didn't think it would help anything if I began treating her like a MILF, with heavy emphasis on that second letter.
With that in mind, I rushed through the remainder of the process; I created as much content out of the videos as I could, and figured we could coast for a little over a week with what we had, or maybe two. If I set up a schedule, the videos would go live without me even having to touch them. For a little while, we could get back to being a normal mother and son.
That was the plan, anyway.
CHAPTER 2
It took a couple of days for the incident to blow over. At first, Mom and I tread lightly around each other. There were no hurt feelings, but the supercharged emotions in the bathroom had put her in a state of caution. I certainly understood why.
I obsessively read through the comments every day. Subscriptions poured in overnight, and I had the bright idea to upload half of the shower scene as "bonus content" for viewers who were willing to pay extra. Nearly every single member paid for the bonus content, and most of them had incredibly glowing things to say about my mother.
I parsed through them, selected the ones that I knew she would appreciate, and saved them to my phone in case she ever asked about the reception. I hadn't expected that that day would come anytime soon, but the fact that it did indicated that Mom was having a similar difficulty moving on.
After nearly two days without mentioning the subject, Mom finally cracked at the dinner table and asked, "Are the videos doing well?" She did not even look up from her bowl of soup.
"The... ah, yes, the videos." I'd known that the moment was coming, but that did not stop my pulse from racing as soon as she'd broached the topic. "People really seem to like them."
Mom blew on a steaming spoonful of soup with a cheeky grin. "Really? How much?"
"I think we're past a hundred subscribers by now." I explained the bonus content to her, and how many people had paid for it.
Mom struggled to wrap her head around such a large number, but was more than happy with the results. "So, they're already paying to see me, but they paid extra for that video? This is why you do all the internet stuff."
Her sincere praise would fuel me for the following two weeks, throughout the rollout of new content that had people chomping at the bit. Every couple of days, I uploaded a new photo or a new clip to keep people entertained. Eventually, as I expected, the well ran dry and her fans cried out for new scenes.
There was one last video in the vault, and after it went live we would be fresh out of content to feed the insatiable masses. I was not sure if it was the right time to approach Mom about creating more, but, I figured it was a conversation we were going to have eventually anyway.
She had her feet in my lap one night, watching yet another gripping episode of The Bachelor, when I subtly brought it up. I laid out the predicament without being too pushy. I explained that the archives were empty, and we needed to make more if we wanted to keep going. Without even taking her eyes off the screen, Mom signed up.
I required a double confirmation before I felt safe pitching ideas for new scenes. "You don't mind? If it's too soon, just tell me."
Mom shot me a look of confusion. "Of course I want to make more! This is the best I've felt about myself in years. Why would I give that up?"
"I just thought you might be getting cold feet?" I hated playing devil's advocate against my own cause. "After what happened in the bathroom last time--"
"I understand," Mom said, cutting me off abruptly, "but I processed it. I think I may have overreacted a little. Can we just agree: no more surprises?"
I humbly agreed.
She used her toes to point at my phone on the armrest of the couch, eager to brush past the hiccup. "Did we get any new comments?"
"Yeah, a couple." I pulled up the curated collection and handed her my phone. The pure joy that spread across her face was serotonin for my soul.
She swiped through the extensive list, growing more jubilant with every scroll. "So, the money is good?"
"The money is... pretty good, yeah."
That was technically true, but we needed it to be great. To pay for school, we needed to pull in a whole slew of new subscribers, and ideally get most of them to pay even more money. That didn't just mean putting out content more frequently. It meant escalating. Food, rent, and other necessities would always come first, but we - I - needed more. I didn't know if Mom was ready for that, but I knew that I was on a deadline.
Until then, I thought it best to let her adjust to a daily life of naked photography without such a burden hanging overhead. We spent the rest of the month producing photos and videos that were similarly provocative to our old stuff. It was all nudity, but compared to what other creators were making, it was actually quite tame.
The shoots were mostly just her playing with her breasts in different locations, wearing different outfits, and using different "dressings." We had her garden in the nude, do naked yoga in the sun, cover her boobs in honey and chocolate sauce (a fan request), and even go in the park when we were sure nobody was around. There were also many, many more videos of her showering - so many that we found it pertinent to invest in a waterproof camera so we could get some truly unique angles.
After the incident in the bathroom, Mom imposed a hard limit on me physically touching her, as though she were afraid that giving me an inch would undoubtedly lead to me taking a mile. The rules were simple; if she said no, it meant no. To me, that sounded like permission to ask every once in a while. My insistence paid off eventually, when she finally allowed me to oil her shoulders and back before a shoot in a new bikini.
Each time she allowed me to touch her, I pushed the envelope a little further. I explored her body like I was drawing a map of the new world. I was never permitted to touch the places that I truly sought, but told myself that every advancement in our complex relationship was worth savouring.
Over time, the stigma of my hands on her body became something we cared about less and less. Our operation functioned like a business, and with that casually physical relationship came diminished resistance when I would occasionally test her limits.
The month ended, leaving us with a sizable portion of dedicated followers that rabidly devoured every video we posted. Even the extra content for VIP members saw strong traction. We were doing well, but not well enough. All we had done was prolong the inevitable; I was still going to have to drop out by the end of the semester.
I was too embarrassed to ask anything more of Mom. She had given me so much, and I feared that the revelation that it hadn't been enough would hit her hard.. I wasn't even sure what I would ask of her, were I to muster the courage to do so. She had already said no to putting her pussy on camera for a second time, so our options were limited.
The night when we finally tallied up the math was a somber one.
Mom paced the floor of the living room, biting her cuticles in frustration. "We need to do more. If we just keep making the same old stuff, we'll keep making the same old money."
I took an intentionally long swig from my beer, letting her marinate on the thought. "What are you suggesting?"
"Well... we could do something in public again? Maybe more risqué?"
I raised an eyebrow. "More risqué? As in, your pussy?"
Mom rolled her eyes and disappeared into the kitchen. She reappeared with a bottle of vodka and two shot glasses, their etchings a reminder of the vacation she and Dad had taken to Monaco for their honeymoon.
Mom poured two shots, though mine was decidedly larger than hers. "We need to think, which means we need to drink." We clinked the glasses and threw the putrid gasoline down our throats.
"I think--" I coughed on the vile liquid still clinging to my throat. "Oh, God, that burns. I think that I've done my share of thinking. What do you think, Mom?"
Mom gave me an intimidating stare. "I already told you what I think about putting my vagina on camera again. Do you need a reminder?"
I held up my hands defensively. "I'm just putting it out there."
"Why don't you expose yourself, huh? Put yourself in my shoes and see how you like it."
I shrugged. "Sure. Why not?"
The liquor had gone to my head faster than I'd expected. Mom thought I was kidding, but I doubled down on the bargain just to show her how serious I was. I was certain that she would never take me up on it.
"I appreciate the solidarity, honey, but nobody is going to pay to see your penis." Mom gasped when she realized what she'd just said. "Oh, no! Not like that! I just mean that they're subscribing for me. I don't think they want to see a naked man, you know?"
"No offence taken -- and you're right; they won't pay to see my dick... but they will pay to watch you stroking it."
Mom buckled over with laughter. Once she had wiped the tears from her eyes, she poured us another helping of vodka. "Good one, honey." She held up the shot glass. When I did not reach for mine, she looked up quizzically. The look in my eyes told her right away how serious I was. Her demeanour changed in an instant. "Eric, are you being serious?"
"Listen, I'm not over here begging you to jerk me off, but, if you want results, this is how we get them."
I lamented on the oversaturation of the market -- how so many women were posting solo content that it made it hard to stand out amongst all the noise. We had a foothold, but needed to catapult it into something bigger.
I admitted to the direct messages that I had kept hidden. In part, I had wanted to shield Mom from their vulgarity, But there'd been something else that had set them apart from the ones I'd first revealed. Every single on of them had requested the same thing.
<When u gone be wit a guy??> -MilfLover1988
<Would Love 2 See Couples Content...> -DFWdaddio
<Great vid! Need to see her get fucked hard!> -KinkyPengiun69
They were far from poetic, but their message was clear: people were willing to pay big money to see Mom get physical, but that was a hurdle she had not even considered crossing.
I fed the synopsis to her speechless stare. "They just want to see you do stuff with a guy."
"Which guy?" Mom blurted out.
"I don't think they care."
She cradled her arms to her chest and plopped down on the sofa next to me. "Well, I do care! I don't want to look for some random guy with a random dick for me to start jerking, or sucking, whatever."
I gave her a cheesy grin, but she still was not buying it. "Then it's a good thing you don't have to look very far." When she did not catch my drift, I continued. "I touch you all the time, don't I? You seem comfortable with it. In fact, you kind of seem to like it!"
Mom tensed up, curling her toes until they cracked. She was too ashamed to admit it, but her blushing told me everything I needed to know. "Massaging my shoulders and legs is not the same, honey. You know that, don't you?"
"Nobody will know!"
"I will," Mom said with a wince. "We will, honey."
I threw up my hands in defeat, unsure of how to proceed. "You're right, but we need to do something. We can't keep crossing stuff off the list without adding something to it."
Mom was quiet for a long time. The ticking of the clock overhead filled the passing seconds, but as it ticked past a full minute, I wondered if she was ever going to rouse from her self-imposed coma.
Light flashed behind her eyes, waking her from her deep, troubling daydream. With the resilience of a coal miner, Mom downed both of the shots she had poured and turned to me with renewed resolve.
Mom covered her mouth to stifle a small hiccup. "Fuck it. Let's just fucking do it."
"Wait, Mom. We don't have to--"
"Stop, stop." She recoiled in disgust, unwilling to mull it over for a second longer. The heinous double shot of vodka - combined with her acquiescence to giving her son a handjob on camera - contorted her face into a portrait of pained reluctance. "If I think about it too long, I'm going to get scared and change my mind."
"I don't want to push you into anything."
Mom stood up from the couch and smoothed down the wrinkles on the front of her skirt. "You aren't. Sitting here, just now, I accepted that I probably will have to do this with you at some point."
"But--"
Mom held up a hand, cutting me short. "I'm not going to be able to sleep right if this is on my mind. If you're able to, let's just do it tonight."
I was at a loss for words.
Mom took a deep breath, nodding softly to me while she breathed it out. After all my fantasizing, it was surreal that she had ended up being the one to talk me into having my dick stroked. "Will you get your camera, and the mineral oil, then meet me in the living room?"
My brain was running at half speed, but there was no time to update. "Get... camera... I will." I pushed through the fog and stumbled towards my bedroom.
Minutes later, I entered the empty living room. I half expected Mom to leap out from behind a curtain, revealing that it had been a prank designed to crush my dreams just moments after igniting them. Every fiber of my being was on edge waiting for her to join me. I tried to open my phone and distract myself, but my hands were shaking so badly that the fingerprint reader would not even recognize me.
Mom's dainty footsteps began their slow walk down the hallway. The long, lingering space between each step implied her hesitance. Several agonizing seconds later, she appeared in the door wearing a loose t-shirt and a pair of cozy pajama shorts that hugged her ass like a second skin. She looked mousy, yet ferocious.
"Hey," she whispered, chewing on the corner of her mouth. "You ready to do this?"
"As ready as I'll ever be." I flicked on the TV, which earned me a quizzical look. "Oh, I think it's more authentic this way. It's like we were sitting around watching television and you couldn't help but, you know..."
Mom scoffed at the preposterous implication. "I just couldn't help but jerk you off, hmm?" The absurdity of the situation was inherently comical, and it broke the ice between us. "Am I, like, your wife in this scenario?"
I grinned sheepishly. "Performing your wifely duties, I guess?"
"Duties?" Mom echoed sardonically. "You know, I never did this for your father." She chuckled before clarifying. "I mean, I obviously touched it, but we never sat down for a formal hand job with oil and stuff."
I grinned from ear to ear. "Like we're about to do?"
She rolled her eyes. "Try to be a little less excited, honey. The last time I gave one of these was in high school, for crying out loud, so lower your expectations!"
"Lucky guy," I remarked, totally not the least bit jealous.
She stomped her foot. "As if! I was as nervous back then as I am now!"
I immediately felt a twinge of guilt in my heart that nipped my teasing in the bud. "If you're nervous, we don't have to do this."
She sat on the couch next to me and folded my hand in her lap. Her thumbs massaged circles into my palm. "Honey, you need to accept that there are many, many pieces of me that do not want to do any of this with you. You're my son, and it feels like we're defying some natural law by letting this thing continue, but..."
I waited for the other shoe to drop.
"... like it or not you awoke something in me." Mom nudged my shoulder with hers. "This is the most amazing I've felt about myself - and my body - in years. I'm curious, and that excites me as much as it scares me, but with you, more than any man in my life before, I want to embrace it."
I bent my neck and touched our foreheads together. "I believe you."
"I love you, Eric." Her voice was rich with sincerity.
"I love you too, Sharon." I knew that was a risky advancement, but it was a night of risks.
She shook her head in protest, but could not help from cracking a smile. "Oh, no, honey. It's always going to be 'Mommy' to you."
Icy tingles erupted from my spine, their frigid aura surging all the way to the tips of my fingers. Something deep and dark in my psyche thrived on hearing her talk like that. In that moment, I would have given her anything she'd asked for. Lucky for me, what she was in search of was already trying to burst out of the front of my shorts.
Mom focused on my erection and narrowed her eyes. "Looks like he wants to start right away. Getting hard while Mommy is right next to you? Such a naughty boy."
I grabbed the camera and held it up by my chin, trying to mimic my real life point of view so the video would look convincing. "You better start quick, before I explode in my pants!"
Mom scampered onto her knees and tucked herself between my legs with a hand on either side of my waistband. She waited for her cue, and once I gave it, she got to work.
She locked eyes with the lens, beginning a staring contest with the viewer on the other side. Her mouth was turned up in a curious half smile that grew larger as more of my crotch was revealed. When she pulled the waistband past the head of my dick, my fully formed hard-on broke free of its prison and slapped angrily against my stomach.
She gave a startled squeak, her eyes wide with shock as she gazed upon the full length - not just fully revealed, but fully erect. "You're so... hard. Is that all for me?"
I swallowed my mounting anxiety. Mom played her role expertly. Every lavish seduction she was performing for her audience was working double on me; I had never been so close to having an out of body experience.
Mom popped open the bottle of mineral oil. She held her hand flat, making a show of drizzling a long stream into her palm from a great height. The thin waterfall formed a pool in her hand; once she was satisfied with its size, she used her slippery mitt to coat the other until both were equally smothered.
She timidly wrapped one hand around the base of my cock. Her grip, firm yet tender, set off alarm bells in my brain. No matter how much her hand trembled, her fingers stayed tightly secured around me. Her fingers encircled the root, sending a rush of blood upwards that inflated the bulging helmet. It pulsed with excitement, and below it, the shaft kept growing Mom's tiny hand. Following her instincts, she closed her fist around the head and gave it a gentle squeeze.



I moaned like a stuck pig. I could not help it; I melted when she touched me. Her slimy paws fondled me with unbound curiosity, venturing with no real motive or direction. It was clear that she was unsure of her abilities, but praise in the form of my incessant moaning served to bring out her confidence.
Mom tightened her grip around the head, then twisted her wrist like a corkscrew. Her movements lacked skill, but she made up for it with heartfelt enthusiasm.
I was in no mental state to offer notes, but in hindsight, Mom had a good sense of when experimentation needed to progress to something more goal-oriented. She added her other hand to the mix and formed a tunnel with her fists. Then she fed my cock through a kaleidoscope of slimy fingers in long, unbroken strokes. Each digit seemed to be guided by a mind of its own, and yet Mom's hands and elbows kept them all working to the same rhythm and towards the same end. It was a heady mixture of repetition and surprise, and all thoughts of teasing her for her inexperience melted into goo and leaked out of my ears.
Mom knew how to manipulate me by that point. Both fists plummeted to the bottom, viciously strangling the root. Just as it had before - and just as she had expected -- the bulb grew to its fullest, shining with a smear of oil so thick that she risked being blinded by the light reflecting off the smooth, glassy surface. Then she offered up yet another surprise; she pointed me towards her lips, formed her mouth into an "O," and ushered a fat gob of foamy spit into the middle of the circle. It fell from her lips and landed on the head, where it began to drip down the sides.
Before the drool had a chance to run down to her fingers, Mom used it to her advantage. With one of her hands still pinned to the base of my cock, pulling the loose skin as tight as it would go, Mom used the other to deftly smother the head in her homemade lube. Saliva squelched between her fingers, oozing through the cracks.
She worked like she was churning butter, dutifully applying her affection to the entire length with a rhythm that came all too naturally. "Is that good, honey?"
"Fuck, yes!"
"What about this?" she asked, then blew a stream of cool air over my oil-soaked dong.
Trapped in her clutches, I was forced to endure the chill blowing over my slickened skin. It made me clench up, which in turn made my dick, once again a prisoner of both of her hands, throb like it was trying to brute-force its way out.
Mom's jaw dropped open. "Whoa! Can you make him do that again?"
"This?" I clenched as hard as I could, hoping to impress her. The swelling of my cock elicited such glee that it only made her squeeze tighter.
"Oh my God! It's like he's alive!" Mom's jaw hung open; her eyes were the size of football fields. She let go with one hand so that she could trace one of the fat, blue veins that stretched from the root all the way up to the head. Her touch tickled me, prompting my cock to seize up.
I had never been so hard in my entire life; my dick was made of steel. I barely recognized it, but I was extremely familiar with the woman at the end of it, purring like a happy kitten.
She effortlessly jerked me off with one hand, which was more than enough. She did not pause, preferring to subject me to an endless onslaught of tight, slippery tugs, each of which tended to my entire length on their way down. Her long, snug stroking put to shame every single one of my sex toys, and I wondered how I would ever return to them.
Mom's free hand rested on my thigh, making a shelf upon which she could rest her head. She gazed deep into the camera and, by extension, my eyes. The way she cast her gaze upwards to meet mine, her eyes swooning with love, was the most powerful drug I had ever known.
She kissed my thigh, sucking gingerly to ensure a pink mark would be left behind. "Tell Mommy what to do next, honey."
"B-both h-h-hands," I whined desperately.
Mom lifted her head off of her arm and straightened her back. She placed both hands around the root of my cock like she was going use it to stir a gigantic pot of soup. Her hands easily glided to the head, basting every inch along the way. It became impossible to tell one hand from the other as I melted into her ministrations.
When it felt like I was about to explode, she slowed down. The piston in her hands radiated pure energy, but she knew how to handle it. Her strokes ground to halt; my cock throbbed eagerly, begging her to resume the slippery massage.
Mom pulled one of her hands off of me. She quickly slid it underneath my balls, palm facing upwards, cupping my sack. She gave it a reassuring squeeze, then made a ring around the base with her thumb and pointer finger, which held it in place at the very center of her oily hand. With her other fingers, she gingerly tickled. Electricity crackled through my skin as her nails lightly brushed over me, each one leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake. My balls, and my mortal soul, were ready to dissolve in her hands-- but she had other plans.
Without relinquishing her prize, Mom closed her other oily paw around my cock head. She rotated her wrist until her thumb was in the perfect position to brush against the frenulum - which was more sensitive than it had ever been before - with every of her methodical strokes. The bridge of skin under her thumb functioned as a switch, turning me from a normal human being into a dishevelled heap of a man.
My nervous system was a switchboard, and the tingles from her touch lit up every button. Her pace was half of what it had been moments prior, but the attention to detail made everything feel so much more visceral.
"Like that, sweetheart?" Mom was hungry for approval. I was too far gone to make words, so a hearty groan had to suffice.
She left the entire shaft untouched, but I was still experiencing more pleasure than I knew what to do with. My toes curled so hard that they cracked like fireworks. The top-to-bottom service she was providing had brought me dangerously close to orgasm already. Had Mom not been so attentive to the telltale throbbing that soon followed, my orgasm would have caused the video to end much sooner. My dick, pulsating mightily, told her just how close I was to the edge.
She yanked her hands off of me, as though she had been scalded by the red hot iron, and winked to the camera. "Not yet, honey."
My heart leapt into my throat. "But--"
"No, no, no,"she sung softly, batting her eyelashes. "No buts." She held her oily hands up to the camera to show how soaked they were, then gestured down to her chest with her chin. "Help Mommy out of her t-shirt, baby."
She did not have to ask twice.
Mom held her arms straight up in the air while I bunched up the bottom of her shirt with one hand, ensuring the camera remained steady all the while. She closed her eyes, wearing a satisfied smile that persisted after I had pulled the shirt over her head.
Even in the dim light of the den, her tits were astonishing. From the couch, her position kneeling on the floor in front of me caused them to hang well past my knees. I could not see where they ended, but her perky nipples grazing against my shins revealed just how low they swung.
Using the practice she'd gained from our video in the kitchen, Mom took to oiling herself once again. She tucked her hands below her hanging breasts, coating the underside with a healthy sheen. She kneaded and squeezed the sagging udders, evenly spreading the oil around until her skin was completely saturated.
Then she lifted her tits high into the air, taking their weight into her arms. She was losing the battle against both volume and gravity, but I'll be damned if she didn't look good doing it. Supple flesh ooze through the cracks of her fingers, reminding me once again of bread dough - maybe with some olive oil? -- that I desperately wanted to eat raw. Once her breasts were in frame, lifted high above my knees, she released the burden and sent them crashing onto my legs. I heaved under their heft, crushed beneath the pressure of the overfilled water balloons.
"Are Mommy's boobs nice and warm, honey?" Mom pouted impishly.
"Fuck yes," I cried.
"Then I guess you wanna put your dick right here, don't you?" Mom paired the rhetorical question with headstrong action, already sliding me between her tits without waiting for the obvious response.
The temperature between them was unbelievable. My cock was wearing a winter coat in the middle of July. Mom pushed her boobs together, squishing them on the sides so that my shaft was smothered between the two soft, fluffy mounds.
My instincts went into overdrive and I mindlessly began thrusting my hips. It wasn't anything dramatic, but as soon as my cock was embedded in the sweltering tomb I could not avoid the desire to start humping my mother's chest.
Mom gazed down at her tits to see the engorged helmet staring back at her. "Oh, hello there."
I pushed forward, spearing my cock through the ocean of breast meat in which it drowned. Its shiny bulb gasped for air, poking through the waves momentarily before it was swallowed whole again.
Once she was sure I would not literally melt in the confines of her torrid prison, she was ready to have some fun. "You must really like it in there, huh? Can you handle it if I go a little faster?"
I could not, but I was not about to tell her that.
Mom lifted her tits into the air, pausing for a moment to let the comparatively cool air tickle the base of my shaft. Then, without warning, she flung her breasts back onto my lap and engulfed my dick in one heaving toss. The loose armful assaulted my cock on all sides, bumping and grinding against the sensitive head in a loving massage.
I thrust hard into her cleavage, meeting her breasts each time they dropped into my lap. It took a couple of awkward strokes, but we quickly found our rhythm. In just a few seconds, we were working as a team, pumping my dick between her tits like we had done it a thousand times before.
Mom looked up at me -- not at the camera, but me. The love in her eyes - not to mention the pride and the mischief -- was palpable. I could read her like a book. The moment between us was short, but I knew I would be replaying it for a lifetime. It was as though, for that brief window, Mom forgot the camera existed at all. It was just her and me, and that was just how I wanted it.
She turned her attention back to the lens, staring down the barrel with a fiery glimmer in her eye. She held steady, her head half-cocked and with a peaceful smile on her face that brought out her remarkable dimples.
"Good boy, just like that," Mom encouraged me affectionately. "Fuck Mommy's big, fat titties."
"Mom, I--"
"I know, honey," she cooed with sympathy. "I can feel him throbbing. Just keep going, honey."
"Oh, fuck. Oh my fucking god, I'm gonna cum!" Wounded soldiers on a battlefield made less horrific noises than I.
She licked her lips. "Good! Mommy wants it all over her face. Can you do that?"
Absolutely I could. In fact, I would have been completely unable to stop myself even if an armed swat team had kicked down our front door.
My balls pulled tightly to my body. A surge of euphoria blossomed in my stomach and spread through my veins at light speed, carrying endless waves of pleasure through my entire body. I had never done heroin, but could not imagine that it felt half as good cumming between my mother's fat, oily tits.
I was too far gone to aim for her face, so she took the reins. With my final, hearty bellow acting as a starter pistol, she leapt into action as soon as the shot rang out.
Mom plunged her tits into my lap one last time to allow the head of my cock, polished to a reflective gleam, to poke out from between them. The bulging crown was pointed directly at her face, inflated to a frightening size as it exploded, spewing white, bubbling-hot lava onto her face.
The first rope splattered against her forehead, landing on the canvas with an audible splatter that send several drops raining down onto her eyebrows. The first burst is always the biggest, but I don't think either of us expected a tablespoon of warm butter to be running down her cheeks from just the first shot.
The next two sticky streams were almost as big as the first. They landed on her lips, their tether unbroken as they stretched over her cheeks and began to drip down her jaw. Mom did not close her mouth, even when droplets of her son's cum began to trickle into her gaping maw. She was undeterred, but what's more, she was loving it.
One last powerful flex sent a dollop of cum directly into her left eye. She reflexively closed it with a surprised gasp, recoiling for a moment before she regained her composure. She steadied herself, holding her mouth wide open with her eyes closed - and, thanks to the last burst, with one of them pasted shut. The thick paste dripping down her forehead smeared as it drooled down the side of her nose.
The ringing in my ears subsided, but the tingles in my brain remained for another few minutes. I shut my eyes and watched a mesmerizing array of shapes and colours dance behind my eyelids. I had never experienced such untold bliss in my life, but after every orgasm comes clarity - sometimes painful.
With my senses returning, I looked down, expecting to be horrified by the sight that I knew awaited. I had just cum on my mother's face.
She was still kneeling on the floor, waiting for me to end the recording. She was basted in such an unforgivably thick layer of cum that she would have needed a window wiper to clean it all off. Streams of translucent precum ran down her face like salty tears, while the bulk of the white paste clung to her cheeks and forehead.
She was fucking beautiful.
Mom wiped a glob of cum off of the side of her lip and made a show of examining the way it drooled off of her finger. Then, with a subtle wink to the camera, she slurped it off. There was no way for anybody but us to know how truly vulgar that was.
There are very few mothers in the world that know what their son's cum tastes like. They might take a guess, but my mom no longer had to. She knew, and would remember forever, the taste of my cum melting on her taste buds before sliding down her gullet-- swallowed into the belly of the woman who should have been one lucky swimmer's grandmother.
Mom blew a kiss to the camera and held the pose for a second, waving to her audience. "Thank you for making a mess. I'll see you next time, honey."
"Okay, we're clear!" I ended the video and dropped the camera on the couch. "Wow, Mom."
I ended the recording. S broke character immediately, completely changing the atmosphere of the room when she did.
Her mouth hung open, and her fingers waded through the coating of cum seeping into her pores. "You came so much! I didn't wanna make a big thing of it for the camera, but look at this!" She wiped a finger through the glaze on her forehead, leaving an imprint in the wet cement.
I blushed, afraid I was about to expose myself as a true newbie. "Don't all guys cum that much? That's what it looks like in porn."
"Not in real life, honey. I've never seen this much. Look at my eye!" Mom tried to pry open her eyelid, but it was sincerely glued shut. One of her nostrils was clogged with a membrane of white goo. Every time she exhaled, it bubbled like a pot on a hot stove. "This is a 'get-you-pregnant' type of load."
I knew she was just mindlessly talking, but the comparison she'd chosen to draw made me instantly curious. "You think I could get you pregnant?"
"Duh! I mean, you know, if we ever..." Mom trailed off, her eyes growing wistful for half a second. She shook her head clear. "Anyway, you know what I mean! You're dangerous, mister." She pointed at my dick. "That thing is a weapon."
I took that as a compliment, and her hesitation to take her eyes off my slowly softening erection told me that she'd meant it as one.
Mom got off her knees and kissed her fingers, then transferred the kiss to my forehead. I was so enamoured with her that I would have kissed her on the mouth no matter how much cum had been dripping off of her.
She needed to get cleaned up, and we both knew a simple towel was not going to cut it. I thought about asking to take another video of her showering, but even my greed had limits. She left my sight, but as she did, I caught her reflection in the window on the other side of the room. Just before she vanished, she shoveled another dollop of chunky cum into her mouth and sucked her finger dry. That time it was not for the camera.
I raced for my bedroom as soon as I heard the lock on the bathroom door click shut. I pored over every single frame of the video as though the recipe for eternal youth was hidden among the pixels. I knew I was obsessed, and I did not care.
It struck me while watching the video just how heavily we'd leaned into the mother/son roleplay. It hadn't been intentional on my part, but I realized that the only way to edit around it was to cut the audio entirely in exchange for a musical backtrack.
I weighed the options, but ultimately decided that it was worth the risk to keep the dialogue. I already knew we could make big money off of fetish content. I just prayed nobody would ever seriously consider the possibility that "Mommy" was my actual mother.
There was not much to do in the way of editing, yet I lingered in my room, watching the playback over and over and over again. I trimmed the length to make it more concise, removing the fatty edges so the video started and ended on a dramatic note. It took less than fifteen minutes, but I was stuck in my chair watching the loop for another thirty before a knock at the door shook me from my stupor.
I cleared my throat so my voice would not crack. "Come in!"
Mom opened the door and leaned against the frame, narrowing her eyes at me without speaking a word. Her hair was tied up in a high bun, with only a few loose strands dangling in her face. She was wearing her loose-fitting t-shirt from earlier, but that was all I could see. The bottom of the shirt was just long enough to conceal her pussy, and no matter how hard I strained, I could not see even a hint of underwear. I could not tell if she was bottomless, but I hoped she was.
Mom was a smart woman; she knew what she was doing. She knew she would catch me watching our video, and had decided to add insult to injury by showing up half-naked.
"Watching anything good?" The melodic tune of her voice danced through the air.
"Uh, no?"
She pouted for a moment, briefly lapsing back into character. "You get extra 'good boy points' if you don't lie to Mommy."
I reached for my camera. "Should I be recording this, or..."
She waved me off. "No, no. I'm sorry, honey. I'm just playing around." Then, she flashed me a goofy smile. "It's really fun talking that way, though. I like how flustered you get!"
I rolled my eyes and opened my laptop with a cheeky grin. As luck would have it, the video was paused on the frame just after the first rope of cum had landed on her face.
Mom bit her lip. "She looks like she's having a really good time."
"Was she?" I asked sincerely.
"Yes, honey. She really was." Mom stepped into my room and closed the door behind her. We were the only two in the house, but the small gesture still made me feel safer.
She sat on the bed across from me with her legs crossed, begging for my eyes to venture between her legs. It was cast in shadow, and I still could not catch a glimpse of underwear. I was seconds away from pulling out the camera and using the flash to find out the truth, but Mom was an expert at distracting me.
She batted her eyelashes seductively. "Did you have fun letting Mommy tug on your big, strong penis?"



My cheeks burned a deep, fiery crimson. I buried my face in my hands, hoping to hide from the embarrassment of blushing like a schoolboy.
I dug my fingertips into my temples. "I don't know what's wrong with me. There's something sick in my brain that loves hearing you talk like that."
"I know, honey. Me too." Her admission sounded sincere, but I nevertheless found myself questioning her motivation.
"Wait, are you still trying to be sexy?" I asked, letting some of my genuine frustration slip out. "It's starting to get a little confusing. Which parts are affection? Which parts are supposed to make my dick hard?"
Mom thought for a second, pensively chewing on her bottom lip. Her eyes were penetrating, looking past a cumbersome layer of hormonal excess to peer straight into my heart. She scooted closer to me on the bed and wheeled my office chair closer to her so that I was sitting between her legs. She was slightly taller than me thanks to the height of my bedframe, and used that uncommon perspective to her advantage.
She lay a hand on either side of my face and offered loving strokes to my cheekbones with her thumbs. "Listen to me, honey. This is me talking as your mother." She leaned in and pressed her forehead against mine. "Nothing will ever change how much I love you. That love is special. No matter what we do, our bond is unbreakable."
The world grew so silent that I could hear the blood moving though my veins.
"You are my entire world, Eric," she said. "I can't explain to you how deep my love runs for you. I think it scares me."
I swallowed, but my mouth was dry. "Scares you?"
"I'm scared of how strongly I feel for you. I know we've always been close, but this past month has shown me that you can be more than just my son. I want to chase it, but I'm scared it will blow up in our faces and ruin everything."
My heart was a fire alarm ringing in my ears. I did not want to go back to the way things were, but it was frightening to realize that we could not if we wanted to. "If we're being honest," I replied, "I think we're already past that point."
"Do you wish we could go back?"
"No, I don't. I like this, I love you, and I don't care what rules we have to break if it means I get to love you like this."
"In that case..." Mom slid off the edge of the bed and plopped into my lap. "... this is me coming to you as a woman."
With her legs tucked under the arms of the chair, she was in the perfect position to straddle me. I loved feeling her weight on top of me. It pinned me to my chair as her hands caressed my shoulders.
The heat radiating from her pussy was undeniable. I finally drew the conclusion that she was, to my delight, naked from the waist down. Even through my boxers, I could feel her muggy heat wafting over me. It beckoned my dick to life with nothing more than a hint of its unyielding warmth.
I grinned like a giant goofball. "I like this way."
Mom tilted her head to the side, filled with curiosity. "Oh, do you? What do you like about it?"
"I like that you're in my lap. It's kind of possessive, I guess? It feels like you're mine." I wrapped my arms around the small of her back.
She kissed my forehead. "I am, honey."
"Mom, that's--"
"I know how it sounds," she said, cutting me off defiantly. "I just mean... I'm not seeing anyone right now, and I might never bother to again -- not because of you, or your father. I'm just done with dating for a while."
I nodded along, hypnotized by the way her eyes fluttered back and forth while she processed her own musings.
"We spend all of our time together," she said. "I can tell you anything. You already make up such a huge part of my life. It's like we're--"
"Married?" I was to the one to cut her off that time. I punctuated my assertion with a quick squeeze of the bare bottom sitting in my lap.
Mom must have liked the idea, because her face broke out into a gigantic smile. "I was going to say dating, jeez!"
"Fine, then. Dating." I squeezed her cheek again, harder that time.
Mom swatted my shoulder. "Be serious! Is that too weird?"
I craned my neck to get closer to her lips, but I wanted her to make the final move. "Well, you keep calling yourself Mommy - which you never used to do - and it keeps making my dick hard."
I think she wanted to kiss me right then, but she didn't. "I need you to be honest," she said. "Can you handle this?"
"Can I handle my Mom and my girlfriend being the same person?"
Mom scrunched her nose. She picked at the graphic design on my shirt with her fingers. Softly, she whispered, "Yeah, that."
"I think it would make the happiest man in the world." I had never been in love, but I knew in my heart that it was supposed to feel a lot like what I felt every time I laid eyes upon my darling mother.
Mom gave in to her desire and finally, after eons of waiting, closed the gap between her lips and mine. She poured herself into me, and we made out like horny teenagers, sloppily pawing at each other while we traded kisses back and forth.
She dragged her teeth across my lower lip as she pulled away, nibbling gingerly before separated us. As always, she left me wanting more. The naked pussy dripping nectar into my lap was a keen reminder of just how little was stopping us from ravaging each other on the spot, but we weren't there yet.
"You're a good kisser," she panted lustfully between smooches.
"You're a better one."
"Practice makes perfect." She then turned her attention to the laptop, where her past self was still proudly sporting a face full of cum. "So, what do you do with this thing?"
I wheeled my chair, with Mom still sitting on me, over to the desk where my laptop sat. We stared in silence at the cum-soaked woman looking back at us for a few moments while I wondered the whole time what thoughts might have been spiraling through her mind.
"It's all edited," I told her. "I just have to hit the button and it'll go live."
Mom held her pointer finger in the air. "May I?"
I gestured to the enter button and gave her the helm. With a deep, dramatic breath, Mom slowly lowered her finger onto the key with the seriousness of a NASA chief about to launch a shuttle. She pressed the big red button and sent the video into orbit; the internet would do the rest.
She wiggled excitedly in my lap. "How long does it usually take?"
"I typically like to sleep on it. The notifications come overnight, so there will be a bunch to wake up to." The mention of sleep instantly brought on a sense of drowsiness. I failed to stifle a yawn, but that did not deter Mom's manic energy.
"Does nine work?"
I groaned in annoyance. "Nine in the morning?"
Her body language was enough to tell me she wasn't bluffing - and that she was going to make sure that I was awake almost as soon as she was.
Mom climbed off my lap, leaving me with a parting kiss that lingered far longer than it needed to. There was no more motherly affection, or parental pretense, to explain away our intimacy; we were enjoying it too much for that to be true. I kissed my girlfriend goodnight, and knew right away that it would take several hours for me to actually fall asleep.
Before she left, she said to make sure I was "ready for her" in the morning. She did not explain any further, so I made sure the camera was fully charged and waiting on my nightstand.
CHAPTER 3
Everything felt wrong.
The carpet under my feet was crunchy. It was dry, and cracked under my toes. The woolly fibers crumbled to sand with a single step, leaving nothing but grains in my footprint. Wind blew through the house from every direction, tossing the granules of dust into the air.
The sky outside my window was as black as night. There was no sunlight to speak of, yet my arms and legs cast long, crooked shadows on the wall behind me. They were completely unrecognizable. I raced down the hallway, chased into the darkness by a grotesque menagerie of twisted black shapes.
In the hallway, I was flanked on all sides by wooden picture frames that melted into the drywall. The photos contained within them, I did not recognize. They were all tattered and torn, fluttering pitifully in the whipping winds that blew down the narrow corridor-- seemingly from every direction at once.
In the kitchen, the ceramic tiles shattered under my feet as though they were made of glass. The fragments they left behind began to rattle, shaken by a sudden, menacing quake. My legs and feet weighed a thousand pounds; each leaden step left a deep imprint that persisted amongst a sea of shards; my blood was the glue that held their perimeter in place.
I knew that if I could just make it outside, I would be fine. I did not know where that knowledge stemmed from, but I trusted it implicitly.
I threw open the patio door and exited the house. There were no trees, no clouds, and no ground to speak of. The world around me had vanished, swallowed whole by the endless void that surrounded the house. Both it and I were suspended outside of time.
My feet did not have a chance to touch the patio; I floated free from the ground as soon as I crossed the threshold to the outside world. I threw my arms about, hoping to direct my aimless ascent, but it was fruitless. I floated above the house, its brick walls displaying the decay one would expect in an ancient tomb.
I watched the structure that I knew so well collapse in on itself. As though a black hole had opened up in the middle of our living room, our home became the very whirlwind of brick and mortar that was swallowing it up. Once it was gone, there would be nothing left.
"hOnEy?"
I scanned the blackness around me, but saw nothing.
"HoNeY?"
I saw nothing, but I felt everything -- no, not everything. I felt the only thing that mattered to me.
I felt Mom.
She snapped her fingers in front of my face, pulling me from my nightmare. "Honey!"
My eyelids snapped open like blinds. My retinas were immediately pierced by the morning sun. The world existed again. The colour, the smells, and the sounds were all back to normal. The only abnormal thing was having my mother deliver an early morning wakeup call from under the covers.
She was tucked under the sheets with me, her body resting on top of mine like a security blanket. I thought I was a light sleeper, but clearly had not stirred when she'd slipped under the covers.
I grumbled, stretching the life back into my limbs. "Where are we?"
Mom kissed my cheek. "In bed, duh. Bad dream?"
"Yeah, but it had a nice ending." I did not want to bore Mom with details, but it was safe to say that the only pleasant part about my morning thus far had been waking up to her. "I had an alarm set for nine. Are you early or something?"
Mom grinned sheepishly. "A little bit, I think."
That turned out to be the understatement of the year. I checked the time on my phone, then I cried in disbelief. "It's seven-thirty! Mom, you promised!"
She knew I would push back -- I was not traditionally keen to wake up at the crack of dawn -- but before the realization could settle in, Mom was already planting dozens of wet, tender kisses along my neck.
She donned her sweetest voice, pouring sugar over her words so they went down smoother. "Do you want Mommy to leave?" she mewled. She was intentionally blurring the line between mother and girlfriend.
As my faculties returned to me, noticed that Mom was dressed - or rather, not dressed - for the occasion.
I finally clued in to the stifling heat grinding against my thigh. I do not know how I had missed it, but the sensation of Mom's soft, fluffy pubic hair tickling my leg was suddenly all I could focus on.
"Wait, are you naked?"
Mom sported a devilish grin and signaled for me to lift the blanket off of us. "Why don't you take a look for yourself?"
I pried open the covers and craned my neck so I could see past Mom's head. I did not need the visual confirmation, but I wanted it badly. She was kind enough to turn her head to the side, giving me a glimpse of her grinding against my leg. Her legs were intertwined with mine, putting her pussy in the perfect position to rub against my bare thigh.
I was still having trouble coming to terms with reality. "You're naked."
"I'm naked, honey. You've got a naked Mommy lying on you, and there's nothing you can do about it!" She laughed like a cartoon supervillain. "Speaking of naked..."
Mom placed another loud, juicy kiss on my cheek, then scuttled under the covers, out of view. In a flash, she hooked her thumbs under my boxers and yanked them off, leaving me equally nude. "There! Isn't that better?"
Either I had woken up with morning wood, or my body was reacting instinctively to Mom's powerful aura. Her mere teasing was enough to turn cogs that had previously turned for nobody.
Mom purred happily from below the covers. "Looks like somebody else is happy to see me, too."
One finger at a time, Mom gingerly wrapped her digits around the base of my cock. I was so hard that it was glued to my stomach, but she gently pulled until it was sticking straight up in the air. If she had let go, it would have slapped against my belly again, so she was sure to keep her grip firm.
Mom tucked her other hand beneath my balls, forming a cup. Raising her hand up ever so slightly, she cradled them in her palm like they were fragile bird eggs, lightly brushing her thumb over the smooth surface. I felt secure in her hands; she knew exactly how to handle me. It had been less than twenty-four hours since she had touched me sexually for the first time, but somehow it felt natural.
A loud, bubbly gurgle told me she was gathering up a glob of spit in her mouth. With my dick pointed in the air, she dribbled it onto the tip. Using her hand, she spread it around until it evenly coated the whole head. Thanks to that thick, glossy sheen, I felt every nerve ending scream out when she blew a stream of cool air over the inflated knob.
I needed an explanation as to why my skeleton wanted to jump out of my skin. "Oh my god, that feels amazing. What are you doing?"
"Just making sure he's nice and wet before I put him in my mouth," Mom hummed without a care in the world. One might be forgiven for thinking she was discussing dinner plans, but the reality was far more vulgar.
"Before you... wait, what?"
Mom giggled from her hiding place below the duvet. "You should probably get your camera ready for this next part, honey."
I flung open the covers, stripping Mom of the one thing keeping her modest. I did not need to guess any longer; I saw for myself that she, with my dick and balls clutched in her hands, was hovering her lips a mere inch from the head of my cock. Her lips were parted so that her tongue could hang lazily from her open mouth.
She looked like a lapdog begging for a treat. "Does that look good?"
I was frozen in place. "Fucking spectacular."
"In that case: geeeet your caaaaamera oooooout." Mom sung her demand, using the head of my dick as a microphone. She was being playful, but was deadly serious about her request.
I quickly did as she bade. POV shots were easy to frame; the hard part was stopping my hands from shaking while I recorded. I turned it on and gave her the thumbs up.
Mom cooed, gently stroking my cock with her gaze transfixed on the camera lens. "Good morning, sweetheart."
"Good morning, Mommy." My heart soared as I spoke those innocuous words, knowing the true depravity of the meaning they carried.
She kissed the underside of my cock, then let her tongue flop out of her mouth. It hung down to her chin, making a runway to welcome me in. She tasted me like an ice pop, slowly letting her taste buds brush over me one at a time.
Mom licked her lips. "Mmm, salty."
"Is that bad?"
Mom thought to herself for a moment, then decided that she needed another taste to make up her mind. She dipped back down and flattened her tongue against the head, rubbing it back and forth along the bottom a couple times. "No, not bad. I kind of like it."
Mom pursed her lips to plant delicate smooches over the engorged helmet. After that, she assaulted my cock head with a barrage of sloppy kisses, each one wetter and more frantic than the last. With each kiss she delivered, she opened her mouth a little bit more, gradually parting her lips to accept more of the head into her mouth. She basted it with even more saliva in the meantime, her tongue darting out every so often to check the salinity.
Mom ushered another glob of spit to the front of her mouth and drooled it onto the head, watching with fascination as the foam dripped down the sides. The bubbles melted down the length, dripping down my shaft until they met her closed fist wrapped around the root. She squeezed tight to stop the flow of slimy goo from running any further. Once a small pool had collected at the top of her hand, she transitioned to a corkscrew motion as she lifted it towards the head. Saliva lubricated her ascent, so she easily glided up the length of my cock until the head was secured within her palm.
The bulging, pink head in her clenched fist looked like the pistil of a precious flower, with her lily-white fingers acting as the beautiful petals. With just the head sticking out of her slippery mitt, Mom brought her lips down to greet it. She pursed them against the tip, blessing the crown with a tiny kiss. Then she opened her jaw, sliding her lips over the fat bulb to swallow the whole thing at once. It remained in her mouth for only a moment -- long enough for her to timidly nurse on the puffy head a couple of times.
She released it with a plop, hardly affording me the time to relish the wet, heated den, then turned her attention elsewhere. "Your balls look awfully cold, honey."
"They do?"
Mom nodded her head in an exaggerated fashion, knowing the hint had gone over my head. "Uh-huh. Don't you think so?"
I tried my hardest to play along. "Oh, yeah. I think you're right."
"Should Mommy put them somewhere cozy to keep them warm?" She pleaded with her eyes, as though nothing in the world would make her happier in that moment than to have a pair of balls in her mouth.
"Holy fuck, yes!"
She shuffled further down the bed, granting her easier access to my balls. She used a hand to corral them, gathering both of them in her palm to tug them away from my body. Her soft, bumpy tongue lapped against the swollen eggs, tickling them with what was to come.
Mom pushed on the back of my balls with two fingers, nudging one of them forward so she could wrap her lips around it. With patient suction, she slurped on the fat plum and gently popped it inside. Her noisy suckling was silenced as soon as her lips made an airtight seal around it. She opened her mouth wide, loudly sucking in air as she used her fingers to ease my other ball into her mouth, packing it in tightly against the first. Her maw was stuffed to the brim, forcing her cheeks to puff out like a chipmunk to accommodate both of them. They fit inside, but just barely.
I had seen people undergo the "Chubby Bunny" challenge on the internet before, wherein one tried to stuff their mouth with marshmallows and try to say the titular phrase as many times as they could before their mouths were too full. I figured since Mom was halfway there already - though with a decidedly adult twist - we should have some fun with it.
"Is your mouth full, Mommy?" I teased, brushing a strand of blonde hair out of her eyes.
Mom nodded happily, her throat gurgling as she fought to speak around the mass of meat. "Eh ih fuww!" Her cheerful response pushed saliva from her bulging lips; it bubbled and oozed from the corners of her mouth. Nothing she did could stop her from drooling.



Inside Mom's mouth, her tongue fluttered against my balls. She poked and prodded them, examining her captured prey. Her lips nursed greedily around the base of my balls like she was sucking on a baby bottle. The comparison was accurate in more ways than one; her eyes were closed, betraying a state of absolute bliss.
Longing for air, Mom widened her jaw and sucked in a loud, messy breath through the spit soaked cracks. Slowly, as though she did not truly want to relinquish me, she used her tongue to push the fat orbs forward, ushering them out of her mouth. A long, glistening strand of saliva kept the two of us connected, leading from my balls all the way to her quivering lips.
Mom had completed her tentative lap, familiarizing herself with the touch and taste of my cock before she dove in headfirst. After the previous night, and her inspired wake-up call, I knew she was growing accustomed to touching me, but a blowjob felt different. To take me into her mouth was a display of devotion like no other. To flood her sense of taste, touch, and smell with my manhood was nothing short of sincere servitude, and a pleasure that no mother should ever give to her own son.
"Ready to see if Mommy still has what it takes?" She was ready; I could see it in her eyes.
"To do what?"
"To make you cum, silly!" she taunted. "Mama used to be pretty darn good at this. Wanna see how long you can last in my mouth?"
"I thought you were inexperienced with all this?"
She suddenly seemed very sure of herself. "Oh, honey. That was with my hands. I never used them much; I've always been more of a mouth gal."
It was bizarre to hear Mom disclose her preferred method for making men cum, but as long as I was to be at the receiving end, I was willing to overlook a lot of awkwardness - not to mention the fact that she'd just sold herself as some kind of a blowjob queen. I had already been on the edge of my seat before she'd hyped herself up. After that, my excitement tripled. I couldn't wait for her to deliver.
Mom held my cock firmly in place with her face hovering above it, staring down at her meal before she devoured it. She formed a circle with her lips that was just wide enough to fit the tip, making a snug ring that stretched around the knob as she worked her way down. Her tongue gently battered it on all sides, treating it to an assortment of licks and nudges before she found a comfortable spot on the underside of my dick to flatten it against.
As her mouth worked its way down, she paused every couple of inches to go back and forth over the same spot a handful of times - mini-blowjobs as preludes to the full treatment. Thusly she ushered my cock fully into her mouth, then further into the confines of her throat, intently basting the length with saliva on her way down.
Not every pause was a tease; every so often, she had to take a moment to steady her resolve. She stifled the urge to gag time and time again, but she did not break eye contact with the camera a single time. It was long before her left eye was twitching uncontrollably. Her sputtering throat sent speckles of saliva onto my tummy, and her breathing was laboured, but she refused to look away. The power of her eye contact had me in a trance. I was completely captivated, helpless against the expert manipulations of her mouth, tongue, and fixed stare.
Her grip on my balls was still firm, but they felt completely safe in her hands. She tugged gently on the sack slowly and rhythmically. Between her loud, spastic gurgling and the chaotic, random dips of her head, those tender tugs were the only constant. Like the waves of the ocean, they were as comforting as they were predictable.
With a mighty heave, Mom drove the last few inches of my throbbing cock into her gullet. Her left eye went from twitching to violently fluttering as she struggled to accommodate me. Her throat produced loud, wretched gurgles as she fought against her body's cries for air.
"You can do it, Mom," I said.
Her lips trembled around the root, but remained in place. She ignored the tiny tear that trickled out of corner of her eye, wearing it as a badge of honor. Having her mouth stuffed to the gills made it impossible for her to control the flow of saliva trickling out of the loose seal. The juicy stream ran down, cascading over my balls. They were cocooned in her small, clenched fist, but the drool managed to seep through the cracks of her fingers.
"Move your hand," I commanded sternly.
As though she had been waiting for such a demand all along, Mom pulled her hand away from my balls in a heartbeat. She was no longer holding my cock upright, which left the walls of her throat as the only thing keeping my raging erection in place. Without her there, its rigidity would have driven it directly against my stomach.
Every flex made my dick lurch against the front of her throat. The bloated head pulsated within the sweltering depths, pushing outward in all directions as it grew in size. Mom's eyes bugged out so dramatically that I wondered if the powerful swelling could be seen from the outside. I imagined a bulge in her neck, as though a balloon was inflating inside it.
Still locked in a staring contest with the camera, Mom reached out an open hand towards me. I extended my free one to meet hers. Our fingers interlocked, palms pressed together, to connect us in yet another way. She didn't need to say a word. One squeeze of her hand told me everything I needed to know.
Her other hand rubbed the inside of my thigh with long, reassuring strokes to drive the point home: she was happy where she was. She was the one with a dick spasming in her throat, which made it peculiar that she was the one comforting me. She swaddled me with an endless expression of affection, tirelessly tending to my swollen dick in a way that, ironically, only a mother can.
I cheered for her. "You made it to the bottom!"
"Ehh ay dih!" Mom garbled with a satisfied smile. She patted my thigh triumphantly, proud to have proven to both of us that she was still immeasurably talented.
"You're gonna make me cum if you keep me that deep."
Mom immediately let go of my hand, her eyes wide with terror. She shook her head subtly, perhaps to hide her visceral reluctance from the camera. I thought about cutting the video, but that kind of reaction was exactly what made our content so special. It was real, and sometimes reality isn't as neatly manicured as you want. Mom had already proven that her inclination towards sex went far beyond my expectations, so I was surprised to see her draw the line at something as casual as swallowing cum.
I caressed Mom's cheek with the back of my fingers. "What's wrong?"
She lifted her head out of my lap, giving herself just enough room to respond. True to form, she left the head of my cock inside of her mouth and allowed me to enjoy the sensation of her tongue battering against me while she spoke.
"I've never done... that before." She immediately dropped her head down when she was done talking, resuming her steady sucking like she had never stopped.
"Swallowed?"
Mom pulled my dick out of her mouth. She planted a kiss on the head, then said, as timidly as the new girl in school, "I don't like the taste." She had barely finished speaking when her lips wrapped themselves around the root again. For my sake, or perhaps hers, Mom refused to stop blowing me for a second longer than she had to. Conversation was but an inconvenience to her.
I didn't want to pressure her into anything, but secretly hoped that she would talk herself into saying yes. "Are you saying no?"
Mom did not respond for a minute. It was the first time that she broke eye contact with the camera, so I knew she was deep in thought. She bobbed up and down in my lap, greasing my cock with every dip of her head. She was acting like, if she sucked my dick well enough, I would forget about the question. Truthfully, she was doing a damn good job.
"Mommy?" I called to her. Her brow tensed, annoyed that I would evoke an innocent nickname for such nefarious purposes. "Pretty please?"
I could see the conflict in her eyes, and written across her brow. She wanted to give me what I asked for, whether for the video or my own enjoyment, but the memory of something most foul was pushing back hard.
"Did you like the taste last night?" I asked.
She pulled back a few inches. "I-I don't... it was just a little bit, and it was for the camera!" Then plummeted into my lap once more.
We both knew it was a lie.
"I saw you in the window," I said. "You wiped it off your face and sucked it right off your finger." I had no proof, but we both knew it was true.
Shame blossomed on Mom's cheeks as she pulled me from her mouth. She wiped her lips with the back of her hand to erase the multitude of sparkling saliva strands that connected us.
Mom scrunched her nose. "You saw me do that that?"
"How was it?"
"Salty, just like your dick. Also a little bitter, I guess. But that's different!" She punctuated her insistence by spitting loudly onto my bulging cockhead.
"Why?"
"I can drink a teaspoon of just about anything." Mom eyeballed my dick like it might spew forth a gallon of cum as any moment. "But your dick does not measure by the teaspoon; it measures by the liter!"
"Did mine taste better than Dad's?"
Mom's face broke into a coy smirk. "Yes honey, your cum tastes better than your father's." She continued to absentmindedly stroke me, pumping her fist like the motion was already burned into her muscle memory.
"And my dick?"
Mom stuck out her tongue and tapped me against it a couple of times. Her eyes aimed up and the right, like she was staring at something off in the distance while she mulled over the flavour on her tongue. She sucked the head into her mouth a couple of times, soaking her taste buds in cock-flavored saliva before she made up her mind.
Mom smooched the head-- a reward for passing her personal taste test. "It also tastes better than his. Mama likes the way you taste, sugar."
I was happy that the camera did not capture my cheesy grin. "Thanks, Mom."
"Wanna know something else?" Mom lowered her voice like she was about to share a secret. "You're bigger than him, too."
"Dad was like six feet tall! He's huge!"
Mom rolled her eyes - at the disappointing memory, I wagered. "Not where it counted."
I could not begin to fathom whether or not any of that was true. She knew how to play to the camera. I sincerely hoped she wasn't - or wasn't just..
"So where did this thing come from?" I inquired.
"I don't know, sweetheart. Maybe the same genes that gave me these big ol' things!" Mom reached down with one hand to jiggle one of her breasts. "I guess we both have Grandma to thank."
"Mom! I don't want to be thinking about Grandma's boobs right now!"
"Oh, I'm so sorry honey! Would you rather be thinking about Mommy's big, huge tits instead?" The irony was not lost on me.
Like a hawk swooping in to snatch up its unsuspecting prey, Mom dove into my lap and plugged her throat with my cock. Its walls squeezed tightly, entombing me within a canal of hot, convulsing flesh. She knew I was close, and rather than remind her again, I allowed the steady throbbing of my dick speak for itself.
A tiny tear broke from the corner of Mom's eye, but she was so focused that she neglected to wipe it off. The small droplet ran down the side of her nose, leaving a trail behind it as it traced the outline of her bulging lips. I held my breath - time slowed to a crawl - as it fell from her chin and landed onto my balls, where it was instantly assimilated into the lurid concoction of saliva and precum in which she had so generously basted me.
"Oh fuck," I groaned.
Mom must have thought I was impressed with her talented throat; oblivious to the tear. She gurgled happily, blowing bubbles with a satisfied glint in her eye.
"Mom, I'm gonna-"
"Gaw ahaa, hoey," Mom warbled, her throat garishly distended around my pulsating meat. Her eyes were locked on the camera so intently that I doubt a hurricane could have broken her focus.
My hands were shaking. I had to fight the urge to throw the camera down and grab Mom by the back of the head. I desperately need to capture that act of savage dominance, but needed both hands to stop the camera from rattling. Pride abandoned me, and with it, the ability to stop myself from howling like a cat in heat as my orgasm tore through me without mercy.
"Oh fucking hell, Mom!" My voice reached a terrifically high pitch.
Mom had a sixth sense. It told her exactly when to drag my cock from its slobbery den so it did not dump directly into her stomach -- and not a moment too soon. She left only the head - engorged like a ripe, purple plum - lodged within her mouth. Her tongue hugged the bottom as bed for it to rest on.
Mom loyally tended to the exposed shaft, still slickened with saliva, by pumping her fist up and down. There was a perfect unity in her motions; every stroke was timed with a subtle bob of her head, meticulously coaxing the cum from my balls. She was a well-oiled machine designed for exactly one purpose.
An extraordinary wave of tingles exploded from my brain and travelled down though my limbs. Every beat of my heart drove them through my veins, delivering ecstatic energy to every cell in my body.
My cock throbbed defiantly, unable to withstand another second of Mom's methodical extraction technique. A thick, gluey vine of cum erupted from the tip, messily spewing salty syrup onto her tongue. She mewed happily, nursing on the swollen crown while she waited for more.
The second one came out so fast that, based on how she tensed up in concentration, it must have splattered directly against the back of her throat. Mom gagged, briefly breaking eye contact to stare down at the monstrous pillar of muscle pulsating in her hands. She furrowed her brow in concentration and retrained her pupils on the camera lens, awaiting the next deposit.
I could not see how much cum I was emptying into Mom's mouth. My dick felt like it was made of pure energy-- the sun itself exploding between my legs. I felt a gallon of cum sloshing around in her mouth, bloating her cheeks to a comical size while she struggled to keep it all from spilling out. That was, of course, a fantasy-- but it was not far from the truth.
Mom was admittedly inexperienced with cum. Even the modest amount of cum I fed to her was proving to be quite a challenge. She had become a statue. Her hand had frozen mid-stroke, afraid that unnecessary movement might make the cum splash around her mouth in ways she was not particularly fond of.
I felt like I was having my soul pulled right out of me, and only when the tremors in my legs subsided was I finally able to speak. "Oh, God d-dammit, Mom."
"Mmhmm?" Mom piped up. She sucked extra hard, her lips clinging to the throbbing mushroom as she pulled them off, gradually releasing my cock so that nothing would spill out.
"Are you gonna..." I did not want to sound needy, but I was.
Mom's mouth was too full for a toothy grin, so a faint smile was all she gave. She held a finger to her lips to shush me, then sat back on her knees. She tilted her head back, opening her cavernous maw so the camera had a clear view of the large, murky puddle. Her tonsils were completely covered, and her tongue was swimming freely in an ocean of briny glue.
She blew a kiss to the camera, then gave it a cheeky wink while flicking her tongue through the pool of cum. She closed her mouth and straightened her neck in a way reminiscent of opera singers before a big solo. Mom ushered the massive mouthful into position so she could swallow it all at once, taking a climactic, pregnant pause before she did so.
She scrunched her eyes shut, forcing her body to act against its wishes. One hearty gulp, loud enough for the camera to capture, was all it took. Her eyes fluttered erratically as the sizable load slid down her throat and into her belly, where she would surely feel it stir for the rest of the day.
She took several deep breaths, panting pathetically from exertion and a general lack of air. Then she thanked her viewers for watching. She was a gazelle at the end of an exhausting chase, though I suppose the gazelle isn't the one who finishes such a chase with a hearty meal.
"Thank--"something bubbled out of Mom's stomach, interrupting her speech. She channeled all of her energy into one final gulp, throwing her head back to ingest the remaining cum that still clung to the back of her gullet. She cleared her throat with a wet, sputtering cough while she waved to the camera.
With tears streaming down her face, she smiled and said, "Thank you for letting Mommy suck on your cock, sweetheart."
I held the camera on her for an extra couple seconds, regretful that the amazing moment was about to end. She waited patiently, indulging my extended cut.
"Annnnnnnd we're clear," I announced, dropping the camera.
Mom covered her mouth with both hands. "Holy shit, honey! I just sucked your dick."
"And you did a damn good job." I wanted her to be proud of her profound talent.
"I did?"
I grinned. "Do you really have to ask?"
She blushed. "I guess not; I can still taste the evidence."
"I told you! You're amazing, Mom."
"I know, I know. Thank you." She waved my compliments away. "But like... honey! I just sucked your dick! How are you feeling? Are you okay?"
I felt fucking amazing. I felt like the king of the world! That came as no surprise to me; everything I had ever wanted was coming true, slowly but surely, and I was not going to look back for a single second. The surprise, once again, came from my scene partner.
"That was so much fun!" she exclaimed. Mom fell back onto the bed next to me and accidentally let a tiny - albeit very audible - burp escape her lips. "Oh, goodness. I think that was a... a cum burp? Is that a thing?"
I turned my body to face hers and placed a hand on her waist. "The only way to know for sure is to try again, I guess."
Mom rolled her eyes with a fake laugh. "Oh, you'd hate to do that, wouldn't you?"
"Anything in the name of science. Do you feel weird at all?"
"A little, to be honest. I guess it's just strange that I went so long without swallowing, only for the first time in twenty years to be you, of all people."
"How'd it taste?"
Mom put on a fake cutsey voice. "Oh, darling, like sugar and candy."
"Really?"
She swatted my chest. "No, goofball! It was salty, mostly. But there was a little bit of sweetness, too. I didn't hate it."
"You liked it?"
Mom sat up and looked me in the eye. "That was what you took from that sentence? You think I'm going to be asking for protein shots in my breakfast smoothies now?"
I narrowed my eyes. "Are you trying to get me hard so we can shoot another scene?"
Mom leapt to her feet and pointed at my dick the way one would a disobedient puppy. "Down, boy! Down!"
"He will behave! I promise."
That comment cued Mom's instincts to tease. "Yeah? So, if I asked you to sleep in my bed tonight, would you be able to keep that promise?"
I could not tell if she was messing with me. "Really?"
"No funny business! I'm serious, Eric. I just..." Her shoulders sagged and her head, too heavy to be held high, slumped forward. "I miss falling asleep beside someone. Even if we aren't going to film it, I thought maybe we could still cuddle?"
My heart grew ten sizes. "Fair warning, Mom; I'm going to cuddle the hell out of you."
An enigmatic grin broke through her stupor. Perhaps I was losing my mind in the wake of her passionate blowjob, but I swear I would have crawled through broken glass just to see a faded photograph of that beautiful smile.



"I'm not even gonna wear anything sexy," she insisted, "just a ratty, old t-shirt and granny panties."
"Good. I love a cozy woman. You're gonna look so comfortable; I can't wait."
"Yeah? You like that?" Mom dropped to her hands and knees at the foot of the bed. She crawled towards me one slow, steady step at a time, seducing me with the dream of a good night's sleep. "Make sure to leave a couple of glasses of water on the nightstand in case we get thirsty in the middle of the night."
"Oh, fuck. You're a dirty girl. What time are we waking up?"
Mom feigned an adorable pout. "I was thinking we could sleep in really late this time. I'm talking like eight, nine in the morning."
I was too dumbfounded by her poor understanding of "sleeping in" to continue our satirical flirting. "Nine? Is that late to you?"
Mom sat back on her haunches and tucked her hair over her ears. "It is late! Fine, let's call it nine-thirty, but I don't want to hear a peep about it."
"If you wake me up like you did today, I'll get up whenever you want me to."
Mom turned around to climb to her feet, then smacked her lips dramatically. "I'll think about it."
I, a simple man, could not resist the call to reach out and swiftly slap her ass as she got off of the bed. Mom had not yet found her balance when my hand smacked her, so she stumbled from the force of the blow.
"Honey!" she cried out. One would have thought that she'd seen a ghost.
"Sorry, Mom. I couldn't resist."
She peered at me over her shoulder like a Coppertone ad. "You like it that much, huh?
She tucked her fingers underneath both of her ass cheeks, vigorously shaking the shelf up and down. "You can touch it one more time if you go get me a glass of water."
"So that you can wash the taste of my cum out of your mouth?" I teased.
"Not out, honey: down."
To my foolish brain, that was somehow hotter. My balls tingled, as though they had not dumped a gallon of baby butter down Mom's throat just minutes prior. She had truly awoken a stamina that I had not known I possessed.
I scampered to the kitchen to retrieve her drink, practically skipping through fields of flowers as I did. I was alive with the glory of love, positively enamoured with my mother in a way that outmatched every crush I had ever harboured for a beautiful woman.
CHAPTER 4
The impact of that afternoon carried on for weeks after, setting the stage for Mom and my daily interactions. We made dozens of hand-job videos, two dozen videos of her blowing me, and a whole slurry of nude footage to add to our growing archive of smut. I could hardly believe just how many gigabytes of incestuous evidence I possessed.
Eventually, I caved and bought an expensive GoPro to facilitate the filming. It would leave both of my hands free to fully enjoy the experience, and its fish-eye lens made the first-person perspective feel even more authentic.
Mom had a particular fondness for using her mouth, and her talents improved from the near-daily practice she subjected herself to. I had completely given up on masturbating; there was no point in wasting what would inevitably become another glistening addition to our annals of amateur pornography.
I was living the dream. I had a beautiful woman posing naked for me every day and, in addition, we had grown much closer thanks to the copious amount of time we spent around each other in the nude.
Better still, the line between her on camera-persona and how she interacted with me "in real life" was steadily blurring. Off-camera kisses became a frequent thing, and though they never progressed to fully making out, it was surreal to give my mother a goodbye kiss before I left to attend class for the day.
I was so enthralled with the routine of having my dick sucked every day that I completely forgot about sex.
Okay, that's a lie. Somewhere in the back of mind, I was still aware of how firmly she'd forbidden it, but I was having so many orgasms that I was some combination of too satisfied and too scared to push her. Of course, I told myself that I was being a good guy by respecting her boundaries and not pushing her.
The results of my patience revealed themselves one morning over breakfast. I was scraping the last scoop of oatmeal from my bowl when Mom, having just finished her artistically arranged bowl of yogurt and berries, asked if I had a second to talk before we began filming for the day.
True to our calling as amateur pornstars, I was completely naked at the table. I rarely found it necessary or even prudent to wear clothes when we had a shoot scheduled. Mom, dressed in a white robe to conceal her nudity, was slight more modest, though a single tug on the knot around her waist would reveal her deliciously naked body underneath. I was giddy with excitement to unwrap her, but did my best to focus on her request and take it seriously.
I pushed my empty bowl forward and crossed my hands on the table. "What's up, Mom?"
She seemed uncertain with how to start the conversation she had initiated. Whatever thoughts were running through her mind, they seemed impossible for her to sort out. With a shake of her head, she collected herself and asked what I planned on doing that night. Like every night, my plans were to hang out with her. She was not satisfied with that answer.
"I was thinking," she said, "that maybe we could go out for dinner? Like, to a real restaurant."
"As a couple?" The use of that title made my heart skip a beat.
Mom nodded excitedly. "It would be fun to dress up and go spend a night on the town. Don't you think?"
I certainly did. Any opportunity to show her off was one that I would have been happy to take. Even if I'd been trying to get dates with other women, I doubted I would have scored a beauty like her more than once in a blue moon.
Shortly after breakfast, I picked a restaurant that I knew she would like. It was a decent distance away, but I figured that would lower the chances of us running into someone we knew.
We spent the entire day finding as many opportunities as we could to tease the other in anticipation. Mom came into my room on more than one occasion to interrupt my homework session. She would pretend to be interested in what I was working on while either planting dozens of not-so-subtle kisses on the back of my neck or worming her hand in between my thighs. The surge of blood that she sent flooding to my cock would linger long after she left, making it impossible to think about anything else. No matter how horny she made me, though, I refused to jerk off. I wanted to save everything for her.
It was strange that, after all we had been through, we were finally going on our first date. But, we had all the familiarity of a couple who had been together for many years.
The dress that Mom chose to wear was nothing short of miraculous. The red garment was snug on her curves, with a deep "V" containing her cleavage that left very little to my imagination. The dress stopped just above her knees, both of which were clad in sheer stockings whose roots were buried in the toes of her dazzling white heels. I had never seen such an outfit on her before, and wondered if she had purchased it just to wow me.
I did not need to tell her how breathtaking she looked. As soon as I set eyes on her remarkable form descending the stairs into the foyer, she confidently declared, "I know, honey. I thought you'd like it."
I looked like a regular schlub next to her, but her mere presence made me twice the man I knew I was. Simply having her next to me made me feel like a king with no equal. The fact that such a woman of her caliber had chosen to spend even one minute in my company was sure to turn more than a few heads, and I think both of us were keen to let people stare.
At the restaurant, neither the valet, the server, nor the surrounding tables knew of the monumental strides we were taking by being seen together in that light. Running into somebody we knew would raise serious questions; no mother would be caught dead taking her son out to dinner in something so immodest. Nevertheless, I deemed the risk worth it. Clearly, so did Mom.
In keeping with the theme of the evening, we ordered an unfamiliar appetizer. As soon as we took the first bite of seaweed-encrusted chicken skewers, our response was so instantaneous that it nearly made the other laugh hard enough to spit out their food.
Mom scrunched her face into a contorted display of disgust. "That is awful!"
I lifted my napkin so that I could spit out the abhorrent mouthful. "You can say that again. At least we tried it, right?"
She pushed her plate away. "That will be that last time I have seaweed that isn't wrapped around a piece of raw fish."
I put similar distance between me and the putrid appetizer. "Amen."
Our entrees, and the wine that went with them, went down a lot smoother -- though to be fair, it's hard to compare anything wrapped in seaweed to the divine purity of a well-cooked porterhouse. Mom opted for a salad, and only elected to add a grilled chicken breast to it after she had made a chuckle-worthy joke about her increased protein intake as of late.
As the meal progressed, Mom became more liberal with her hands. What began as a simple hold on my fingers quickly translated to her stroking the inside of my wrist, and culminated with the insertion of her stocking-clad foot - sans shoe - between my legs under the table.
I jumped a little when she wiggled her toes underneath my ball sack. I looked around to make sure nobody had noticed, but we were completely alone. None of the other diners had a second of time to spare for the mother and son playing footsies in the dimly lit corner of the room.
I stifled a groan. "What are you doing down there?"
Mom grinned with malicious intent. "Just playing with my food."
My heart sunk into my stomach, but I wanted to play ball. I glanced around at the other patrons just to ease my worries; nobody had noticed. She dug in with her toes, sliding her foot deeper into my crotch so that the bridge of her foot was tucked tightly below my balls.
"Jesus, Mom. You're gonna make me hard," I said breathlessly, but it was too late. Blood had begun rushing to my cock the moment her toes touched me, and in just a few short seconds I was as stiff as a double whiskey.
She held a finger over her mouth to shush me. "Careful with talk like that, honey. Do you want me to change the subject, before it's too late?"
Assuming that she was talking about the worry that I might pop a boner in the midst of a crowded restaurant, I informed her that it was too late. Unwilling to take me at my word, Mom pulled her foot out from the nook between me and the chair so that she could poke around in search of proof. Her tiny toes prodded the base of my dick, which was glued to the inside of my thigh, then traced the bulging outline in the fabric all the way to the head.
She leaned in closer so nobody would hear. "Oh, honey. Just from Mommy's lil' toes?"
I averted my gaze to the napkin covering my lap and shamefully nodded my head. "We should get the cheque, like, really soon."
"Not yet. I still have something I want to talk to you about." She loved being in control. Usually I was the one giving her directions from behind a camera, but that night she was in the driver's seat.
"Well, what is it?" I was curious, but more interested in a distraction so that I wouldn't dump a load of cum into my nice pants.
Mom thought for a moment, mulling over how to best explain what was on her mind. I was prepared for the worst, but my anxiety dissipated when she asked plainly, "How are our subscribers doing?"
I was not sure why she would ask a question whose answer she already knew. "They're good. People love the couple's content."
"That's good, I guess." She tried to obscure her disappointment, but came up short.
I narrowed my eyes at her. "Let me guess; you're pouting because it's too easy, and you miss having a challenge?"
Mom shook her head. "It's just that... I suppose it doesn't really matter. We are making money, right? Enough for you finish school?"
"I don't want to count any chickens over here but, you know. One, two 10,000!"
Mom smiled, but once again it melted into what appeared to be thinly-veiled frustration. "That's great news, honey! Really, I'm happy to hear that."
"Do you want me to get you a dictionary so you can look up the definition of that word? I don't think you're using it right."
She rolled her eyes. "Ha-ha, very funny."
"Come on! We've always been able to tell each other everything. If anything, that should be doubly true now, after everything we've been through."
Mom's sour demeanor finally broke into a gleeful grin, accompanied by a swift swat on my arm. "Okay, fine! You know I don't like keeping secrets from you." She stirred an olive pit around in her bowl, pushing it back and forth with her fork. "I guess part of me - like, a small part - is a bit annoyed that we're doing so well."
Finally, she looked up from her bowl and saw the quizzical look on my face, so she knew she had to explain herself further. "The last time we had a dip in subscribers we tried something new, remember?"
I scoffed at the idea that such a powerful core memory could ever be forgotten. "Of course I do."
Mom straightened her back. "Right, exactly. I guess I was just hoping that, if they had dipped again, it would be an excuse to try something else."
"Maybe we don't need an excuse! We could do some stuff in public, maybe?"
"That's very creative sweetheart, but tell me this; what's the one thing in the world you wish we could do together?"
I blurted out the reply, spewing forth my utmost desire. I leaned and whispered, "I want to have sex with you."
Mom sucked in a sharp breath, trying to obscure the faint tremble in her lower lip. I was sure she had expected that reply, but it was probably still jarring to actually hear it. "Are you sure, honey? Are you sure that's what you want?"
"More than anything in the world."
She had already finished eating, but gulped down her nerves as though they were spilling out of her mouth. She parted her lips a few times to speak, but closed them each time as she wrestled with how to respond. Finally, after a few agonizing seconds, she looked at me and offered a subtle, yet eager nod.
I could not believe it: literally. "Holy shit. Are you serious?"
Again, she nodded. "I think so. I've been thinking about it a lot and... well, I just want to do it."
"Well, you did take me out for dinner. Maybe I should let you take me to bed." Much to my surprise, my sarcasm broke the tension like a battering ram. Mom snorted like an ugly piglet and had to cover her mouth to contain the giggle fit.
I pulled her hand away from her mouth so that I could kiss the back of her knuckles. "Is that a yes?"
Both of her cheeks burned a deep crimson. "It's a yes, sweetheart. Are we crazy?"
"We are absolute fucking lunatics," I assured her.
We paid the bill, grabbed our jackets, then stepped outside to wait for the valet. Both of us were giddy with excitement over the dirty little secret we shared. None of the other diners -- some a few mere feet from our table -- knew of the breadth of our incestuous plans.
The evening air was calm, and just chilly enough that Mom was encouraged to stand close to me for warmth. I wrapped my jacket around her shoulders and hugged her tight. Her fingers intertwined with mine and, once they were embedded, refused to loosen for a single second.
Mom insisted that she was feeling too loopy from the wine to drive home comfortably, so I played chauffeur to my darling passenger. The drive home would not be long, but it seemed that she couldn't wait.
By the time we had passed the second set of stoplights, she was already leaning over the stick shift to assault my neck with kisses. It happened so quickly that I pondered the possibility that she was lying about being drunk to ensure that she would be able to toy with me on the drive home.
She breathed heavy into my ear. "Is this okay?"
"You mean, am I going to crash?"
She nodded with a wicked grin.
"Erm, probably not."
"What if I do this?" Her question did nothing to alleviate the surprise of her hand slithering between my legs.
"W-whoa, Mom!"
She giggled happily and lifted my arm rest so she could unzip my pants. "Eyes in the road, mister. Let Mommy play."
Her hand reached into the open zipper and fished around for my dick. Upon finding it, her fingers circled around the head. "Is that okay?"
I grunted noisily. "Why don't you just tell me where this is going, and I can tell you whether or not it'll make me pass out?"
She fished my cock out of my pants and, without skipping a beat, pulled down the front of her dress so that her tits flopped out. Her bra was still on, but a mere glimpse of her cleavage made me throb in her palm.
"Why don't you just focus on the road and--" she punctuated each of her following words with a series of tight squeeze from her fingers. "--Let. Me. Play."
I nodded obediently; I was putty in her hands.
Mom knew exactly how to manipulate me to get what she wanted. That was true of me and of my dick. She knew every technique that would make me as hard as could be, but her talents did not stop there. Each practiced pull, every ounce of training that she had undergone while filming our videos, had turned her into an unparalleled expert in her desired field.
The veins running up the length of my cock came to life, responding to the touch to which it had grown so accustomed. She gingerly squished the spongy dome in her palm, paying specific attention to how my heartbeat thumped in response. The cushioned cap was made of memory foam, every tiny bump and swirl of her fingers imprinted upon it as they pressed down one by one. Her hand travelled down, ensnaring the root in her iron grip so she could begin her routine of vigorous stroking. By that point, despite my years of practice, Mom was better at jerking me off than I was.
I stared straight ahead, trying to hide how susceptible I was to her methodical fondling. My knuckles were as white as ash, and it took every ounce of focus in me to pay attention to the road. The dotted lines on the tarmac blurred and became one, while the yellow glow of the streetlamps distorted into bursts of angelic light from the heavens. I wanted to melt right then and there, but Mom kept me attentive.
"You're in the wrong lane, honey." She tugged my cock to the right like it was a joystick. "Go that way, please."
"S-sorry, Mom." I situated the car between the lines again, and hoped that nobody had noticed the erratic swerving.
I entered the proper lane just as we pulled up to a stoplight. I thought the red glow would bring a moment of peace for me to enjoy Mom's stroking, but luck was not on my side. In the rear-view mirror, just as I was closing my eyes to succumb to the pleasured of her clenched fist, a low riding, jet-black muscle car pulled up next to us and honked its horn.
The mystery driver called out to us. "Holy shit! Is that Mrs. P?"
My heart leapt into my throat. Mom quickly pulled up her dress to cover her tits, and lowered the window, using every ounce of poise that I lacked. She did not, however, remove her hand from my cock. In fact, her stroking reached a fever pitch, as though she was trying everything in her power to make me break while she remained calm and collected.
"Hello, boys," she cooed. "Long-time, no see."
It amazed me how calm she sounded despite the effort she was exerting. There was not so much as a hiccup in her pace when she greeted them. She picked up her speed to send me a message that came in loud and clear: she was not stopping.



"Is that Eric with you?" the voice asked.
I realized, to my dismay, that I recognized the driver.
I leaned forward in the seat so that I could see past Mom's gigantic tits, to find the Coopers - two brothers that I had been friends with as a kid - staring back at me.
I swallowed the lump in my throat, forcing myself to ignore the hand dutifully plummeting into my lap every half second. "Uh. Hey, guys."
If our car had been any lower to the ground, I feared that we would have been caught. Thankfully, the Coopers were car fanatics, and as such took joy in tuning their ride so it was a low to the pavement as it could go without breaking too many regulations.
"Been a minute, man," Dennis, the older brother, called from the driver seat.
His brother, Diego, leaned over him and shouted to me. "Weren't you in school for, like, photos or something?"
It was hard to hear them over the roar of their loud engine, but thankfully that obnoxious rumble masked the dull thumping of Mom's hand. Her tits, half-covered by the door, shook back and forth in tune with her relentless stroking. Thankfully, their car was too low to the ground for them to bear witness to the depraved sight of her tits bouncing back and forth.
I could barely keep my words in line. "How are have-- er, sorry. How's you been?"
The brothers exchanged confused looks, than burst out laughing. "Damn! Are you sure he should be driving, Mrs. P? That boy is drunk!"
The three of them shared a laugh at my expense while I did my best not to audibly grown when Mom's thumb brushed against my frenulum. She could have stopped, but the smile on her face betrayed just how she was thriving on my torment.
"What have you been up to, bro?" Diego piped up. "Haven't see you around much; thought maybe you moved."
Mom jumped in to rescue me, well aware that casual conversation was beyond the scope of my capabilities. Still, she punctuated every one of her words with a tight squeeze. "He's been studying very hard. Right, honey? Lots of long hours. You know how stiff the competition is."
The boys shrugged their shoulders, completely ignorant to the obvious euphemisms being waved in their faces. The light turned green, and the Coopers said their goodbyes. There was something along the lines of meeting up for a beer "sometime soon," but by that point my brain had stopped logging new memories so that it could zero in on the orgasm that Mom was about to pull out of me.
She playfully wagged my dick back and forth, using it to wave goodbye as they finally pulled away. "Say bye now, honey."
"B-bye, guys!" My voice warbled nervously. As soon as the boys were out of sight, I dropped the charade. "Jesus Christ, Mom. You have to slow down, I'm about to--"
"I know, honey. I can tell." She then pointed to the set of lights that the Coopers had just blown through. "Can you make it there?"
"Do I have to?"
"Mmhmm," she insisted, but not without sweetening the pot. "If you do, I'll let you cum in my mouth! Think you can make it?"
I pressed the gas pedal to the floor so hard that we nearly took off into the sky. Mom was thrown back against her seat with such force that she had to cling to my cock so she would not be thrown out of the car when it reached Mach 5. My mad dash to the finish line ended with the squeal of rubber tires being pushed to their absolute limit. The car had yet to come to a full stop when the first rope of semen burst from the tip.
Mom was waiting to pounce, and did so without a second to spare. Her lips closed around the inflated knob, sealing it inside just in time to contain the spurt of salty glue. She slid her tongue along the underside just as a powerful muscle spasm ejected it down her throat. The impact against the back wall made her gag, but there was no time for her to regain her poise before a second stream - much thicker than the first - flooded her gullet.
She thrust forward, refusing to take a breath, and swallowed my dick until her nose was pressed against my tummy. Her throat convulsed around me, its grip a velvet vice whose strangulation would have made the strongest of warriors fall to their knees.
My vision blurred, making dozens of bright red stoplights drift in and out of frame. I was seeing double, then triple, and eventually could not discern anything through the medley of colourful stars dancing around my head.
I could have been anywhere in the world; it did not matter. Even at the highest peak of the tallest mountain I would have succumbed to the whirlwind of chemicals coursing through my veins. I was convinced fireworks must have been erupting in my skull in such brilliant fashion that both of my eyes had rolled back just so they could watch the show.
Rather than gulp down the previous helping to make room for the next one, Mom patiently stored every drop. She gave a distressed gurgle, struggling to keep the frothy cream contained inside her puffed-out cheeks, but the dam held strong. The mouthful sloshed back and forth, its warmth bathing the head of my cock in a thick coat of glue. She carefully pulled her head back, her lips clinging to the fat, glistening dome as it slipped from between them.
I was so sensitive that the touch of her lips grazing over the head made my legs lock up. She was either transmitting or eliciting an electrical current that I could not help but react to, my muscles seizing up at the mere suggestion that she might dip her head down and plunge me into the depths of her throat once more. She tilted her head back so that nothing would spill out and, without swallowing a drop, choked out, "Aww gah?"
I released a breath of air that had gone stale in my lungs. "All gone, Mom."
Satisfied with my answer, Mom smiled happily with a tender squeeze on my upper thigh. The reward for her efforts was marinating on her tongue; all that was left for her to do was enjoy it. She kept her head back and, with one massive gulp, entombed an entire generation of my children to the depths of her gurgling stomach. She stuck her tongue out of her mouth and panted with exhaustion as she humbly relished the gift of oxygen that she had once taken for granted.
"Good job, honey," she said. "You made it to the lights!" To ensure she had not missed a spot, Mom opened the makeup mirror above her head and wiped off the corners of her mouth.
"I almost didn't make it! You are way too good at that, Mom." The lights had turned green at some point, and I was thankful that a cop had not pulled up behind us. That would have been hard to explain, and probably a little awkward if he'd asked for identification that would have named us as mother and son.
"Practice makes perfect." She closed the mirror and blew me a kiss. "Now, young man, are you gonna take me home, or do I still have to convince you?"
I had never tested how quickly our car could accelerate from a parked position, but I broke the land speed record finding out. I aimed to get home as fast as I could, even if that meant crashing through the bay window in our living room to meet the self-imposed deadline. On more than one occasion, Mom had to grab hold of the "holy-shit-bar" when I took a corner too fast, but not once did she tell me to slow down. She knew the stakes, and was likely as excited to get home as I was.
I pulled into the driveway with smoke on my tires.
Mom did not get out of her seat. "Are you going to come open the door for me, young man?"
I leapt out of the car and sped around the front to unlatch her door. She stretched her right leg straight out, spreading it as wide as she could before placing her heel on the pavement. With her thighs parted, the mess of chestnut fur between her legs made it clear that she had removed her underwear once I had exited the car. The hair peeked out from below the hem of her dress, which she had - with great intention - hiked up in an effort to enchant me with a brief glimpse of the treasure I had waited so long to claim.
Mom teased the furry tuft with the tips of her fingers, dragging the tips through the silky tendrils that formed a matted, brown carpet when woven together. "What's the matter, honey? Pussy-cat got your tongue?"
I extended my hand for her. "Something like that, yeah."
She placed her hand in mine, but instead of pulling herself out of the car, she slipped into my palm the very pair of underwear that she had been wearing all night. There was a dark, damp stain where the fabric had been pressed against her pussy.
Mom gracefully ascended out of the vehicle and kissed me on the cheek. "Such a gentleman I've raised."
Her claim was refuted by the many voices in my head screaming for me to lift the underwear to my nose and inhale her intoxicating aroma. Thankfully, I kept my degeneracy at bay just long enough for her to turn her back. When she did, I surrendered to my impulses. I closed my eyes and inhaled, basking in the richly scented syrup.
I must have been there for longer than I'd thought, because Mom was already at the front door when her voice broke my trance. "Stopping to smell the roses, are we?"
I stuffed her underwear into my pocket and bolted up the driveway. I was so excited to embrace her that I practically tackled her on the way inside. My arms looped around her tiny frame and pulled her body against mine, matching the intensity with which our mouths eagerly mashed themselves together. We were making out like ravenous teenagers before the door had even closed behind us.
Mom leapt into the air and wrapped her legs around my waist. Instinctively, to keep her supported, my hands shot underneath her to cradle her ass from below. Dough oozed through my fingers, prompting me to dig in as deep as I could. Each of my ten digits sunk in so deep that I imagined my fingernails to be completely eclipsed by her flesh, drawing long creases in her fat, blubbery bottom.
We did not stop making out the entire time I carried her upstairs, which made each step more dangerous than it needed to be. Had I fallen backwards, the night would have taken a drastically different turn, but she was light enough that we made it to the upper landing without a hitch.
Her bare pussy pressed against my stomach, drenching my abdomen in waves of muggy heat. Due to her grinding, her honey soaked through the bottom of my shirt and made the sodden cloth cling to my skin.
We passed my bedroom on the way to Mom's, prompting her to direct me inside. In between her rabid onslaught of kisses, she muttered, "Camera."
I carried her into the room, and then over to my desk, where the GoPro lay waiting. She picked it up and tightened the strap around my head, then tilted it so that she was staring right into the lens. "Perfect! Now, take me to bed, handsome."
I did not need another word of prompting. I readjusted my grip on Mom's ass and carried her down the hall. Just as we approached the door to her bedroom, she hopped down and instructed me to wait outside. Not willing to waste a second arguing, I hurriedly complied.
She kissed my cheek, and then disappeared into her room with the door closed behind her. The seconds ticked past, each one making me more and more aware of my surroundings. I had stood outside of that very same door as a child, freshly roused from sleep and stricken with nightmares which could only be banished by a mother's soothing touch. I would climb into her bed to snuggle against her oversized pillows - both the literal and metaphorical ones. It was the safest place in the world for a young boy to be, and the last place that I'd ever expected I would return to in order to lose my virginity.
Mom's voice piped up from behind the door. "I'm ready! Are you filming yet?"
I cleared my throat, but my voice still cracked when it came out. "Er, yeah. You want me to just come in?"
"Say action first!"
I began recording and took a few steps back to center the door in frame. I summoned as much confidence as I could, hoping my words would sound as powerful as my heart was as it pounded in my chest. "Action!"
By then a seasoned veteran, Mom slipped into her on-camera persona effortlessly, injecting her words with honey to make them as sweet as possible. "Come in here, sweetheart. Mommy had something very special to show you!"
Everything I had ever wanted was behind that door. All that was left was for me to reach out and grab it. I turned the knob and pushed the door open, then stepped into the lioness' den.
The lights were low, but not enough to obscure anything in shadow. There was a smattering of scented candles around the room, populating the otherwise dim corners with their flickering, orange light. They gave the room a calm, serene atmosphere. However, their main focus was to illuminate the figure of the sensationally gorgeous woman that stood, proud and tall, at the foot of her bed.
Mom was wrapped in a bathrobe whose colour was so dark that it seemed as though she were draped in a cloak of shadow. Just as the night sky - so vast and boundless - cannot conceal the brilliant luminescence of a full moon, so too did her delicate, white skin glow defiantly against the backdrop of the inky black void.
She shuffled in place. "I've seen you watching me, you know. That hunger in your eyes: I know what it means."
"You have? I mean, you do?"
She bit her lower lip and gave a gentle nod. "A mother always knows. Do you stare at Mommy because you think she's pretty?"
"I think you're beautiful, Mom." Acting is easy when you don't have to fake it.
She hid a small giggle behind her fingers. "Well, that's awfully nice of you to say, baby. I wish there was some way to thank you for being such a good boy."
She uncovered one of her shoulders, letting her robe fall to the side and expose a large slice of her cleavage. I could not see her nipple, but I knew it was just inches from being revealed. "Can you think of anything?"
I gulped. "I have a few ideas." My eyes, and the camera, were pointed directly at her tits. If her nipple were to pop into view, I was duty-bound to capture it.
Mom acted as though she had been unaware of how promiscuously she was dressed. She feigned surprise that I was doing what any other sensible man in my situation would-- staring at her half-naked breasts.
She tucked her forearms under her boobs and jostled them up and down a couple of times. "Oh, honey. Are you staring at these? Mommies shouldn't be dressed like this around their boys, but... oh, I do love how happy they make you. Maybe it wouldn't hurt if I just let you take a peek. Would you like that, baby?"
I nodded my head up and down, which earned a bombastic grin from Mom. In one smooth motion, she dropped her robe to the floor and revealed herself.
Even in the low light, the triangle of auburn straw nestled between her legs was an alluring focal point. The candle's orange glow illuminated just enough of her pubic hair to make one stop and stare, beckoning those same eyes to stare into the shadows in the hopes of catching a hint of her pussy lips when the light hit them.
My attention was torn between her pussy and the stiffened pink peaks protruding from her drooping breasts.
Mom pushed her boobs together so that they met in the center of her chest. "They're not too saggy, are they, honey?"
"They're fucking perfect."
She blushed. "Good boy. If they were, it would be your fault for being such a hungry baby all those years ago. Do you remember how Mommy's milk tastes?"
I smacked my lips, having become keenly aware of just how dry my mouth was. I longed for a drop of that sweet, creamy nectar to hit my tongue and quench my thirst, and would have drunk for hours from the perky, pink-capped faucets from where it would have leaked.
It was not a taste I remembered, so I regrettably shook the camera back and forth.
"That's too bad," she said, "but I think I have an idea. Do you think you'd be able to help me with something?" Whether she was acting, or if the idea had genuinely struck her out of the blue, I could not tell. Perhaps that's just how good she was.
Without waiting for a response, Mom continued. "Daddy won't give me another baby, even though I really want one, so I was thinking you could be a good little helper and give Mommy a reason to start making milk again."
I winced at the invocation of his title. As far as I could remember, Mom had never called him that, even when he was a part of our lives. Our viewers would not be privy to that piece of lore.
Perhaps she was not acting. Maybe that was really part of the reason he left: Mom had wanted another child, seeking to grow our family.
Does she still want that?
I was unsure of how much of her character was real, but remained so willing to entertain the façade that it became impossible to separate fact from fiction. I knew what I wanted to be true, so I convinced myself that it was so. As far as I was concerned, Mom was sincerely inviting me to knock her up. My dick filled with such an immediate rush of blood that I feared it would fly off of my body.
"What do you think, sweetheart? Do you want to help me make you a new baby brother to play with?"
My tongue was tied in too tight of a knot to form words. At last, I realized why the cameramen in porn videos were so often silent. All I could do was nod the camera up and down, consenting to her ridiculous request.
Mom's face lit up. "Oh, honey, really? I'm so happy to hear that! Mommy has been thinking about it all day. Look!"
With that, she plopped her ass on the bed and scooted up towards the headboard, positioning herself so that, once she spread her legs open, her pussy was presented to the camera in all its glory.
Glistening beads of syrup were trapped in the fibers of her cunt hair. To feel just one of them melt on my tongue would be like dousing my taste buds with liquid cocaine.
She rubbed her hands down over her stomach. "Mommy was so big when you were inside her tummy, and you would kick so much that it was hard to sleep sometimes."
She placed the tips of her fingers on either side of her pussy, and pulled open the gooey, pink hole. I half-expected coils of steam to come floating out of her, not unlike a cartoon pie cooling on a windowsill. "You were such a heavy baby. Do you remember how warm Mommy is on the inside?"
I shook my head.
She held out a hand and beckoned me closer. "Come. Feel her."
Shaking legs carried me to her. I knelt down, inches away from her pussy. The rich, pungent aroma of her honey wafted through my nostrils, making me grateful that I was already on my knees. That way I would not collapse onto the hard floor when they buckled.
I pushed a finger into her until the fur atop her mound tickled my knuckles. Mom was remarkably wet, offering no resistance. I investigated every corner of the tunnel I was birthed from, intricately memorizing every corner. It was too heavenly to be human, and I was bewildered that something of such unyielding perfection came part and parcel with an already sensational woman.
As though she'd predicted the excitement coursing through my cock, Mom clenched her cunt muscles and gave a couple of particularly strong squeezes around my finger. "She's saying hi to you!"
I poked a second finger against her opening, then pushed it inside to join the first. With the added digit, the tension doubled.
Mom sucked a sharp breath, but did not budge, ensuring that her fingers stayed in place to dutifully present her spread pussy for me to explore. "Oh, my. You have big fingers, honey."
I flipped them upside down so that my fingertips were facing the ceiling, then dragged them against the roof of her pussy to brush against her G-spot.
Her whole body tensed up, and I caught her eyes defocusing in a momentary flutter. "W-whoa. That feels really nice, sweetheart."



Mom sat up on her elbows and looked down the barrel into the lens of the camera. "But I bet it would feel a lot better if you put something else inside of Mommy. What do you think?"
My eyes popped out of my skull. Once I had pushed them back in, I nodded my head as enthusiastically as I could. Mom gave an earnest chuckle, enthralled by my excitement. She gave me a coy smile and nodded towards her pussy. "I think she's all ready for you. Come and lie on your back next to me."
I leapt onto the bed beside her. It was not until I was in position that I finally noticed the chill of room-temperature air against my honey-soaked fingers. After having cooked them inside Mom's sweltering oven, anything less felt positively frigid. I wanted to shove my entire body back into her cozy, heated den and hibernate for a whole year.
As soon as I was on my back, propped up against the headboard, Mom climbed on top of me. Her naked cunt grinded against my dick, sandwiching it between the meaty swell of her pussy lips. She drove its head against her clit, nudging the tiny button with each dip of her hips. The helmet pushed through her pubic hair. She fit either one of her plump curtains around the sides of my cock, encasing the shaft in a hot, gooey, makeshift trench - a prelude to the real thing.
"Feel how wet you made Mommy?"
She reached down and grabbed the root, dragging the head through her lips so that her slimy petals could paint it with syrup. Instead of putting me inside, she tilted my dick so that it was pointing behind her at the perfect angle to slide between her large, globular ass cheeks like a veiny hotdog settling between two fluffy, white buns.
She wagged her tail back and forth, massaging the length of my pipe with her walls of dough. "He fits right in there! Doesn't he, honey?"
I murmured something in confirmation, but by then Mom was essentially talking to a brick wall. She lifted her hips, making enough space between us for my dick to spring forth and slap against my stomach.
Mom formed her lips into an exaggerated pout. "You're so hard, sweetheart! You poor thing; that looks like it must hurt."
She looked into my eyes-- not the camera, but my eyes. Then she asked, in the most hauntingly sweet tone of voice that I had ever heard, a question that was as sincerely earnest as it was sincerely erotic. "Are you ready to go back inside?"
She needed me to say yes, and I was willing to give her anything she needed or wanted. I was hers, and a simple nod was all she required to believe that.
Without another word, she lifted her butt off of my lap. That time, however, her target was not the deep, dark crevasse between her ass cheeks. She wedged the head of my cock against the opening of her birth canal and dipped her hips. Her cunt lips stretched apart to welcome it inside, engulfing the knob into their warm embrace. The entire bulb disappeared from view, swallowed into the hole that had once worked so hard to push me out.
Both of her eyes were half-closed, fluttering in tune with her rapid breathing. "Oh, ohhhh. I missed this."
Mom pulled her hands away, confident that her pussy was tight enough to keep my dick from popping out of her, and placed them on my chest for balance. She took a deep breath, steadying her nerves, and sank into my lap another few inches.
A blanket of fervent heat washed over my entire body. I was less than halfway inside, and already the unimaginable warmth emanating from Mom's pussy made me want to melt into a puddle. With her thighs straddling me on either side, there was no space between us for even the faintest breeze to flow through. The engine roaring deep in Mom's belly radiated heat, turning the air between us into steam as she stuffed my dick further into the confines of her body.
Deeper and deeper, my cock trudged through the slimy pit of undulating muscle, massaged on all sides as it ventured towards her molten center. She was so wet that, if she'd wanted to, she could have gobbled up the entire shaft just by dropping her hips. It was a choice -- a conscious one -- to descend as slowly as she did.
At long last, the bulging knob kissed her cervix. I had hit the bottom, yet she continued to push down. A tremendous groan, summoned from deep in her gut, rose out of her. It was one of relief, but also one of pride.
"Oh my goddddd," she wailed.
I did not realize I had been holding my breath, and finally released it as a big sigh. The rapid beating of my heart and the adrenaline coursing through my veins made it hard to speak without having my voice warble. "F-fuck, Mom. You feel fucking amazing."
Mom kissed the center of her palm, then reached towards me to cradle the side of my face in her hand. She gingerly rubbed her thumb over my cheekbone. "I know, sweetheart. I know."
"You're really tight. Do you want to take a break?"
That made her laugh. "Oh, honey. Your whole body used to fit in there, remember? Just give Mommy a minute."
Mom rocked her hips back and forth, massaging the mouth of her womb with my cock head. Her walls constricted around me, moulded to my shape as she caressed every bulging vein along the length.
Her lips stuck together momentarily when she parted them to speak. "Are you okay if I start moving now?"
I flexed my pillar of sexual muscle, catching her by surprise when it bucked against the interior of its fleshy cocoon.
"Oh, honey! Mommy felt that. Is that a yes?"
I clenched up again, engorging the piston in her guts with a hearty throb.
"Good boy!"
I almost came on the spot, and feared I would lose control the second she started moving her hips. To distract my brain from submitting to its primal impulse, I searched for anything that would keep my hands busy. Lucky for me, the two large, sagging udders dangling in my face were a prime candidate. I reached out with both hands, thankful that I had invested in the right equipment to keep them free, and latched my greedy fingers onto Mom's swinging tits.
I slid my hands underneath her boobs and lifted them from below. I admired, with a goofy smile on my face, how remarkably heavy they were. My elbows threatened to buckle, but I held fast. I jostled her breasts in each hand - one up, one down - like I was weighing melons at the grocery store. Then I simultaneously tossed them both into the air a couple of times, relishing the slapping sound they made when gravity sent them crashing into my palms.
She tilted her head to the side. "Didn't I teach you not to play with your food? Be nice to Mommy's boobs, young man."
My voice quivered. "Sorry."
She patted her thighs. "Here, give me your hands."
I obeyed, and Mom placed my palms down on her legs, then pressed her fingers over mine to encourage me to squeeze. "Now, rock with me."
For the first time in my life, a beautiful woman was riding me. The situation itself was enough to turn my brain to soup, and that's to say nothing of the surreal sensation of my mother, the incredible matriarch that towered over me, dragging my cock out of the cozy chamber it dwelled within.
I felt the rhythm, and matched it so that our bodies ground together in unison. Mom gyrated her hips, driving my dick into her pussy at angles that unique each time. All I had to do was lay back and let her work her magic; that time, Mom did not need directions. She was the director, and knew exactly how to move in order to make my dick feel like it was being tended to by none other than the hand - well, pussy -- of a divine goddess.
The velour walls hugged my shaft, painting the sides with their supple touch. Each fold and ridge along the interior nudged against me on the way out. Then, she slammed her bottom into my lap and drove my bloated cock head back into the depths of her cunt.
I dug my nails into her skin, fighting the instinct to cum. I was so focused on holding back my orgasm that I could hardly appreciate how incredible it actually felt. Mom bore down, focusing her weight on the tip as she moved her hips in circles. When she ascended again, she did so faster. The rhythm was changing; thankfully, I didn't have to do much to match it. I lacked the bandwidth.
My mother's face became a vignette; she was the only thing I could see - save, perhaps, for a halo of radiance that blurred together with the surrounding darkness. She looked like a perfect, smiling angel. "You look like you're going to pass out, honey. Does Mommy feel that good inside?"
"So... goooooood," I bellowed. "I can't, I can't."
She grinned happily. "Give me your hands again. I have an idea."
I reached out for Mom's hands. We pressed our palms together and interlocked our fingers. Using me as support, she lifted herself up off of her knees so that only the head of my dick remained inside of her. She squatted on the balls of her feet, her arms wobbling as she poked around with her toes, searching the cushy mattress for a hint of stability.
"Count to five," she demanded.
I was confused. "Count to... what? Why would--"
THWACK!
Before I could finish, Mom slammed her bottom back into my lap and swallowed my cock into the snug burrow.
"Oneeee," she sung sweetly, before raising her ass into the air.
"Holy fuck, Mom. I can't do it! Seriously, I'm gonna--"
Once again, with no hesitation, Mom plummeted into my lap and consumed my dick in one gulp. "Twooooo. Come on, sweetheart. Count with Mommy."
"T-two!" I was focusing on keeping my muscles clenched, desperately fighting off my orgasm, and thus could barely speak through my gritted teeth.
Mom puckered her lips up into a hands-free blown kiss, brimming with pride like she was about to pin one of my English tests to the fridge with an "A+" on it. "Good boy, just like that. What comes after two, honey?"
"Fuck me, fuck me," I yelped. "Three! Oh my God, three!"
I was howling so loudly that I thought it would shatter the windows, but I was not the nosiest thing in the room. My helpless wailing was drowned out by the sound of Mom's fat, gelatinous ass cheeks clapping together each time they plunged into my lap. It was a gunshot, the echoes of which would bounce around in my brain for years to come.
Sweat formed on my brow, dribbling through my hairline as I focused every fiber of my being, mental and physical, on incredibly difficult task: count to four.
Mom lifted her butt off of me, but kept it suspended in the air, looming overhead with the threat of an impending dive. With just my cock head trapped within her lush pedals, she swayed her hips side to side, stirring my girthy joystick in wide circles.
"I don't hear you counting," she teased.
The muscles in my legs were tensed so tightly that they began to shake. Tremors proliferated with such violent force that they turned my limbs to pudding. "Four! Four!"
She threw her bottom on to me. "One more!"
My mental faculties having long abandoned me, all I could muster was a grumbled, "Fiiiiveeee."
Mom commenced her final descent, triumphantly gobbling my dick to the base with a mighty plop when her chubby buns collided with my thighs. I thought it was over, but she had something more in store.
She leaned forward, her boobs suffocating me as they flattened against my chest and bulged out into my face.
"Six," she announced, bearing down with her weight to pin me to the mattress with her tits. She lifted her ass, and then drove it home with no warning.
"Holy shit, Mom! Stop!" I could not slide out from under her, and had no recourse but to beg her for mercy. The power went to her head, and my only option besides surrender would have been to violently toss her off the bed - which probably would have broken my dick.
"Seven, eight," she chanted, picking up speed and force with each count.
"Mom! Please, I'm gonna fucking cum!" I tried to tap out by rapidly patting her shoulder, but she wasn't having it.
"Niiineeee!"
She taunted me with what I was sure would be the final blow, knowing that she had full control over the both of us.
If she had gone to ten, I would not have made it. Hell, I might not have survived! I felt pieces of my soul leaving my body a little more each time she raised her hips, as though she was physically pulling it out of me.
Thankfully, whether by serendipity or not, Mom stopped at exactly the right number. Maybe it was something in the way my dick twitched the final time she'd buried it to the hilt. Maybe a mother just knew.
Whatever the case, Mom lifted her pussy off of me. She ejected my cock so rapidly that the sudden expulsion made it slap against my stomach with a hearty thud.
Etched on my belly was the outline of my bulbous cock head, painted in the residue of her thick, glistening syrup. As Mom swung her leg over me to climb off of the bed, a dollop of nectar - nestled betwixt the coffee-coloured fibers of her tousled cunt fur - fell loose and splattered onto my chest. I didn't want to wipe it off; I liked the idea of being marked by her scent.
Mom stood next to the bed with her hands on her hips, her breasts rising and falling with the deeply drawn breaths. "I think I need a break. I haven't done squats like that in a while."
"So, the counting was for both of us, then?" I asked.
Mom smirked. "I don't think either one of us would have made it to ten, honey. Did you want to try another position?"
"Yeah," I scoffed, "as long as you don't get to set the pace!"
"Don't worry," she assured me as she descend upon hands and to the mattress. "I'll be good this time."
I doubted that to be true, but was vehemently opposed to wasting another second with my cock outside of my mother.
She shook her ass in my face, hypnotizing me with the back and forth motion of her spectacularly round bottom. As soon as her swollen, puffy clamshell came into view -- wafting its trance-inducing fragrance towards me all the while -- I began to salivate like a starved hound faced with a thick, juicy steak cut.
She reached back with both hands and pulled apart the chubby, white cushions that flanked either side of her tiny asshole. Adorned with small bumps and ridges, it stretched out like a puckered pink star. Each of its points stretched to their fullest as she pried herself apart.
With great intention, knowing that I was watching every one of her miniscule movements, she tightly squeezed her butthole a couple of times. The bright, rosy star twinkled. I could not imagine what such a vicious grip would do to my cock, or how I would last more than a few measly strokes without blowing my load into that miraculously snug pocket.
She kept herself spread open with one hand, but lifted the other one into the air. Then, she brought her palm down -- a mighty gavel -- and slapped one of her pudgy cheeks hard enough to leave a vivid, red imprint behind. She traced the outline of the fresh branding with one of her fingertips.
"Did that hurt?" I asked, dumbly.
Mom giggled. "A little, but I kind of like it. Do you wanna try?"
"Fuck yeah I do."
Mom had never been partial to that kind of punishment when I was growing up, but I liked the added flavor that the fictional backstory brought to the role play. She'd also managed to pick a not-entirely-sexual activity that distracted me from my powerful desire to be back inside of her immediately.
Mom backed up until both her feet and her ass, were hanging off the side of the bed. I walked in a semicircle around the foot of the bed, capturing various angles of her glorious bottom. No matter how I leaned, bent, or crouched, it seemed that every possible view of her famously plump rump was better than the last. When I was satisfied, I lined up behind her so that her feet were resting flat against my thighs.
I grabbed her by the hips with both hands and pulled her in a little closer, positioning my dick so that it wedged perfectly between each of her globular ass cheeks. I sawed it back and forth, thrusting through the valley between the mounds of dough with her asshole kissing the fat, bulging vein that ran along the bottom. With each stroke, the underside of my cock scraped against the squishy donut.
I found a nice rhythm, and once I was sure that Mom was used to it, I broke the silence with a vivacious swat upon her right butt cheek.
Mom yelped like I had stepped on her tail. "Honey!"
"You said I could!"
She clicked her tongue in disapproval. "You should be gentle with Mommy's bum. Naughty boys don't get to put their fingers in nice, tight places."
Dopamine sizzled in my brain. "Oh, fuck. Really?"
Mom craned her neck to the side so she could look at me around the gigantic swell of her ass. "If you're good, maybe."
"Have you ever... you know?"
Mom did not respond right away. "Well, no. Not exactly. I've never done more than a finger, and even that was, like, a decade ago."
"God damn, Mom. You're actually like..." I trailed off, daydreaming of all the exciting new possibilities.
Mom thought I was just stalling for my own entertainment. "Are you waiting for me to say it? Yes, honey; I'm an anal virgin."
My dick surged with blood, bulging between her cheeks in a way that made my excitement impossible to hide.
She gave a spirited gasp. "Somebody likes that, huh? You wanna be the first one in Mommy's butt?"
My breath caught in my throat. "I would fucking love that."
Mom buried her face into the mattress and arched her back. "Not today, mister. You have other places to put that fat fucking cock of yours first."
I audibly guffawed, which made Mom turn back around with a sheepish wince on her face. "Wait, wait, you can cut that out, right? Was that too much?"
I shook the stupid look off of my face. "No, no! I guess you can still surprise me, Mom."
"But, good surprise?"
I nodded. "Good surprise."
"What else has Mommy done to surprise you?" She was fishing for compliments, true, but in fairness, I wanted to jump into her boat.
"I mean, for one, I can't believe how tight you are!"
Mom beamed with pride. "Am I really? You're not just saying that for the..." She pointed to the camera strapped to my head.
I shook my head. "Totally true, Mom. You're squeezing the life out of me."
"I don't hear you complaining."
"And you never will!"
Mom chewed on her bottom lip. "You haven't seen anything yet, honey."
My brain, suddenly a computer from a bygone era, lagged far behind. "What do you mean?"
Mom lay flat on her tummy, then stretched her legs out behind her and closed them together so her pussy disappeared from view. Not even a tuft of her luxurious fur poked out from between her thighs, but just to be sure that she was sealed as tightly as could be, she crossed one of her legs over the other to further tighten the path leading to the entrance of her untamed garden. She folded her arms to rest her head on and, finally in position, jiggled her butt to the sides to entice me forward.
Not content with that temptation, however, she spoke, her voice drenched in a decadent layer of melted sugar. "You're going to love this part, honey. Come, get on top of me." She patted her butt a couple of times, making ripples that coaxed me forward.
I climbed on the bed and hovered over her, using my forearms to support myself so I did not crush her. I placed my legs on either side of hers and pinched them together with my knees.
"Put your weight on me," Mom insisted. When I hesitated, she reached behind with her right hand and patted my thigh. "Put it down, sweetheart."
I lay my chest flat against her back, but remained careful not to squish her. Based on her satisfied moan when I fully trapped her under my lumbering frame, however, I think that was exactly what she wanted. I wrapped one of my arms around her shoulder, and the other around her midsection, strapping myself to her like a human seatbelt.



Mom petted my forearm with long, calming strokes while she encouraged me. "Doesn't that feel better?"
It did. "Are you sure I'm not too heavy?"
She kissed my bicep, then used it as a pillow for the side of her face against. "You're perfect, sweetheart. Do you think you can find Mommy's pussy if you poke around a little bit?" She flexed her butt muscles to emphasise her point.
I figured it was worth a shot. I lifted and dipped my hips a couple of times, prodding between Mom's legs without using my hands to guide me. It was harder than I'd thought it would be. I kept missing the opening, which led to my dick burrowing deep between her tightly clenched cheeks. Mom cheered me on every step of the way, and tried to position her butt in a way that made it easier to penetrate her.
"Do you want some help?" she chimed in.
"I think I've almost got it," I insisted.
"Just pull back, just a little bit. There you go!" Mom waited for me to obey before relaying the rest of her instructions. "Now, flex hard for me. Good boy! Stay nice and hard, just like that, and suck in your tummy."
She knew what she was talking about. I drew in my stomach, making it easier to isolate my movements without my belly getting in the way, and angled my hips forward. I knew it had worked by the familiar feeling of Mom's pussy fuzz tickling my cock head when it was in position.
I slid between the tightly compressed walls of dough, which were slick from the deluge of honey that had never stopped flowing from Mom's eager, sopping cunt. At first it felt like trying to force my dick through the eye of a needle, but gradually, the narrow passageway peeled apart to welcome me inside. After one slow, steady push, I found myself steeping in the juices that stewed at the bottom of Mom's pussy.
"Ohhhhh, god, yes!" she groaned happily, kicking her feet against the mattress. "Feels good to be home, doesn't it, sugar?"
I kissed the nape of her neck and dug in softly with my teeth. Goosebumps decorated her porcelain skin as I dragged my lips over it. I closed my eyes for a few strokes, savouring the nostalgic scent of her coconut shampoo. Nothing existed in the entire world other than my mother, and I could have died happy as long as it was with her in my arms.
She piped up from under my hulking body. "Uh, honey?"
I grunted, nothing more, and pressed my cheek against hers like I was trying to merge out bodies into one. I wanted to be as close to her as I possibly could. I could not stop myself from plowing into Mom with enough force to make the headboard rap against the wall.
A hint of anxiety crept into her voice. "Are you still filming?"
"Yeah, why?"
"Well... what are you filming?"
I thought about it for a second, but instinctively continued my barrage of rampant thrusting. The camera, which was still strapped to my forehead, was buried in the mattress along with my face. It was filming only darkness, and I doubted it was picking up more than a few muffled grunts on audio.
"I guess you're right," I said. "I can just edit this part out, though."
Mom stiffened. "Er, yeah, but... If you're going to edit this part out--"
"Yeah, yeah. I will."
Mom raised her head and scoffed. "Okay, mister. You're too horny to listen."
"What do you mean? I said I would edit it out!"
She hung her head and threw her hands up in a defeated shrug, her body rocking back and forth as I drove my dick into her. "Right. But, isn't the whole point to-- ow, shit! Not so hard, honey. If you're going to go that deep, you have to slow down."
I apologized.
"It's okay. Now, like I said, isn't the whole point to film this? If you're going to cut it out doesn't that mean you're just... fucking me?"
I thrust a few more times, ensuring I was nestled against her cervix when she was trying to think with her head. She had made a good point, but I hoped that she was too enthralled with the otherworldly pleasure that we had created to keep up the fight. What we were doing then was not for the camera, erasing the one excuse we had left to keep from succumbing to irredeemable incest. It wasn't much, but it was still something for somebody - for her - to cling to if they really wanted to.
"Oh, honeyyyy," she moaned. "I think-- I think you have to s-stop." I could tell she was barely holding on herself. That was what I was clinging to, to justify ignoring her not-quite-a-demand.
"Just... a few... more... seconds." I kissed her neck again, and held my lips against her. "God, you feel so fucking good, Mom."
Mom dug her fingernails into the back of my scalp and released an extremely unladylike wail. "Oh God, fuck it. Tell me again."
"Tell you what?"
"Tell Mommy how good she feels," she panted hungrily.
"You're so tight that it feels like my dick is gonna snap off. It's fucking amazing!"
Mom groaned. "You're not just saying that?"
"Fuck no, Mom. I've never felt anything this amazing in my whole life!"
I could not see her smile, but the upward curve in her tone indicated that she was grinning with bashful glee. "Thank you, honey."
"I don't think I can last much longer. You got really, really tight when you crossed your legs."
"I'm not surprised. It's one of Mommy's special moves, after all. Do you want to try one last position before you pop?"
"What did you have in mind?"
Mom refused to answer me, clearly drawing out the reveal. She simply bucked her hips and rolled to the side, pushing me off of her so she could slither out from underneath. She led the two of us, her hand in mine, over to the large, leather tub chair that sat by the window on the far side of the room. A large, full-body mirror faced the chair head on. To my memory, it had always been tilted at a forty-five degree angle, so my curiosity was piqued.
I pointed to the mirror. "Did you do this?"
Mom raised her eyebrows in surprise, offended by the accusation. "I don't know what you mean, sweetheart."
Further evidence of her premeditated scene assembly had been tucked in to the corner of the chair. I noticed it before I sat down, so I reached down to investigate. To my not-so-great surprise, I pulled out considerably full bottle of mineral oil.
I waved the smoking gun between my first finger and thumb. "What's this doing here?"
Mom feigned surprise, but she was a terrible actress. "Oh, gosh. I don't know. Maybe some sort of well-meaning fairy placed it there, just in case."
I pursed my lips. "You're going with fairies, then. Is that right?"
Mom gave an exasperated shrug. "They work in mysterious ways."
"That's God, Mom. You're thinking about God."
"And maybe God is just one big, male fairy. Do you really want to argue with me about this right now, or would you rather me sit on your cock and let you squirt oil all over my boobs?"
"Um. The second one, I'm pretty sure."
"I'm glad we're on the same page. Now..." She pointed to the chair and snapped her fingers. "Mush, honey."
"Yes ma'am!" I scampered over and plopped down into the seat.
Mom stepped closer to me, so that her feet were between my outstretched legs. The chair was low to the ground, granting her enough height that she towered over me as she had when I was a kid.
I had not taken the time to appreciate how beautiful she was from that angle since I'd been a young boy. I gazed up at her with wonder in my eyes. I longed to be transported back to a time when she had genuinely been bigger than me, and had carried the weight of the world on her shoulders while keeping me safe from all the evils that it harbored.
She leaned in and cradled my face in her hands, tracing the jutted outline of my jaw with her thumbs. "I love you so, so much, Eric."
I extended my arms and coiled them around her backside, digging my fingers into her juicy rump as I pulled her close to me so I could place a kiss on her navel. "I love you more than anything in the world, Mom."
With my nose pressed to her tummy, she combed her fingers through my hair. "That dick looks like it's just about ready to pump some of that hot, liquid love straight into me."
I still could not come to terms with her offer. "Are you really going to let me come inside you? Isn't that dangerous?"
"Only for young girls who don't know their cycle the way a woman does at my age. I picked tonight because I knew it would be safe, so you can empty those big, fat fucking balls right in to Mommy's tummy and make the biggest, gooiest mess that you can!"
The hair on the back of my neck stood at attention. "Hearing you talk like that makes me wonder if I'm even going to make it."
Mom buried her nose in my scalp, inhaling deeply before she parted with a kiss. "Afraid I'm going to make you come just with my words?"
"It wouldn't be the first time that you made me cum with your mouth."
"And, it won't be the last. Now, hurry up." She turned around and bent over to touch her toes. "Glaze Mommy's cheeks, please."
I grabbed the bottle and fired a steady, translucent stream onto her bottom. Dozens of slippery teardrops rapidly descended, weaving in between the tiny goosebumps that dotted her skin. They passed over the swell of her bulging cheeks, running down her thighs where she wore the glistening droplets like garters that connected to invisible stockings.
Once the parade of oil had marched over her curves, I finally rubbed it in. The shiny beads melded together, turning her ass into a shimmering canvas of porcelain perfection. In the right light, I could have seen my reflection in her polished skin.
Mom braced her arms on the sides of the chair and slowly lowered her greasy rump into my lap. She wedged my cock between her cheeks and pushed her butt into me, forcing my manhood as deep into the crack as it would go. Then, with great patience, she slowly began to grind on it, tending to its entire length with each of her methodical strokes. She wagged her tail, making the glistening slab of meat wobble back and forth. Thick, bulging ripples spread through her flesh, keeping my dick helplessly trapped between crashing waves.
She lifted her butt off of me a few inches, and told me to flex as hard as I could. I did, and my dick sprang away from my tummy to stand up straight in the air, pointed at the ceiling. Then, she reached through the opening between her legs and wrapped a hand around my cock to align it with her pussy.
"God, honey," she marvelled gleefully, stroking the muscular pipe with curious, wandering fingers. "You're still so hard! How long do you think you're gonna last?"
I grumbled in defeat, taking cues from the bulky, angry veins that ran up the length of my cock. "Not long."
Mom patted my leg supportively, then lowered herself into my lap. "That's okay. We'll go nice and slow, but just cum whenever you need to. Okay?"
My temple and my dick both throbbed as soon as I was back inside of her. "Uh, sure thing, Mom."
She did not fuck me; she knew I could not handle it at that point. All I could manage to withstand, for a few precious moments, was having her grind in my lap, methodically clenching her cunt muscles to milk the orgasm out of me. Each tender squeeze coaxed more and more of my hot, bubbling cum towards the point of no return.
I watched Mom's reflection in the mirror. Her hands roamed her oil-soaked skin, caressing and fondling her udders as they swung back and forth in time with her gentle rocking. Pounds of slippery dough oozed through her fingers as she tried to lift them, and they made a lewd slap against her tummy when she dropped them. She teased her nipples, rolling the firm, pink nubs between her digits, then traced small circles around her bumpy areolas to make the pointy peaks rise to their fullest.
I reached around her front and slid my hand down her tummy until I brushed the edge of her pubic hair. I twirled the oily strands around my fingers; they were as soft the hair on a newborn.
I reached my hand further into the maw of the hairy, drooling beast and traced my fingertips around its lips, which were bulging grotesquely around my girth. I travelled further down and formed my fingers into a "V," flanking either side of my dick - firmly embedded to the hilt - so I could feel precisely where I ended and Mom began.
"You like that, too, huh? Feeling where Mommy and you are connected?" She reached down with one hand and intertwined her fingers with mine.
The two of us took turns pawing at her splayed-open pussy, weaving our fingers together in a constant battle to be the one with their digits pressed against her opening. The strain on it was evident in the tension around the edge of the ring. It was an elastic band, and together we had stretched it to its limit - and, speaking of limits, I whinnied in Mom's ear and dug my teeth into her neck. "Mom, I--"
"I know, honey." She threw her head back so that it was resting on my shoulder, her cheek pressed to mine, and lowered her voice to a whisper. "Go ahead."
"You're sure?"
She rubbed my forearm and pressed her back flat against me so there was not an inch of space between our oily bodies. "I want you to know how it feels."
Mom constricted her walls around me, ensuring my dick was rooted to her cervix. Then she pushed back into me with all her might.
I wrapped my hands around her midsection and hugged her tightly. My cock head was a soda can that Mom had shaken before opening. Once the seal was broken, everything inside of me came spilling out in a magnificent explosion.
Bulky cables of cum erupted from my tip, redecorating the inside of my childhood home with a fresh coat of wet, sticky paint. Mom jumped a little when the first powerful burst splattered against the mouth of her womb, but quickly settled into my lap and regained her composure in time to accept the second rope with a smile on her face.
My balls further unloaded into the creamy bath, flooding her cunt until ever corner had been drenched. Whenever Mom tightened her grip, she churned the syrupy concoction, stirring it into a frothy soup for my cock to marinate in.
I do not know which of us was louder; it was impossible to tell who was enjoying my orgasm more based on moans alone. Mom, for one, hit an octave that was usually reserved for spotting stray mice running across the kitchen floor.
"Oh my God, oh my God," Mom repeated on a loop, her mouth agape as she relished the torrent of buttery cum flowing into her.
I had never finished inside of a woman before. For the first woman that I ever bred -- successfully or not -- to be my mother was a transcendent experience. I knew I was awake, but at the same time, I knew I had to be dreaming.
I worried I would squeeze her in half, like one would pop the head off of a dandelion, but I simply couldn't relax my grip around her torso until my orgasm subsided. To her credit, Mom refused to do or say anything that would rip my head out of the clouds. When I finally felt my toes touch the Earth again, I released her.
"S-sorry, Mom. I didn't meant to hurt you."
Mom collapsed in my lap, letting her full weight rest on me. "Shh, honey. Shhh. You did amazing for Mommy. I'm so, so proud of you."
My heart swelled and my dick followed suit, although half-heartedly. "I don't understand how you can do this to me."
"I fear that your dick might have been -- quite literally, in fact -- made for me." Mom, with her head still resting on my shoulder, turned to kiss the side of my cheek.
Then she stood up and pinched her legs together. The tiny hole that we had so dutifully loosened together was no longer tight enough to contain everything we had fed into it, and a lumpy glob of cum immediately oozed out of her. It plopped onto the inside of her thigh, leaving behind a slimy trail behind as the droplet dribbled down to her knee. Mom was so full that she literally could not stop it from spilling out of her. If she was not careful, she would leave a stain when it dribbled onto the floor.
She extended her hand. "Follow Mommy."
I obeyed, but asked her where we were going, to which she replied, "We're going to cuddle, sweetheart. Come, come."
She led me to her bed -- the very same one I was conceived on almost two decades prior -- with a fresh load of my cum swimming in her pussy.
The details were communicated non-verbally: I was to be the big spoon. Mom laid on her side and poked her ass out, making the perfect shape for me to mold my body around.
She sighed happily. "Your dad never used to do this part with me."
I stoked her hair. "Why not?"
"Just wasn't much of a cuddler, I guess."
I blew lightly on the back of her neck. "Lucky for you, I am."
She pulled my arm to her chest, tucking my clenched fist under her nose so she could kiss my knuckles. "I'm lucky for you in a lot of ways."
"Likewise, Mom," I said warmly, then thought for a second. "So, all that pregnancy talk... was any of that real?"
Mom stiffened for a moment, then relaxed with a deep breath. "Do you want it to be?"
I was silent. I had never thought about it before.
"I think you'd make a great dad."
"And you're already the best mom in the world."
"You won't mind having to share me with your new little brother, or sister?"
"Not one bit. Besides, people go nuts for pregnancy content, and I think you'd look great with a big, round belly to rest your tits on."
She slapped my arm playfully. "Jeez. Men really do think about one thing!"
I kissed her shoulder, letting my lips linger for an extra second. "I kind of like the idea of making our family a bit bigger."
"Even if that means you'll have to share these--" she dragged my hand over to her tits and pressed down with her fingers, so I squeezed as instructed. "--for a little while?"
"It'll be worth it."
"Hmm. I'll think about it. Now, I have to clean up from the mess you made, young man."
Mom got off the bed and headed for the shower, but not before turning around and offering her hand once more. "Will you join me, honey?"
I floated off the bed and followed her into the bathroom. As long as she would have me, I would follow her anywhere. I left the camera behind, and Mom did not say a word about it.
Finally, after every piece of my plan had fallen into place, I was the only audience Mom needed. I was not her only fan, but I knew for a fact that I was her biggest one.
Far more importantly, she was only mine.
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It would take more than two hands for me to count the number of times my Mom caught me jerking off while I finishing my final year of high school.
Most of those occasions fell on days where I had lied to her about studying to get into medical school, just like my father. No matter how hard I tried to pursue that dream, I could rarely stifle my masturbatory urge for long keep my mind on track.
Being sequestered in my room with nothing but a laptop and a high speed internet connection was a recipe for disaster. My desire to follow in Dad's footsteps was enormous. I wanted to make him proud, but that desire paled in comparison to my obsession with pornography.
The year I turned eighteen, Mom had to remove my bedroom door to ensure that I did not waste the day away jerking off in my bedroom. Her watchful eye made it so that, up to that point in my life, I had yet to experience my first kiss.
It was not entirely her fault, though. I recognized that being a porn addicted hermit made it hard to come out of my shell. I felt uncomfortable talking to women, and that anxiety was just another reason that I felt completely inept when it came to courting them. Even if I had the confidence, spending hours obsessing over my laptop made it impossible to meet any of them in the real world.
That time was rarely spent studying, though. Had I focused on homework, rather than porn, there would have been more post-secondary education options available to me once I graduated high school. My grades were subpar, so I knew that the more prestigious schools would be out of reach.
I'd picked a few schools that interested me, but had only been accepted into my fallback school. I had also failed to secure any scholarships, forcing me to rely on my parent's money lest I incur thousands and thousands of dollars of student loan debt.
Luckily for Mom, the only school I had been accepted into was the one that she had been advocating for. Though I did not understand why she was so fond of it at the time, she was sure to inform me just a few days after I had received the letter of acceptance.
The three of us were in the kitchen after dinner, with a series of dirty plates covering the table that had yet to be cleared. Mom tapped her foot at a thousand beats per minute, the toes of her black slippers slapping on the tile floor. Her palpable anxiety ran counter to Dad's calm, stoic silence.
"You know this is what you need," she said.
"I know that this is unfair!" I exclaimed with a heavy heart. I knew there was no point in arguing once her mind was made up, but I felt compelled to try. "I'm an adult now. Are you seriously going to force me to choose the school you want?"
With a shake of his head, Dad swooped in to play both sides, as per usual. "It's not about that, and you know it, James. You're perfectly capable of making your own decisions; we don't doubt that."
"Then what is all this?" I nearly gave myself whiplash as I rapidly panned back and forth between their faces. I already knew why they were forcing me to live with Nana for the duration of my time at university, but I wanted to hear them admit it.
Mom folded her arms over each other. "James, please. Think about your future. You're a smart boy. You just need a little push in the right direction."
"Does that push have to send me right into the arms of my grandmother? You can't be serious!" I didn't often get away with raising my voice at Mom, but she could tell I was upset by the news, so she let it slide. "Not only am I being forced to pick the school you guys want, but you're forcing me to live with Nana the whole time? How is that fair?"
Dad sighed. His body language admitted that he, too, saw the absurdity in her demand. "I know it's a bit crazy, but you know how high the stakes are. We can't put this amount of money towards school just to have you throw it all away."
I rolled my eyes. "Why would I do that, exactly?"
Mom snorted. "You have a porn addiction, James! I've caught you lying about your studies twice this week! That is not a recipe for success."
"And who exactly is defining 'success' here?" I asked.
The warden offered up her trademark authoritative smirk. She had never been one to beat around the bush. "We are. You need to make the most of this opportunity."
Dad came in to soften the blow. "And we know that you will. We just think that Nana will make it easier. Her internet is too slow to allow... you know."
I slumped my shoulders. They were not going to change their minds, I knew that much. I could not be mad at them, since their hearts were in the right places, but it still felt harsh to send me away like a petulant brat.
I had wanted to go to a school much farther away from their house and their rules, but the plain fact of the matter was that I couldn't afford tuition, a dorm room, and a meal plan all on my own-- not if I wanted to achieve my dream of becoming a physician. To that end, it was Nana or nothing.
I made a promise to myself that I going to overcome my addiction. It had ruled me for too long. I naively hoped that the presence of a sixty-five year old woman in the house would dissuade my hormones from taking full control, even though that had never stopped them before.
I repeated variations of those ideas silently to myself for weeks and weeks, reminding myself every day of what lay ahead so that it would feel like less of a culture shock when it happened.
Months passed, and by the time September arrived I had come to terms with my situation. Living with Nana was not my first choice, but I came to accept - and even be excited by - the prospect of self-improvement.
I kept that positive state of mind for the couple of hours that it took to drive to Nana's house. I was not dreading it by then, but still felt a bit of anxiety in the pit of my stomach when we finally pulled into the driveway.
We dragged our bodies out of the cramped sedan and stretched out our limbs. The summer sun was beating down on us, reminding us that we were too weak to survive for long without our creature comforts. I liked the outdoors, but I hated the heat, especially when it made me feel like I could tear off my skin like strips of wet paper.
If I were to spend any time in the sun that year, I figured it would have to be within spitting distance of Nana's pool. I tried my best to convince myself that the stifling blanket of heat, much like my forced relocation to her house, was a blessing in disguise.
Dad scurried over to the front door and rang the bell. It was finally time to see, with my own eyes, how I would spent the next several months of my life.
The rust-covered hinges of the front door groaned in pain as Nana forced them open. I dreamed that she would be unable to do so, preventing us from ever entering and thus erasing the rest of the story that my mother had written out for me.
Nana appeared in the doorway with a big, cheesy grin on her face. Even in the poor light I could make out the telltale features of a woman that time had refused to touch. Nana had always taken remarkably good care of herself, and thus wore her age with pride. In fact, Mom was starting to show more wrinkles than she was, but of course I'd never uttered anything of the sort to anyone.
Nana's lustrous, shoulder-length hair was parted to the side. A few errant strands, paler than the purest moonlight, dangled just above her eyebrow. It framed her face and captured the light so uniquely that it made all of her other features stand out: the slight upturn of her button nose, the small mole that was perfectly poised above her upper lip, and the dazzle of her magnificent sapphire eyes.
It was as though someone had designed her from the ground up to age like fine wine; she somehow managed to look better and better every time I saw her.
Everything from her shoulders to her slender, toned legs looked like it belonged to a woman half her age. Her legs maintained their shape down to the red-painted toenails that burned like furious embers against the dull carpeted floor.
The shapely form of her lower legs was juxtaposed with thighs that were so plump and juicy that they left no gap between them. Her forearms were decorated with such a beautiful array of sun-soaked freckles that I felt warm just looking at them, as though they'd stored up the light and had waited until I was there to pour it out over me. Her tummy was hidden behind her shirt, but the garment was tight enough to hint at the soft, pudgy muffin-top it covered.
"There's my little scholar!" Nana bellowed happily. "Come in, come in. I wanna get my hands on you!"
Within seconds of entering Nana's home, I was enveloped by a hug so blissfully welcoming that I wanted to fall asleep inside of it. Her massive, heavy breasts squished against my chest, nearly spilling out of her low-cut top as she pulled me against her. After a long, uncomfortable drive I was thrilled to be greeted by such warmth.
She did eventually release me, but I quickly traded one pleasure for another. I remembered her having enormous boobs, but they nevertheless took my breath away every single time I saw any part of them - especially ever since my grandfather had passed and she'd taken to wearing the clothes that she wanted wear, rather than what had satisfied his overbearing sense of wifely modesty. Her outfit that day wasn't slutty by any means, but without the aid of a bra, her thin top did very little to contain her breasts.
She must have known I was staring, be didn't say anything. It fell to me to scold myself, which I did... eventually. That's your grandmother, you dolt! Have some class!
"You didn't want to put on a bra for us, Mom?" my dad asked with incredulity.
Always the firecracker, Nana wasn't going to let that comment slide. "We're family, aren't we? I don't see the point in getting all dressed up in my own home. If Jamie's gonna spend the next few months here, then he had better get used to seeing these things bouncing around!"
She gave me a wink. Dad scoffed, but he knew better than to start an actual argument.
I adored how touchy-feely my grandmother was. She was the first one to start a hug, and the last one to end it.
Dad groaned. "Let the poor boy get unpacked before you suffocate him."
"Boy?" Nana made a show of planting a loud, wet kiss on my cheek. She finally ended our hug, but kept a hold on my arms. Her eyes scanned my face like she was trying to spot all the ways it had changed since she'd saw me last. "I don't see any boys here. Do you, Bunny?"
I joined in on her teasing, eager to pounce on the small window of opportunity to mock my parents. "Hmm. No, I don't think I do. I don't think they let boys into university, do they, Nana?"
Mom scowled. "Oh, brother. I see you two have already found some common ground. And to think: you said this would be a nightmare, James."
Nana jumped in before I had a chance to correct her. "That doesn't sound like my grandson." She shot me a knowing wink, well aware of the tactics my mother often employed when she felt she wasn't getting her way. "Bunny loves coming to Nana's house. Isn't that right, sugar?"
"I'm a Nana's boy, what can I say?" The two of us had a good laugh. I could tell Mom was dead set on pouting, and honestly, that only made it better. It felt good to have somebody on my side for once.
I hurried back to the car to grab the last of my belongings, but stopped for a second to soak in the view from the driveway. Nana lived in a quiet neighbourhood that never saw more than a handful of cars venture down the street on any given day. I liked it -- the quiet, that is.
Mom and Dad chatted aimlessly with Nana while I settled into my room. The walls were completely bare, save for an old Metallica poster my Dad had hung on the wall when it had been his room. Even though I could only name a handful of their songs, I decided to keep it on the wall as an homage.
I anticipated that we would spend the day as a family to stretch out the goodbye. I had never been away from home for more than a few days, and though I was eager to set out on my own, I was still nervous to start the next chapter in my life so abruptly. To my surprise, my parents were already signalling their intent to leave by the time I met them in the kitchen.
Nana had her hands on her hips, clearly disappointed that Mom was shuffling off so quickly. "I thought maybe we could run into town and grab something to eat. Bunny is all skin and bones, for crying out loud!"
Mom grumbled, refusing to take her lighthearted mockery as such. "He has the metabolism of three people, no matter what he eats."
Nana looked as deflated as I did that my parents - or at least my dad -- were leaving early. "Alrighty, then. I guess you'd better get a move on."
Dad offered a lazy apology for the rush, but Nana brushed him off. "As long as I see you again before Jamie graduates, I think I'll get over it."
One short wave, followed by an even shorter honk, was all I got before my parent's car vanished over the hill towards the highway. For someone who'd been so obsessed with getting out from under their thumb - or at least away from their prying eyes -- I was surprised to feel such genuine sadness while watching them leave.
The house was eerily quiet once Nana and I were alone. It was not awkward, but I did not feel at home just then. We put the TV on, but kept it muted, leaving the sharply dressed news anchor to blabber silently at his desk. Based on the graphics, he was probably saying something about that September being the hottest on record.
Nana smiled warmly, treating me to the visual spectacle of her dimple-laden grin. "So, sugar, what do you wanna do today?" She flipped through the channel guide, which I hadn't even thought they made anymore, looking for something more interesting to watch than the news. "Or are you too cool to hang out with your old granny for the day?"
"You said something about getting a bite to eat, right?" I answered. "I could eat!"
"I bet you could." Nana inched closer to me until our legs were touching. Her tiny shorts pulled up as she scooted over, exposing more of her chubby thighs. I felt a surge of excitement, dazzled by the wonderful softness of her tender, porcelain skin. She shuffled until there was no space between us, then rested her head on my shoulder. Instantly, I was hit with the intoxicating aroma of her perfume.
I breathed her in as deeply as I could, gathering notes of mango with a hint of strawberry. I didn't stop until her scent filled my nose, throat, lungs, and even my brain. She smelled like the warmth of a hot summer day, or the wind that whips your hair and carries with it the luscious scent of freshly picked fruit.
"You like that?" Nana piped up, running her nails through her hair to fluff it up. "I thought you might. No more of that 'Nana's Cookies' stuff I used to wear when you were a kid."
I'd even complained about it to her when I'd gotten a little older, and not without reason. My reaction to the various perfumes and lotions she'd used back then - thick with not-quite-right replicas of apple pie and caramel - had been quite visceral. They'd given me headaches that had crept all the way down into my stomach and nauseated me.
"To be fair," I replied, "I do still love your cookies."
"Well, lucky for you, I have all the time in the world to bake you whatever you want -- if you finish your homework, that is." She paused for a moment, then we both burst out laughing. "Knowing you, it's gonna take a lot more than just cookies to keep you focused!"
I tensed up. "Uh, what does that mean?"
Nana rested a hand on my chest. "Come on now, sugar. You've always been a little horndog."
I took to the stand to plead my case. "I haven't always been... uh, that. I don't know what you're talking about!"
Nana sat up and gawked at me with a cheeky grin like she was waiting for a punchline. "Bunny, you can't be serious. You don't remember how many times I caught you staring at my breasts when you were little?"
My eyes nearly fell out of my head. "T-that never happened! You're my grandmother! I would never--"
Nana pressed down on my chest with her palm, moving it in small circles around my heart. "Hey, hey, it's okay. I'm not saying it's a bad thing." The warmth of her body soothed me. "It's perfectly normal for young boys to stare at boobs. I don't think you knew why you liked them, but that never stopped you from staring."
"I guess so."
Nana teased me further, seemingly to test the waters and gauge my reaction. "Even if the things you were staring at just so happened to be my big, huge boobies!"
My flushed cheeks told her that she had already found the line, and was dangerously close to tiptoeing over it. "I'm sorry, honey. You know I like to tease! Hell, I was always a little flattered that you liked them so much. When you're my age, you take all the flattery you can get."
I arched my eyebrow. "Even if it comes from your grandson?"
She shrugged. "Beggars can't be choosers, I suppose."
I decided to test out that line about the best defence being a good offence, "It's not my fault!" I declared, motioning toward her freely dangling boobs. "You always let them, like, roam free."
Nana admitted defeat. "I may or may not have done that on purpose to annoy your parents. You know how uptight they can be."
I sighed. "Especially Mom."
Nana blew a strand of hair out of her eyes. "Especially your mother. Unfortunately for me, they've started to sag a little bit. I don't think I can get away with going semi-commando while you're here."
"NO!" I yelped.
Oops, I thought immediately. Way too intense.
Nana pulled away, silently asking for an explanation.
"I just mean, you know? No, you totally can go semi-whatever. It's your house, right? So... I mean, I want you to be comfortable at home. We're family, you said!"
Nana looked unconvinced by my rambling, but nodded along. "Well, if that's the way you feel, I might as well just strip nude right now to get as comfortable as I can."
Her gaze was unusually, uncomfortably focused. My eyes ballooned until they were wide enough to land a space shuttle on, earning me a wicked grin from Nana.
"With this heat wave coming in, I don't think clothes will be much of an option, anyway."
"Yeah, yeah, the heatwave." I was trying to stay invested in the conversation, but was distracted by images of my grandmother running stark naked around the house. Small beads of sweat making her delicate skin glisten with -- wait, is she still talking to me?
The realization snapped me out of my daydream. "Sorry, Nana, what was that?"
"I asked if you were seeing anyone, Bunny."
I fiddled nervously with my thumbs. I did not want to tell her the whole truth. "I don't think you're gonna have to worry about that. I'm pretty sure the whole reason Mom is making me stay here is so that I don't get distracted by girls."
That was not the entire truth. Mom knew as well as I did that there was little chance of me finding a girlfriend. The women she wanted me to avoid existed purely on the internet, but that felt like a detail that Nana did not need at the moment.



Nana stroked my forearm reassuringly. "I guess you're going to have to get used to hanging out with me a lot more. Poor thing, you are."
My stomach made its presence known by way of a wretched gurgle, which in turn activated Nana's deep-seated, grand-maternal instincts. "Oh, Bunny. We gotta get you fed. No tummies in this house should ever make a sound like that!"
With a flick of her dazzling white hair, Nana headed into the kitchen.
I started school a week later. I was thrust into the pressure of post-secondary with Nana's unyielding support to carry me through it, but it was more than enough.
The first week passed without incident. Classes were easy since most of them were just basic introductions, but in them I made a few friends that I connected with after the lecture ended. They made school more enjoyable, and Nana made home more enjoyable.
When I was home, I studied with the door open and made sure to distract myself when I felt my urges start to creep in. The Wi-Fi was barely strong enough to load a single photo, so Netflix was right out. Without the luxury of fast internet to help my idle hands with the devil's work, I ended up spending a lot more time with Nana than I'd expected to.
I enjoyed getting to know her more intimately, and had been surprised to find her company a worthy replacement for internet porn. She was more interesting, more charismatic, wittier, and more profound than I ever gave her credit for. Every day that passed, I learned something new about her.
It was nice having someone so consistent in my life. Nana was there every time I came home, always ready to shower me with unconditional love. She seemed ecstatic to have someone to fawn over, and I was happy to the object of her affection.
Whatever I needed, she was there to provide it. I was fully capable of handling meals and laundry myself, but Nana insisted she do everything in her power to make sure I never wanted for anything.
Well, almost everything.
The early weeks of classes contained enough milestones to keep me from getting distracted. My attention was zeroed in on homework and studying. After hours of cumulative schoolwork, the idea of doing anything other than sleeping felt like a chore. I couldn't even remember the last time I'd felt so free of the desires to masturbate.
On top of that, I really did feel like I was doing better in school. I was remembering more. I felt like I was understanding more. I was even participating more frequently and more productively during my classes. It was ironic, then, that the very living situation that was granting me so much extra time, and relief from so much chore-related stress, was what ultimately derailed me.
I came home on a Friday afternoon to find the house draped in silence. Nana typically had the radio on while she cleaned the house or worked out in her room, but that time was different. Even after I called out to her, I received no response. The hairs on the back of my neck stood at attention.
Foolish as it felt, I crept through the house waiting for someone to jump me. I peeked around every corner expecting to see Nana lying unconscious with a spatula in her hand, but thankfully found nothing of the sort.
After a few failed attempts to find her, I gave up and assumed she was at the grocery store getting something last-minute for dinner. I shot her a quick text to let her know I'd made it home safely, then went to dump my backpack in my room.
As per my routine, I planned to do homework until dinner was ready. One of my particularly boring classes demanded a short essay every week detailing what we'd learned, outlining goals and organizing steps to... good god, I'm getting bored just thinking back to it. It was not difficult work, but the monotony had become so overwhelming that I could not convince myself to start it.
The three coffees I'd consumed at intervals throughout my afternoon were also insisting that certain business be taken care of. Given what awaited me once I did start studying, they didn't have to do much to persuade me to head to the bathroom first.
I tore off my jeans and eyed a pair of sweatpants I was going to put on when I got back from the bathroom. I figured that being alone in the house meant I could walk around in just my boxers.
I hummed quietly to myself as I slogged to the bathroom. The carpet absorbed every footstep, giving the false impression that I was sneaking down the hallway.
The bathroom light was off, but the door hung open just enough for me to get my fingers between the frame. I started to swing it open, but stopped when something in the corner of my eye caught my attention. I reactively pulled the door so fast that it almost crushed my fingers, but left a crack that I could peer through.
Through that crack, I could see everything that was reflected in the long, wall sized mirror that sat over the sink. The dark hallway made it impossible for anyone inside to see me peering through, but thanks to a large window opposite the tub, everything inside the room was draped in pleasant afternoon sun. My eyes followed the beams of light to their natural end, where they coalesced around the divine, naked woman lying motionless in the bubble-filled basin.
Nana looked nothing short of an angelic. The many years that I had spent staring at her breasts came to a head in that beautiful moment. It beckoned me to fulfill a dark, festering craving that I was not strong enough to deny. She was wet and naked; I had no choice but to stare.
The top of the water was littered with bubbles. Nana's legs stuck out of the soapy film with her feet resting against the wall. The bubbles they'd carried up with them from the surface popped one at a time. It felt like whichever one I laid my eyes upon was the next to go, as though it was too shy to handle the attention. I figured that Nana must have just shaven her legs, as they were smooth enough to put marble to shame. I longed to feel them against my cheek for a moment; I knew I could have then died a happy man.
Through the murky water, I saw the dense jungle of lush, white hair blooming from her legs. Her thighs were pressed together, the sliver of space between them forming a stem from which the furry flower grew. I longed to shove my nose in it and inhale its aroma. The rest of her body, with two huge exceptions, was hidden below the water.
Most of the bubbles had spread to the edges of the tub, leaving the few that remained to gather around her chest like a bib. Both of my grandmother's breasts boldly presented themselves, begging to be admired.
The gigantic mounds of flesh gently rocked back and forth with the water in the tub. I loved how they were able to float on the surface despite their tremendous weight. Just like on her legs, hundreds of bubbles were popping one by one, giving the impression that her sparkling skin was made of diamonds.
Her nipples were a brilliant shade of coral that made my mouth water. The hardened gems protruded from two large, round areolas that were each the size of my palm. The two firm, pink peaks stood at attention as the air nipped at her naked flesh.
Nana had mentioned that she was starting to sag, and despite the predictable hint of wistfulness in her voice when she'd done so, I couldn't help but see it as a good thing. The way her breasts hung loose from her body and floated on the water made them look softer than marshmallows. My hands would have sunk up to the wrist in the doughy pillows if I had had the chance to squeeze them -- a lurid thought that made me as horny as it did guilty.
I was truly in awe. I drank in every individual inch of her body like she was my final exam on human anatomy and sexuality. I was sorely tempted to take out my camera to immortalize the moment, but I didn't want to feel like a total creep. Instead, I was frozen in place. I was unable to stop staring, even though each passing second brought with it more guilt than I thought I could stomach.
Fate forced my hand when it stirred Nana from her nap. I dashed away from the door as soon as her eyes fluttered, but collided with the wall behind me. The silence in the air afterwards was thick enough to choke on, but I did not want to break it.
The water in the tub splashed as Nana bolted to attention, startled by the sudden crash. "Bunny? Is that you?"
I wanted to hide, but knew that it would be way worse for both of us if she mistook me for an intruder. "Yeah... yeah, it's me."
"I thought you had class until two today?"
"I did. It's almost two thirty, now."
Nana smacked her forehead with a loud, wet THWACK. "Oh, shoot! I must've dozed off."
I laughed nervously and rubbed my sweaty palms together. "I didn't even know you were home. Otherwise I would've made some noise."
"The lights are on but nobody's home," Nana chuckled. "Let me get out of the tub and we'll have a late lunch, okay?"
It took every ounce of strength in my body not to peek through the door as she climbed out of the tub. The sound of water draining off her body was deafening, filling my brain with visuals of water droplets filtering though her pubic hair - a tuft of sodden cotton - as they dripped down. I imagined them clinging to her skin, and desperately defying gravity for one more moment upon the lips of her pussy. The image in my head was more alluring than anything I had ever seen online.
"Does that sounds okay?" she cooed.
"Oh, oh yeah. Lunch sounds great." I clasped my hands together so they would stop shaking.
I knew I had to leave before I had a full on panic attack, so I scurried off to my room while she dried off. I wished for a lock on my door so I would have an easier time secluding myself from the seductress wandering half-naked down the hall.
I tried to study; I really did. For someone who had spent so much time obsessively looking at porn, it was downright bizarre that I was specifically lusting after one woman. I didn't want to see just any random pair of boobs; I wanted to see Nana's boobs. Naturally, that focused and taboo desire was doing all sorts of horrible things to my psyche.
There I was, fantasizing about my topless grandmother bringing me a homemade sandwich with her heavy, pendulous udders swinging in my face. Was I horny, or ashamed? My brain had yet to make up its mind.
It had been less than a month since I'd last touched myself. While that might not sound like much to most people, it was a real accomplishment for me. For a while there, I'd felt like I was turning over a new leaf. I didn't want to relapse.
I gathered my study materials and moved to the kitchen. Nana was already there, putting lunch together, but at least she wasn't naked. I figured that being alone in my room with my thoughts was more dangerous than being in the same room as the object of my perverse fixation. I was at least still ashamed enough not to just whip out my cock in front of her.
"Hey there, Bunny," she said. "You still hungry?"
I slumped into the wooden chair at the table and threw my books down in a huff. "I guess so."
She stopped stirring the large pot of soup she was tending to, but she chose to say nothing. I glared at my laptop in silence, unable to conjure the will to do anything more than stare at it.
When Nana came over and set down a generous portion of soup, the screen was still blank. When I didn't budge towards the bowl, she nudged my shoulder. "You know, they'll probably give you a better grade if you actually put words on the page."
"You don't know what you're talking about," I snarled without shifting my focus. The atmosphere grew sour as I realized how rudely I had snapped at her. I shook myself out of my self-imposed pity party and turned to face her, ready to atone. "Nana, I--"
She held up a hand to silence me, offering a weak smile. "It's fine. You're under a lot of stress, I get that. If there's anything you need from me, just let me know."
I scoffed. "If only you knew, Nana."
She waited patiently for me to fill in the gaps, but I was not forthcoming. After a few agonizing seconds of silence, she changed tacks. "You know, I can't help if you don't tell me what's going on."
I was caffeinated to the point of an anxiety attack and amped up on hormones to the point of dropping my pants. I spoke without thinking. "I just feel pent up! I feel trapped, I guess, and it's driving me insane."
"That makes sense. Your parents told me you might have some trouble focusing, but they didn't really say why."
Nana could tell that she'd hit another sore spot, so she moved on. She gestured to the menacing blank document taunting me through the computer screen. "What is this? Some sort of report?"
"Sort of, yeah." I pressed my palms into my eyes and groaned. "It's a weekly essay we have to do. Pretty simple, but I can't find the motivation to actually start it."
Nana thought for a moment, eyes darting back and forth as she did. "Hmm. So, motivation is the issue, huh? Too pent up to be motivated. Poor baby."
"You're mocking me."
"No! No, honey. I'm really not. I never went to university, so I don't know how much I can help with the work, but I've always been good at motivating people. Your old Nana has been on this big blue marble for a while now. Maybe I can help you, even if you don't think I can."
"How so?"
She pretended to adjust a pair of imaginary glasses. "To fix your symptoms, I need to diagnose the problem. Now, tell Dr. Nana what you mean when you say you're 'pent up' so I don't have to make any assumptions."
I cringed. "I'd rather not."
She looked at me expectantly with her head cocked to the side, encouraging me to tell my truth. "Too late. You've already got me interested, so I want to help."
"Er, um... no, no I can't. It's just school stuff; it's stupid." I tore my gaze away from her, but she placed a finger on my chin and slowly turned my head until I was facing her again. "R-really, Nana. Thank you, but I can handle it."
"So it's a sex thing, then," she said as a matter of fact. "That's why you won't tell me?"
My next conflicted pause apparently told her everything else she needed to know.
"You're bummed that you can't meet girls, because it will stop you from focusing on school. But, because you're all pent up with 'horny hormones,' you still can't focus on school?"
I was honestly surprised how astute she was. With the exception of my addiction being to porn, rather than real women, she was spot on. "Uh, yeah, that's pretty much right."
"You know you can relieve yourself while you stay here, honey. Sorry to be blunt, but you're an adult, now, so I feel like we should be able to talk about these things with each other."
I sighed in defeat, preparing to come clean. "It's just that I don't really... um, do that anymore."
Nana scoffed. "You don't masturbate? Even I do that!"
My jaw hit the floor. "You... I can't believe we're talking about this."
She shrugged, refusing to acknowledge the strangeness of our conversation. "You can be just as honest with me, honey. Want to give it a shot?"
I thought for a moment. I'd never felt comfortable talking about my issues with Mom or Dad - for many reasons, with most but not all of them overlapping. As you've no doubt gathered, I'd been reflexively resistant to confessing to an angry nun who'd also been my judge, jury, and warden - not to mention my sex life's pre-emptive executioner. My biggest unique problem with Dad had been just how readily he'd stood aside and let Mom browbeat me; I couldn't even trust that anything I might tell him would stay between us.
Nana was still family, so it still didn't feel quite right, but I was drowning, and she was offering me a lifeline. I still couldn't look at her, but I did my best to meet her halfway. "I had to stop. I can't really control myself around... that stuff... so I gave it up, along with... you know. Doing stuff."
Nana scoffed and threw up her hands. "I swear your mother must get paid dividends from Abstinence International. Your father used to be so open with me until they met. It's like she turned him into a prude, and that's certainly not how I raised him."
"Yeah, she can be a bit extreme." I was still awash with shame, but it felt amazing to finally tell someone my truth without them throwing it back at me. "Can we just keep this between us, Nana?"
She zipped her lips and threw away the key. "Always, Bunny."
I thanked her for the soup and asked if I could have some time to myself. I knew it wouldn't help, but the longer I talked with her, the harder it became to avoid staring down her blouse.
I made some headway with my essay, but the wooden chair I was seated on was too uncomfortable for a long study session. I had no idea how I was going to finish my assignment on time, but could not ignore my body's cries for a break, so I got up to stretch my legs.
I found Nana curled up in the living room with the phone to her ear and a cheesy grin plastered across her face. I nodded at her as I walked in, and she almost jumped out of her seat with excitement. She ended her phone call in a hurry, promising that she would call back soon without letting slip whom she was talking to.
I collapsed onto the couch with my face buried in a frilly lace pillow.
Nana cheered and clapped her hands excitedly. "You're all done!"
I groaned loudly into the pillow.
"Oh, no. You're almost done?"
I groaned again, louder that time.
"At some point, you will have to resort to words again, Bunny."
I pointed my fingers at my head like I was holding a handgun and pulled the pretend trigger.
She climbed out of her chair and sat next to me so her thighs were resting against the top of my head. "Well, if you don't want to talk, maybe you can just listen."
Nana began raking her nails through my hair until they reached my spine. She eased her palm over my shoulders and fanned out her fingers as she pushed down, releasing a knot I hadn't known I was carrying. It was like she was buttering me up before she asked me for a huge favour, and I was so enthralled with her handiwork that I would have said yes to anything.
I'd been told to listen, but she had yet to speak. I did not want to interrupt the delightful massage, though, so I just waited patiently.
After sucking a deep breath, Nana asked me if I trusted her. The sincerity in her tone interested me greatly, even as the question itself confused me. She knows I trust her, so why bother asking? Nevertheless, I told her that I did, very much, and she rewarded me with an explanation.
"I think we can help each other," Nana said me as she dug into my shoulder with the heel of her palm, "but I need you to trust me -- and I mean really trust me, James."
She never used my real name unless I was being scolded, so I knew she was serious.
I finally lifted my head from the pillow. "I trust you with my life."
"I need you to prove it to me before I show you why." She remained insistent, but I still had no idea what she was talking about. "I need you to promise me that you'll finish this essay on time. Prove to me that you can double down and get it done. Then, I'll help you finish all the others on time."
I rolled onto my back so I could look up into her eyes. "I don't understand. Are you a witch?" Nana gingerly placed the tips of her fingers on my temples and moved them in tiny circles as I continued to bellyache. "Your secret is to just tell me to finish? I've tried that; it doesn't work."
"Because you don't trust yourself," she said. "I'm asking you to trust me. That's all you have to do. Just trust your grandmother, and she will make this worth it. Next time, you'll be so motivated that you'll finish it in a single day!"



The warmth of her smile filled me with confidence. I did not know why, but I knew I had to trust her. There was something so earnest about her belief in her plan that I found myself willing to push away both my skepticism and my curiosity.
"So, what if I can't?" I asked. "This thing is due on Monday and I haven't even started."
Nana shrugged. "Then you will never, ever, ever get to find out what the reward is for finishing -- so I'll ask one more time: do you trust me?"
I swallowed dryly, and realized I was nervous without understanding why. "Yes, yes I do." That was the one thing I was truly sure of.
Nana bent down and kissed my forehead. "Good boy."
Her breasts, which had been dangling above my forehead, came swinging towards me when she leaned down. They hugged the sides of my face with nothing but her thin t-shirt to keep our skin from touching. Suddenly, I felt like I could do anything.
She stood up, giving me a long look at her butt as she wandered out of the living room. "Now get to work, Bunny."
Saturday was tough. After I had confessed my darkest secret to Nana, I was afraid she would see me in a different light. If she did, she did not let on. In fact, she seemed more comfortable than ever before. It wasn't just the way she acted; it was the way she dressed.
I already knew that Nana preferred loose fitting clothes, but come Saturday afternoon she took it to a whole new level. Her typical attire, while more revealing than most women her age, was still modest enough to convince me that the skin she chose to show was an afterthought to comfort. That illusion crumbled in the presence of her new wardrobe-- one that seemed suspiciously geared towards grabbing my attention.
Her white cotton shirt was replaced by a bright yellow, polka-dotted blouse that came dangerously close to exposing her nipples. The strapless garment gave her heaving breasts ample room to move around, and she paid no mind to the way they jiggled when she did. Many times throughout the day I caught her tugging at it in an effort to stop her tits from spilling out completely.
Meanwhile, she traded in her homely shorts for a skimpy little number that clung to her ass. More often than not, the fabric rode up into her crack and exposed the healthy swell of her chubby bottom. I can't recall ever seeing her fix that supposed malfunction.
I knew that she felt my eyes linger on her every time she turned around, yet she continued to bend over any chance she got. I convinced myself it was all in my head, but that didn't stop me from sneaking glances.
Whether she was doing it on purpose or not, I woke up on Sunday with genuine excitement towards the next reveal. I had already made it halfway through my assignment by then, so I was less inclined to chastise myself for wasting a few minutes fantasizing.
Thanks to the motivation afforded to me by her mysterious promise, I knew I would finish the essay by the end of the day, but that was not the most pressing matter on my mind.
My head was around the corner to the kitchen before the rest of my body followed. When I saw her outfit, I had to bite my tongue to keep it from falling onto the floor.
Nana stood over the sink, using a sponge to vigorously clean a metal pan. Her silhouette was illuminated by the brilliant glow of the morning sun piercing through the small window above the sink. Each sun beam was a golden tendril that caressed her tender form, wrapping themselves around her slender shoulders. Her beautiful white hair was a kaleidoscope: the beams that managed to pierce the pale strands morphed into a dazzling display of twinkling sunlight when they came out the other side.
Contrasted against her angelic appearance was the wickedness of her outfit. She wore a shirt, but no bra, which I had grown accustomed to. What did surprise me was the size of the shirt; it was noticeably smaller than anything I'd seen her in before.
I could not see the front, but from behind it was clear that the top ended an inch or so above her belly button. As she hastily scrubbed the pan, her breasts jostled to and fro. Even from the back it was easy to see the edges her enormous udders each time they rolled to the sides.
When she hit a particularly stubborn stain, she redoubled her efforts. Lucky for me, it made her boobs swing to the sides like they were trying to wrap themselves around her body. I still only got tiny glimpses of the wobbling flesh on either side, but that was all it took to render me hopelessly enchanted.
Nana's shorts were, quite predictably, tucked between her bulging ass cheeks. The clothing was so tight between the mounds that I could almost see her plump pussy lips underneath. If it had been pulled any tighter, the swell of her juicy curtains would have engulfed the fabric.
What caught my attention even more was the bright pink, lacy underwear that rode high on her back. I had never seen Nana's underwear, and a frilly pink thong was the last thing I would have expected to be hiding out in her drawer.
I coughed to alert her to my presence, and she dropped the pan with a shriek. "Christ, Jamie! I didn't hear you wake up. You scared the crap out of me!"
I stayed laser-focused on her backside while I spoke. "I'm almost done with my assignment, by the way. Should I be expecting a new car in the driveway tomorrow, or...?"
"First of all, good morning to you, too." Nana turned around, giving me a split second to stop staring at her bottom while she stripped off her rubber gloves. "Second, I think if you finish tonight -- and that is still an "if" -- you should be rewarded tonight, too."
"I think that's fair."
She arched an eyebrow. "Well, I'll tell the dealership to bring the car around ASAP. You wanted a lime green punch buggy, right?"
"If you found one I could fit in, sure," I fired back. "I'm gonna get right to it, then. I don't know what you have in store, but the mystery is actually getting me to work on this stupid thing."
Nana clasped her hands over her chest. "I'm really happy to hear that, sugar, but don't go counting chickens just yet! I gotta see that thing totally done before you get anything."
I held my hands up in the air. "Okay, okay. I hear you. I don't want any spoilers."
She winked at me. "Let me finish these dishes and I'll bring you some breakfast, okay? If you start now, I bet you'll be finished by this afternoon."
"Now who's counting chickens?"
"Not counting, just having a little faith in my grandson." Nana strode over to me and stood on her tiptoes to plant a kiss on my cheek. Then she put her hands on my shoulders and spun me around on my heels. "Now go! That thing isn't going to write itself."
I followed her directions and marched back to my room. The Sun was high in the sky when I finished the last line of my assignment. I knew I had a busload of further studying to get to, but I wanted to share the milestone with the most special person in my life.
I waltzed into the living room with a look of pride plastered on my face. Nana was once again tucked into her comfy chair with a book in her hands. Her thick-rimmed glasses, a necessity for long reading sessions, made her eyes look twice as big.
Her stunning baby blues peered at me when I entered the room. Her thick, dark lashes swatted the glass as she blinked at me like a saucer-eyed alien. "Is everything alright, honey?"
I laid down on the couch and kicked my feet up. "More than okay, Nana. I'm done! In record time, too!"
She dog-eared her page and closed her book. "I knew you could do it, Bunny. You promise me you're all done? You're not just trying to rush yourself so you can see what Nana has in store for you?"
"Pinkie promise." I extended my pinkie, but she did not. Instead, she stared at me for a few seconds, either trying to peer into my soul or get me to break.
Then she clicked her tongue and opened her book again. "No, I believe you. Now, if you don't mind, I'm at a really good part. So..."
My jaw hit the floor. "Nana! What gives?"
She held up the hardcover book to hide her sheepish grin. "I know, I know. I promise you'll get the most memorable treat of your young life, but not right now; the sun's still out!"
She returned to her book and shooed me away without a second glance.
I was somewhat perplexed. What did she mean by "the sun's still out"? I wondered. Are we going out to some fancy dinner? That seemed realistic, but I could not imagine why she would make a secret out of something so mundane.
It's not that I was disappointed. It was just that, after being subjected to her skimpy clothing for a couple of days, my brain was expecting something impossibly salacious. You goddamn idiot! I silently cursed. Of course Nana isn't going to show you her tits as a reward!
We barely bumped into each other for the rest of the afternoon. I spent most of it in my bedroom, half-heartedly studying while I lent most of my attention to the slowly fading sunlight. Once it reached the treeline, adrenaline began to slowly seep into my veins.
The sun disappeared behind the trees. As parting gift, it bathed my bedroom in a fierce, orange glow. As the faux inferno faded, it cast long, crooked shadows from the evergreens that stretched over the lawn. Their black limbs inched towards the window above my desk, getting closer with each passing second.
It dawned on me that I had never formally watched a sunset until that moment; I also realized that the experience was far less peaceful than what I had been led to believe.
To my dismay, another hour passed with no news from Nana. I wondered if she had forgotten about me, or if I had fallen for a simple lie intended to help me focus.
A knock on my door broke me out of my stupor. I released a deep breath that I hadn't realized I was holding, hoping I would sound more confident than I felt.
"Who is it?" I called out to the only other person in the house.
The knob creaked as it turned. Nana's face appeared in the doorway, faintly lit up by the light from the kitchen bouncing down the hall. I could barely make out the details as she gazed into my den of darkness. "Whoa, kind of grim in here."
"Yeah, I guess so." I peeled myself out of my chair and went to flick on a light. Nana kept the door in front of her like a shield as my world was thrust into the light. My pupils narrowed in protest against the bright intrusion. "Sorry about that. I lost track of time."
Nana chuckled. "It's been dark for almost an hour. What have you been doing?"
"Uh... studying?" I didn't even try to pretend that was true, because I knew she wouldn't buy it. "I think I'm going to go to bed soon anyway. I'm feeling kind of burnt out."
Nana's smile broke a little. "Oh, okay. Well... are you sure you don't want your surprise? I guess it can wait until tomorrow, I just thought that--"
"Yes!" My voice cracked, but I was too excited to be embarrassed.
"Do you mean 'yes,' that you want to wait for tomorrow?" The look in her eyes told me everything; she did not want to wait.
"No, no! I mean tonight is good. It's good, right? I mean, I don't even know what the surprise is so I can't really gauge whether or not I--"
"Shh." Nana shushed me with a finger over her lips, so I clamped my mouth shut. With her other hand, she reached into my room and flicked the light off again. She lowered her voice to a timid whisper that sent chills up my spine. "Get on the bed, Bunny."
Nana pushed her way into my room, then closed the door behind her, sealing off what little light we'd had. The only way I could tell where she was standing was by watching her feet block and then unblock the light that came through the crack under the door.
I followed her instructions and stumbled backwards until I was sitting on the bed. Nana stood no more than a foot in front of me, but I could not see a damn thing. I started to say something, but she took a deep breath that shut me right up.
"Jamie, honey, you know I love you." I feared I was in trouble for something I did not remember doing. "I love you with every inch of my heart, and that will never change."
I didn't respond; she was building to something.
"You told me something on Friday that was very, very personal, and I love that we have a close connection like that. I want you to be able to tell me these things, because I think I can help you."
Nana paused; I sensed that she was still in the middle of collecting her thoughts. "You were open with me, so I'm going to be open with you. Is that okay, Bunny?"
"Uh, sure. Yeah, Nana, that's okay."
"Good," she said.
A sense of calm infused her voice as she strode down memory lane. "You know, when you were a kid, you would stare at my boobs the whole time we were colouring, or building Legos, or going for a swim. I thought it was innocent at the time, but--"
"It was!" I protested.
"Please, sweetheart, let me finish," Nana urged. "I thought it was innocent at the time. Maybe it was, back then, but you're not little anymore, so I don't think it's all that innocent anymore, either. I had to be sure I was right, so I did a little experiment."
Nana waited for me to jump in again, but I surprised her by keeping mum. "I bought some stuff that I thought you might like, and I wore it around the house this weekend." Anxiety was ever so slightly bleeding back into in her wavering tone. "I wanted to see if you'd notice. Clearly, you did."
My mouth was bone dry. "I did?"
"You did, honey. You really did." Nana sounded like she was beaming with pride. "Maybe you think your grandmother is slipping in her old age, but I'm sharp enough to know when a man is staring at my boobs."
I wanted to dispute her claims, but we both knew she was right.
"The thing is..." Nana fiddled with her fingers, trying to find the right words. "... The thing is, it was a test."
"And I..." Please don't say fail, please don't say fail, please don't say fail.
"Passed, honey. With flying colors." We both breathed a sigh of relief. "I needed to know, before tonight, if you were still horny for your grandmother."
I hadn't even come to terms with my own feelings, and there I was being accused of feeling them by the very person I was so conflicted over.
"I-I don't know what you're talking about." I knew she wouldn't believe me. My hands were shaking so hard that I had to dig my nails into the comforter just so she wouldn't hear my bones rattling.
Nana stood her ground, using my real name to impress upon me how serious she was. "I need to hear a yes or a no, James. Just be honest with me. I will still love you either way."
I thought I was going to throw up from the adrenaline.
"Bunny, please just tell me the truth." She softened her tone and opted for a calming nickname before hitting me with a question whose utterance will forever be etched in my brain. "Do you want to have sex with me?"
As reassuring as her voice was, her words felt threatening. I told myself that I could never admit to something so diabolical, whether it was true or not. That, as you might imagine, set me down the slippery slope. She already knows. She just needs to hear me say it out loud.
We sat in silence for an eternity, oblivious to anything outside of the small world we shared. No matter where it led, I knew the only path forward was to admit my true feelings to us both.
It was pitch black, but I still shut my eyes in an attempt to hide myself from the guilt. "I do."
"I... honey, this is really important." Nana's voice was unsteady. "I need to hear you say it."
I waited a few seconds to see if I would black out from the blood in my limbs rushing to my core. My fight-or-flight was in overdrive, but I was not going anywhere.
"Nana," I croaked, "I want to have sex with you."
"Good boy," Nana cooed happily, then stood up. "But first, there's one more thing I bought, and I want to see if you like it."
She walked over to the light switch, leaving me alone on the bed, and flicked it on. A thousand flags of varying colors had been waving in front of my eyes, but they all turned green the moment the light came on. The dull, orange glow flooded the white walls of our secluded chamber.
I could see every detail of the outfit she had bought for me once the light was on. I soaked in every inch of her from bottom to top, my jaw refusing to close.
Nana's toes were still painted the same shade of red that they had been the day I'd arrived. That night, however, they were strapped into a pair of equally vibrant red heels with small, gold buckles on either side.
Her legs grew out of the shoes like two slender cypress trees, their strength rivaled only by their impeccable beauty. Both were clad in a pair of see-through stockings that stopped just above her knees. Tethered to their tops were thin, red straps that ran up her thighs until they connected to her underwear.
The front of her rouge panties was so thin that the outline of both her vulva and its crown of fluffy, white hair were immediately visible. Nana's pussy lips were pulling her underwear between them like it wanted to swallow them whole.
The whole "red and gold" ensemble looked amazing on her, but it didn't stop at her waist. Nana's breasts were tightly packed into a bra that was a size too small for them. The shiny, golden clasp in the front that kept her boobs from bursting out was being pushed to its limits, but it held.
The cloth cups dug in hard enough to leave marks in her tender skin. Her pillowy tit flesh oozed around her bra like the massive pair were fighting for air, squished so tightly against each other that the crevasse of cleavage in between them could have swallowed my whole arm.
A dozen subtle, light brown freckles peppered Nana's chest like a muddy constellation. The scattering of hazel stars contrasted against her fair, creamy skin and gave the impression that each fleck was placed by a divine hand.
Around her neck was a red, leather choker with a metal heart in the middle of the band. It hugged her throat, but not too tightly. It was the same shade of red that she was wearing on her lips -- a shade I fell in love with the moment I laid eyes on it.
I don't know much about make up, but whatever she had decorated her eyes with was making the blue pools explode with color. The dark accent around either eye made her gaze as alluring as it was intimidating.
I hardly recognized the person standing in front of me, but I wanted to know everything about her.
When I finally broke from my trance, I realized that neither I nor she had said a word since the lights had come on. I did not know how long I'd been staring at Nana in her "fuck me" outfit, but neither of us wanted to break the spell.
Nana cleared her throat. "What do you think, honey?" Her voice was cool as an autumn breeze, but I knew under the surface she was battling nerves. She fidgeted with the straps from her stockings, watching her grandson attentively memorizing every piece of her body in a lustful fervor. "I picked it just for you. It's your reward for working so hard. I hope you like it."
I sucked on my tongue in search of saliva, but my mouth was a desert. "I really, really fucking do."
"Language, young man," she purred playfully. "Now, why don't you tell your grandmother exactly how much you like her new outfit?"
My eyes had already resumed their voyage across her body. "It'd be a lot easier to show you." I hadn't meant to deliver such an explicit insinuation, but she rolled with it.
"And what exactly do you plan to show me, hmm?" She bit her lower lip and stepped closer to me.
Nana placed my trembling hands in hers, with her thumbs pressing lightly into my palms, then guided them onto her thighs. Her hands, small and fragile, laid themselves over mine to sandwich me between her thighs and her palms. I was magnetized to her, as she was to me, with no way to conceal my nervous shakes. "Don't be afraid, sugar," she said. "You're gonna like this."



Gulp. "I am?"
"If I'm still good at it, yes." Her eyes were alight, each one a proudly burning sun that set my soul on fire. "Do you want Nana to make you feel good, sweetheart?"
"Holy fuck, yes!" I exclaimed with my mouth handing wide open.
Nana brandished a wicked grin and bent at the waist. She leaned in close so that her cheek brushed against mine. Lips like lightning grazed the nape of my neck and left hundreds of goosebumps in their wake. My skin ignited under the spark of a touch that grew more powerful with every word she spoke. "Lay back and close your eyes; Nana's gonna take good care of you."
She pushed on my chest until I lay flat on my back, then grabbed the bottom of my shirt. With one tug, she pulled it up around my shoulders. As she pulled it off, she climbed on top of me so she was straddling my waist. My dick was so hard that I felt lightheaded from all the blood rushing to it, and I wondered if Nana could feel it too.
She lay against me so our chests pressed together. Her breasts ballooned out from the top of her bra, bulging towards my face as she rested her full weight on me. I longed to feel her bare skin, and it was so close, yet so far.
Her nails raked through my hair and set frisson erupting through my spine. She dropped her head so our foreheads were touching and, before I realized what she had planned, she gave me my first kiss.
For a moment we were both frozen in position, waiting for the other to make the next move. I felt her heart pounding against the inside of her chest. Nana broke the tether and rested her forehead on mine again with bated breath. Her nose rubbed back and forth against mine like she was working up the courage to kiss me again. She was likely wrestling with the same guilt I was, but the way her fingers dug into the back of my scalp told me that she was not going to let that stop her.
We had not broken too many taboos yet; there was still time to change our minds. Luckily, she came to the same conclusion I did: it would be worth it.
I raised my head to encourage Nana to kiss me. She got the hint immediately. She fit her lips between mine like cogs in a machine: different shapes that somehow fit perfectly together.
Our lips slid over each other, growing wetter and less controlled the longer we made out. What began as delicate smooching quickly evolved into us fighting for air amid a torrent of noisy kisses. We hungrily sucked at each other, paying no mind to the sloppy sounds of our impassioned kissing. Nana groaned softly into my mouth in a brief moment of respite, aching for our lips to touch again the very moment they were apart.
Nana tilted her head to the side and flicked her tongue against my closed lips a few times. I accepted her invitation, and she slithered into my mouth. I met her tongue with my own as soon as it broke through and pushed back against it, battling for control. Our tongues coiled together like strands of DNA, much of which we actually shared. Her technique was practiced and refined, while mine was very, very amateurish. The silver lining was that I knew it, and didn't care a whit for my pride. Slowly but surely, I learned from the best.
Nana used her lips to cover her teeth like a shield and bit down lightly on my tongue, slowly dragging herself off of it until the tip slipped out of her mouth. As soon as it did, she nibbled at my bottom lip and tugged on it, playing hard to get.
Without thinking, I rested my hands on the swell of her round ass cheeks and took a greedy handful. I was not sure where the line was, but the way Nana started grinding her hips told me that we had yet to cross it. I expanded my grip on her bottom, but I would have needed four hands to cover all the ass she was packing.
My fingers dug into her doughy flesh with a mind of their own. It was quicksand that became hungrier the harder I squeezed, engulfing my digits as they sunk in. I would have given my whole arm if it had meant I could spent the rest of my life with my hands cradling her magnificent ass. With every squeeze, my fingers wandered closer and closer to the warmth radiating from the crease between her cheeks.
I could tell just how thin her thong was when my finger grazed the ridges of her asshole. I spread her cheeks apart and imagined how captivating she must've looked from behind, with that thin length of underwear failing to cover her butthole as I pulled her apart and stretched out the wrinkles.
Nana tensed up when I prodded her, but soon warmed to the sensation. She wiggled her butt side to side as if granting me permission to explore further. I snuck one of my fingers under her panties and wedged it between her cheeks. I followed the crease until my finger nudged against the tight, bumpy ring.
Nana finally broke our kiss, and it took all my strength not to verbally protest. She lifted her head up to look me in the eye for the first time since our lip lock. Her eyes darted back and forth between mine in search of a sign that I had hated it, that it was too much, or that I wanted to stop, but found nothing of the sort.
She leaned in for a quick peck on the lips that felt incidental after our voracious tongue dancing, but treating the taboo so casually somehow made it more enticing. We had already progressed to a place where Nana kissing me on the lips wasn't a big deal. I wondered what the next step would be.
"You really like my butt, huh?" Nana taunted me between an onslaught of rapid kisses. She sounded impressed with her ability to seduce a man less than half her own age. "I was afraid you'd think it was too big, or something. Your grandfather--"
"Honestly, Nana." I made sure to bury my fingers in her ass while I replied. "I think you're fucking perfect."
"Good boy." She let the next kiss last longer than a second. "You know what good boys get, right?"
I shook my head.
Once again, Nana brought her mouth down to my neck. She flattened her tongue against my skin and took her time gradually tracing a path up towards my ear where she whispered: "Good boys get to cum in their grandmother's mouth."
"T-they do?" My heart was like a machine gun rattling against my ribcage, but I wanted to play along. "Wh--uh, what do good grandmothers get, then?"
"I don't know what they get, honey." With a devious giggle, she pushed her words into my brain. "But this grandmother gets to swallow."
As was typical for a teenage boy, I was too horny to commit to the teasing and blurted out, "Nana, are you... I mean, are you really gonna suck my dick?"
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" Nana laughed through her nose as she planted a flurry of kisses against my neck. She did not pause for a second while she continued to tease me. "I think you need to earn the right to know what Nana's mouth feels like -- what it can do to you. You've only done one of those silly essays, right?"
I grumbled in annoyance. "Right, I guess."
"Well, when you finish a couple more we can talk." She sat up and placed both hands on my cheeks. "What do you think you deserve after finishing just the one?"
"Apparently I get to make out with the most beautiful woman I've ever laid eyes on!" I did not need to tell a single lie to make her blush.
Nana rolled her hips in circles, grinding against my dick through my shorts. "And is that all you want to do?"
I violently shook my head.
"Then I guess it's a good thing I came prepared, Bunny."
Nana reached between her breasts and lifted one of them out of the way so she could dig underneath it. From the fissure of tightly packed of breast meat she produced a small bottle of clear liquid that I instantly recognized as lube. I gawked like a fish out of water, unable to find the composure to utter a single word.
She dangled the bottle between her fingers like she was taunting a dog with a bone. "Wanna see what I can do with this, honey?"
Nana wiggled off of me and scampered between my legs, where she knelt on the floor. Her fingers tugged at my shorts until she freed them from my body. In that moment, nothing existed beyond my mattress and the gorgeous woman kneeling before it.
With only a pair of dark grey boxers to keep my burgeoning erection at bay, it formed an obvious tent that made the cloth stretch to the point of nearly ripping.
Nana did not seem to mind. "Holy shit! What did your parents feed you?"
She blinked hard a couple of times to convince herself that the sizable bulge was real. Once she was sure it was not an illusion, her incredulity dissolved into unabashed glee. To use a played out phrase, Nana was a kid in a candy store.
She pulled down my boxers, and my hard on along with them, until it was pointing directly at her. My dick had yet to come into view, but the anticipation had her laser-focused. We were both hyperfixated on the impending unveiling, but for very different reasons.
The waistband of my boxers edged down the length of my shaft; Nana timidly revealed one thick, veiny inch after another. She gulped nervously when she reached the head, certainly intimidated by how much was already staring her in the face by the time she got there.
She paused for a moment to admire the way my cock throbbed helplessly against the elastic, aching to be set free. With a deep breath, she revealed the final inch. Nana could not stifle her gasp as my dick slapped against my stomach like it was spring loaded.
"I... wow, Bunny," she murmured. "Is it always like this?"
"I think you might have something to do with it."
"Then I should be the one to fix it, don't you think?" Nana winked at me and finished removing my boxers.
I expected to be uncomfortable being naked in front of my grandmother, but it was oddly natural. Even with my cock jabbing me in the belly button, Nana's calm, collected demeanour made it feel like something we had done a hundred times before.
She held up her palm and squeezed a fat dollop of lube into it. She closed her fist so the viscous goo oozed though her fingers, then used her lube-soaked mitt to coat her other until both were glistening.
"Are you ready for me, honey?" she cooed softly, sliding her fingers together to ensure she had not missed an inch.
I grunted in confirmation.
Nana placed the head of my cock in her slimy palm and gently wrapped her fingers around it like she was cradling a fragile bird's egg. She rotated her wrist back and forth, massaging the entire knob in a slow, continuous motion. Her hand bobbed up and down without letting go for a single second, working at a steady pace that focused solely on the sensitive pink helmet.
She tightly squeezed the head with each upwards pull, but loosened her grip on the way down. It was subtle, but the constant change in pressure made each stroke feel brand new. Nana repeated that pattern so effortlessly that it seemed to me she could have done it in her sleep.
My melted soul was poised to ooze out of my ears. "Ffffuuuuck, Nana. That feels fucking amazing."
The praise lit a fire in her belly, invigorating her strokes. "I told you I'd make you feel good, honey."
The fingers of her other hand formed a circle around the base of my balls with both of the fat orbs resting in her palm. She gently tugged on my sack until the loose skin tightened and resembled a plump, fleshy mushroom.
Her thumb tickled the root of my cock in tandem with her rhythmic squeezes on the head, forming a blissful massage that left only the middle of my shaft unsullied by lube. The sound of Nana's hands squelching with every stroke was the only sound in the room besides her laboured breathing.
"Bunny, can you give me some more?" she chimed happily without so much as a hiccup in her pace.
Leaving only her pinky lodged under the ridge of my cock head, Nana formed a makeshift funnel around the crown. She used her other fingers to create an airtight tunnel where more lube could be deposited, then waited patiently for me to fill it in.
I grabbed the bottle and squeezed a generous helping into the opening. I waited until I saw the pool of shimmering lube rise to the top of her hand, where it nearly spilled over her fingers.
Nana immediately closed her fist around the head again and forced the extra lube through her fingers. It streamed down my cock until it reached her other hand, still dutifully clutching my balls. The chill of fresh lube was instantly noticeable amid the humid environment engulfing me, but it quickly attuned to the warmth of her hand.
"Can I go a little harder?" She wasn't asking permission; she was begging, so I offered her a grunt of approval. "Okay, but try not to cum too quickly. Three... two... one..."
While rotating her hand like a corkscrew, Nana dropped her hand into my lap. In one stroke, she enveloped my length so every inch was finally coated in lube. She was meticulous, gliding from the base all the way to the crown in one fluid motion.
My left leg was quivering like I had jammed a fork in an outlet. I could not stop my nervous system from hitting overdrive.
With tender care, Nana embraced my entire dick on every tug. Her fist tirelessly chugged up and down, employing the same method of predictable squeezes that she had used on the head. It was strange to know that my grandmother had a favourite technique for giving a handjob, much less how good she was at it. She was so good that it made me look like an amateur.
She flipped her hand upside down so her palm was facing me, then grasped my dick securely by the root. Using her fingers like a cock ring, she tightened the circle to send a rush of blood to inflate the mushroom head. Her smile widened as she watched it balloon before her eyes and take on a vibrant red hue.
The vice around me barely budged; the tightness was unreal. Nana only moved her hand up and down an inch or so, ensuring that her grip did not slip. The head flared menacingly each time she squeezed the base. It was begging for her touch, but she knew the power of patience.
Her fingers kept their "O" shape as she pulled them towards the head; it looked like she was trying to empty a tube of toothpaste. Each time she reached the head, she would let go and resume her position back at the base, rather than tend to the throbbing crown that longed for her attention. Time after time, she teased me with the promise that the sensitive head would be blessed with her touch, only to release me at the last moment.
I groaned desperately. "Oh god, Nana, please."
She knew what I wanted, but refused to give it to me so easily. "Is everything okay, sugar?" Her voice was sweet like cotton candy, but her teasing was malicious. "Do you want me to stop?"
I groaned in exasperation. "Fuck no, I don't."
A chill nipped against my cock head. I looked down to see investigate, and locked eyes with Nana as she blew a stream of air against me. The change in sensation was dramatic, and it was no accident.
I tensed up when the breeze touched me, and the moment I relaxed again was her chance to strike. While continuing to blow, Nana sneakily removed her hand from my balls and coiled it around the head as she had done before when I'd poured lube into it.
Both of her tiny hands wrapped around the angry, veiny baseball bat. They worked in unison to cover as much of the length as they could, with only an inch of so being uncovered at a time.
Nana pumped her hands like a piston over and over again. She drove them into my lap so powerfully that flecks of lube flew off and landed on my stomach. Her hands rotated in opposite directions with every generous stroke -- one to the left, then one to the right. It was impossible to tell one hand from the other amid the assault of slippery squeezes.
If someone had told me I was getting a blowjob at that moment, I would not have been able to correct them. It put to shame any of the fake, silicone toy pussies that I had bought over the years. Each stroke seemed warmer and wetter than the last.
With the new technique she'd adopted, I knew I wasn't going to be able to hold myself together for very long. I'd already been close, just from the teasing.
Nana demonstrated her experience once again by catching on before I said anything. To stop me from cumming too early, she slowed her rapid strokes to a painfully slow crawl.
At that new speed, it took a full five seconds for her hands to finish their journey from the base to the tip. She took her time toying with me. After having been subjected to such intense, unrelenting pleasure, the patient teasing was essentially torture.
"Not yet, honey."
I did not want to let her down, but I also wanted to cum. I clenched my teeth so hard that I thought I would crack a molar. "W-why not?"
"Because." She released my dick like it was a pan on a hot stove, daring herself to bring me right up to the brink of orgasm without going over. "We aren't done yet."
Nana got off her knees and stood over me, embodying the sexual monarch of my wildest dreams. I felt small, yet safe, in the shadow of her towering form. My brain was full of nothing but static, unable to form a coherent thought that didn't involve my grandmother touching my dick.
She cracked her neck and rolled her shoulders back. "It's been years since anybody has seen these, so be nice."
Nana grabbed the bra cups by the bottom and wiggled them back and forth until her tits shook loose from their lace prison. She knew I was watching, so she took her time with the big reveal.
She held the bra in front of her breasts to keep them hidden from me while she slipped her arms out of the loops. The garment was barely covering her chest, but enough of her was obscured that I caught myself trying to look around the edges of her bra to catch a glimpse as soon as possible.
She stared deep into my eyes, even though there was no way I was going to take mine off of her tits, soaking in every second of my devoted staring.
Pride put a cheeky grin on her face. "You really wanna see them, don't you, Bunny?" She jiggled the bra back and forth so her boobs danced beneath it. "You don't think Nana's big ol' titties are gonna be too saggy for you?"
I was so dazed that I skipped answering altogether and reached for the bra myself. She sashayed out of reach with a look of feigned disappointment on her face.
"Now, now," she scolded me playfully. "Patience, honey."
Nana tucked the underwire below her breasts and used it like a shelf to lift them up. She pulled them away from her body, using only the wire to support their tremendous heft. She tilted her bra to one side to give her left breast an advantage and, without a firm hold to keep it in place, the fat udder fell from the bra and hit her tummy with a loud, lecherous SLAP.
Her other breast followed shortly behind, slapping against her belly to send thick, fat ripples through her flesh. Finally freed, the loose-hanging pendulums swung back and forth. She rolled her shoulders to make them gently grind against each other.
Nana's heavy breasts hung almost to her belly button, with both of her razor-sharp nipples pointing directly forward. Her areolas were a delectable shade of pink that instantly made my mouth water.
Dozens and dozens of small, beige freckles decorated her upper chest, their dotted path leading down to the untouched territory of milky white skin that had not been gazed upon in many years.
She lifted one bulky breast in each hand. They spilled over the sides of her frail, dainty hands, rolling around in her palms as she tried in vain to keep them in place.
I marvelled at how they flattened in her hands like pancakes when gravity took hold. My eyes must have been bugging out of my head, making my excitement as plain as could be.
Nana seemed to thrive on my unwavering fascination. "What do you think, Bunny?"



I blinked -- the first time I had since gazing upon her tits. "They're beautiful, Nana. You're beautiful!"
That made her chuckle. "Good answer."
Nana let go of her boobs so they could dangle from her chest, and lurched forward as their weight pulled her down. She gently rocked side to side, setting them to swaying in a hypnotic ritual to which I had no resistance.
Her hands flattened against her tummy and ran up her stomach until they disappeared under her boobs. She lifted her tits so they filled her hands again, that time making sure to go as slowly as she could so I could take note of the way gravity weighed them down.
She raised each of the massive milkers into the air as high as she could, eclipsing her face from view, before letting them drop and crash together as a tidal wave of creamy, supple breast meat.
A soft whimper escaped my lips. "I could watch you do that all day."
Nana arched an eyebrow. "You think so, huh? I bet that big dick between your legs would beg to differ."
"I-- er, yeah," I stammered.
"Want me to make him feel good again?"
"Fuck, yes."
She licked her lower lip, then chewed on it softly. "Ask nice."
"Please?"
She put her hands on her hips, then shook her head with a mischievous smile. "Nicer, sugar."
"Please, Nana. Please! I want to cum so bad!"
Nana knelt down on the floor again and scooted close between my legs. I sat up so I wouldn't lose sight of her boobs over the edge of the bed. Taking note of my eagerness, she lifted her breasts and pushed them together, encouraging me to keep staring.
She motioned with her chin towards the bottle of lube on the bed. "Help your grandmother out, honey." She kept her boobs firmly pushed together so I would have a perfect canvas on which to apply the liquid paint.
I snatched up the bottle and popped the cap. My hands were trembling as I squeezed it, drizzling lube between Nana's obscenely large tits.
Long, glistening trails of the slippery substance trickled down her chest. A dozen rolling raindrops cascaded down her skin, following the curvature of her breasts, which led them down the deep fissure between them. There, the oily streams melted into a cohesive, shimmering pool.
Droplets of lube trickled down until they flowed over her fingers, dousing her tits with so much of the clear liquid that she struggled to keep her grip.
"More, honey." She continued to seduce me with her sugary sweet smile while I emptied the bottle onto her bosom. "I want them to be slippery for you."
"Can I, uh..." I reached my hand towards her.
"You want to touch them?" Nana cooed softly.
"Fuck yes, I do," I answered with the last ounce of air in my lungs.
She tucked her arms behind her back and stuck out her chest, awaiting my touch. Light shimmered in the lingering trails of lube that decorated her breasts. "They're all yours, Bunny."
I pushed them together as though I was using them to massage each other, enamoured by how effortlessly they glided over each other in the presence of such copious lube. The long, spindly trails mixed together and melted into her skin as I smoothed them out, leaving a polished sheen of glassy skin in my wake.
I weighed her hefty breasts in my hands, lifting them one at a time to get a true sense of just how heavy they were. They wobbled in my hands, and though my hands were much bigger than Nana's, the enormous puddles of flesh still threatened to spill out of my palms if not handled with care.
I grazed my thumb over one of her nipples; she tensed up. I knew I had found a weak spot, and I immediately wanted to exploit it, so I flicked my thumb over her firm pink nub again. She tensed in the same way.
"H-hey," she whimpered, blood rushing to her cheeks. "This is supposed to be your night, young man."
"Do you want me to stop?"
She thought for a moment before shaking her head. I wondered if it felt different for her to be on the receiving end of incestuous pleasure. "No, just... I'm a bit sensitive."
"So, if I do this..." I rolled both of her nipples between my fingers again, eliciting a soft moan. "... you're not gonna make me stop?"
Nana sucked in a deep breath and closed her eyes while I continued to toy with her breasts. "No, no. You can keep going."
I could not get enough of the way Nana's pillowy breasts flopped around in my hands, caving to every tender squeeze and pinch as I casually kneaded them. I could have spent a week playing with her, but she had other ideas.
She narrowed her eyes on my ceaselessly throbbing erection. "What are we gonna do about that, hmm?"
I was so enthralled by her breasts that I had completely forgotten that I had yet to cum. An idea struck me, but before I could open my mouth again Nana made it clear that she knew what I was going to suggest.
She squished her tits together again and enchanted me with a heartfelt smile. With a look of schoolgirl innocence that was as phony as it was alluring, Nana treated me to come some very intentional boob jiggling.
To make matters worse - at least from the perspective of a dick that was suddenly screaming for attention again -- she was not finished seducing me. "Do you think that big, hard cock will fit between these fat, slippery titties, honey?"
I loved hearing her talk like that; it was a shot of adrenaline. A woman who had been nothing but gracious and loving to me for my entire life was on her knees, beckoning me to wedge my cock between her breasts.
She shimmied closer to me until she was close enough to rest her boobs on my thighs. Their bulk bore down on me like a weighted blanket, trapping my legs between them and the mattress. After only a few moments, their furious heat had me sweating.
Nana put a hand on either side of her tits and squished them together, entombing my cock in their sweltering confines. Her slippery udders rolled around me on all sides, completely suffocating the rigid member in a greasy cocoon.
We were perfectly matched; Nana's tits were the right size to hug the length of my cock without making it completely disappear between her cleavage. Only the soft, spongy helmet poked out from between them.
Nana struggled to hold on to the slippery piles of blubber; her hands slid over the surface until she found a spot on each side where she could firmly hold them in place.
She pushed her hands together over and over again like she was trying to make her breasts clap, but with my cock between all she could manage was a muffled thud. Still, her slickened skin slapped together each time it closed around me, snuffing out any hope of fresh air reaching my dick while she still had a hold of it.
I groaned in ecstasy, and Nana took that heartfelt encouragement seriously. Keen to see what other noises she could get out of me, she switched up her approach.
She kept her hands secured to the sides of her breasts, squeezing them as tight as she could while she lifted them. The head of my cock was snug against her sternum, while the bottom of my shaft finally had a moment to breathe.
That opportunity was snatched away just as quickly as it had been offered up when she dropped her tits back onto my lap and engulfed my cock yet again.
Slap, slap, slap.
"Ooooh, fuck, Nana!" I grunted, taking a fistful of the sheets.
"Yeah? Is that... good... Bunny?" Nana pushed out another word or two each time her breasts slapped against my thighs. She was alight with pride at the noises she was getting out of her grandson, and curious to see how far her tits could take me.
"Fuck yes," I groaned through the stars that populated my vision, "it's fucking good." I was completely at Nana's mercy, but I didn't mind getting a bit hazy if I had her there to take care of me.
"I've... never... done this... before," she mewed happily, watching with great interest each time the pulsing pink head would momentarily pop out from between her tits, only to sink into the abyss again when she flung them back into my lap. "Just... tell Nana... when you're... close."
"Wh-what happens when I get close?" I whined, well aware that there wasn't much time left for her to answer.
Truthfully, I had been close for a while. I was doing everything in my power to stop myself from blowing my load early.
"I told you, remember?" Nana stopped jostling her tits for long enough to dribble a fat glob of wet, bubbly saliva directly onto the head.
She rubbed her breasts across the crown as the foamy spit slid over me, inching its way down the sides of my cock. "Good grandmothers swallow. Don't they, honey?"
To accentuate her point, Nana let her jaw hang open. She was a lapdog with a fat, pink tongue hanging lazily out of her mouth. I nearly came right then and there at the sight of her wet, gaping maw opened wide in anticipation.
She spoke without closing her mouth. "Aw ou weay?" She battered her breasts against me faster than before. It amazed me how deeply turned on it made me to watch her talk with her tongue hanging out.
As if the vocals weren't enough accompaniment, the display was made all the more tasteless by the symphony of her slick skin slapping against my thighs every time she would drop her udders onto me. Nana was doing a truly impressive rendition of a pornstar in her prime, and I was one to know.
"N-Nana, holy shit, holy fucking shit I'm gonna cum." My knuckles were bright white as I clutched the comforter, the only thing keeping me from flying into space.
Her breathing quickened as my groans grew louder, drowning her out until the clapping of her tits was background noise that barely registered over the tea kettle screaming in my skull.
"UUuuuhhhhhh fuck!" My balls pulled tight to my body and my cock throbbed menacingly within the den of Nana's colossal breasts.
She quickly released them and grabbed my cock with both hands. One formed a circle around my balls, intent on coaxing out every last drop, while the other worked like a corkscrew over the throbbing length, spiraling from base to crown in one smooth, practiced motion.
Nana's tongue still hung from her mouth like a slippery, red carpet. She stared up at me with an expectant gaze, eyes alight with fire, like getting me to cum was the only thing in the world that mattered to her.
The first rope of cum erupted from the tip splattered against Nana's lips. It did not break, leaving one long, thick vine of glue that stretched all the way from her mouth up to her eye.
Nana squealed with her eye glued shut. "Oh my god, Jamie!" The cream pasted around her lips was thicker than quicksand. When she tried to speak, her words formed bubbles that rose through the dense goo and popped when they reached the surface.
Once her initial shock ended, she dutifully gobbled the fat, bulbous head into her mouth with an insatiable hunger. Her lips secured themselves to the ridge under the crown to keep my cock from falling out while her tongue fluttered against the slit, waiting greedily for another burst of cum.
The slimy, pink snake coiled around the head right as another burst erupted from the tip, sending an ounce of dense syrup right against the back of her throat.
She gagged a little when it trickled down her esophagus, but did not break our bond despite the involuntarily convulsion. Her eye fluttered as she fought the impulse to pull away and clear her throat, but she did not falter.
She flattened my cock against the roof of her mouth just in time for another volley of boiling butter to paint her gullet. She winced, tightly closing her eyes as she tried not to choke.
Every one of my nerves was on fire, yearning for her to pour more gasoline onto me and truly set me ablaze. From head to toe, I was nothing but tingles. I wondered if Nana had secretly snuck me a hit of cocaine. I mumbled something, but I was so lost in the throes of the greatest orgasm of my life that I do not recall if it was English.
With a bubbling vat of cum marinating in her mouth, and my cock throbbing against her tongue, Nana's cheeks were substantially bloated. She looked like a chipmunk, ready to swallow every last nut she'd retrieved from their winter hiding spots.
Her fingers tenderly massaged my balls from below, tickling the bridge that stretched to my backdoor. She pressed on it to entice the final few dribbles out of me. Her nails dragged across the sensitive skin and ignited goosebumps up my spine.
I looked at her with nothing short of adoration, genuinely enthralled by the beauty nestled between my legs with a mouthful of cum resting against her cheeks. She sucked quietly on the slowly softening head, unwilling to let go unless she absolutely had to.
Nana took her time dragging her succulent lips off of me, allowing me to watch with eager anticipation as the head, still throbbing, slowly came into view. With a lurid POP, she released the suction. I wasn't ready for the sudden release, and if I had been standing I surely would have been thrown onto my ass.
My heartbeat was pulsating though my cock, which glistened in the light with the remnants of Nana's saliva and fresh cum coating the bulbous knob. She kept her hands secured around the root, holding it in place as she cast her lustful gaze up and down the length, eyes widening with each powerful flex.
"Did you..." I hesitated to ask.
Nana cocked her head to the side before a second. When she figured out when I meant, she had to put a hand in front of her mouth to stop the cum from leaking out when she giggled at my naivete.
"Mm-mm." She shook her head, grunting with her mouth closed. She pointed to her bloated cheeks to indicate that she had not yet swallowed a single drop.
Nana tilted her head back so her nose was pointed to the ceiling and opened her mouth to give me a view into the ocean of murky white cream. Her tongue cut through the surface like a shark fin, cruising through the viscous swamp, but that only led to a heavy layer of it sticking to her taste buds.
Using a finger, Nana collected the lone rope of cum that had landed on her face and scooped it into her open mouth. To clear the glob of cum from her eyes, she squinted tightly in an effort to eject it, but only succeeded in smearing her mascara so one of her eyes was a sticky mess of black and white.
She opened her eye for a moment only to find several strands pearlescent spider web still clinging to her lashes. She gave up trying to regain her vision, and instead continued to shovel the rest of my heaping load into her mouth.
Once she finally pushed the last glob of butter into her cavernous maw, she closed her mouth and gave her head a little shake to feel the thick pool of cum slosh around in her cheeks.
I got the impression that she was trying to come to terms with how much I had just emptied into her, and how much she was going to have to swallow to keep her promise.
Nana steadied both hands on my thighs and dug her fingers in, bracing for impact. Her nails nearly pierced my skin, but I was so enveloped by the ludicrous display of devotion that I did not care if she drew blood.
She winced a little as she ushered the mass of cum to the back of her throat. Her left eye shuddered violently as she fought her gag reflex to gulp down a sizable portion. Just when I thought she might spit out the rest of the load to spare her stomach, she held up a finger to let me know she wasn't finished yet.
She shook her head again, steadying her nerves right before a hearty, audible GULP drove the last of my children straight into my grandmother's gurgling gut. Her mouth hung open - her tongue, too - as she panted like a prey animal that had narrowly survived a chase. Her mouth was as empty as her stomach was full.
Nana licked her lips with a wink. "All done," she sang sweetly.
My head was adrift at sea. "Nana, that..."
"Was it okay, Bunny?" she asked earnestly, with notes of unease across her face. It's not that she was nervous; she was such a people pleaser that even my outrageous groans and incredible orgasm had not convinced her of what a gifted cocksucker she was.
"Better than just okay," I sighed in relief as my muscles unwound. "That was fucking incredible!"
Nana tucked her floppy breasts back into her bra and juggled them about until they fell into place. She was still half naked, and though I had spent the better part of the last thirty minutes staring at her boobs, I was disappointed to see them clothed again.
I was already obsessed beyond comprehension; I wanted more of her as soon as I could get it.
Nana grinned sheepishly. "I'm glad you liked it. I kind of enjoyed it, too. Is that weird?"
I laid down on the bed and pressed my palms into my eyes to subdue the tiny voice in my head that told me I was dreaming. "Not at all, Nana."
She crawled next to me on the mattress and rested her head on my chest, where it rose and fell with every breath I took. Her hand stroked my cheek reassuringly, waiting for my racing pulse to return to normal. I felt like I had just run a marathon in a full sprint, yet every atom in my body was screaming for more.
Nana kissed my shoulder, letting her lips linger for a few seconds. "Aren't you happy you trusted me?"
"I don't think I've ever been happier in my entire life." I was confident that was true, and I wanted Nana to know how special it was to have had my first sexual experience with her. Another small voice in the recesses of my brain insisted that I should feel awkward, but they were drowned out by the chanting stadium urging me to kiss her.
I placed a finger under Nana's chin and lifted it towards me. Our eyes met, but it was a brand new woman gazing back at me.
"Hey, handsome," she whispered softly.
We closed our eyes in unison to shut out as much of the world's influence as we could, content to immerse ourselves in the fallout of our wanton abandon. Nothing, and nobody, needed to ever enter our small, secluded world ever again. All we needed was each other.
We kissed for a long time, playing the role of two horny teenagers who couldn't keep their paws off of each other. I never wanted to stop touching her. Our makeout session lasted until my jaw went numb like I had been chewing gum for a week straight.
Nana wore a devil's grin when I eventually ended our drawn-out smooching. "Had enough yet, Bunny?"
"Not even close." I kissed her again, though by that point I could hardly tell her lips from mine. "I just know that if we keep this up I'm gonna get hard all over again."
Nana slithered a hand between my legs and cupped my balls. "Would that be such a bad thing?"
I crossed my fingers. "Only if you're going to fix it for me." I knew I was pushing my luck, but it was worth it.
"Somebody's an eager beaver!" Nana sat up and brushed a cord of tousled hair out of her eye. "I haven't given a handjob like that in a long, long time. You lasted so darn long that I'm gonna have to ice my wrist just to recover!"
We laughed, though there was likely some truth to her claim. "I'll try not to take too long next time," I promised.
Nana cocked her head. "Next time, huh?"
I blushed deep red. "Uh, well-- you know..."
She swatted my chest and laughed at my stunned disbelief. "You should see your face! Did you think I was serious?"
"I don't know!" I crossed my fingers again as I dared to be greedy. "Does that mean that this is, like, regular thing?"
Nana thought to herself for a moment. "Well, it can be -- but with a few conditions." I nodded silently and waited for her to lay out the ground rules, but I would have been willing to submit to anything to be with her again.
She explained that, to my dismay, it would not be a nightly occurrence. That did not surprise me. As much as she claimed to have enjoyed it - that part did surprise me - she insisted that she needed to keep a modicum of authority over me.



I understood that. She did not want me to think of her as simply a means to get off, but we were both too intrigued by our developing relationship to pretend that that night would be the last time. I promised to follow her rules, one of which was that I could complete one hundred percent of my school work.
"You can't make any excuses," Nana stated with a firm confidence. "If your work isn't finished on time, then that's that I don't want you wallowing around this house week after week simply waiting to have sex with me."
My ears perked up, and she caught on immediately. Nana chewed her bottom lip pensively. "Right, that. I've been thinking about that, honey."
My heart leapt into my chest. "About having sex... with me?"
Nana thought out her position in real time. "No, not necessarily. I mean - and this is strictly confidential, James - the idea doesn't disturb me as much as it probably should, but I don't see why we should avoid something that makes us feel good. Do you?"
I was able to think of several reasons -- first and foremost that my dad would be heartbroken to know I was thinking about sleeping with his mother -- but that was hardly the end of it. No matter how many factors I considered, no combination of them outweighed my carnal desire to be with her.
"Do you think you'll get your assignment done early this week?" Nana asked. She was practically begging me to do so.
"If it means we get to do this again, I'm going to finish it tomorrow!" Hell, I could have finished it that night if I'd had the energy. Nana was an incredibly powerful motivator. "You have magic hands, Nana. Not to mention these!" I reached for her breasts, but she slapped my hand away and got up off the bed.
"Tsk, tsk," she scolded. "No touching until I say so."
I saluted her. "Yes Ma'am!" It was corny, but it made her laugh. "So, if I do finish tomorrow..."
"I think you wore me down tonight, sugar. My wrists feel like glass!" Nana strode towards the door, making a show of rocking her chubby bottom side to side as she did. "But a good grandmother keeps her word, and I made you a promise that I intend to keep."
"It's okay, Nana. I really don't want you to hurt yourself from jerking me off." I sighed in defeat. As desperate as I was, I still cared deeply about her and would never put my urges above her health.
"Well, honey..." She paused in the doorway, mulling over whether or not to utter her next sentence before ultimately deciding it was worth it. "... I guess next time I'll have to use something other than my hands."
My stomach sank to the floor. My liquefied legs surely would not have kept me standing, so I was glad to be sitting down.
Nana and her skimpy red outfit disappeared from view, leaving me to sit in the dull auburn glow of the table lamp to mull over her revelation.
Images of her played on repeat in my brain, and I felt myself succumbing to the dire urges that had once plagued me to the point of incompetence. All I wanted was to have her in any way I could, but she'd made it clear that that meant I had to buckle down and give just as much thought and care to my schoolwork as I did to her.
For Nana, I would do that.
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I spent all night battling the urge to masturbate. I awoke to a profound grogginess that I knew would plague me for the rest of the day. In a perfect world, I would have beat my meat to images of my cock nestled between Nana's tits until the sun rose.
I had never felt relief like the kind Nana had given me, yet within minutes of her leaving my room I'd been suffering withdrawals. I needed more of her, and I needed it as soon as possible.
I dragged myself into the kitchen with the gusto of a slug and slumped down into one of the hard, wooden chairs around the table. Lack of sleep had turned me into a dishevelled mess, but one look at Nana lit a fire in my belly that was stronger than one hundred cups of coffee.
She was stationed at her command center, the stove. Between her intoxicating cherry blossom perfume and the aroma of melted butter sizzling in the pan, my senses were already halfway to waking up.
The afternoon sun poured through the small window over the sink like a spotlight and sent rays of gold directly onto the swell of Nana's glorious bottom. They illuminated a small pair of grey booty shorts that were tucked neatly between her pudding-thick cheeks.
Rather than the fiery red heels from the night before, she was wearing a pair of white tube socks that stretched up past her knees. From the waist down, Nana looked like a woman half her age!
It was impossible not to stare in the presence of such a beautiful creature, who was made ever more enchanting by the rotund shadow she cast on the tile floor. It was as though the sun itself was saying, "I might be bright, but that thing is the real star."
I could not have agreed more.
She did not look up from the stove. "Late night, Bunny?"
I stretched my arms towards the ceiling until my back popped. "I don't suppose you know anything about that, do you?"
She snickered to herself. "I might, I might. Are you saying Nana was too rough on you?"
The accusation could not have been further from the truth. "Actually, I was hoping you'd be around tonight to hang out."
Nana upgraded her snicker to a full-blown chortle. "To 'hang out,' hmm? Oh, my. That's very PG-13 of you! And to think, they say kids don't respect the elderly anymore."
To my dismay, and genuine surprise, she informed me that she had evening plans that did not involve touching my dick.
"But Nana!" I whined in a manner very unbecoming of someone my age. "Can't you blow it off? I bail on stuff with friends all the time!"
Nana shook her head. "Last time I missed a game was over a year ago, and they still haven't let me hear the end of it! Nobody holds a grudge like these women, but I love them to death."
"Why can't they find someone else to play cards? Are you that good?"
"They're just very particular. Everyone is at my age! You get tired of the bullshit and just wanna enjoy life on your own terms." Nana cast a thoughtful gaze in my direction. "Sometimes there's nothing wrong with enjoying yourself, even if other people might not understand it."
We said nothing for a few minutes, and were merely content to be in each other's company. I thoroughly enjoyed how peaceful I felt around her. I delighted in hearing her happily singing to herself while she bounced around the kitchen like a manic pixie, and even the sound of her adorable toes tapping on the tiles while she scurried about.
Nana put the finishing touches on lunch while I chugged through what would be the first of several cups of coffee. I finished it, and went to pour another while she shovelled grilled cheese sandwiches onto our plates, accented by a cup of tomato soup.
We chatted in circles about the assignments I had to do, avoiding the obvious implication of what would happen when the work was done. Nana lamented over the errands she had to run while I tried my hardest to listen without staring at her boobs. I failed miserably, and while she did not seem to mind, she definitely noticed.
"Something on your mind, Bunny?" Nana cooed with a very intentional wobble of her heavy breasts - breasts that were, once again, unconstrained by a bra. "If they're a distraction, I can put them away?"
"I love distractions!" I blurted out with a mouth half full of grilled cheese.
She feigned disbelief very convincingly. "Is that so? Well, I was going to ask if there was anything you'd like me to wear today, but based on your incessant staring, I'd say that you probably like what I'm already wearing now."
"You look amazing in everything, Nana. Seriously."
She knew there was more coming. "But?"
I hesitated. "But... you know. If you were to - oh, I don't know - slip into your birthday suit? I wouldn't have any objections."
Nana put a hand in front of her mouth to stop half-chewed grilled cheese from flying out of her mouth when she laughed. "Bunny! I meant, like, a pair of heels or a lower cut top! I can't just get naked! People could look right in from the street and see!"
She was partially correct. She knew that closing the blinds would remedy that issue in a heartbeat, so I figured she was resisting only as a way to prolong her entertainment.
"I guess you really liked what you saw last night, huh? I can't get naked, but..." She twiddled her thumbs in circles. "... I can do something else, if you'd like?"
I confirmed that I would very, very much like, and Nana hurried off to her bedroom without another word. She had mentioned that the events of the night before would not happen every day, so I was truly surprised to find her offering herself up so soon afterwards. It seemed we were both struggling to ignore the intoxicating lust we'd found ourselves embroiled in.
I started cleaning up from lunch, expecting to be interrupted, but Nana had still not returned when I'd finished loading the plates into the dishwasher. I resisted the urge to seek her out. I didn't want to spoil her fun; she seemed to very much like making me suffer by making me wait.
I grabbed my laptop with the intention of blasting through that week's essay as soon as possible. Within a few minutes, I was deeply embedded in the third paragraph to the point that I did not hear Nana come back into the kitchen.
Her delicate voice broke the silence like a pin dropping. "Hard at work?"
I hated tearing myself away from a thought mid-sentence, so I typed as fast as I could without taking my eyes off of the screen.
Nana was not willing to wait for my attention. From the corner of my eye, I saw her raise a leg and place it on the chair beside. Then, she repeated the question. "I said; are you hard at work, Bunny?"
I turned my head to answer her, but the words caught in my throat the moment I laid eyes on her new outfit. "Sorry, Nana. I'm ju-- oh, wow."
With her leg hiked up on the neighbouring chair, the first thing I noticed was her toes. Her long, tight-fitting tube socks were long gone, replaced by the natural beauty of her impeccably toned legs. They were as smooth as silk, begging for a hand to traverse them.
My eyes followed the path my hand wished to travel and noticed, with only a slight delay, that her boy shorts were missing as well. My brain caught up to the tingles in my spine just in time to realize that it was not a pair of fuzzy underwear staring back at me.
From the waist down, Nana was naked. I would have noticed right away if she had entered the room completely nude. Seeing her t-shirt in my peripheral vision had led my otherwise-engaged brain to jump to a conclusion about her overall state of dress. I wondered if she'd known that that would happen.
Had I not already borne witness to her lily-white jungle of fur in the bath, I would have been taken aback by its staggering purity. The downy layer of snow blanketing her pussy mound was calling for me to leave my handprints in it.
Nana's mound was so pudgy that I knew it would jiggle just like her ass if it were to receive even the lightest slap. The plump muffin curved outward like a crescent, revealing a thin line of vibrant pink flesh between her puffy curtains. Only the faintest hint of her labia was able to peek out from behind the meaty swell of her vulva, but it was more than enough to make me drool.
Nana placed an open hand in an "L" shape on either side of her pussy, flanking the mane of soft, woven wool. The glorious slit was situated between the frame her hands made -- an artistic masterpiece put on display.
She smiled warmly at me. "Is it everything you imagined, Bunny?"
I was unable to conjure words, but my stare said enough. Nana inched her fingers closer to her center, closing the gap between her hands until her nudity was hidden.
I blinked hard when her pussy disappeared from view, wetting my eyes for the first time in ages. When I opened them again, Nana was gingerly spreading her succulent petals.
Her fingers drifted through her slit too smoothly to hide her enjoyment; she was excited to show her body off to eager eyes, and I was happy to be her audience.
Nana pulled her lips apart. Then, as slowly as her nerves would let her, she began to rub her clit. Her fingers circled the small button. Each touch made her body shiver a little bit, but her concentration never broke.
She mewed softly. Her digits sank deep between the folds and came back out glistening with her juices. Her aroma made my head spin like I was huffing gasoline, and it was even more addictive.
Just when I thought I might muster the courage to speak, Nana stifled that urge by timidly placing two of her syrup-laced fingers on my lips. Without a second of hesitation, I sucked her slippery digits into my mouth and let her nectar melt on my tongue.
"Your grandfather never did stuff like this," she said in awe, wiggling her fingers.
"His loss," I murmured with her fingers still in my mouth.
She raked her nails across my scalp. "You like the way Nana tastes, sugar?"
The hair on the back of my neck stood up. "It's better than sugar."
She took a handful of my hair and tilted my head back so I was looking at her. "Prove it," she ordered, releasing my hair so I might feel as though I had an ounce of control over the situation.
I'd been ready to dive in before she'd said a word, but it felt so much more fulfilling to do so at her behest.
Nana got up onto the chair next to me, dwarfing me in her shadow. The position came with the benefit of a direct view to the underside of her bulging pussy.
She reached a hand out to me, and I held on so she would have something to balance herself as she climbed up from the chair to the table. The furniture was sturdy and unyielding. Not a single groan or creak emanated from it as she laid on her back.
Nana turned her head to the side and raised an eyebrow at me. "What are you waiting for, sweetheart? Don't you want dessert?"
My salivary glands were working overtime. "You're the dessert?"
"Of course," she purred. "Now, be a good boy and come eat Nana's cookie."
She kept her legs closed together, raising them into the air until her pointed toes aimed at the ceiling. With the technique of a synchronized swimmer, she parted her slender legs as slowly as she could.
Her wet, plushy curtains peeled apart, prompting me to take my first totally unobstructed look at my grandmother's naked pussy. I was in awe of the spectacle. I didn't take a single breath the whole time she opened herself to me. I could only watch in silent wonder as the scene before me played out like a beautiful dream.
Her folds parted and exposed her sensitive nub like a glistening pearl. The small button was throbbing with excitement, begging to be touched, but thanks to her prominent lessons in patience, I knew better than to rush.
Nana pulled her knees up to her chest and grabbed hold of her shins. Her eyes locked on mine so she could watch the glee spread across my face. She clenched her pussy over and over again like she was winking at me, which also served to show off how tightly she could constrict the tiny tunnel.
Nana sported an enormous grin. "She's saying hi to you."
Her toes wiggled back and forth with noticeable impatience. We were daring each other to make the first move. Despite my desperation to taste her, I maintained composure.
She knew I was eager, but I still tried to hide it. Against all odds, I managed to play it cool for a whole ten seconds longer than I'd thought I'd be able to, but after that, I was hopeless to resist the temptation drawing me between Nana's legs.
I waltzed calmly to the end of the table and grabbed onto her pudgy thighs. With no warning, I hauled her body to the very edge. She gasped in surprise, but took to the position as soon as she felt my cheek graze her inner thigh.
Her skin was smoother than glass. I kissed the supple flesh and sucked on it just lightly enough so that I wouldn't leave a mark. My tongue flattened against the portion of thigh meat that I had sucked into my mouth, basting her skin with long, patient licks.
Nana's spellbinding warmth beckoning me towards her heated center. I followed its call, obediently diving between my grandmother's open legs until she closed both of them around my ears. I wrapped my arms around her toned thighs to keep her in place, and rested my hands on her tummy.
When Nana's fingers combed through my hair, I knew she was giving me the signal to dig in.
I followed her orders and gently encircled her clit with my lips. It had been probably been throbbing since she'd taken her pants off, well aware that it would be tended to within minutes of her doing so. I applied tender suction around the pink pebble to lock it in place. I slid my tongue out so it touched the bottom of my chin, then flattened it against the mouth of her pussy.
Nana was already soaked through, and my tongue absorbed her syrup like a sponge. I dragged the brush through her honey-coated lips until it touched her clit.
She groaned from deep in her belly. It was a sound that got louder as I crushed the pulsating bead under my tongue, exploring it to find the perfect spot that would make her toes curl.
I dug my tongue under her clit and pushed it into my top lip so I could roll it back and forth by applying pressure with my teeth. I wandered over to one of her velvet curtains and slurped it into my mouth. She melted like butter on my tongue.
When I sucked on the meaty wing, she started to pull against me. We were playing tug-o-war with her lips, gingerly tugging back and forth without either of us wanting to claim the victory. That went on for a minute or so until I let her win, being the gentleman that I am. I broke the vacuum seal and took a much needed breath of air.
"Oh, fuck, I forgot how fucking amazing this feels," Nana cried to the ceiling, eyes closed tighter than Fort Knox. "Keep going, honey. Eat Nana's cunt."
I was invigorated by her words. They were visceral, and most certainly not grandmotherly. Nana clawed at the back of my scalp like she wanted to swallow me whole, but the rest of her body seemed content to only engulf my tongue. I slithered into her drooling pussy once more, bathing my tongue in sultry syrup whose warmth had me sweating.
Her thighs tightened like a vice around my skull. As if that didn't send the message, she made sure to coil her legs around my head to keep me there. I was drowning in a jungle of juices and, with Nana's legs locked around the back of my head, I was going to stay that way.
I circled the outer ring, toying with the idea of sliding inside as I teetered on the edge of the pit.
Nana groaned in frustration and bucked her hips to force me to give her what she wanted. Her pussy was seizing restlessly, trying to entice me inside. After a few minutes, I politely obliged.
I pushed my way through the soggy trench tongue-first, driving through the swamp of slippery juices that collected like condensation on my nose and cheeks.
I sunk my tongue into her until I could not go any further, and she squeezed around it to express her gratitude. Her rhythmic convulsions were a steady heartbeat, lulling me into a hypnotic trance. It was strangely meditative. I lost track of how many minutes I spent with my tongue wiggling around the sweltering depths of her plush, pink pocket.
I fought against my body as it cried frantically for oxygen, to say nothing of the muscles in my jaw going numb. I didn't want to waste a second taking a breath if it meant interrupting Nana's carousel of pleasure, but fate had other plans.
Three sharp, menacing knocks against the door brought both of us back to reality. Within the realm of our daydream, we'd forgotten that it was still early enough in the day that visitors felt comfortable coming by.
Nana clamped her legs around my skull so hard that it almost knocked me out. "Who the hell is that?"
By the time I regained my composure, she had already run off to her bedroom, likely in search of pants. She had said something else before she'd disappeared out of the room, but I hadn't quite caught it.
"I said answer it, Jamie!" She rushed back into the kitchen with one leg in a pair of shorts, jumping like a fool to try and get the other one on before she answered the door. Her face was completely flushed, and her breathing was too rapid to be explained by an intense knitting session. "You didn't hear me?"
"Er, I guess not? Sorry, Nana. Let me get it! You're still..."
Nana raised an eyebrow at me and let go of her pants to take a very authoritative position with her arms folded over each other. She hadn't put underwear on, and without the second leg to help keep her pants in place, they fell lamely onto the floor.
She commanded an answer, which is hard to do when one is bottomless with beads of honey still glistening in their pussy hair. "Go ahead. I'm still what?"
I should have been intimidated, but I could not bring myself to feel anything other than intense lust for the woman standing half-naked in front of me. Her pussy was so wet that I could see the juices in her thick, matted fur from where I was standing. The visual of her trying to look menacing was undeniably sexy, and I cursed at the stranger for tearing me away from her.
"Still... still, uh..." I gawked like an idiot, but the words would not come to me.
Nana widened her eyes and made a "hurry up" motion with her hands. She noticed me staring between her legs and looked down to meet my gaze, throwing her hand in the air when she realized why I was locked in stasis.
"Right, silly me," she sighed with a proud smile.
Even in her frustration, she was unable to hide her glee at being gazed at with such fervent desire. "You can't focus on anything but Nana's pussy. Is that right, sugar?"
I nodded. "You're the one waving her in my face!"
Nana dragged her middle finger through her pussy. Her lush lips swallowed the digit, completely eclipsing it behind a veil of swollen meat.
When she pulled it out, it was covered with nectar. She stepped towards me and put the finger on my lips like she was shushing me. I humbly accepted the syrupy finger into my mouth.
"Fine. You stay here and think about how good Nana tastes." She winked at me and kissed my cheek. "I'll go see who this intruder is, and why they found it fitting to stop you just as I was about to cum."
My eyes ballooned. "You were? Really?"
Nana chuckled and pointed to her pants, still crumpled around her feet on the floor. "Can you pull them up, please?"
I knelt down and opened the leg hole so Nana could step into it. I pulled the fabric over her thighs and curvaceous ass, regretfully hiding her most alluring pieces from view. Her ass bounced around as she took off to greet the surprise visitor, and I watched it dance the whole way.
Nana slammed the door with a disgruntled wail. "Not only do they ignore the sign," she complained as she strolled back into the kitchen, "but they show up right as I'm about to cum to ask me if I've heard the Good Word? Seriously?"



I tried to join her in her outrage, but a smile crept across my face that immediately caught her attention. She asked what I was laughing at with her hands on her hips.
I shrugged. "I mean, it's kind of funny, isn't it? We literally had God himself stop you from cumming. Maybe it's a sign."
Nana rolled her eyes and waved me away. "You are not going to pick today to get all religious on me."
"But they're the messengers, or something, right?" I knew I was playing with fire, but I dared to get burned. "So, in a roundabout way, you could technically say that I made you 'see God,' right?"
Nana wanted to laugh, but not as badly as she wanted to be angry. Her face was caught in the stasis of a perplexed half-grin that refused to commit, but could not be ignored. She wagged a finger at me, biting her lip to smother the smile. "That was not funny."
"I'm happy to make up for it." I gestured towards the kitchen table to make clear my offer.
"I think I've distracted you enough for this afternoon. Besides, if we keep going, I'm gonna break my promise and end up fucking you before the sun goes down!"
My heart lurched into my stomach. "Like, tonight?"
"Oh, honey. I didn't mean to get you excited. Listen, I like doing this as much as you do, but this is a reward, so I can't just start rewarding you before you've done the work."
"I guess that's fair," I said, utterly failing to hide my disappointment.             
"But..." Nana stepped towards me and hooked her arms around my neck. "... you did finish your essay today, right?"
A long pause told her that I had not. "I'm really close!"
"Then you'll have to stay really close to having your dick sucked until it's done." She batted her eyes like a certain oversexualized adult cartoon in a red dress. "I'll ask you again when I get home after cards tonight, so you have some time."
Heat rushed to my cheeks. "What if I can't finish?"
Nana broke our embrace and slowly, with great intention paid to swaying her butt, walked out of the kitchen. Before she vanished from view, she paused with her back to me.
She bent at the waist, sure that I was watching, and looped her thumb into the waistband of her shorts. She peeled them off, slowly revealing the hundreds of tiny goosebumps dotting every square inch of her plump bottom. She wagged her tail so the fat cheeks collided with each other a few times.
Just when I thought she was done, she straightened her back and stretched her arms to the ceiling. With one hand, she grabbed one of her t-shirt sleeves and yanked it over her head. Even though she was facing away from me, I could see the swell of her massive breasts come crashing down. Gravity took hold, and her body lurched forward from their tremendous weight, but she played it off.
Nana cupped her boobs in her arms and, with plenty of dough spilling over the sides of her chest, craned her neck to peer at me over her shoulder. "I really, really hope you finish on time."
I stood up and took a step towards her. "And what if you keep distracting me?"
"What are you gonna do about it, Bunny?" She scampered around the corner, and I took that as an invitation to follow.
Nana heard my chair creak as soon as I got up, and was quick to dispense a warning. "You had better be studying in there!"
It was too late; I was already lumbering down the hall after her like a starving sex-zombie. I peeked into Nana's room to see her fiddling through her underwear drawer. I'd never been much for stealth, so she heard me coming from a mile away.
"What do you think you're doing here, young man?" She put her hands on her hips. Once again, nudity undermined her attempt at authority. "Don't you have work to do?"
I stumbled towards her mindlessly. "Boooooobs." My hands were outstretched and reaching for her chest, which she promptly covered.
She backed up, scolding me the whole time. "Oh, no you don't! Bunny, you have work to do!"
"Booooobs!" I proclaimed again, louder that time. I would have listened to her, but I could tell how badly she was trying to stop herself from smiling. "Want boobies, need boobies."
Nana rolled her eyes with a delighted smile. She could not stay mad at me. She put her hands back on her hips, exposing her breasts to me once more. There is something wildly sexy about dominant, naked woman, and she was flipping all my switches.
"There, you've seen them," she said. "Are you going to be a good boy now?"
I shook my head and stepped towards her, but she raised a finger along with her eyebrow as she said, "I will give you five minutes on the bed, but you're not putting anything inside me. Got it?"
I nodded with enthusiasm, ready to relish the next five minutes of my life. Nana took me by the hand and walked us over to the bed where she lay herself down. Her legs parted like the gates to heaven as she tugged on my hand.
"Come get on top of me, honey," she said encouragingly. I obeyed, placing myself between the spread legs of my naked grandmother.
I held myself up so my weight wouldn't crush her. Her hands naturally fell onto my biceps. I felt like a god from the way her eyes widened as she tenderly squeezed my arms.
"You definitely got your grandfather's genes," she insisted. "Your arms feel just like his."
"Is that a good thing?"
"It's good, but it's not the best thing you inherited from him." Nana nudged my balls with her knee. "I see a lot of him in you."
"And I see a lot of me in you in the future, Nana." I bent down to kiss her; she met me halfway, her tongue eagerly nipping at my lips.
"If you play your cards right, this won't be the last time you get me in this position." Nana clasped her hands on either side of my face to hold me in place for a long, drawn out kiss.
"How do you mean?" I asked.
"Well..." Nana touched her nose to mine and teased me with a kiss that never came. Her legs wrapped around my waist to pull me into her, grinding my crotch against her bare pussy. I have never wished to be naked more than I did at that very moment. Softly, she whispered, "When you finally do get to put that fat cock in Nana's tight, wet little cunt, this is exactly how you're going to do it."
"Fuck, Nana. I love when you talk like that."
The success of her lurid dirty talk put a satisfied grin on her face. "I know, Bunny. That's why I do it."
I begged Nana, with no sense of decency, to jerk me off again before she left. She politely declined, but I knew she was relishing the hold she had over me. "You don't get any treats until you finish. If I find out that you're jerking off without me, there's gonna be hell to pay!"
"This isn't a treat?" I asked obliviously, gesturing to my body pinning hers to the mattress.
"Nuh-uh," Nana insisted. "This is just light flirting -- totally harmless."
The growing bulge in my pants stood as disagreement - or was trying its best to -- but the last thing I wanted to do was to squander our flourishing relationship by acting selfishly. If Nana said 'no,' it was 'no.'
We made out for a few more minutes, but Nana held fast to the time limit she'd imposed. I think we both could've stayed in that bed the whole night, but life had other plans - and apparently it was willing to threaten Nana with a roving gang of 'particular' older women to ensure they were followed.
We hadn't exactly chosen a good hiding spot. Granted that "underneath her own grandson" may very well have qualified as the last place those ladies would've thought to look, but her own bedroom, not so much.
I let Nana get dressed without bothering her further and returned to my essay with renewed interest in completing it. I finished it in record time, but when I finally did, Nana had already left for her card game.
I twiddled my thumbs aimlessly for a couple hours and convinced myself that I wasn't watching the clock with each passing minute. I watched TV, but didn't care about anything that was on it. I was utterly and shamelessly obsessed with Nana, and felt lost without having her home.
I thought about that word: 'home.' It was not just her house that I was living in. It felt like a real home more than mine ever had, and that was all thanks to the incredible woman I got to wake up to every morning. I was the luckiest man in the world. I had never been in love before, so I didn't know exactly what I was feeling for Nana, but it felt very much like what movies had always described to me.
I wanted to be around her every chance I got -- not just because of what she had done, but because of who she was. She was strong, and independent, and had a zest for life that was unique for someone who had already experienced so much.
Nana made me feel confident, safe, and supported, like I could do anything in the world with her at my side. No matter what it took, I was going to make sure it stayed that way as long as I could.
When Nana's key finally turned in the door, I jumped off the sofa to greet her. I was so thrilled that I actually had to stop myself from yelling "Nana's home!" and jumping into her arms. She was a strong woman, but the impact alone would have taken her off her feet!
Nana called from the hallway. "Miss me, Bunny?" Her voice made my stomach do a dozen happy somersaults.
She kicked off her shoes and strode through the kitchen to the den, where I was waiting. Her small, bare feet stuck to the floor with every step. For a guy who doesn't usually go in for feet, the sound was oddly comforting to me. I had memorized the sound, and thus felt immediate happiness the moment I heard it.
My heart swooned the second her adorable eyes peeked around the corner and locked with mine. It may sound boastful, but I swear she lit up with the same fiery passion that I did.
"There's my man," Nana cooed with a charming grin. "Whatcha watching?"
I acknowledged the existence of the television for the first time in over an hour. "I think it's Friends? I haven't really been paying attention."
"Yeah, I've seen this one." Nana sat on the arm of the sofa and put an arm around me. "Aren't they going to some black tie event at Ross's museum?"
"Oh, yeah." In truth I had no idea. I tried to shift the conversation before she noticed how clueless I was. "So, how were the gals?"
Nana shook her head. "I should have known better than to show up with - in their words - an 'effervescent glow' about me."
Maybe a smarter man would have gotten the hint right away. "You were glowing?"
Nana chuckled and slid down to wedge herself between me and the sofa arm. "I think you might have something to do with it, Bunny."
There wasn't much room between us, so Nana swung her legs over mine and lazily rested her head on my shoulder. She was so small that, when she curled up in my lap, the top of her head sat just below my nose. I was tantalized by the aroma of her hand-picked mango shampoo. My senses were alight, and they were all focused on her.
Nana tilted my head towards her and brushed the softness of her palm against the stubble on my cheek. Her gaze shifted between my pupils like she could see the tornado of thoughts swirling behind them.
When she found what she was looking for -- whatever it was -- she pulled me close to her with a tender hand and sealed our lips together. We stayed connected for a moment before Nana broke the tether. A small strand of saliva linked her lips to mine, so she brushed it away with the back of her hand.
She giggled. "Oopsie, a little sloppier than I intended."
I linked my around her stomach so she could not pull away. "You know I love sloppy, Nana." I pressed my lips against her neck like I was going to kiss her, but blew a raspberry that made her whole body tense up.
"Ah! Bunny!" Nana squealed through the laughter, unable to squirm out of my unbreakable hold. She playfully swatted at my head like she was beating off a wild animal. "That tickles! Mercy, mercy!"
"Tell me you missed me!" I blew another raspberry against her skin and got her to produce a laugh so ugly that I couldn't help but find it adorable. Nana's legs were kicking wildly, but I held on.
"Stop, stop it!" she chortled relentlessly. "I missed you! So much, so much! Jamie, I'm gonna pee!"
That was a line I did not wish to cross, so I regretfully gave her the peace she sought. Still, I kept her tight in my arms. Simply feeling her body against mine invigorated my soul.
Nana was flushed from her laughing fit, but even beet-red she was the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on. It was strange that those moments were as surreal as her incredible handjob, or tasting her nectar on my tongue, or seeing her gigantic breasts fighting against gravity with every step she took.
The way it was so casual to snuggle up with Nana on the couch was profound to me. All she had given me was a little kiss, but I knew it had meant so much more than that. That small peck had carried with it the implication that the taboo, and the guilt that came with it, was slowly dissolving.
I would have done anything to spend another minute with her -- even subjecting myself to the monotony of Friends for another gruelling half-hour. "Want me to make some popcorn? I think there's another episode on after this."
"I guess somebody forgot about the promise I made before I left," Nana teased. "Did you get your essay done?"
"I did," I told her, "but I don't want you thinking I'm just some sex-crazed maniac that doesn't care about anything else. I want to hang out with you!"
"Isn't that the whole reason you're here?" Nana asked. "Not to be rude, Bunny, but the whole point was to stop you from obsessing over girls because you're a sex crazed maniac. Isn't that right?"
She was right, in part. However, my fellow students were not the women that posed the greatest risk to my studies. I already knew that I would struggle to meet girls in university, no matter how much freedom it granted me, and Mom knew the same when she sent me to live with Nana.
I imagined that Mom assumed living with a woman who was thrice my age, as well as being inundated with schoolwork, would be a combination that kept me from succumbing to my addiction. That revealed how little she knew about my struggle, and how quickly she had shipped me off to feel like she had solved the problem.
I sighed like the air in my lungs was going stale. "I don't really feel that way about you, Nana. I think you are... well, you know."
She stroked my hair, curiosity plastered across her face. "Tell me."
"I think you're gorgeous, honestly. I think you're so fucking beautiful, Nana. You're charming, you've got a great sense of humor, you work hard, and you care about the people you love. To me, that's the perfect woman."
She closed her eyes and placed a kiss on my neck. "Keep going."
"Uh, well, you're sharp as a tack. You challenge me to better myself like nobody ever has. You cook like a top chef. You never take no for an answer. You make me see the best in people, especially myself."
I had never consciously thought those things about her, but in the moment I found all I had to do was speak my mind for the truth about my feelings to come pouring out. In that moment, I realized that whatever I had been searching for on the deepest pages of PornHub was impossible to find on the internet. It was not nudity and sex that I was obsessed with, it was a bond.
She giggled happily, savouring her hold over me. "Mmhmm, what else?" She pressed her tongue against my neck and traced a path towards my earlobe.
Her voice tickled my brain. From her position next to my ear, every sound she made was amplified tenfold. I was an evergreen, and every whisper from Nana shook loose thousands of needles that tickled my spine on the way down.
"Fuck, Nana that feels so good."
"Tell Nana what else you like, sugar." Romance be damned, it was finally dawning on me that Nana was not looking for compliments on just her personality.
"Well, for starters..." I kept one arm wrapped around her while the other cupped one of her breasts from below. "... these are most amazing tits I've seen in my entire life. I could spent a month with my face between them and I'd still want more!"
I kneaded the soft dough and noted that it was the first time Nana had actually worn a bra around me.
She cooed softly with her eyes closed as I massaged her. "More."
"Your pussy tastes like the sweetest, most delectable honey in the world; I've been thinking about it all day."
Nana pulled back just enough to look me in the eye. "Really? You liked doing that?"
"Of course!" I insisted. "Why wouldn't I?"
Nana shrugged. "Your grandfather only did it once, on our wedding night. I thought he hated it, so I never asked him to do it again, and he never offered."
I slid a hand between her closed legs to try and pry them apart. As soon as she opened them, I dove between her thighs and curved my fingers around the swell of her pussy.
The warmth was remarkable. I did not understand how she could walk around all day with such a powerful furnace raging between her legs. If this is how warm she is on the outside, I wondered, how hot and cozy must she be on the inside?
I was desperate to find out, and was willing to offer my services any time she wished. "Well, I'm free right now."
"Now probably isn't the best time, Bunny. I'm exhausted from a night with the girls, and I still have to take a shower. But..." She bit her lower lip. "... there might be room for one more person if you're interested."
If Nana had not been sitting in my lap I would have leapt through the ceiling.
I kissed her one last time as she climbed off me, stripping off her shirt as she did. She walked out of the living room, already unclasping her bra with one hand. I took off after her, but was careful not to step on any of the fabric landmines she left behind.
By the time I got to Nana's bedroom, she was wearing nothing but a pair of sheer white panties. Her breasts were hanging out for the world to see, but the only one lucky enough to lay eyes on them was me. Her hair was still tied up in a bun, which left nothing in the way of the awe-inspiring sight.
Her nipples stood at attention, though even their alluring pointed peaks were not enough to divert my gaze away from the sight of her heavy, sagging udders. Nana heaved her breasts into her hands and lifted them like she was serving them to me on a silver platter.
"Do you wanna see how they look when they're wet?" she offered graciously.
"More than anything in the world," I admitted with no exaggeration.
Nana turned around and rested her hands on the wall. She stuck her butt out and wagged it back and forth. "Then help me take these off."
I knelt down and wrapped a hand around Nana's ankle. I slid it up her leg as slowly as my impulses would allow me. When I reached the hem of her underwear, I hooked my finger under the thin bridge of fabric that covered her pussy. The heat from her center tickled my finger before her juices did, but the presence of both was unmistakable.
I tried not to let myself be sidetracked, no matter how badly I wanted to feel her tight tunnel constrict my digits until they snapped. I had a mission, and that mission involved a very wet, very naked grandmother.
I dropped her panties to the floor. She stepped out of them then spread her legs twice as far apart as before and pushed her behind out a little further.
I gawked in wonder. "Whoa." I did not mean to say anything; it just came out.
"I thought you might wanna take a closer look." Nana rocked her hips back and forth so fast that her heavy, oversized behind couldn't keep up.
My hands embedded themselves in the softness of Nana's plump rump. My fingers sunk into her flesh like quicksand and quickly disappeared under a generous covering of doughy ass meat. I spread her cheeks open, and almost bit my tongue off at the sight.



Nana's pussy was a swamp of warm, slippery honey. Vines of syrup strung from one side of her gaping pussy to the other, breaking one by one as I stretched her cheeks further apart. The thick, sultry heat rolling off of her was enough to form a line of sweat across my brow.
Her glistening pink center was a whirlpool that would surely drag me into its depths. I was in a trance, staring into the densely packed tunnel of pussy meat before me.
Well aware of how obsessed I was, Nana made sure to perform for me. She clenched her pussy to constrict its rosy walls like a vice, teasing me with a visual display of just how tight she could make herself.
I recognized the technique from earlier that day. She had previously used it to entice me to dive into her pussy tongue-first, and it seemed that she knew it would be equally effective a second time.
"Bet you want to know what that feels like, huh, Bunny?"
I swallowed the drool building up in my mouth. "You have no idea, Nana."
"Well, go ahead then." Nana rested her face against the wall for balance so that she could reach back and take over cheek-spreading duty for me. "You can put your fingers in me, if you want to spoil the surprise."
"The w-what?" I asked like an idiot.
Nana jostled her cheeks. "Do you really want your fingers to be the first thing you put inside me?"
Horniness clouded my brain. "Does that mean I can fuck you?"
Nana spun on her heels and greeted me with a look of surprise. "You can what me?"
"W-when we... I mean, when you let me--"
"Let you fuck me?" Nana interrupted with a sharply arched eyebrow.
She pushed on my chest to make a gap between us, but stepped towards me and closed it immediately. "Listen here, buster." She punctuated every other word with a light shove on my chest.
"You do not get to fuck your grandmother, got it?" She did shoved me backwards again, and again, until she had walked me all the way out of her bedroom.
I still didn't understand what I'd said that had been so wrong. "Sorry, Nana. I just meant--"
"Once you finish your homework, you are going to have sex with her." She raised her eyebrows yet again. "You fuck whores. Am I just a whore to you?"
I shook my head violently. "No! Absolutely not!" I must have had the look of a dejected hound on my face, because Nana dropped the charade as quickly as she'd blitzed me with it.
"I'm just messing with you." She put her hands on my chest again. That time, she let them linger there while she stepped close to me so that our tummies were touching.
Her breasts ballooned to the sides when they flattened against my chest, with her nipples stabbing into me like small, pink daggers. "When the time comes, maybe that's exactly what I'll want."
"You'll want what?" I half knew the answer, but I wanted to hear her say it.
Nana kissed my cheek and stepped around me to get into the bathroom. "To be your whore, Bunny."
The overhead lights in the bathroom cast shadows down Nana's chest. Her porcelain skin was as brilliant as ever, even without the sun bouncing off of her.
I knew that it was impolite to stare, but it was impossible to control my stare. I could not resist gazing at the untamed forest of white whiskers nestled between her cushy thighs. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up when I imagined the soft coils brushing against my cheek.
Nana craned her neck to look over her mountainous breasts. She put her hands between them like she was going to pray, but spread them apart so they flopped to either side of her chest. She held them both at bay so she could see what I was staring at.
"Oh, that." She sighed and put a hand over her bush to hide it from me. "I'm sorry, Bunny. I know a lot of girls your age shave, but I always thought this looked good on me. Do you want me to get rid of it?"
I stepped in close and looped my arms around the small of her back. "I think it looks really, really good on you."
Nana smiled with the warmth of a thousand suns. "It's been a while since a man told me that."
I smiled back. "I might have to tell you every day, if that's what it takes to convince you of how gorgeous you are."
She cocked her head. "Doesn't that imply you're going to see my pussy every day?"
"If I had my way, you'd never wear pants again." I touched my forehead against hers and let her be the one to initiate our kiss.
The water was running in the background, and thankfully so; a mounting utility bill was the only thing that stopped us from hastily sucking face until the hot water ran out.
"After you, Nana." I took her hand as she stepped into the tub, but could not help myself from swatting her jiggling ass cheek on the way. The sound echoed around the small bathroom loudly enough to drown out the rushing water. I must have smacked her pretty hard, given the dull pink handprint I'd left behind.
She spun on her heels and pointed an accusatory finger at me, but did not scold me with her words. It was just the menacing look in her eye that convinced me to meekly apologize.
"Sorry, Nana."
Fully convinced that her authority had been dispensed, Nana turned her back to me. As soon as her butt faced me, she reached down and slapped the other cheek for good measure. "You're lucky this thing is so fat. Otherwise that might've hurt!"
I breathed a sigh of relief. "Lucky me."
I wanted to be in there with her as soon as possible. By the time I was naked, Nana already had a bottle of soap in her hand. Luckily for me, she waited for my attention to be back on her before applying it.
Nana held the bottle upside down, hovering above her breasts. With a slow, steady squeeze, she poured the viscous liquid over them like she was glazing a cake. The outpouring of creamy, white frosting drooled over her tits. She was facing away from the showerhead, so the soap was able to cling to her skin without being washed away.
"Hurry up," she whined as she stuck her chest towards me. "I need hands."
I almost crashed through the wall from how quickly I jumped in, with my erection leading the way. I stood under the water so Nana would not get her hair wet, and to keep the water off her for as long as possible. Her chest was smothered, and I didn't want that to change until I got my hands on her.
With a torrent of warm water beating against my back, I closed the curtain and created a world where only Nana and I existed. As soon as I had her to myself, her breasts were in my hands. The piles of heaving flesh weighed my arms down to the point of exhaustion, but I welcomed the burn.
The soap made it difficult to hold onto her, but that challenge was part of the fun. Just when I thought I had a handle on her enormous breasts, they would slip and slide out of my grip.
Long streaks of white lather were smeared across her chest, with tiny bubbles around the edges that popped the second my hands pushed through them.
Her perky nipples jutted into my palms like rubber bullets. I brushed a thumb over them, and Nana's body stiffened. I knew the tiny gems were sensitive, since she seized up in response to even the lightest pinch.
Nana had secured her arms around my neck for balance; her eyes were trained on her breasts, the same as mine were. I was a kid in a candy store, and she was pleased to watch me paw her tits with fascination.
With both of them in my hands, I took pleasure in clapping them together and sending flecks of lather-shrapnel into the air. It was a completely depraved sound that seduced me on its own; every salacious slap of her soapy udders filled me to the brim with uncontrollable lust. I lifted and dropped her bulky tits to get a sense of the burden she carried every day, though she was more fond of the former.
"H-hey, Bunny," she croaked with a wince. "You gotta be a little more careful with the girls, okay?"
I reflexively removed my hands. "Sorry, I got carried away."
Nana turned away from me and put her behind in reverse until it was flush with my crotch. "I've fed enough babies with these big things to know that they can handle it, but still."
I reached around her body and cupped her breasts, using my grip to hold her body against mine. "I'm a lot stronger than a baby."
"Yes you are, Bunny," Nana purred.
The swell of her ass nestled firmly against me and sandwiched my cock between her pudgy cheeks. She took to grinding, and did so with a wanton abandon that I did not expect.
The fever between her legs was palpable, so I knew I was dangerously close to entering her pussy without even having to see it. Every time she dipped her hips, I prayed that she would go too far and accidentally push me inside of her.
Sadly, Nana was far too skilled to let something like that happen. Her soft mounds expertly milked the length of rebar embedded against her asshole, doing her best impression of a hands-free handjob.
"Grab my boobs and hold me close, Bunny," she urged me excitedly. "I want to try something."
I happily obeyed, knowing that she had something wickedly sinful in store. I reached around her body and let her breasts overflow from my palms.
I kissed the back of her neck and asked, "Now what?"
"Noooow..." Nana stretched out both the word and the pause. "... you're going to practice. But you have to play nice."
I did not know what she meant, but I was given no time to speculate.
She crouched down a little to make a gap in her thighs that she reached into, searching for my burgeoning erection. Her tiny fingers coiled around the girthy pole and dragged it down through the pool of bubbles that collected between her cheeks, like she was wetting a brush. With my cock pointed at her entrance, I wondered if the moment I'd dreamed of was upon me.
Then, I was reminded of her rule. "Play nice" did not imply that I was going to get exactly what I wanted, but what I did get was more than any other guy would have dreamt of.
Nana guided my cock between her soapy thighs. It glided through the tender flesh with ease. She closed her legs firmly, trapping me in place so I could feel her warmth like a cocoon on all sides. My cock - entombed in the confines of my grandmother's thigh meat - was already threatening to cum.
I hadn't even begun to move, but the knowledge that it was Nana's patch of silken white fur tickling my crown was enough to make me lose control on its own. That, coupled with the wet, muggy heat enveloping me like a winter coat, had my cock aching for release. I stifled the urge as best I could, but that was the easy part.
Confident that I was in position, Nana released my cock and squirmed in place to vigorously massage all of it at once. She straightened her back to use my body for support, resting her full weight on me. My hands on her breasts, and my cock trapped between her legs, made for a unique harness to keep us tethered to each other.
She patted my leg reassuringly a couple times. "Go ahead, sugar. Nana's ready."
"I-- uh, I feel like I'm gonna cum already," I confessed lamely.
I was disappointed in myself. I wanted to be the stud that could spend an hour with my cock at full mast, only finishing when I had finally had enough. Perhaps I was primed to explode from an evening spent fantasizing about moments such as that, but no amount of imagination could have prepared me for reality.
Nana reached up and stroked my temple with a calm disposition. "Hey, hey. It's okay, Bunny." She tilted her head back to the side so our cheeks were pressed together and quietly talked me off the ledge. "Don't rush; go slow. Practice, remember? I'm not going anywhere."
"I swear if I move an inch I'm gonna paint the wall." I laughed, but even that small exertion pushed me closer to orgasm.
"Listen to me, Bunny," she instructed with a soothing rub on my thigh. "You have to clench your ass as tightly as you can, like you're trying to stop yourself from going pee."
I was speechless. "Uh, what?"
Nana giggled. "I know it's silly. Just trust me, okay? Take yourself right to the edge. Then push in deep - then stop - and squeeze until it calms down."
At that point I trusted Nana more than myself, so I let her words pilot me. With all the patience I could muster, I slowly withdrew my cock from her thigh pocket. As soon as her skin brushed across the throbbing helmet, the finish line came racing towards me at a million miles an hour. I instinctively plunged my cock between Nana's succulent thighs and did what she told me: squeeze.
I clenched my ass muscles to hold back the avalanche and froze in place. I shuddered against Nana's back; finally, I was the one using her for support. My legs trembled violently in protest as I denied my body the one thing it wanted, but for Nana's sake I wanted to prove I could be my own master. The last thing I wanted was to pop too early when we finally did have sex!
I did my best to carry out her instructions, but it was easier said than done. Each time my thighs would meet her ass, it became harder and harder to stop myself from cumming. I would pull back again, fighting the incredible urge to explode between her legs as I did, only to feel that same profound pleasure when I pushed through the curtain of cushy meat surrounding me.
It felt like hours passed, but it was likely only a few minutes. If you think a watched pot never boils, try counting the seconds you're able to keep a lid on one that's already threatening to boil over.
"Good boy, good boy," Nana sang like a dove. "Just like that. I can feel all of those little flexes, Bunny. Just keep throbbing; you're doing so good for me."
The encouragement was supposed to be calming, but every mention of me being a good boy was stoking the fire underneath that percolating pot. My heart soared, and my balls followed suit, but at least I could clench my balls to stop them from exploding. My heart, on the other hand, was uncontrollable.
"Nana you have to stop talking like that," I begged, close to the point of devolving into a blubbering mess.
"Like what, Bunny?" She already knew the answer. No matter how encouraging her words had been on the surface, it was clear to me that her true motive was to toy with me.
"Y-you know what you're doing," I stuttered. I had long since abandoned the idea that I had the upper hand. I was at her mercy, and she was feeling vengeful.
Nana ignored my pleas and, with the speed of a snail, began sliding off of my cock. "Is this helping?"
I could not speak, but I sure as hell groaned.
"That's what I thought," she said proudly. "Is it okay if Nana makes you cum now?"
"Please! Oh God, please let me cum." I was one second away from getting on my knees to beg, but she had what she wanted.
"Okay, honey," she cooed sweetly. "Just tell me when you're close."
With no hesitation, Nana pulled away from me. She dipped her hips at angle while she did so that my cock got dragged through the slurry of soap and honey bubbling around her pussy like magma.
I came close to popping out of her hold, but Nana knew her limits. Before I could slip from her grasp, she thrust her ass back into me and clapped her cheeks against my stomach. I groaned again, that time with no intention of holding back.
Nana braced her arms against the opposite wall to give herself more leverage, which she used with frightening success. Even when I was jerking off, if I ever felt that close I could usually convince my body to calm down a little bit. I did not have that control then; Nana made sure of it.
Her cheeks clapped indecently every time she plunged her ass onto me, making an obscene symphony of applause that completely drowned out the sound of rushing water raining down on us.
"Fuck -- oh fuck, Nana," I cried out, "I'm gonna cum!"
"Good boy! Let Nana milk that fat fucking cock! I bet you wish you were balls deep in my warm, cozy little cunt right now, don't you, honey?" It seemed that she had taken my comment about her dirty talk to heart. She had to raise her voice to be heard over the water and her ass clapping. "Do you want that, honey? You wanna dump all your babies in Nana's tight, juicy pussy?"
I had never heard a woman -- much less that woman -- talk so provocatively. I loved it, and I knew that was why she was doing it, and that made me love it even more.
"Now!" I hollered madly. "Holy fuck now!"
Nana slammed her ass into my tummy one last time and quickly dropped a hand between her legs. She formed a cup in front of my cock, preparing to catch every rope of cum as they came flying out.
I curled my body around hers, shivering as my orgasm ripped through me. It was powerful enough that, without having Nana there to balance me, I would have fallen over when my vision faded into a dim tunnel.
One by one, spurts of thick, sizzling-hot cum splattered over her fingers. A warm puddle of it formed in her palm, growing bigger with every deposit.
Nana clenched her legs together and gingerly rocked in place to coax the final few drops out of me, squeezing her way up towards the head to force the remaining dribbles of white syrup into her waiting hand.
I steadied myself on the wall behind me. Legs like mud refused to support me. It was Nana's encouragement alone that kept me on my feet.
"Good boy, Bunny!" she cheered with glee. "Keep going! Shoot all those babies out!"
My dick had not even begun to soften when she finally turned around. Cum was dribbling through her fingers, but it was so gloopy that most of it stayed in her palm, where it jiggled like a pool of Jell-O with even the slightest jostle. It was nothing new to me -- I'd seen my own cum before -- but there was so much that I wondered if a large glob of soap had fallen into her hand besides.
"Holy fuck," I exclaimed between deep breaths. "I've never made that much!"
Nana closed and opened her palm a few times, marvelling at the fistful of sticky glue drooling down her wrist. "What do you think we should do with all this cum?"
I was still trying to catch my breath, but her words from earlier echoed in my head. "I dunno, Nana. Aren't you a good grandmother?"
Nana beamed like she had just won the lottery. "I'm the best, sweetheart."
The beautiful matriarch made sure I was watching as she lifted her hand to her mouth. She didn't stop there, however; she raised it over her head and angled her head back with her mouth wide open, like a predator about to swallow a meal whole.
With a slight tilt of her palm, the syrup began to slowly spill down her wrist until it reached her lips. It trickled out of her hand and poured directly into her gaping maw, drizzling her taste buds with salty molasses.
I gawked in amazement as Nana jostled her hand, shaking loose the last few drops of cum into her mouth. She found the trail of cum that had begun to trickle down her forearm, which had managed to make it all the way to her elbow, and pressed her tongue into it.
The slimy nectar gathered upon it as she traced the trail of slime like she was following a map. She kept her tongue flat against her skin until she reached her destination-- the remnants of cum still clinging to her fingers and palm.
Nana made an intentionally sexual display of slurping up the rest of my cum like a vacuum, complete with all the lewd, cum-bubbling sounds one would imagine would accompany it. One by one, she dipped her fingers into her mouth and sucked the glistening goo off without swallowing a drop.
Once her mouth was full, Nana gave me a sultry wink and methodically stirred the mouthful with her tongue. She tucked her chin to her chest and, with a visible grimace, forced the sizable load to the back of her throat. Her eyes closed tightly as the mass of cum plugged her airway.



She tilted her head back up and looked into my eyes, blissfully basking in the aura of my captivated stare for a moment. Once her ego was satiated, her growling gut begged to be fulfilled in a similar way.
Nana's cheeks tucked and her lips puckered, ushering my cum into place so she could gulp down every last drop in one fell swoop. The loud, lewd sound of my children plummeting into her stomach has always stuck with me. It was haunting in the best way possible.
She opened her mouth and let her tongue fall out of her mouth as if to say, "See? All gone!"
Her finger, upon finding a droplet of cum in the corner of her mouth, scooped up the deserter and added him to the pit of cum bubbling in her belly.
"That was fucking amazing, Nana," I proclaimed.
She kissed my cheek. "I'm glad you liked it. I love that you're not afraid to make noise like that."
"You do?"
"Yeah. Is that weird? I like making you feel good, but I really like making you feel so good that you can't shut up about it!"
"Oh yeah? Well, I can be as loud as you want!" I summoned a deep breath and cupped my hands around my mouth like a megaphone so my declaration would reach every ear in the neighbourhood. "MY GRANDMOTHER IS THE MOST BEAUTIFUL WOMAN IN THE FUCKING WORLD!"
Nana shrieked and rushed to clap a hand over my mouth, but did so too recklessly to keep her footing. She slipped and fell onto my chest, which set both of us into a very slow descent as we battled the slickened porcelain for our right to stay standing. We lost badly, but we laughed like fools the whole way down, ending up tangled in each other's arms on the floor.
Water rained down on us like we were dejected suitors in a sad movie, though we were anything but. Nana sighed calmly against my chest, twirling her finger through my chest hair.
"We should get out soon," she said wistfully. "I'm already a wrinkly old prune, and all this water is gonna make it--"
"Hey, new rule," I interjected. "No more talk like that, okay?"
"Like what?"
"Putting yourself down for your age. Saying you're wrinkled, all that negative stuff. I don't like it."
"Oh, I'm just kidding around, honey," Nana insisted.
"Yeah, maybe." I mulled it over some more. "But maybe part of you isn't kidding. Maybe you really don't understand how unbelievably good looking you are!
"And I don't mean for 'your age'," I continued. "I mean for any age! You're drop-dead gorgeous, Nana, and it sucks that you don't see that the way I do."
Nana was quiet in a way that told me I was at least partially right. She didn't fire back with a witty retort, for one, but it was more than that.
"I don't want to be with you just because you're my grandmother," I said, "If I saw you across the room at a bar, even as a total stranger, I'd still come over and say hi. After that I'd get to find out what a special person you are. We just did things in reverse."
Nana was still quiet. I wondered if I had said the wrong thing.
"You..."she began timidly, still fidgeting with my chest hair. "You want to be with me?"
I had not considered the weight of my words when I'd spoken them. I'd simply opened my heart and let the truth come spilling out.
Nana was staring up at me with her intoxicating blue eyes, too insecure to wait in silence for an answer. Her voice had gone flat; she sounded vulnerable and even small. "Jamie, honey. What does that really mean to you?"
"I don't know," I admitted.
"Those are some pretty big promises, Bunny. I don't take that stuff lightly."
I didn't either. "I'm not messing with you! I just... I don't know how to put it into words yet. I just know what I feel."
Nana sat up and straddled my waist. From my vantage below her, watching a torrential downpour showering her, she was nothing short of perfect. She planted her hands on my chest and kneaded my pecs like a cat. "Well, then, I guess you better tell me once you figure it out."
"I'm sorry, Nana." I was not apologizing for my words. Rather, I was apologizing for the impending reaction she would have when she felt my growing erection poke her pussy from below.
It felt like I was ruining a beautiful moment, but my body did not put the same stock into emotional scenes that my brain did. All it cared about was the stunning naked woman on top of me with her heavy, wet breasts dangling in my face.
"Bunny, you don't have to be sorry," Nana insisted, seconds away from finding out what I was really apologizing for. "I know you're just--oh! Oh, you're sorry for that."
My cock was growing too stiff to be ignored, and it made its presence known by wedging the slowly inflating helmet between her slippery pussy lips.
If Nana had sat back on her haunches, I would have been inside of her instantly. My cock head throbbed, prodding her entrance as if begging desperately to be let inside.
"H-hey, Bunny," she said anxiously, "that's getting kind of close." All she had to do was stand up, but something was stopping her.
Nana seemed happy with taking her time, by some standards, but with the final piece of the puzzle in front of her, it seemed as though she found it difficult to deny her body what it craved.
All she had to do was stand up. If she were to sit down, we would both get exactly what I truly believed we both wanted-- what we both needed.
Nana's breathing was as rapid and unsteadied as her quivering limbs. She steadied a hand on the side of the tub and, with great willpower, lifted her pussy off of me. I wanted to protest, but I knew that by making the choice to stand up she had already decided that I would not be losing my virginity that night.
She breathed a sigh of relief, which stood in confusing contrast to her reddening face. "That was close."
"For which one of us?" I teased. "Seems like you were the one that wanted to sit down, Nana. I didn't say a word."
She rolled her eyes, then climbed out of the tub and grabbed a towel. When she dried her legs, she made sure to turn away from me. She knew how easily she could hypnotize me, and all it required her to do was bend over.
It took nothing more than the sight of her meaty curtains, smiling obscenely at me like a bulging pair of lips, for me to be completely entranced.
"Gonna stay in there all night, are you?" Nana teased.
I crossed my legs over each other and put my hands under my head like a pillow. "It's pretty comfy. I could definitely see myself taking a nap in here."
"Well, I hope you don't," Nana sang. "I was going to think about asking you if you wanted to spend the night in my bed tonight, but if you're comfy there..."
I ejected from the tub at blistering speed. My head almost went straight through the ceiling, and I'm sure if it had, Nana would have laughed even harder than she already was.
I tried to downplay my excitement. "So, you said I get to sleep with you, or something? Yeah, I mean I guess I could do that. Like, if you really wanted me to, I could."
Nana leaned over the tub and kissed me, and she could not stop herself from smiling while she did. "I really want you to."
We dried off, but Nana took far longer than I did. Her hair was soaked, and it needed to be dried more extensively than mine did, so I let her blow-dry in peace while I grabbed my tightest, most bulge-revealing pair of boxers.
When Nana finally joined me in her bedroom, I was already under the covers flipping through the pages of her paperback novel.
"Is this any good?" I inquired.
"It's okay," she said. "It's about this princess who loses her crown and has to live in squalor for years while her family fights to get her back into the fold. She meets this guy and decides - well, maybe she decides, I haven't finished it yet - to give up her royalty to be with him."
I tossed the book onto the nightstand. "I didn't take you for a romance reader."
She hung her towel up on the door, exposing her nudity to my ravenous eyes. "Well, lately I suppose I've been feeling a bit more romantic."
I watched with unfettered hunger as she waltzed to her closet and grabbed a light pink babydoll from a hanger.
The garment was all one colour, the lone exception being a dainty white bow placed between her breasts, and a lace frill around the bottom.
"Is that new?" I asked.
She flashed a satisfied smile. "It is, Bunny. I got it for you."
"You don't have to do that for me, Nana."
"It's not just for you," she explained. "I know you like it, but I do it for me, too. That look you get in your eye when you see me in something like this makes me feel like I'm high school again."
"What look?"
Nana thought for moment, then spun on her heels and leaned over just enough to avoid bracing herself on the vanity.
She clenched her ass together to tighten her cheeks into a neatly wound bun of plump ass meat. Then, without letting her ass fall back into place, she picked up the corners of her babydoll and dragged it back and forth below the swell of her cheeks like she was toweling off after a swim.
One painfully slow inch at a time, she raised the hem to reveal a little more of her juicy bottom each time she changed direction -- left, right, left, right -- until the crease of her taut cheeks came into view.
Nana must have heard me suck in a breath, because she turned back around immediately and pointed at my face.
"That look!" she stated confidently. "That look gives me butterflies like nothing else."
I looked at my reflection in the vanity mirror, and realized that my face had the look of a caveman witnessing fire for the first time.
I played up my disappointment. "Wait, wait. So you're just gonna tease me like that, then expect me to go to sleep?"
She frowned with great exaggeration. "Nana is just so mean to you, isn't she?" She climbed onto the foot of the bed and crawled over the covers.
I whipped open the comforter and patted the mattress, beckoning her to my side. "The absolute worst."
She slid into place and wrapped her arms around me, burying her nose into my chest. "But you love me anyway, right?"
"More than anything in the world," I professed earnestly.
We lay in silence for a while listening to the dull hum of the ceiling fan. Nana fell asleep before I did, but I was not far behind. In the moments I had to myself after she'd nodded off, I pictured what it would be like to tell myself a year ago of what my life would become.
I was lying next to my half naked grandmother without a care in the world. It was surreal to know that Nana - snoring peacefully in my arms - was digesting a heaping mass of my thick, gluey cum in her belly while she slept.
I was almost afraid to admit to myself how invigorating it was to know that her great-grandchildren were undulating in her stomach while she slept like a perfect angel.
I wanted desperately to wake Nana up and coax another round out of her, but I'd truly meant it when I'd told her I didn't want her to feel like a sex object.
I did not know precisely what I was feeling for her, or rather, I was struggling to admit it to myself at the time. All I knew was that I finally felt excited to wake up every day - not only for the hope of taking the next step forward with Nana, but for another opportunity to savor what we already had.
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I did not remember falling asleep, but I sure as hell remembered waking up.
I was alone in bed, with Nana's side already made up like she had been awake for hours. The clock told me it was almost eleven, but I refused to believe it. I felt like a groggy mess, and the only thing that convinced me to forgo further sleep was the chance to spend an extra hour or so with my grandmother.
My phone was nearly dead; I had forgotten to charge it the night before. When I plugged it in, I was greeted to a series of missed calls that all came from one place. I dialed back and braced for impact.
Dad lit up like the Fourth of July before I even had a chance to speak. "James! How ya doing, buddy?"
I wiped the sleep from my eyes. "Pretty good. Missing home, but everything is good here."
"That's awesome. We miss you, too. It doesn't feel the same without you here."
I noted that his mention of "we" came without a vocal confirmation from Mom, and I silently hoped that I had caught him at a time when she was out of the house. "Sorry I haven't called sooner, Dad."
"Aw, don't worry about it," he said happily. "How's Nana doing?"
I craned my neck to try and hear her shuffling in the kitchen, but the house was silent. "I just got up and she's not here in bed anymore, so she must've left before I got up."
Dad was silent for a beat. "Wait, I must have misheard you. You're in her bed?"
My heart dropped into my stomach like a lead balloon. "Uh, yeah. You definitely misheard me, or I misspoke, I dunno. But yeah, no, yeah I'm in my bed and I can't hear her moving or anything so I'm just assuming she's gone somewhere." I prayed that he would not catch on.
"Oh, boy," he said firmly. "You must be working yourself to the bone out there."
To the "bone" is right, I thought to myself.
"It's been a lot. It's a heavy workload for sure, but Nana is helping me through it."
"That's awesome," Dad said proudly. "I knew you'd be successful, buddy. Hey, Mom's here if you wanna talk."
I did not, but it felt rude to admit that. "Sure, put her on."
The first thing Mom asked me was exactly what I was dreading, and I knew right away that she had not changed a bit.
"Have you been staying clean?"
"I'm not a drug addict, Mom," I whined.
"You're addicted to dopamine and porn," she said curtly, making it clear once again that she considered it equivalent to jonesing for heroin.
"Well, if that's the case then I'm definitely not clean."
"What are you talking about?"
"Nothing, I guess. I'm just having a really good time with Nana. She's making this whole thing a lot easier."
"That hippie wacko isn't letting you sulk in your room watching porn, is she? No offence, dear." That was a weak apology to Dad, not me. Perish the thought. "I mean she's a lovely lady, but I didn't think the two of you would get along so well."
"She's not a hippie wacko, Mom," I snapped. "She's actually a really cool person. You would know that if you took the time to get to know her."
Mom took the shot in stride, and fired back one of her own. "Whatever. I just hope she's not rubbing off on you too much."
I chortled. "You don't know the half of it."
"Uh, okay, care to explain what you're talking about?" I could hear how furrowed Mom's brow was at the prospect that she was not being taken seriously.
"I just feel happy to be alive," I admitted sincerely. "I finally wake up every day, for the first time in a long time, excited to see what the future brings. She's a part of that, so she deserves credit for supporting me through this shit."
"Plus she can cook like nobody's business," Dad chimed in. "That's a bonus."
That's your contribution to your own mother's defense, Dad? Really?
"Anyway, buddy, I think we've gotta jet. There's a boat show at the marina and Mom wants to go look at something pricy."
Of course she did. We said our goodbyes and hung up. As far as conversations with my parents went, it had been in the top ten.
From outside the room came a creak from, the floorboards -- a sure sign that I was being spied on. I called to the only other person who could be behind the door. "You know, this is your house, Nana. You don't have to sneak around."
I waited for her sardonic reply, but nothing came. What I did hear was a poor attempt to hide the telltale symptoms of a tearful sniffle, so I leapt into comfort mode.
I left the bed behind me and bolted to the door. When I opened it, I was greeted by an open hand halting me in place like a stop sign. She'd known I was going to come to her aid as soon as I'd heard her crying.
Nana was standing with her back to me, and she could not bring herself to turn around. "Just... just give me a minute, Bunny." She waved me away and walked briskly to the bathroom. She reappeared in the hallway with a Kleenex, dabbing her watery eyes with lips atremble.
"Is everything okay?" I asked, my heart heavy.
"Very much so," Nana choked out.
She blew her nose into the Kleenex, then tossed it into the wastebasket by the bathroom door. She took another second to settle herself, taking a deep breath before she asked, "Did you know that I was home?"
"Er-- no, I didn't. I thought you went to the market, or the library, maybe? I had a bunch of missed calls from my parents so I figured I'd call them back. If I'd known you were home I would have come to say good morning first! Is that what this is about?"
Nana laughed her signature ugly laugh, but it had grown on me in such a way that I wished it would never change. "You think I'm crying because you didn't come say good morning to me?"
"Then what is it?"
"You didn't know I was home..." Nana fiddled with her fingers. "... but you still stuck up for me like that?"
I replayed the conversation in my head just to make sure I had not said anything stupid. "You heard that?"
"Your end, yes. This hippie wacko has rather good hearing."
"Well, she's wrong. You are so much more than that." I smiled warmly. "But you're still kind of a wacko, which is good, because I am, too."
Nana rested her head on the wall. "Have you ever been in love, Jamie?"
"I don't think so. Not real love, anyway."
"I thought not. You said a lot of stuff on that phone call. I might not have heard the whole thing, but I heard enough."
I was mortified she was going to crucify me for almost publicizing our secret with silly innuendos. "What did I say?"
Nana looked at me with unmistakable fear in her eyes. "Jamie, Bunny, you talked about me like you're falling in love with me."
"Is that a bad thing?"
Nana chewed pensively on her bottom lip with a whirlwind of thoughts flickering behind her eyes. "I want to show you something. Come on." The spark in her iris blinded me like a stun grenade, and in that flash she took my hand and guided us toward the laundry room.
When we arrived, Nana produced a large stack of envelopes from the highest shelf she could reach. They were yellow and tattered, each one looking more miserable than its neighbour, but she flipped through them like a scrapbook she had memorized long ago.
She pulled a single sheet -- perhaps the most crumbled of them all -- from the middle of the stack. "This one."
As she mulled over the words she had likely read two thousand times before, she slowly sank onto the floor. She crossed her legs and leaned back against the dryer, patting the floor for me to join her.
"I like to keep them in order so I can read them the way I did the first time," she said as a matter of fact, handing me the beaten page.
"What are they?" I sat next to her with the sheet in hand. Despite the ratty nature of the paper pile, they appeared to have been perfectly organized by the date that she had received them.
Nana flipped through the pages. "When your grandfather joined the war, we were still very young. He was quite a bit older than me, but it sure didn't feel like it.
"He left me behind with no job; he didn't have a choice. Back then it was hard for women to get into the workforce. I was afraid I was going to have to find another man to help me get by until your grandfather came back or... well, didn't."
Nana stroked the edges of the paper stack, appearing to relive memories with every pass of her finger over their crinkled surface. "We decided, the day before he left, that we had something special. I promised to wait for him if he promised to write, and he did."
I listened intently while she recalled her time alone, waiting every day for a letter that would make the entire week worth living through.
"We were rocky for a bit, especially at the start. Long distance is hard. Turns out that it gets harder when you add a war into it." Nana swallowed a lump in her throat. "One day -- the day before he wrote that letter you're holding -- he hit a landmine."
"Jesus," I whispered under my breath.
"I guess he threw a rock in a bush, or something like that, and it exploded. Thankfully he wasn't killed, but he was hurt pretty badly."
"I never knew that."
She cleared her throat. "That's not the important part. Afterwards, they put him in a field hospital. His arms were in casts, but he got the nurses to write down everything he said."
I scanned the document as best I could, but it was difficult to read the hasty scribbles. "What did he say?"
Nana ignored my question; she was deep into the retelling. "I remember feeling like I knew what I wanted for the first time. I finally knew what we were to each other, and it took a near death experience to get us there."
She pointed to the bottom of the page. "He talks about how he couldn't think about anything but me while he was hurt, and how he wasn't afraid of death itself. He was only afraid that he wouldn't get to come back to me."
The story filled me with emotion, but I had yet to see why Nana had dredged up that particular story. I was trying to read along with her, but her retelling was much more engrossing than my failed attempts to decipher the poor handwriting of a stressed-out field medic.
"That's really sweet, Nana. It sounds like you two really loved each other -- like you were meant for each other." I even felt a little jealous of my grandfather for getting to enjoy such a long, loving relationship with her.
"I'm glad you think so." Nana scooted close to me so our legs were touching. She laid her head on my shoulder and hugged me around the waist with both arms. "Can you read the last few lines for me, Bunny? Out loud, please."
"Uh, okay. Here?" I held the paper in the sun to give myself the best chance of reading it. I cleared my throat. "'Rose, you are my everything. The world does not turn for me unless you are by my side. For the first time in my life, because of you, I know I am happy to be alive.'"
My stomach dropped. I turned to her with shock across my face. "I didn't know."
She squeezed me tightly. "How could you? Sometime it scares me how much you remind me of him."
"But I never met him. He died before I was born. How can that be?"
She chuckled in between sniffles. "I'm not one for spiritualism, but this might be the best case for reincarnation that I've heard yet."
"Do you ever miss him?" I knew the answer, but Nana was feeling something truly profound just then, and I wanted to give her a chance to let it out - to share it with me, even.
"Of course I do. He was a wonderful man, and he gave me a life that I would not change for anything." She thought pensively for a brief moment. "But your grandfather was more than ten years older than me when we met, so this was bound to happen. Ever since he passed, it feels like everything is hanging on by a thread. Everything but you, James."
"Your world doesn't turn without him in it." I used Grandpa's quote to fill in the blanks for her.
"That's what scares me, Bunny. I felt that way for a long, long time when he passed." She could not bring herself to look at me, but her impassioned embrace told me exactly what she was feeling. "It's scary that I don't feel that anymore. My world is turning again. I remember what it's like to matter to somebody."
"You do?"
Nana looked up at me with the fire of new love, unchallenged by the sands of time, burning behind her eyes. "I do now."
It was a tough headspace to shake ourselves out of. Any morning spent awash in the memories of a lost love will put a damper on your day, and I didn't want to try to force Nana to be the exception to that rule.
That didn't mean leaving her alone, though. It did not feel right to abandon her after she had expressed such vulnerability, so, to keep her mind off the past, I spent the afternoon tailing her like a shadow, completely ignoring my studies. She told me she was fine by herself, but I knew she appreciated the company.
We folded laundry together, worked on a massive jigsaw puzzle, tended to her garden, then went out grocery shopping and stopped for a bite to eat on the way. I could tell Nana was carrying a burden the whole time, but as we got further into the day it seemed to weigh on her less and less.
By the time we got home with an abundance of groceries in our arms, she was back on track. I told myself I was doing it for her, but truthfully I would have used any excuse to avoid studying in exchange for a day with such an incredible woman.
Nana rattled off directions as she pointed to the various items we unloaded onto the counter, ending with the bananas. "Freezer, fridge, cupboard, cupboard, cabinet by the stove, fridge."
"Wait, you put bananas in the fridge? How have I never noticed that before?" I shook my head and subjected the bananas to their fate. "This can of whipped cream, I get that. But why bananas?"
"I like them cold." She nudged me with her fat bottom. "I have other bananas that I prefer warm."
"Keep talking like that and you're gonna have to split this banana!" We stared at each other blankly for a moment before we both burst out laughing. "Okay, yeah. That made way more sense in my head. I guess I need to work on my flirting."
Nana winked at me and packed a couple cartons of crackers into the cupboard by her feet. "I think you flirt just fine, honey." As soon as she bent down, I was behind her with my hands on her hips. "And what do you think you're doing back there?"
"Uh, nothing." I grinned devilishly as I hiked up her skirt to expose her luscious, creamy thighs. "Just practicing for tonight."
"Not a chance!" She spun to face me and wagged a finger in my face. She flattened down her skirt like a flustered librarian. "You've still got assignments to do! What makes you think you've earned a fast pass to Nana's pussy?"
"I did finish!" I insisted. "Remember? You went to see your friends while I toiled endlessly over a hot laptop to create something that, from a literary perspective, is truly mythical! I may have accidentally written the next Odyssey!"
Forget her eyes; Nana rolled her entire head around her body. "Oh, brother! I thought we were doing a good job of keeping you in focused on school."
"We were!" I lied through my teeth. "So, tonight then..."
"You are the very definition of the word 'insatiable,' Bunny." Nana squeezed my cheeks like I was a kid again, but the way she kissed me afterwards was much different than those historically innocent pecks. "Tell me what you're expecting, and I'll tell you if you're crazy."
I thought through my options. "You did make a promise, and I know how important those are to you."
Nana nodded her head while waiting for the other shoe to drop. "And what was that promise?"
"I think, if I'm not mistaken, that it involved your mouth and my, uh... warm banana?"
She chuckled at my poor attempt to flirt. "You are so lucky you're cute, Bunny. This would never work on a girl your age."
"I don't want it to," I said defiantly. "I want it to work on you."
Nana popped a grape into her mouth, then put a finger on her chin to exaggerate how hard she was thinking. "Well, in that case, I think I owe you a treat for working so hard."
My heart sung a glorious melody. "Really? You do?"
Nana turned away from me, then backed up until her rump was pressed into my crotch. She snapped her fingers a couple of times, then held them open expectantly. I took the hint, placing my hands in hers so she could wrap my arms around her body like a shawl. We rocked steadily in place while I clung to her.
"Tell Nana what you want, honey," she sang sweetly. "Don't be shy."
"I really, really want you to suck my dick."
She paused her swaying for a moment until I used my manners. "Sorry! I mean, please, Nana, will you suck my dick?"
She resumed her peaceful rocking once I asked nicely. "Hmmm, how badly?"
"This badly!" I pushed harder into her behind so she could feel my burgeoning cock between her cheeks.
"You think he wants to go in my mouth? Are you sure?" Nana nibbled on my thumb and circled her tongue around the tip. Knowing I was watching intently, she slowly opened her mouth just wide enough for the fat digit to fit inside. Her lips worked their way down until my thumb completely disappeared, after which she happily sucked on it.
I moaned as I wiggled my thumb. "Holy Christ, Nana. It's so warm in there."
She released the suction with a loud pop! "Just imagine how much better it's going to feel on your cock tonight."
"Tonight? Really?" I finally understood the expression "jumping for joy."
As if she needed to make it any clearer, Nana laid out her plan with certainty. "Tonight, honey. I pinky promise to suck your dick tonight."
Never in my life has time passed so slowly. The first night of anticipation had been tough, but I hadn't known what to expect. That time, I was fully aware that Nana was going to rock my world when the sun went down.
I knew what she could do with her hands, and it was better than my wildest dreams. Given that, I didn't think I'd ever be able to last more than a few seconds with her mouth around me.
We ate dinner earlier than normal. Nana did not say why, but I had a feeling that she'd picked up on how impatient I was, and did not want me to break down into a horny wreck at the dinner table. I don't think I chewed my food more than once per bite.
Nana watched me devour my plate full of food in record time with a smile on her face. She didn't say anything, but she knew exactly why I was doing it.
I finished eating and leaned back in my chair for a big stretch. "Delicious as always, Nana."
She cocked her head to the side. "You liked it?"
"Loved it!" I confirmed.
"Okay, honey. Can you do something for me?"
"Sure, anything."
She smiled sweetly. "Just look up at the ceiling for me."
I obeyed, then shrugged my shoulders with confusion. "Like this?"
"Yeah, just like that. Now, without looking down, can you tell me what we had for dinner?"
I froze, but my mind was racing. I must have been in a heavier haze than I'd thought. Wait, I literally just finished eating. Why can't I remember? Did we have spaghetti? No, that was a different night. Was it soup? Chicken and potatoes?
I lowered my gaze from the ceiling, admitting defeat.
Nana twirled her fork and gathered tendrils of spaghetti from her plate. "Somebody's been daydreaming. You really aren't thinking about anything other than how my mouth is gonna feel, are you?"
I swallowed my pride. "I've been, like, halfway to hard since we sat down."
Nana choked on pasta. "Bunny, no! Oh, you poor thing. I was just trying to tease you by drawing it out. I didn't think you were that obsessed!"
The word "obsessed" did not even come marginally close to covering it. When I closed my eyes, all I saw was her: naked and beautiful, legs coiled around me, tongue dancing with mine as we melted into a single harmonious entity.



"While we're on the topic..." Nana took a long, drawn-out sip of her water to keep me on the hook. "Is there anything special you want me to do?"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean, since this is the first time you've had your dick sucked, there must be some stuff you want to try." Nana folded her hands on the table, awaiting my proposal. "I'm all ears, Bunny."
"I don't want to be greedy," I lied expertly. "Whatever you do is gonna be amazing. But..."
"But?"
"But if you wanted to -- and I'm just thinking off the top of my head here -- I'm kind of curious what it's like to have my balls played with? I really liked what you did with your hands."
She perked up. "And now you want to see if it feels better with my tongue?"
Nana clearly relished the opportunity to dip her toes back into the waters of seduction. We both longed for somebody to want us, which made us each other's perfect candidate.
I think she liked how inexperienced I was in the realm of sex. She had left it behind long ago, whereas I was just starting my adventure. It gave her a certain edge that she wielded proudly.
She winked at me and stood up to bring our plates to the sink before I could pry for details. "If that's all you can think of, then you're really gonna like my surprise. I'm gonna wash up. If you want to wait for me on our bed, I'll be there in a minute."
"Our?" My heart soared into my throat.
"You heard what I said." She did not turn around, but I saw her cheeky grin reflected in the window above the sink. As I disappeared around the corner, she called after me. "Pants off, young man!"
I sat on the edge of the bed with my hands folded in my lap. I was completely naked, which felt a bit weird. There was something about being naked without an erection that make me feel truly exposed. I knew Nana would not judge me, but I could not stop my heart from racing when I heard the pitter-patter of her small feet creeping down the hall.
They stopped at my bedroom door. The not-so-mysterious guest knocked and announced her entry with a voice like milk and honey. "Are you ready, Bunny?"
"Only if you're dressed for the occasion." I was trying to be coy, thinking that she would be wearing the same stunning outfit she had worn to bed the night before. I was happily mistaken.
Nana entered the room having donned baby blue negligee, and she looked nothing short of immaculate. Her tummy was flanked on either side by a pair of sheer, loose flaps of fabric that opened in front of her navel like cobalt curtains.
Her legs were clad in identically coloured stockings, the hems of which ended just below the twin swells of her meaty ass cheeks. She was not wearing any underwear, giving me a perfect view of the messy bush nestled between her thighs. Up top, her hair was tied in a tight bun, likely to avoid a mess from the events to come.
Through her vibrant red lips she asked again, "Is this what you like, Bunny?" She chewed on her lip with her brow knitted together. She was doing her best to convince me that she could not tell how much the outfit delighted me.
"You look delicious. Really, this is amazing." I didn't know where to focus my attention, so my eyes darted around her body as one thing after another caught my eye.
"I feel amazing," she swooned, "and that's all thanks to you. I love the way you look at me. It makes me feel like a woman again!"
I grinned sheepishly, but if I'd had any genuine modesty I would have stopped staring at Nana's furry pussy for long enough to respond. I heard NASA is working on a super-magnet capable of shifting planets. Maybe that would have been strong enough to pull my eyes away!
"Somebody's happy to see me," Nana cooed with glee.
"Duh! I missed you the second I left the room." I was getting a little better at flirting, but I had a ways to go yet. That was demonstrated clearly by her comment flying way, way over my head.
Nana chuckled with a hand over her mouth. "Not you, Bunny. Him." She pointed to my cock, which must have begun to harden the second she'd stepped in the room.
"Oh, Jesus," I said with surprise. "I didn't even know I was hard!"
Nana put her hands on her waist and jutted her ass off to the side. "I guess you like what you see, huh?"
"I love what I see!" I cried out.
She licked her lips. "Me too. Can I say hello?"
I nodded enthusiastically.
Nana dropped onto her hands and knees, then crawled to me with animalistically exaggerated movements. She was a predator approaching her helpless, paralyzed prey.
She reached my legs and pushed them open to sit between them. Her hands roamed up my legs as she brought her lips onto my thighs, kissing her way up my body. Every smooch sent shockwaves through my spine, which in turn made my erection jump and twitch. Nana was no slouch, as she started kissing with greater ferocity once she noticed my reaction.
When she was mere inches away from me, face to face with a dick that was two generations her junior, she could not resist the urge to tease. She blew cool breath over the head that steadily grew warmer as she moved closer. Bit by bit, the chilly nip was replaced by a dense heat whose humid hands hugged my cock.
Nana dipped a finger in her mouth to wet it. "I might not even have to blow you. You're already about to burst!"
She found a vein that ran from the base of my cock to the head and, with the slickened digit, traced the bulging branch until she reached the tip. My dick surged with blood, begging for another touch.
Nana leaned in and stiffened the tip of her tongue, using it to follow the same path outlined by her finger. I could not believe how slimy and warm it was. Her tongue glided up my cock, and when she reached the head, she treated it the same way she had my thumb in the kitchen.
She flattened her tongue against the underside of my cock, then expertly directed her attention to the sensitive frenulum. She appeared to be keenly aware of what a little love in such a place could do to me, and flipped the switch back and forth with flicks of her tongue.
She patiently twirled her pink snake in circles, slathering the entire bulb in saliva. It throbbed desperately against her tongue, as though such frantic pulsations would cajole her to hurry. My dick was poised to explode, but she would not be rushed.
Once Nana had completed a few circular laps, she grabbed the root with both hands. With my cock firmly held in place, she began to place sloppy, tongue-heavy smooches upon the head.
I hardly recognized the harlot between my legs, brushing her tongue across the little patch of skin below the head of my cock. She glared at me with eyes so diabolically sweet that they became menacing. They told me that my nana loved me, but to not even think about interrupting her work.
She made an "O" with her mouth. She pushed saliva through the ring to make a wall of bubbles that sat patiently at the entrance, waiting for something to smother. That something was me.
Nana lodged the tip of my cock within the ring made by her lips. Foam seeped out on all sides as she forced saliva from her mouth, lubricating her engulfing descent. She kept her lips sealed to me as tightly as she could, using dribbles of spit to help her swallow the entire head.
She held her tongue flat against the bottom, where it continued to smother the tether of tender skin, working the underside while she used the roof of her mouth to tend to the top.
Her palate's texture of was soft, yet firm-- and far less wet than her tongue. Every bump that nudged against the head made my legs twitch.
Nana opened her mouth a little wider in order to nudge my cock to the side of her cheek, where it protruded like a jawbreaker. The fat knob, wishing to show its appreciation, thanked her for tucking it away so snugly by inflating with the rhythm of my racing heartbeat. It was so powerful that I could see her tightened cheek twitching in time to it, too.
Her eyes were closed, her mind adrift as she nursed on me with perverse dedication. At a certain point, I believed she forgot I was in the room with her. She was in such a state of bliss that I wished I could read her thoughts - or lack thereof.
It was in my best interest not to distract her, but I did not want her to make me cum before she had fulfilled my request from earlier that day.
"Uh, Nana?" My voice cracked.
Without breaking her stride, or opening her eyes, Nana kept my dick between her lips while she asked, "What is it, Bunny?"
I gulped nervously. "Could you, uh, do the thing I asked about?"
Nana opened her lips, making a sliver of space between her and my cock head. "With your balls?" Her tongue flicked against the crown while she spoke.
"Yes, please."
She ushered a dollop of saliva to the front of her mouth, then pushed out the slippery drool with her tongue. It landed in her open hand, which was waiting below to catch the drippings.
She coiled her slimy mitt around my balls and gave them a ginger tug. "Like that, sweetheart?"
I groaned, that was all she needed to hear.
Not content to leave her other hand empty or idle, Nana attached it to the base of my cock and squeezed like she was trying to wring out a wet sponge. The pressure flooded my cock head with blood, turning it a furious shade of red that looked much like a ripe strawberry. She popped that reddened fruit in and out of her mouth, noisily slurping all the while.
Nana then connected the top of her clenched fist to her lips, using everything at her disposal to fill the role of a human flesh light. Her fist worked in a corkscrew, curling around my shaft in practiced fashion every time she accepted me back inside her mouth.
I finally understood the term "milking," as it felt like she was doing everything in her power to coax an orgasm out of me. I had never imagined what it would be like to be tended to so expertly, with no inch left untouched.
I did not know what to focus on. The concert trio of hands and mouth worked together in such beautiful harmony that I could hardly tell where one stopped and the other began.
Her breathing, laboured and ragged, came only during the brief pauses when her lips parted. When they did, the copious coating of saliva made it sound like she was trying to guzzle spilled milk off a countertop.
Nana's wet, carnal gulping bordered on obscene, but every new instance of the sensational slurping filled me with adrenaline. I knew her voice better than my own, and hearing her familiar tone and cadence reduced to a cock-smothered gargle was simply dreamlike.
"Hoe ma haiw, Uhnny." Nana forced her muffled request around my cock. She was unwilling to part with it if she did not have to.
I didn't understand her, so I stared at her dumbfounded as the memory of her words slipped from my brain instantaneously. With a loud, soggy pop, she released me.
She tilted her head to the side and gazed at me expectantly, waiting for a reply. "I said..." Nana grabbed both of my hands and placed them firmly on her head. "'Hold my hair, Bunny.'"
"A-are you sure?" I pleaded silently for her to say yes.
Nana's toothy grin melted my heart. Without another word, she dove back into my lap. The fiery seductress gobbled my cock head into her mouth once more, then said, "I'b showe."
Nana patted my thighs and opened her lips just enough to tell me I needed to go "showhy."
"Slowly?" I asked, and she nodded happily. She closed her eyes again and I knew she was reverting to that state of peace she'd embodied moments prior.
I dug my fingers into her hair, tangling my digits in the luscious mane. It felt strange to be in a dominant position with someone who was so clearly my senior, but Nana proudly accepted her new position on the totem pole.
She kept the suction tight as I pushed down on her head. She did not resist me; quite the contrary, whenever I stopped pushing, she stopped as well. She wanted me to be the one to put my cock in her throat while she waited patiently for me to hit the back wall.
I didn't know how much Nana could fit, so I made sure not to rush despite a powerful urge to hilt myself fully. Every inch that disappeared between her plump, red lips amazed me more than the last. I kept waiting to bump against the back of her throat, but with half my cock still waiting to enter her mouth I had yet brush against that border.
"Jesus Christ, Nana," I muttered. "How are you so good at this?"
Her breathing came strictly through her nose; at times, when her mouth was closed, it was the only sound in the room. I noticed that only when I finally realized I was holding my own breath with anticipation.
Nana took one last deep breath, but it was cut short by the mass of throbbing meat easing its way into the back of her gullet. She lurched forward as I brushed her gag reflex, and I worried that she was pushing herself too far.
"Are you okay?" I asked, once again hoping for a very specific answer.
Nana rubbed my thigh reassuringly and, through a mouthful of cock, murmured, "Mmhmm."
She pointed to the base of my cock and tapped on the root. Then, she lifted her finger to point to her cheeks and tapped on them the same way. I got the hint; she had not yet had her fill.
I was a good grandson, so I decided to offer a suggestion. "What if you got up on the bed?"
Nana arched an eyebrow. "Wha foh?"
"Just trust me." I was not sure that it would work, but I recalled having seen women swallow ridiculously lengths of dick simply by straightening their throats. I had no personal experience, or actual evidence, to draw from, but Nana did not question my method.
Without letting me slip from her mouth, she got onto all fours. "Yih dis?"
"Just like that, Nana."
My cock, once proudly erect and pointing to the sky, became parallel with the floor. That way, she could straighten her neck, causing the bend in her esophagus to follow suit.
Nana engulfed more than half of me, but the remaining length took a bit of effort. She filled her lungs to the brim, knowing that oxygen would soon become a luxury. Her eyes scrunched up as she pushed herself to accept another fat, veiny inch. Her body seized up in protest, but she kept it under control and forced down another portion.
Her brow furrowed, her breathing stopped completely, and her jaw was open so wide that I thought it might unhinge. Through it all, Nana did not waver.
Her adorable button nose was tucked tight against my tummy. I could no longer see her eyes, but I knew they were shut tight as she fought to override her body's cries for air. Her face was so dutifully buried in my lap that my balls were resting on her chin, and they pulled tight when I scraped the back of Nana's throat.
Soft, soggy throat meat closed around me on all sides, squeezing and massaging the entire length in a warm, plushy hug. A thousand silken hands caressed my cock, their grip growing tighter each time I throbbed in their clutches.
Nana's lips were sealed around the base of my cock, wiggling back and forth to try and keep their seal in place despite the absurd amount of meat bulging in her throat.
She tapped on her cheek a few times. Small reverberations echoed through her cheeks with each one. I was amazed and delighted that I could feel the resulting sensations so vividly. In fact, the unique sensation of Nana drumming on her jowl while her throat constricted me like a python had me wondering if she needed air.
"I don't know how you can do that without breathing. Are you okay, Nana?"
She nodded emphatically.
My dick was pressed against her throat's supple flesh so firmly that every excited nod dragged the sensitive crown through a velvet swamp. The pudgy red plum pushed through the constricting meat, determined to reach the bottom.
Finally convinced that she had impressed me - and she had - Nana pulled my dick out of her throat. She held a fist over her mouth to stifle a couple of deep, wet coughs, then opened her hand and held it over her chest.
She wiped away the river of drool that ran down her chin. "I don't think I've ever taken one that deep before."
"You're fucking amazing, Nana." I was somehow more out of breath then she was.
She placed a series of loving kisses all over the bulging head that had choked her so ruthlessly. "I haven't even started yet, Bunny."
The pale-haired vixen tilted her head and wedged my cock between her lips like a hot dog between two plump, red buns. Starting at the bottom, she gradually made her way towards the head. Every inch along the way was basted in saliva, and what she could not reach with her lips was tended to by her tongue-- which at that point I was convinced was prehensile.
The fat, slimy muscle slithered underneath my cock and glued itself to the bottom. Miraculously, it was long enough that it wrapped around the width and met her upper lip on the other side, forming a perfect tunnel of succulent flesh around my throbbing cock.
Once Nana fell into a rhythm, her hand got to work. Her fingers closed around my cock head, still glistening with saliva, and began to twist in a corkscrew. Every crease of her palm struck me like a bolt of lightning. I was amazed that something so small could feel so powerful; Nana truly brought my senses to life.
She relinquished my cock and smacked her lips. "Mmm, yummy."
I raised an eyebrow. "Yummy?"
"Hmm," she thought for a second. "I guess you've never tasted dick before, have you?"
I shook my head. "Can't say I have."
"You're missing out."
Nana opened her mouth and hovered directly above my dick like the claw in an arcade machine. Once she was sure that she had my undivided attention, she slowly brought her mouth towards my dick.
Her mouth stayed open and refused to close around me, teasing me with the unrelenting heat summoned from deep within her warmest depths. She was playing Operation with my cock, but I had no patience for games.
Nana's tongue flopped out of her open jaw, forming a runway that led to the bottom of her chin. With one hand around the base of my cock, she slapped the engorged helmet against her taste buds. Every time I made contact I was treated to a dull, wet thwack that tied my stomach in knots.
Vines of saliva connected her tongue to me after every slap, some so thick that they refused to break. Nana tapped my cock to her tongue and watched with glee as she pulled away with a mouthful of long, slimy spider webs still clinging to me. I don't know who was more entranced by the lewd display, but neither of us could look away.
"I could do this all day," Nana quipped.
"I would let you."
"No, you wouldn't. You'd only last a few minutes before asking me to do this."
Nana made a fist just below the head of my cock and attached her lips to the top of her hand, then began working the length into her mouth.
Her parts moved in unison, her lips glued to the top of her fist. Her tongue curled along the underside to tickle my frenulum with every dip of her head. Shivers overtook my limbs and I became nothing more than pins and needles.
Nana was trying to keep her mouth closed, but the speed with which she was stroking me made it hard for her to stay composed. Her breathing was ragged, forcing her to open her mouth every few strokes so she could loudly inhale the oxygen her body craved.
Her fist squeezed tighter than mine ever did when I was jerking off. The pressure made my cock so hard I thought the veins would pop, but she knew exactly how tight to squeeze without making it hurt. She pushed me, and herself, right up to the edge before stopping.
When I sensed my impending orgasm, so did Nana, and she immediately pulled me out of her mouth.
She laid her head on my thigh, swallowing big gulps of air. She closed her eyes in a moment of bliss while her fist continued to furiously stroke me. Without her mouth in the way, her saliva-smothered mitt was free to caress the entire length with every stroke. From base to tip, she lovingly massaged my pulsing meat in her hands.



"I forgot how good I am at that," Nana chirped with pride.
"I never will!" I exclaimed with unbridled joy.
"You like it, huh?" There was an unrecognizable yearning behind Nana's eyes. I did not know if she was simply horny, like I was, or if blowing me had brought some impassioned memories to the surface.
The squelching of her hand was so hypnotic that I forgot to answer. I was enthralled by the sounds of her little fist trying to wrap itself around such a menacing mass of cock, gliding through the coating of saliva that made the rod glimmer.
A dollop of murky precum oozed from the slit at the tip. Nana's eyes lit up when she saw it.
"Now I know you liked it!" Nana declared happily. She pinched the base of my cock and dragged her fingers towards the tip to extract another droplet.
A dollop of pearlescent lava bubbled to the surface, quivering as it struggled not to slip down the sides of my towering cock. Nana flattened her tongue to her chin and wiped the drop of salty syrup against her taste buds.
She pushed her tongue to the roof of her mouth and closed it, spreading my precum's texture and flavor into every corner she could before she swallowed it. Her eyes closed in a serene sense of calm as she momentarily forgot I was in the room with her. With a deep, satisfied sigh, Nana hung her mouth open like a Golden Retriever.
"More," Nana demanded with a pout.
"Put me back in your throat, and you won't have to ask." It was a simple solution, and I stood to benefit from it greatly.
Nana took my hands and placed them on her head. I instantly felt the sense of dominance wash over me again. I knew I had to be careful with such power, lest it go to my head.
"Put yourself back there," she shot back with a wink.
Her mouth opened, presenting to me the wet, red sinkhole. I gazed into the abyss, trying to accept how something so simple could feel so fucking good.
Nana did not have to beg me any further -- not with words, anyway. Her eyes were screaming at me to take control and give her what she had been missing for so long. I decided to lean into the role and see just how far she wanted to be pushed.
I stood up from the bed and she shuffled back on her knees. She looked up at me with her dazzling blue eyes, begging me to show her what was to come.
"How rough can I be?" I asked sternly.
She blushed. "You wanna see what Nana can handle?"
"I think I do. Is that bad? I don't want to hurt you, but--"
Nana shushed me with a finger over her lips. "Just tell me when you're about to cum. Okay?"
"You want me to pull out?" It was hard to hide the dejection in my voice.
She giggled with a sly smirk. "No, honey. You're going to cum right down Nana's throat, and I need a bit of warning so I can be ready. I'm not going to have to swallow."
"Wait, you're not?" I was dying to know what she had in store.
"I used to be able to do this! I want you to hilt me when you cum, and dump it right into my tummy." Nana rubbed her stomach. "It's not swallowing if it goes straight into my belly, right?"
I almost collapsed. "I-I guess not."
Nana sat back on her heels and crossed her arms behind her back. Her tongue fell from her mouth, beckoning me to dive into the pit of raw, wet flesh. She was begging me, mouth agape with strands of sparkling saliva strewn on every wall, to take control.
It was strange to suddenly be the one in charge. I still saw Nana as my superior, for lack of a better term, due to her experience. That said, I'd be lying if I claimed to not have been extremely turned on when the reins were handed to me.
I held Nana by the sides of her head, guiding her toward my cock. She took a deep breath just before her lips closed around the head. The bend in my cock drove the spongy mushroom against the roof of her mouth, flattening it against her soft palate.
My cock followed the curve of her throat until it turned downward, forcing Nana to sacrifice the luxury of oxygen for my benefit.
She squirmed uncomfortably when the tip of her nose scraped my stomach, unable to swallow the last inch without employing her throat-straightening tactic from earlier.
Nevertheless, my dick was very, very happy to be where it was. The walls of her throat squeezed tightly, constricting around the girth in her gullet. She gurgled something unintelligible, but a nod of her head told me what she meant: she was ready.
I pulled my cock from her steamy depths and allowed her a moment to breathe. My hands were sewn into her hair, pulling her face-first into my lap again and again.
Nana did not resist, but she did not move on her own either. If I stopped pushing down, she hovered in place and waited for directions. I took her to the bottom, where she gurgled happily to let me know she was handling it well enough.
My heart swelled in tune with the head of my cock, which ballooned inside the steamy clutches of Nana's throat, determined to leave no part of her unexplored.
She held a hand over her neck and stroked it. Whether she could feel my cock throbbing from the outside, I was not sure, but I certainly felt her fingers prodding me from the outside.
My heart leapt into my stomach. "Can I do it harder now?"
Nana smiled with her eyes closed and gave me a nod of confirmation.
I started slowly, but it did not take long for an influx of hormones to overwhelm my restraint. I could not resist the urge to push in a little harder, or a little deeper, every time I sank into the convulsing tunnel. Nana made no move to stop me, which I took as tacit approval to push her to her limits.
My cock became a battering ram, tenderizing her throat until it was smooth as butter. She gave a noticeable wince every few strokes, but held her ground despite her body's violent cries for air.
I shoved in harder, forcing an ugly grunt from the depths of her stomach. She struggled to keep her mouth closed around me, leading to a river of bubbly saliva spilling from the cracks any time she failed to maintain the seal.
She slurped the dribbles as best she could, loudly sputtering in between my powerful thrusts before my dick would plug her gullet again.
Gulp, gulp, gulp.
Tears welled up in her eyes, but she did not complain. I was in awe of her ability to push her body like that, all for my sake. Her brow, tightly knitted together, told me she was solely focused on making me cum as soon as possible.
I was more impatient than I had ever been. Despite the love I felt for her, I was so overcharged with sexual energy that I thought I might blow a hole in the back of her skull every time I knocked against it.
"A-are you okay, Nana?" I groaned.
She rested her hands on my thighs and rubbed them to soothe my worries. She looked up at me and nodded, captivating me with the cerulean pools I had helplessly fallen in love with. Her eyes were locked with mine, each daring the other to look away first.
I was towering over Nana like a thousand-foot behemoth that she had given the power to destroy her, but trusted I never would. I yanked myself out of Nana's throat, and demanded she put her hands behind her back again.
She obeyed before I had even finished speaking. She loosely hung her tongue from her mouth again, like a puppy dog begging for a treat.
I pushed into her throat all at once, drawing from her a surprised gasp that I quickly stifled. I withdrew the same way, pulling my entire dick from her gullet before she had a chance to get used to the intrusion. I repeated the routine, delving deep into her throat only to immediately eject once I hit bottom.
I picked up the pace until Nana's beastly, primal gurgling reached a pitch I liked. I hammered the back of her throat over and over, burying my cock in the velvet tunnel for just long enough to savour the warmth, then exiting just as brusquely.
On the final stroke, I drove my cock to the hilt, but did not pull it out, and did not intend to. I watched with fascination as the realization crept over Nana's face.
She grumbled something I could not understand. The failed attempt to speak released a glob of drool from her gaping maw that spilled onto her tits below. Nana squirmed on her knees, rocking in place as her body demanded a breath of air. Like a devout cocksucker, she willfully denied it.
My arms were wrapped around her head more tightly than I had intended, but I was not holding her down. Nana pushed her body to the limit, fighting the urge to retreat as long as she could. Against the assault of powerful instincts and involuntary spasms, she held her ground.
When the need for air finally won out, Nana tapped her hand on my thigh. Her tiny hand, with the speed and strength of a hummingbird, battered me at a hundred beats per minute.
My instincts wanted to ignore her. I overrode the hormones plaguing my brain for a brief second. It was all I needed to come back to reality. As soon as the pressure on her head was released, Nana yanked her mouth off of me.
"Holy f-fucking shit, Bunny." Nana covered her mouth and coughed a few times, drawing deep, ragged breaths. She clutched her throat like she was trying to feel if I had ripped a hole in it. "That was really rough, sweetheart. I thought you said you would go slowly?"
I blushed profusely. "I'm sorry, I think I got carried away."
"That's okay, sugar," Nana said. "You didn't hurt me."
She wiped a fat droplet of drool from the corner of her mouth and sucked it off her finger. She passed her gaze over my balls and did a double take when she noticed the engorged sack swinging between my legs.
"Oh, honey, she cooed softly, "your balls are still so fat and swollen! Here, let Nana make them feel better."
Nana plugged her mouth with one of my fat testicles and sucked until it popped into her mouth. Her tongue was a paintbrush, basting the underside with a generous coating of her slippery homemade lube.
She stared up at me in worship, intently watching my reaction as she placed a finger against the other ball. She pushed on it, coaxing it to join its brother.
My cock towered like an oak over Nana's forehead. It wobbled back and forth as she tugged on the leash that connected it to my balls, causing it to sway over her face and cast a long, looming shadow over her sparkling blue eyes. Her hand clutched the stiff shaft to stop it from wandering and immediately resumed her methodical stroking.
Nana used her tongue to toss my balls around like they were in a blender, poking and prodding at the juicy sack no matter how grotesquely it inflated her cheeks. Her fingers tapped against her taut skin, sending vibrations through the saliva-coated peach marinating in her mouth.
She pushed her face into my crotch until I was sure she was suffocating. Still, with no hint of fatigue or desperation, she hungrily nursed on my swollen sack.
I was lightheaded, and frankly amazed that I'd managed to stay standing thanks to little more than sheer willpower. Sweat dripped down my forehead; my body was on fire. My vision started to darken and my knees buckled, forcing me to fall back onto the mattress with a huff.
"Oh, Bunny!" Nana cried.
I stared blankly ahead, counting the cracks in ceiling while I waited for the ringing in my ears to subside. The bed creaked as Nana climbed on and appeared over me like a medic on the battlefield. I could not help but smile like a giant idiot, welcoming the angel whose golden aura left me drenched in shadow.
Nana cocked her head to the side. "Are you okay?"
"I think so?" I sat up and pressed my eyes into my palms. "I think you literally sucked the life out of me."
Nana slithered down my frame until she was face to face with my cock. "And yet, you still haven't given me what I want."
"What's that?" I knew the answer, but I needed to buy time to clear away the stars that were dancing around my head.
Nana opened her maw like a python and pointed directly down her wet, dripping throat. "Feed me, Bunny."
I nodded eagerly. I wondered if she, too, could feel how close I was to cumming. Nana shamelessly engulfed my cock to the base, sending saliva flying over my balls with a stifled sputter.
With the shaft slickened, Nana pushed her slippery mitt though the coating of saliva to grease the piston. The head flared like a balloon when she tightened her grip to keep it in place. She refused to let go as she ramped up her assault by rotating her hand around my cock.
Nana's mouth was lazily connected to the top of her fist, slopping lapping and slurping at the bulging mushroom every time it passed through her tightly coiled fingers.
Her lips swallowed the head and nestled it in a wet, muggy hug. She held the fat knob there just long enough for it to feel like home before spitting it out to pass through the fleshy cave created by the bumps and ridges of her slimy fingers.
Paradoxically, I felt completely alone in the world. Nana was so enthused with slovenly dotting over my cock that I felt she had momentarily forgotten I existed. For just a fleeting second, I was nothing more than a cock she desperately wanted to suck on. I was happy to play that part.
That split second of distraction, where my mind floated free from my body like a vivid hallucination, was enough for my instincts to release the brakes on my orgasm and send it hurtling forth like a tsunami.
I did not have time to think, and barely exited my trance in time to warn my grandmother. All I managed to squeak out before my brain went blank was "Now! Now!"
Nana got the message a second too late.
My cock throbbed like a shotgun being pumped and flooded her throat with a heaping volley of hot, white cum. Her eyes doubled in size when the white lava splashed against her tonsils, displaying her surprise at the sudden eruption.
Nana choked on the glue sticking to her gullet and sputtered a wet "Bun-nghh!" As she forced out the word, it got stuck in the sticky web of semen clogging her throat. It came out as a lurid, bubbly gurgle more so than how she'd intended it to, but no scolding would have been strong enough to stop the influx of cum she was about to receive.
I knew I would hear about it later, but for the moment, Nana knew she had one choice: swallow.
She dove back down to embed my cock against the back of her throat, driving it though the dense pool of salty paste that swam around her tongue. She plunged the fleshy sword into its wet, soggy sheath until there was no more to left swallow.
One by one, my cock injected ropes of hot cream into Nana's belly like it was filling a donut. The difference was that a donut doesn't convulse around the nozzle every time a new stream is pumped into its center.
Nana, however, could not stop her body from seizing up in response to each large new deposit dropping into her belly. No matter the size, she ushered each gooey load to follow with the last, filling her empty gut with thick, heavy batter.
I did not give her the luxury of formally swallowing. All she could do was hold her throat open and wait for yet another large, heavy mass of cum to be piped into her steadily filling stomach.
Her nails dug into my thighs until my skin was as red as her polish, but neither of us backed down. As far as I was concerned, she could draw blood and I still would not want to stop. Nana sucked until I was but an empty husk that could nothing more than fall back onto the mattress in a defeated heap.
She took her time relinquishing my cock, tenderly nursing on one inch at a time as the veiny, pulsing beast slithered from her throat.
When she reached the head, she nudged it around with her tongue, savouring the remnants of cum that clung to the cap. Regrettably, she pushed the knob - which had not ceased its violent throbbing - out of her mouth.
"Ah," she sighed with the satisfaction of someone who'd just taken a quenching sip of lemonade on a hot summer day. Her tongue fell from her mouth and she opened her dripping maw to prove she had done her duty. "See? All gone."
I was dumbfounded, but that did not begin to cover it. "That was fucking incredible."
"I'll say!" Nana held her hand over her mouth while she dug around with her tongue to make sure nothing was left behind. "That was more than last time. I think they're getting bigger!"
That same load of cum, sloshing around her belly like thick, gluey soup, bubbled to the surface in the form of an adorable little burp that caught her by surprise.
Nana blushed to a near purple hue as the noise slipped through the cracks of her fingers. "Oh my god! I can't believe I just did that."
"It's okay!" I chuckled. "I actually think it's kind of hot."
"It's so gross!" Nana flopped onto the bed beside me and snuggled up against my chest.
Her fingers flew to release the bun in her hair, sending her white mane cascading over her shoulders. "You must have stuffed a bunch of air into me. I've never done that before."
"Uh, Nana? I don't think air is what I stuffed into you."
Nana rubbed a hand over her belly, reflecting on her royal feast. "No kidding, Bunny. I'm gonna break the darn scale if I get on it with a tummy this heavy!"
I tucked a finger under Nana's chin, lifting it so I could kiss her. She recoiled before our lips touched and went stiff as a board. "You want to kiss me after that?" she asked, staring at me like a deer in the headlights. "I drank your cum!"
I insisted, tugging her to face me. I touched our foreheads together so our noses were rubbing together. Nana finally caved. She allowed her muscles to relax, turning to putty whose shape was held together by nothing more than my arms around it. Our lips interlocked, finding a fit so perfect that they must have been carved from the same stone.
Nana swung one of her legs over mine so she could trap my thigh between them, grinding her pussy against me as soon as she was in position. Her warmth draped over me, soaking the hairs on my legs with honey.
Clearly I was not the only one who had been deeply aroused by the blowjob. I'd been the one being pleasured, but Nana's juicy, dripping cunt was proof that she was deeply enjoying the feeling of her grandchildren swimming in her belly.
She broke our kiss and asked when I thought I would finish the next essay. It was not curiosity, but eagerness fueling her inquiry.
Truthfully, I had completely forgotten about homework. The thing with Nana felt bigger than a simple reward system; maybe that was how she had always intended for it to play out. Regardless, our relationship had already begun to encompass much more than sex.
Nana raked her fingers through my chest hair. "I guess it's not really about the essays anymore."
"What isn't?" I asked.
"This, you know? It's about... well, I don't really know what, to be honest."
I kissed the top of her head and allowed myself to be sedated by her scent. "Whatever this is, I don't want it to stop."
"Me neither," Nana agreed, "but I can't have you failing school. Just promise me you won't fall behind on your studies and... well..."
I brushed a pale, wispy lock of hair from her eye, silently prodding her for an answer. She was reluctant to say whatever was on her mind. I gave her some time, and was rewarded. She summoned the courage to speak her truth. "Well... I don't think I want to wait any longer."
Actions speak louder than words; she knew that well. To illustrate her point, she guided my hand to the heat radiating between her legs. The supple, tender folds were like a dozen slippery tongues lapping at me, bathing me in her fragrant honey as they did.
"Jesus, Nana. You're so--"
"Fucking wet, baby," Nana huffed in frustration. "I want to fuck you so badly, Bunny. I've never wanted somebody like this before!"



Her voice sung in my ears the instant my fingertips grazed her clit. She bucked against my digits, trying to drive them deeper into her pussy.
"I-I have been thinking why I feel these things for you." Nana admitted shyly. "It should feel wrong-- it is wrong to want these things from you. But the fact that you're my grandson just makes me want it so much more."
I was too stunned to speak, but silence was not the reaction Nana was looking for. She fidgeted nervously with her nails. "Does that, uh, make sense?" she asked.
"I'm glad you said it, Nana." I breathed a sigh of relief. "I feel the same way. I don't want to be with just anyone; I want to be with you."
"Even though I'm your grandmother? I'm almost fifty years older than you!" Nana swatted my shoulder playfully.
"I want you because you're my grandmother!" I exclaimed. "How could I ever let go of you when you make me feel this happy?"
"You don't have to! You never have to leave!" Nana was cheery as she said it, but her smile quickly faded when reality sunk in.
"Do you mean that? You want me to stay with you?" I hoped my voice wasn't shaking along with my nerves.
"Well-- I mean yes, I would love that. But..." I'd known there would be one. "I know you only have school for a few years after this. Then you'll be moving on and making your mark on the world, and that's exciting!"
But...
"But I'm old, Bunny," Nana said with a sniffle. She could not bring herself to look at me. "I can't go with you to these places that you want to go. My life is here."
I pressed my lips to her forehead. "Who says I want to go anywhere without you?"
"Jamie, please," Nana said with misty eyes. "Please don't say those things unless you really mean them. I can't ask that of you."
"You aren't," I said sternly. "I'm asking you. I want to stay."
Nana was quiet for a long time. Well, it felt like a long time, but it may have been only a handful of seconds. I wondered what thoughts raced through her mind in such a short time, as they held the secret to keeping her calm in moments of panic.
After she made peace with whatever barrier kept her from accepting my offer, her famously dimple-laden grin reappeared. She laughed through her nose and said, "I always promised myself I'd never even think about living with a man before he proposed to me."
"Then I guess I have to put a ring on you!" I replied jovially.
"Uh huh, I guess you do." Nana raised her eyebrows, daring me to bow out of our game of chicken. I waited for her to buckle over with laughter, but she was committed to the bit. "I bet you can find some nice ones at the pawn shop, too."
I narrowed my eyes at her, sure I could find some hint on her face that she was playing into the joke too hard. I scoffed, unable to break her façade. "So you want to be my wife?" I exclaimed. The idea sounded as crazy out loud as it did in my head.
"I was kidding! Well, half kidding, I guess. I dunno! Maybe I'm not kidding! I did make that promise to myself. But I never thought I would actually want to live with another man after your grandfather passed."
"You didn't make a loophole in the rules for extremely handsome grandsons?"
Nana chortled dryly, burying her face in her hands. As exasperated as she was, she was still able to find humor in the details. "God, no. No I did not."
"I don't think either of us saw this coming." I traced my fingers along the small of her back. "For what it's worth, I think you'd make a fucking amazing wife."
Nana tugged on the cup containing one of her giant breasts. "Well, in that case, why don't you be a fucking amazing husband and help me out of this stupid thing?"
I gleeful stripped her down to her birthday suit. My senses were reignited the second I laid eyes on her naked form. I drank in every curve in the hope that I would see them again in my dreams that night. I wasn't sure I'd ever get to sleep again without believing there was at least a chance of it.
We threw the covers over us and snuggled underneath them, pressed to each other like we were each adrift at sea and the other was a life raft. I don't know which of us needed the other more, but I felt that we both would be lost without the other.
Nana dozed off before I did, leaving me to parse through the flurry of thoughts playing ping pong against the inside of my skull. I combed my nails through Nana's hair even after she was asleep. It was meditative, in a way.
Her delicate breathing lulled me into a trance. It was interrupted only once, by the far-off howl of a lonely coyote traipsing through the moonlight. I thanked myself for Nana's warm embrace as a chill ran down my spine at the mere thought of a world outside those four walls.
I hoped that I would never have to think about such a life ever again.
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My entire body was on fire. There was not a cloud in the sky to stop the sun from liberally basting me with hot, yellow light, leaving my skin to sizzle like it was begging for someone to cook bacon on it.
The pool called my name like a broken record, promising to soothe the scorching skin that threatened to dissolve under such unforgiving heat. I was stuck to the lounge chair I was sprawled upon; the skin on my back had fused with the bindings that formed the backrest of the chair, rooting me in place.
A highly trained, yet uncoordinated orchestra of songbirds argued overhead, vying for their respective solos. Their melodic tweeting made for a delightful tune over the somber bellow of crisp, cool wind blowing through the leaves.
I would have been lulled to sleep were it not for the click-clack of cork bottomed heels against the cement pathway leading to the pool.
From below my tinted sunglasses, pressed tight to my face to block any stray beams of blinding sunlight, I spotted Nana, as naked and beautiful as ever, emerging from the house.
The songbirds turned into angels, and their trumpets announced her arrival. They also lent her their radiance, though she wore it better than they ever had.
A wildfire of white light enrobed her body, its flaming tendrils performing a chaotic dance. Their movements tended to obscure her most intimate parts as often as it revealed them, never leaving her uncovered long enough for me to admire her.
"mISsmE?" Nana's voice was distorted; it warbled like it was coming through a faulty speaker. She slid into the lounge chair next to me so her radiant aura cocooned us both.
I tried desperately to peer through the pale flame caressing every inch of her body. I could only catch brief glances of her exposed skin before it was once again hidden behind a curtain of flame.
I tried to speak, but could not hear a word I was saying. I was not sure if I was speaking at all. I tried to ask where we were, but my voice was nowhere to be found.
Nana understood me somehow. "yOUrEhOMe. hOwDoyOUfEEl?"
Happy.
Happy.
Happy...
"Habbie," I grumbled into the pillow as my eyelids creaked open. They snapped to attention, pulling me kicking and screaming from my beautiful dream.
The birds were still singing outside, but instead of a naked woman in my arms, I awoke to a pillow with the stuffing squeezed out of it.
"Jeez, man. You have got to stop talking in your sleep." I remembered that the room was empty. "And maybe stop talking to yourself, while you're at it."
My phone, was hauntingly devoid of notifications -- no calls from my parents, no texts from classmates, and no braggadocios Instagram posts. It felt like the outside world -- the "real" world -- had finally agreed to leave me alone.
A large part of me wanted to spend the rest of the day in bed. The night before had left me with a hangover of leaden limbs that I dreaded having to drag around.
Had it not been for the aroma of rich, buttery pancakes wafting from the kitchen, I surely would have fallen back asleep. Their sugary scent lured me from my room, guiding me through my groggy, post-sleep haze.
Nana's baby blue lingerie lay at my feet in a crumpled ball, leaving my imagination to run wild with the possibilities of what outfit she might be wearing.
I floated down the hallway, following the scent of syrup until I stumbled upon something sweeter than pancakes: Nana's bare bottom, with nothing but a flimsy, green apron to cover her front. She was standing at the stove with her back to me, leaving her entire backside exposed for me to fawn over.
Nana furiously stirred the bowl of pancake mix in her arms. Her body was rocking back and forth, with her plump ass cheeks shamelessly advertising the strength of that momentum. The mountains of moulded jelly jiggled as though they wanted to hypnotize me, drawing me further into the kitchen with their alluring dance.
The floor creaked under my foot, alerting her to my presence. "I was wondering when the smell would wake you up," she teased, elbow-deep in batter for the second time in less than twenty-four hours. "How did you sleep?"
"I had a really, really nice dream." I sighed, reminiscing over the memory. I closed the remaining space between us and wrapped Nana in my arms. I rested my chin on her shoulder and kissed her skin, soft as silk against my lips.
Nana shuffled her feet. "About what?" She tilted her head towards me and kissed my temple.
"Who else?" I nibbled her with my teeth. "I can't stop thinking about you, even when I'm asleep!"
"Somebody is addiiiiicteeeeed," Nana sung angelically. Her voice was never less than music to my ears.
"Oh, I know I'm addicted. I have you half naked in front of me, but all I can think about is how badly I want to see your boobs."
No matter what state of undress Nana was in, I always wanted more of her. Sure, she looked amazing in her apron, but I wanted to rip if off of her with my teeth and take her right there on the counter.
"Gosh, Bunny. If only there were some magic words your grandmother taught you when you were younger." Nana refused to deny her penchant for teasing.
"Please, Nana. Can I please see your boobs?" I was happy to play along, especially if it got me what I wanted. I expected some resistance after we'd almost been caught in the act yesterday, but her courage had only grown since then.
Nana spun on her heels and tucked her elbows to the sides of her chest. Her forearms pushed her cleavage together so it swelled under the thin, loose-fitting apron. She batted her eyes and said, in the sweetest voice she could muster, "Untie me, sugar."
I pinched the bow behind her neck and pulled the strings, freeing her breasts from their cotton cage. As though I'd opened a floodgate, her enormous udders crashed down like a waterfall.
I didn't even have to lower the apron; the weight of her boobs falling forward threw it from her chest and left them totally exposed. They bounced against each other a few times until their stored-up energy was all spent.
I knew that even if I were to see Nana's boobs a thousand more times, I would still be taken aback by the sheer size of them. Even at rest they were simply magnificent, drawing from me a smile so giddy that Nana could not help but laugh at my childlike wonder.
"So much for the neighbours seeing, I guess," I said.
"You don't seem to care who sees these things right now, Bunny. As long as you get to, right?" She knew she was right -- we both did -- but that was not going to stop her from having a bit of fun. "But you're right. We can't have someone peeping through the window and seeing these things bouncing about!"
"Wait, no I didn't--"
"No!" she announced dramatically. "You are absolutely right. This is a terribly indecent outfit to have on in front of my grandson."
Nana straightened her back to create some space between us. I chastised myself, thinking I had talked myself out of a topless breakfast, but she quickly dropped the act.
"Just kidding, Bunny," she cooed. "Here, watch this."
With every ounce of my attention trained on her, she patiently stretched out her hand and grabbed a can of whipped cream from the counter. The seconds ticked by a minute at a time, but I would've been rapt for an eon.
I watched with butterflies in my stomach as she tucked her forearm under her breasts. She jostled them until they flopped over and blanketed her forearm, shielding it from view with nothing but her hand exposed. With a literal armful of breast meat pinning her arm to her chest, Nana used the other to shake the whipped cream can.
She aimed the can directly at her nipple and tilted her head like she was waiting for my "go ahead." I groaned a little bit when I realized when she planned to do, then gave her a nod.
Finally, after pushing my patience to the limit, Nana pressed her finger down. The nozzle hissed and spewed forth a flurry of cream that instantly blanketed the firm, pink button.
I held my breath while she did the same to her other nipple, leaving her with two large, fluffy mountains of whipped cream covering her intimate bits like obscenely pronounced white pasties.
"There." Nana gazed down and admired the dairy decorations. "Now I'm tastefully nude. It's artistic!"
"Hmm. It's tasteful, but it's not art. Not yet." I plucked two freshly sliced strawberries, glistening with juice, from a bowl behind her. They were cut thin, the way she liked them, making them the perfect additions to her masterpiece.
I pressed the slim red slices into the dollops of whipped cream until they stuck in place. The richly coloured fruit pasties, nestled in a cloud of whipped cream, did nothing to lend Nana an air of modesty. In fact, I thought it looked even lewder.
I gestured to my handiwork. "Now it's a masterpiece. Who could deny the beauty of that?"
Nana rolled her eyes, but the corner of her mouth curling into a smirk revealed her true feelings. If she was not enjoying herself, she would not have asked, "Is there anything else you plan on using to make a mess of me?"
It was sarcastic, but there was a hint of genuine curiosity in her tone. I had not planned on anything more, but a quick glance at the counter top gave me a new idea.
I grabbed a plastic bottle of table syrup and popped the cap. I squeezed the bottle a couple of times with a goofy grin on my face.
"I mean, if you're asking..."
"But... but that's so messy!" Nana pouted. "My boobs are gonna get all sticky!"
I licked my lips. "And sweet!"
"I guess someone woke up on the horny side of the bed today."
"It's just syrup! What's the harm?"
Nana stomped her foot and wagged a finger at me. "That sounds like the opinion of someone who won't have to clean up a pair of huge, sticky tits!"
I promised her I would do all the cleaning myself; I was already drooling, and we had yet to add the sweetest ingredient. When she didn't believe me, I pinky promised.
Nana sighed deeply, knowing I would not relent.
"Like this?" She lifted one of her heavy breasts in each hand and presented the decorated canvas to me.
"Not quite." I looped my arms under Nana's ass and hiked her up. She squealed in surprise as her feet left the floor. Her fat bottom plopped on the counter, thigh meat bulging on both sides.
"Ahh! Honey!" She slapped my chest with a giddy grin that she could not subdue. Her feet dangled off the counter, kicking in the air. "A little warning next time would be nice, goofball."
I held the bottle at an angle, precariously dangling the first drop of syrup from the mouth. "May I?"
Nana puffed up her chest, beaming with pride. She put her hands around her left breasts and held it up for me. "You may."
I poured a thin, sticky stream near Nana's collarbone. The brown goo collected in a tiny pool for a moment, but quickly grew too heavy to stay still.
The syrup raced down the steep swell of Nana's bosom, leaving a glistening trail in its wake. It ran over her creamy skin until it crashed against the fluffy barrier of whipped cream.
Nana's breast was beautifully decorated. I squeezed the bottle and brought forth a glob that landed with a dull thud, creating a river of syrup that was twice as thick as the first. It flooded her chest like a tidal wave, rushing downhill to collide with the strawberry at full speed.
The syrup reached the pillowy plume of cream and clung to the sides. It followed the perimeter, creeping around the edges until the sticky stream met again at the bottom.
A small trickle of viscous goo dripped from the underside of Nana's hulking breast. It dribbled onto the floor, but I ignored the fat droplets splattering against the tile.
Nana lifted her deliciously decorated breast to my mouth. "Clean, Bunny."
My stomach, and my balls, growled with hunger. I encircled the puffy bed of cream with my mouth, flattening my tongue so I could peel the strawberry off of her like a sticker.
I think something happens in a person's brain when they taste sweet, sugary foods off their lover's body. It's as though we are tricked into thinking "this is what they taste like" on a subconscious level. My brain was already putty in Nana's hands, so it quickly took to the idea that she was so perfect that she literally tasted like sugar.
Syrup, cream, and fresh fruit danced across my taste buds, but they could not hold a candle to the electricity that coursed through my spine when my tongue brushed against Nana's nipple. The chill from the whipped cream had brought it to full attention, and I delighted myself in batting it around while trying to locate the edge of her fat, puffy areola with my tongue.
I ran my tongue through the stream of syrup, following it to the end. I placed wet, sticky kisses on Nana's neck and licked her glazed skin.
"How do I taste?" Nana cooed.
I licked my lips. "Like heaven."
I don't know what I was expecting would happen, but it felt natural to go with my impulses. To the surprise of no one, they told me to take my pants off just in case.
I greedily nursed on Nana's messy breast while fidgeting with my boxers. Thankfully, I had worn a loose enough pair that I could get them off with one hand. I was not sure if she noticed, given that I was feasting on her like a starved animal, but she surely took note when she wrapped her legs around me and felt my bare bottom on her heels.
"Careful now, Bunny." Despite the warning, she made no real effort to stop me.
I knew exactly what she was talking about. With her perched up on the counter, her unprotected pussy was in a dangerously perfect position. All that was stopping us was willpower. It was a precarious balancing act.
Nana's apron obscured anything below her waist from view, but I knew her body by heart. I knew the instant I flexed my cock -- which dragged it through her lush, slippery petals -- how close to having sex we really were.
The head of my cock rested neatly in her creamy opening, needing just one more push for the rest of the muscular pillar to follow it. Honey-soaked lips hugged the bulging helmet on all sides, sending waves of pleasure through my body with each miniscule constriction around the tip.
I longed to push further. Nana was so thoroughly drenched that it would have taken no effort to move my hips and slip inside. To feel her squeezing around my whole cock at once was all I wanted.
I was so singularly focused on that goal, lost in a dreamlike hypnosis, that I did not register Nana calling out my name with alarm in her voice. She grew more worried with each utterance, afraid I had lost my senses, until I finally clued in.
"Bunny!" Nana hollered, her eyes wider than moons.
"O-oh, shit." I shook my head to clear the daze, but could not find the faculties to move my cock from its warm pocket. "Sorry, Nana."
"Don't you feel that?" Nana was panicked, her breathing rushed. She was not willing to wait for an answer. "You're technically inside of me right now, Bunny! Can't you tell?"
"I-I guess so." For a mind so swarmed with thoughts and ideas, I could think of very little to say.
"Is this... I mean, this is too much. Right?" The authority figure, who had already set strict rules against penetration, battled the adventurous thrill seeker that coexisted inside of her.
Nana wanted to put her foot down, but, like me, she was getting exactly what she wanted and could not bring herself to call it off. "We should stop before you... before..."
"Before I what?" I wanted to hear her say it.
"You know, James. Look where your dick is right now!" Nana's eyes urged me to look down between us. She hurried to pull her apron out of the way, foolishly miscalculating what such a reveal would do to me.
Until she had pulled it aside, the incestuous scene had been obscured under the fabric curtain. Once revealed, I was astonished to witness with my own eyes the depths of our depravity.
My cock, throbbing like a heartbeat, bulged obscenely in the clutches of Nana's plush curtains. The helmet flared, stretching the snug ring along with it. The entire head had disappeared inside, leaving the shaft exposed.
"W-what should I do?" I was sincerely asking. I was not going to cross the line without consent. I gingerly pushed forward to show explicit intent, making my intentions clear while I waited for her to respond.
Nana recoiled impulsively. "No, no, Jamie. I can't -- not like this."
She hugged either side of my face with her hands and penetrated my soul with her stare. "I'm your grandmother. I'm not going to take your virginity like this."
"Like what?" I asked flatly.
Nana gestured to the room around us. "Oh, I dunno. Maybe I had something more special in mind than being hiked up on a counter with my tits still sticky from maple syrup!"
I apologized profusely while rushing to put my boxers on, stumbling over my words as pathetically as my hands did with my underwear. I felt like a right twit as I fumbled nervously with the bunched-up waistband.
"Hey, hey," Nana said softly as she climbed off the counter. "Slow down." She took hold of my wrists to stop me from fighting my underwear. She slung my arms around her shoulders and pulled me into her, manually initiating a hug. "I'm not mad, Bunny. What we have is special. We haven't rushed ourselves yet, and I don't want to start now."
I ran my fingers through her hair. "I know. You're right."
"Nana always is." She chuckled and broke our embrace. "The sooner you learn that, the better!"
"Hmm, patience. I hear you." I scratched my chin to act like I was thinking deeply. "So, you're saying tonight, then?"
Nana pushed me back and leapt off the counter, landing with her chest pressed against mine. She jabbed a finger into my shoulder like a five-foot-tall bouncer trying to make a point.
"I'm saying you should just trust me by now when I tell you that I have a plan." Nana arched an eyebrow. "Do you still trust me?"
I fell over myself confirming that I did, in fact, still trust her. No matter what she had in store, I knew it would be amazing, which is precisely what made being patient that much more difficult.
"What am I going to do with this, then?" I gestured to my cock, still mostly hard thanks to the lavish display of cream and syrup coating her breasts.
Nana shrugged. "Nothing."
I was convinced I'd misheard. "Nothing?"
She bent down to pick her apron off the floor. "Exactly. You'll have to wait, and trust that I have your best interests at heart."
"How long do I have to wait?"
Nana sighed. "That's part of the trust, Bunny. It could be tonight, it could be next week. I'm meeting a friend for tea in a few hours, and I don't want you obsessing over sex the whole time I'm gone."
My temple throbbed, but I had no cards to play. What had instead was a mountain of homework to get through. "You're dangerous."
She winked at me, then gestured towards the mess of dishes and half-cooked pancakes on the stove. "Finish cooking so we can eat together, okay? I'm gonna go get cleaned off."
I apologized once more for making such a mess of her tits, but we both knew that I did not mean it. I thought about going to join her in the shower, but figured that I had pushed my luck enough already. Like the good grandson I was, I finished preparing breakfast and set it up on the table.
Nana came back in a few minutes later, wearing shorts and a t-shirt. I bemoaned the loss of the apron, and reminded her how good it looked on her.
She sat down at the table and picked up her cup of tea, inhaling the delicately scented vapors before turning her attention to me. "I'm not putting that thing back on -- not while you're horny! We won't even get through breakfast without making another mess."



That would have been fine with me.
I sat down across from her and pulled in my chair, greeting the stack of pancakes in front of me. Nana opted for a healthier alternative: a bowl of fruit and a single pancake.
She used roughly a third of the syrup that I did, and that - coupled with her tendency to choose tea over caffeinated bean water - made me reconsider the choice to liberally dump liquid sugar over every one of my pancakes.
I gestured to her plate. "You're only having one?"
She nodded, and bit a piece of pineapple off of her fork. "That's more than enough. They're not so good for you, Bunny."
I rolled my eyes. "I know, but they taste so good!"
Nana smiled sweetly, then raised her cup to take a sip. She peered at me over the rim, watching me shovel sugar-soaked breakfast cake into my mouth. When she set it down, she used her fork to pierce another chunk of pineapple.
She pointed the fruit at me. "There are healthy things that taste good, too. I don't know what it is about men and their aversion to eating healthy."
I shrugged off the accusation. "Look at our family; I never saw Grandpa eat a vegetable that wasn't on a cheeseburger, and my dad hasn't touched a salad since I was born."
Nana clicked her tongue, eyeballing the pineapple on her fork. "Exactly, sweetheart."
Heart attack. I remembered the fatal condition that had taken his life so many years prior.
She gave her head a shake, though I could tell she was playing up her disappointment to make a point. "You know, I didn't get to be as old as I am by eating cheeseburgers, honey." She popped the pineapple into her mouth and crushed it to pulp between her teeth. "Plus, women love a man who takes care of himself."
I pushed aside my half-eaten pancakes and reached my fork over to skewer a sliced grape. "Fine. Give me some of that."
Nana clapped excitedly. "Good boy, Bunny. Does this mean you'll have a salad for dinner, too?"
I scrunched my nose in disgust. "Baby steps. Salad is just an ingredient to put on cheeseburgers."
Nana rolled her eyes. "Now you really sound like your grandfather! Next you're gonna be telling me that we can't get a dog because it makes you--"
I chimed in, and we both finished the quote in unison. "Sneeze like the Dickens!"
I chuckled at my grandfather's memory, then asked Nana why she'd never gotten a dog after he'd passed away. I was surprised how freely she could talk about him without getting sad. I knew she had cherished their time together, but perhaps time had given her enough perspective to appreciate what we had without feeling like she was betraying him.
"I suppose I could have adopted one," she said. "I always wanted a dog, but I put it out of my mind while we were married, and never really thought about it after he passed."
"I think it would be hilarious to have a little Chihuahua running around the backyard."
Nana stuck out her tongue. "Ew, no. If we're getting a dog, we're getting a real one -- not some yippy little rat with fur!"
She used that word again: we. Without thinking twice about it, Nana was already including me in her plans for the future. It was hard not to get excited over the prospect of staying with her long after I graduated.
I cocked my head to the side with curiosity. "What other kinds of stuff do you wish you'd done? I don't necessarily mean regrets. Maybe like, stuff you wish you could do now that you have me?"
She chewed on her thumbnail for a moment, nibbling while she thought. Her eyes illuminated when the answer came to her. "Well, I've always liked being spanked. It's quite a thrill for me. It's been a long time since anyone's done that, though."
We had finished eating, so I picked up our plates and carried them to the sink. "But, I've slapped your butt, like, a dozen times before. Haven't I?"
Nana followed behind me with our empty mugs in hand. "Not like that, Bunny. I mean really giving me a good spanking."
I ached for more explicit details. "Like, how hard?"
She set the cups down in the sink, then slinked behind me a delivered a modest blow to my backside. If I had not been wearing shorts, I was sure she would have left a mark.
"Ow, Nana!" I yelped.
"Like, harder than that."
I turned around and caught the cheeky grin on her face. "Isn't that gonna hurt?"
She stepped close to me and placed her hands on my chest, creeping up onto her tiptoes so she was eye level with my nose. "If you do it right, it will hurt. That's kind of the point."
Shivers ran down my spine. "I can do that."
She leaned in to give me a prolonged kiss on the lips, wrapping her arms around my midsection to flatten her boobs against my chest. I looped my arms around her neck, returning her affectionate smooch with one of my own.
Her tongue fluttered against my lips, nudging them apart before it slipped inside. I flicked my tongue back at hers, but willingly ceded ground to let her slither further inside. The wet snakes tumbled together, writhing into a twisted knot as they wrestled frantically.
Nana purred into my open mouth. Between sloppy kisses, she made me an offer I could not refuse. "Do you... want to... tan with me?"
The previously mentioned mountain of homework loomed in the back of my mind, but I could not resist the desire to see Nana's tits packed into a tiny bathing suit.
I eagerly agreed, and rushed off to get changed into a tight pair of boxers that I knew would mold around my dick as soon as they got wet. Nana was not the only one that knew how to be a tease.
I arrived at the pool first, and made myself comfy in the black wicker lounge chair while I waited. The opposite chair, where Nana would sit, was connected to mine by a low table with a pane of glass on top.
The oak trees that lined the back side of the pool shook their leaves in the wind, dancing in the light breeze that blew through the backyard. They blocked out the view into the pool from the houses behind our house, while a tall, wooden fence on either side provided similar cover from the surrounding neighbours. The enclosed pool area was a secluded oasis, protected from the threat of prying eyes.
I had many memories of the fun my cousins and I had had around the pool as kids. We'd spent countless long hours running around in the sun.
I remembered how Grandpa used to wheel the ping pong table out of the basement and set it up near the pool. We would all take turns at batting the ball back and forth while the rest of the kids practiced their cannonballs in the deep end. Between that, and the frequent appearances of Nana's bouncing bosom when she'd bring us snacks, it had been my favorite place in the world.
The screen door creaked open and Nana exited the house, looking even better than she had in my dreams that morning. Unlike the bathing suit I had imagined her in, she approached the pool wrapped in a fuzzy brown towel. It was pinned under her armpits, completely covering whatever bathing suit she had chosen to surprise me with.
She clutched a paperback novel in one hand, and a bottle of tanning oil in the other. My dick throbbed as soon as I imagined myself applying the latter onto her luscious skin -- or, better yet, having her ask me to do it first.
"Hey, Bunny," she chimed happily. Hearing that nickname made my cock twitch, as though she were rewiring my brain to think of it as an exclusively sexual title.
I forwent niceties to cut right to the chase. "Do you need my help putting that stuff on?"
"Down, boy," she ordered, wagging a finger at me. "Down!"
Heat flushed my cheeks. "Okay, fine."
"If I let you put your hands on me again," she proclaimed, "your dick is gonna get hard and you won't want to stop."
She was absolutely right. I relied on her to keep my rampant horniness in check - which, in turn, gave her tremendous sexual power over me. That was made clear once again when she opened her towel and revealed that she was completely naked underneath it.
The astonishment on my face made her giggle. "Remember: patience, sugar." I wondered then just how many fractions of a GPA point separated Machiavellian genius from plausible deniability from utter disaster.
"But... but you're naked!" I whined pathetically. "That's so unfair!"
Nana pouted, turning her mouth down into an exaggerated frown. "I know, Bunny, you poor thing."
"Aren't you afraid someone will see?"
She picked up the tanning oil with a casual shrug. "Not really. I'm not necessarily opposed to a little casual nudity." A squirt of oil landed on her chest, splashing against her milky skin. Streams of it ran over the curve of her bulging breasts, then trickled into the fissure between them. "I just lost a bit of confidence in how I looked in the last few years."
She dipped a hand between her tits. Her greasy mitt pressed flat to her skin, tightly caressing her body as she began to smear the oil over her exposed flesh. "You changed that!" she said cheerfully. "I must look pretty good if a handsome young man like you wants to fuck me."
"I do! I really do!"
Nana did not seem to mind my overeagerness. "I know you do, Bunny, but we're being patient, right?"
I nodded solemnly. "We're being patient." I echoed her words so that she would know they had sunk in.
Confident that I would not jump her at any given second, Nana resumed patiently painting her body with tanning oil. Her shoulders and arms, then her tummy, thighs, and toes, all received a generous glaze that made them glisten in the sun. I held my breath all the way until she finished polishing the last tiny toe.
Nana closed the bottle and sat it on the ground beside her, watching me out of the corner of her eye while she did. "A lot of men would pay money to see me do that."
I raised an eyebrow. "Are you going to start charging me?"
She held a finger to her lips, thinking hard about the question. "Maybe I should. Lord knows how much money I could make off of a horndog like you."
I covered my heart with my hand, wounded by her words. "Me, a horndog? That hurts, Nana." Perhaps my words would have had more weight behind them had I not been ogling her breasts while I'd said them.
She opened her book to the dog-eared chapter. "You'll survive, sugar."
We lay in silence for a while, our thirsty skin soaking up sun beams whenever they broke through the wispy veil of clouds overhead. With the exceptions of Nana's soft, subtle nose whistling every time she inhaled and the occasional bird chirping from a nest hidden among the towering oak trees, there was very little sound to be heard.
Every so often, she would cut through the silence by turning a page in her book. It gave me a way to track the time, which I would have otherwise been lost in. The scene was so serene that, by simply closing my eyes, I was able to drift into a peaceful state of semi-consciousness.
Eventually, Nana set her book down. The sound of it thudding against the glass table between us roused me from my sleepy trance. Though I stirred, I did not open my eyes.
I waited for her to say or do something, but all she did was watch me. That was an assumption, of course, but even with my eyes closed I believed that I could feel the weight of her stare.
Her lounge chair creaked as she readjusted her weight. "Bunny?"
I let out an ugly snore and smacked my lips a couple of times.
Nana huffed out of her nose, stifling her laughter. "That wasn't very convincing. Wanna try again?"
I let out a louder, more grotesque snort that made her emit a high-pitched giggle. I loved the sound of her laughter, and could not stop from smiling when the blessed notes hit my ear.
My cover was blown, so I opened my eyes and turned onto my side to look at Nana. "Oh, good morning."
She rolled her eyes. "Good morning, sleepyhead. Can I come over for a minute?"
I would never deny such a request, so I scooted over to make room for her. Nana climbed out of her lounge and came to lay next to me, wedging her body between me and the armrest. She curled up against my chest, hiking up one of her legs so that it straddled my waist like a seatbelt.
"Mmmm," she purred happily. "That's better."
I kissed the top of her head, nuzzling my nose into her luscious white hair. I closed my eyes and breathed in deep, doing everything in my power to manually turn the moment into a core memory.
Nana dragged her fingernails through my chest hair. "Can I ask you something?"
I kissed her scalp again. "Anything."
"Are you happy?"
I paused. "Like, right now?"
She shook her head. "No. I mean, like, about where your life is going."
"I guess so? Doctors make a lot of money. Who wouldn't want that?"
Nana looked up at me, her head resting on my shoulder. "I wouldn't."
"You don't like money?"
She pursed her lips, then lifted her hand to stroke the side of my face. "I don't need money. So, if you didn't need money, what would you do?"
I paused again, but there was only one answer I could think to give. "I would stay here."
"For how long?"
I did not have to think for a single second in order to answer that one, I just blurted out the first thing that came to mind. "Forever."
Nana sighed. "That's what I was afraid of." The puzzled expression on my face encouraged her to explain further. "I can't let you throw away your future for me."
"Why do I have to throw away my future to be with you? Can't I do both?"
Nana chewed in the inside of her cheek. "You can, I suppose. But you haven't seen the world, you don't even know what you're giving up."
"But I would have to give you up in order to go find it."
She nodded. "You would."
I released a sigh that came from the bottom of my lungs. "If I give you up, Nana, it has to be for something that makes me feel like you do-- like the most special person in the entire world!" I bent down to touch our foreheads together. "I don't think I'm going to find that anywhere else."
Her eyes darted back and forth between mine. "And you're sure you don't want to find out? What if you're wrong, James?"
I hugged her tightly. "Nothing that makes me feel this incredible could be wrong. I love you, Nana, and that's never gonna change."
I did not care who else existed in the world, no matter how happy they might make me. Everything I had experienced in the past paled in comparison to how Nana made me feel. She was what I wanted to pursue, more than any university degree.
Unfortunately, were I to give up school for her, it would confirm every bad thing my mother believed about me. A woman, and my horniness, driving me to drop out of school was not something that I could allow to happen, and Nana knew that.
"Promise me," she said, "that you won't let whatever we have get in the way of your degree. You have to graduate, or I'll always feel like I held you back. After that, we can figure the rest out."
I definitely did not want her to feel that way. Nana made me feel like I could do anything, and so I wanted to prove to her that it was more than a feeling. I promised her that I would succeed, and I believed it.
We would have continued to lie on the lounge chairs until the sun went down, but a quick check of my phone informed Nana that she was already running late for tea with her friend.
She climbed off of me. "Oh, shoot! I've got to go, Bunny."
She threw the brown towel around her naked body and raced inside to get changed. I lumbered after her, lazily following her inside with nothing but homework to look forward to.
I sank into my desk chair and opened my laptop, pushing from my mind the lurid images of Nana's naked, greasy body that I so desperately wished to masturbate to. With her plea ringing in my ears, though, I was able to keep studying until she came in to say goodbye.
She stood behind me, pressing her warm, pillowy tits against my upper back. She leaned in and wrapped her arms around my neck, then lowered her face next to mine so that our cheeks were touching. "Working hard? Or--"
"Nana," I interrupted. "If you say 'hard at work' I'm going to lose my focus."
She hummed softly, then planted a kiss on the side of my neck. "I'll be gone for a couple hours. Don't miss me too much, okay?"
I grunted my disapproval. "You ask too much of me."
Faced with the impossible task of keeping her off of my mind, I dove back into my homework the second she left. The difference between love and lust is what gave me the energy and focus I needed to make some decent progress while she was away. I couldn't stop thinking about her, but I could - just barely - choose to focus on her hopes and fears rather than on her beautiful body.
Even at that, I grew listless after an hour or so. My thoughts wandered, and arrived at the other parts of Nana every time they did. I could not sit still for a second longer, and convinced myself that I had done enough to earn a break.
I got up and exited my room, nonchalantly peering out of the front window to see if Nana's car was back in the driveway. Finding it empty, I was instantly inundated with cravings.
I wanted to jerk off, but felt guilty about letting her down. That shame gave me the strength to deny myself the momentary pleasure, sacrificing it for a much, much greater reward later on-- as she had promised.
I had long since grown bored of channel surfing, so rather than sink onto the couch, I opted to explore a little bit. It did not feel like snooping, since Nana had never forbade me from roaming the house, so I decided to rifle through the cardboard boxes in the garage.
They were stacked to the ceiling. Some were blank, but others had exact descriptions of what they contained. I outright dismissed anything that had "Christmas" in the name, but after scanning some of the other labels, I decided that the unlabeled ones represented my best hope of finding an effective distraction.
In them, I found everything from children's toys, to empty Tupperware, to sweaters she had knit for her grandchildren that we had grown too big for but that she could not bring herself to throw away.
Multiple boxes were packed with photo albums, some of which were thicker than a dictionary. I cracked open one of the ancient tomes, dust puffing from the pages as I set it down.
Some of the photos were recent enough that I appeared in them, but most of the images were from long before I'd been born. In the ones that had been taken a full decade before my birth, Nana was as gorgeous as she had been the day I had moved in with her.
She looked nearly the same as she had when she'd left for tea, though the woman staring back at me in the photos was almost thirty years younger. Yes, the passage of time had put a few extra wrinkles on her face, and dulled the sandy blonde hair that she had once sported, but other than that she looked almost identical. The warmth of her smile, her posture, and the light in her eyes had not changed a bit.
After the third box of photo albums, I searched for anything that wasn't more of those. To my nostalgic delight, I stumbled upon a box of ping pong equipment that had been kept in such good condition that I immediately recognized my signature paddle.
The paint on the handle had worn off, but Grandpa had replaced the leather faces a couple of times to ensure that they never became tattered.
I held the relic in my hand. It was a powerful symbol of the past, and it was destined for better things than another few decades of boxed solitude. I tucked the paddle into my waistband and packed up the box.
I had no idea how much time had passed, but Nana was still not home. I was frustrated, even though I had no right to be. She had her own life to live, and could not make her entire day revolve around me.
Overcome with boredom, and still a bit too relaxed from the lounging I'd done out by the pool, I figured a nap would do me well. The last thing I wanted was to be when Nana came home was tired.



I made for my bedroom, and once there I tucked the ping pong paddle away in my bedside drawer so I would not lose it.
The breeze outside did not reach my bedroom, so I stripped down to my boxers to ensure I would not be too hot. I threw a thin blanket over myself and lay down on the covers. I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling fan as it slowly rotated. I followed the blades with my eyes, spinning in slow circles until, eventually, I was lulled into a peaceful slumber.
I do not remember dreaming, or for how long I was asleep, but when I awoke it was due to the weight of a beautiful woman lowering herself onto me.
My lids fluttered open, and when my eyes were done focusing, they took in the sight of my grandmother straddling me with an enormous smile on her face.
She was wearing the same outfit she'd been in when she'd left - a frilly white blouse, with a blue skirt covering her lower half - which suggested that she had raced to my room the second she'd gotten home. Since she was dressed, I lowered my guard. Had she been naked, horny alarm bells would have started blaring in my brain.
"Good morning, sleepyhead-- again!" she shook her tits back and forth to entice me into waking up. The more they wobbled, the more my senses returned to me.
I blinked hard to remove the sleep from my eyes. "I'm awake, I'm awake!"
"Are you, Bunny? Are you sure you're all here?" It sounded like she was teasing me, but I couldn't understand the how of it.
"Um, I think so?"
She shrugged and sat back, putting her weight on my legs. "If you say so. Just wondering if you're paying attention."
I could not begin to imagine what she was talking about. "Nana, I'm awake!"
She put a finger to the corner of her mouth. "I dunno, you must have been awfully tired. You didn't even stir when I took your boxers off a minute ago."
The mention of my dick made me instinctively clench up. The unexpected erection between my legs, which could arguably be diagnosed as morning wood in spite of the time on the clock, flexed its muscular length in tune with my contraction. I had not realized before that moment that I was hard, but there was more at play than a simple boner.
I noticed that, when my dick flexed, Nana reacted with a small, startled jump, as though she had been poked in the ribs. Her eyes lit up, and a tiny gasp escaped her lips, the corners of which then turned up into a devilish grin.
"Oh!" she bleated. "Hello there, Bunny."
I flexed again, that time paying special attention to my cock. I tightened up, driving my dick upward as blood rushed to the tip, and noticed that it nudged against something warm, and very, very wet.
My eyes widened, causing Nana's smile to grow in equal measure. She bent down so that her heavy breasts squashed against my chest, and brushed the tip of her nose over mine.
"Y-you're..." I stammered nervously.
With her eyes, Nana gestured for me to follow her gaze and look between her legs. Everything from the waist down was covered by her blue skirt, but as she pinched the corners of it, I realized all at once what she had been hinting at all along.
She picked up the garment in her fingers and lifted it into the air, exposing to my ravenous stare the full extent of her nudity. Her pussy, and the fluffy, white fur that covered it, stared back at me.
My dick was nestled between her folds, hugged on either side by her wet, pudgy petals. Only the menacing, inflated red mushroom could be seen poking out from underneath the woolly fibers of her cunt hair.
"Surprise," she whispered haughtily.
"You're bottomless!" I spat out, confirming my suspicion with another decisive flex that drove my dick deeper into Nana's creamy cunt.
"Very," she touted confidently. "I thought you would have noticed sooner."
"Why?"
"Well, I don't know if you can tell, but-" She reached between her legs and pushed a couple of fingers into her pussy, then brought them up to my mouth to brush the tangy syrup against my tongue. "-I'm really, really wet. It was like this all afternoon!" Her thick honey liquefied on my taste buds when it merged with my saliva. "I don't think I can wait until tonight. Can you?"
"Fuck no," I grumbled.
"Good boy," she cheered. "Can you take my top off?"
Nothing would have made me happier, except getting to fuck her. Considering how that very thing was poised to happen, I eagerly ripped her blouse and bra off of her body and threw them onto the floor.
Nana leaned down and lay her bulky breasts on me again, suffocating me under their tremendous weight. It felt a thousand times better than it had when she'd still been wearing her blouse.
She cradled the sides of my head with her forearms and brought her lips as close to mine as she could without having them touch. Her steamy breath coiled under my nose, tingling my nostrils with the aroma of peppermint tea.
She kissed me briefly, then said, "Clench."
"My dick?"
She nodded. "Make him hard for me."
I needed no coaxing, and with a firm squeeze of my ass cheeks I made my dick as rigid as I could.
Nana purred with glee and delivered another juicy smooch. "Perfect, Bunny. Just like that."
She lifted her ass off me to give my cock some room to maneuver. "Now, stay still while I..." She trailed off while moving her hips in circles, fumbling blindly in search an angle that would guide me into her.
I supposed that she wanted to challenge herself to insert me without using her hands. It only took a few rotations for her to hit the target, and I knew she had done so the moment I felt her snug, steamy sheath stretch around the bulbous knob at the end of my cock. It slid effortlessly into the creamy groove, nestling into the mouth of her cunt with every intention of sinking deeper.
Nana's brow was tightly knitted in concentration, but her focus quickly crumbled as lust overtook her. "H-holy fuck! Oh Jesus, Jamie!"
I was only as far inside of her as I had been in the kitchen earlier that day, but having her willingly embrace me made all the difference. Without the anxiety and worry that plagued her when I had her up on the counter, Nana was free to succumb to the pleasure that had nearly driven me to jump the gun before she'd been ready. The ecstasy on her face made it worth the wait.
She sank back on her haunches, packing more of my cock into her birth canal the further down she sat. Her eyes were closed, and her mouth was permanently agape in the shape of a small circle. Her lips trembled, but their nervous quiver did not match the confidence with which she stuffed another girthy helping of dick into her body. Nothing would deter her from taking me to the root.
The soggy tunnel of flesh convulsed around me, tenderly squeezing my cock every inch of the way as it journeyed towards her molten center. The heat inside of her could have cooked an egg without breaking the shell, and as I trudged deeper into the soggy pocket, I feared that its oppressive warmth would make me orgasm before I reached the bottom.
Nana knew me well enough to have learned, through feel alone, when I was close to cumming, and she was not shy about voicing her opinion on the matter.
"Don't," she pleaded. "Don't you dare cum yet, Bunny."
I curled my toes, desperate to do anything that would keep the dam from bursting. "Nana, I can't! You have no idea how good it feels."
She shushed me, and blew a stream of cool air over my face. "Shh, shh, sweetheart. Do you think I can make it to the bottom?"
I did not think so, but I wanted to make her believe that I could. "Yeah, yeah I can do that. But what do I do when I cum?"
Nana stroked my cheek with the back of her hand. "You know you can cum inside me, right, Bunny?"
"Really?"
She chuckled. "Of course you can. Unless you'd rather me swallow again?"
"No! No, I want to. I fucking want to."
She petted my face. "Then just relax; we're almost done."
I was not sure if she was kidding, but just in case she was being serious I informed her of the reality. "No we aren't."
Nana gave me a puzzled look, then tilted her head to gaze down and see that - to her surprise, which she announced by way of a soft "whoa" - my cock was only halfway in.
She looked up at me again and chuckled in amazement. "Holy Christ, Jamie. Your dick is huge!"
"I... er, thank you?" I had never received such a compliment.
Nana growled hungrily. "Can you hold on for just three more seconds? Count for me, and as soon as you hit three, you can cum."
It sounded too good to be true. I began to count, naively thinking that I would actually make it all the way to three.
Before I was done with "two," Nana had thrown her blubbery bottom into my lap and buried my entire cock in her swampy cunt. I cried a monstrous howl, digging my claws into her ass the second that her cheeks touched down.
My fingers sank into the pliable dough, and I would not relax my grip on the fleshy stress balls until I was finished. I dug at the bed covers with my heels, pushing hips upward with all my might, as though I could somehow delve deeper despite her spongy cervix kissing my piss slit at that very moment.
The mouth of her womb nuzzled my cock head, giving it something to throb against as the first burst of cum flew from the tip. My dick seized, hurling another pulpy rope into her tummy.
Nana collapsed on me, indecent wails bellowing from deep in her stomach. Her body spasmed each time I gifted her another helping of cum, as though trying to draw my seed further inside with every contraction.
I bucked wildly, grinding with Nana as she milked the life essence out of me through a series of vigorous pussy hugs. She was begging for it, and not just with her body. Her mouth, right next to my ear, seductively encouraged me to give her everything I had. "Good boy, such a good boy for Nana. Gimmie all that cum, Bunny."
I let go of her ass cheeks, my fingers stiff from the force of their grip, and wrapped an arm around the small of her back. The other, I used as a collar around the back of her neck to hold her close to me, pinning her body to mine until I was done with her.
"Oh my fucking God!" she cried out. "Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop!"
I felt as though my orgasm would stretch on for another hour. Every time Nana squeezed down on me, it breathed new life into my dick and coaxed out what I thought - incorrectly, multiple times - to be the last drop.
When the final waves of pleasure had coursed through my body, I finally unwound. I realized how firmly I had clamped my hand around the back of Nana's neck, and so I began to release her, but she resisted the second she felt the pressure release.
"No, no," she pleaded. "Hold me, please."
I cradled Nana's body, brushing my palm up and down her spine while my dick slowly softened inside of her. The occasional compression of her slickened walls would awaken it, preventing me from fully losing my erection. It was impossible to go entirely soft while continuing to steep in that rich ambrosia of cum and cunt honey.
Nana knew that, and gave me a particularly strong hug before she folded her arms on my chest, making a bed on which to rest her chin. She stared up at me with a fantastic glimmer in her eyes.
"You just came inside of me," she announced proudly.
"You're damn right I did!"
"How did you like it, Bunny?" She punctuated her question with another squeeze.
I sighed with disappointment. "Apparently so much that I couldn't last more than one stroke!"
Nana did not seem to mind the early eruption. "We'll work on that next time."
I snapped to attention, but before I could ask the obvious question, she was already confirming my wildest dreams to be reality. "Yes, yes. There will be a next time. I miss dick, Bunny."
I snorted. "Jesus, Nana!"
She blushed and scrunched up her nose. "Don't judge me! I miss having sex. Sue me."
That was a court case that would have made national headlines. "Grandmother Sued Over Infatuation With Grandson's Penis!" There would be no less favorable way for my parents to find out the truth of why I wanted to stay at Nana's house.
Nana rolled off of me and snuggled in the crook of my arm. "I'm glad you liked your surprise."
That comment reminded me that I had a surprise of my own, and I reached into the bedside drawer with my free arm to fish the ping pong paddle out of it.
"Where the heck did you get that old thing?" she asked.
I shrugged, rotating the paddle in my hand so that she got a good look at both sides. "I got bored and started going through boxes in the garage while you were out. I found all the old table tennis stuff, and thought we could make use of this."
Nana raised an eyebrow. "Use it how?"
I pointed the paddle at her nose. "I ask the questions around here, young lady."
She snorted like a piglet. "Young lady? Who do you think you're talking to?"
I nudged Nana off of my arm and sat up with my back braced against the headboard. I stretched my legs out in front of me, then snapped my finger and pointed to my lap.
"Come," I commanded firmly.
Nana crawled over and assumed the position of a misbehaving brat over my knee, with her head to the left of me. She placed her ass squarely in my lap, grinding her fuzzy bush against my crotch.
With her head resting on her folded arms, she turned to look at me. "This sounds silly, but I'm a bit nervous. It's been a while since anyone did this to me."
I refused to let her get away with euphemisms. "Since you let somebody batter your cheeks until they turned red?"
Nana's face flushed a similar shade to the one I planned to impart upon her bottom, but her smile revealed the extent to which she enjoyed the depravity. "Gosh, Bunny! You don't have be so blunt."
I cupped one of her cheeks in my empty hand and jiggled it about. "But you love it. Don't you, Nana?"
She bit her lower lip mischievously. "I don't have to admit that to you."
I was surprised to find I had no compunctions treating her like the brat she was so expertly portraying. I set a trap by asking her a question whose answer I planned to interrupt. I gave her the chance to be obedient, though I knew she would fail to do so. "Are you going to be a good girl, or not?"
Nana stuck her tongue out and blew a raspberry. "How are you gonna make me do--"
THWACK
I brought the paddle down onto her left cheek, the one closest to me. The sudden impact made her whole body tense up, her knuckles drained of color as she gripped the bedsheets. "--Fuck, Jamie!"
Her back had been arched, but the pain had made her thrust her pussy into my crotch as far as it would go, instinctively trying to escape from the assailant who had just left its mark on her backside.
The brand name was etched, in raised lettering, near the bottom of the paddle's face. I hoped that, with enough force, I would be able to imprint the letters so deeply into her pliable flesh that they could be read at a distance.
I rubbed the small of her back with one hand, while raising the paddle with the other. "I asked you a question, Nana."
She grumbled. "Yes, Bunny. I will be good."
I did not think it would be so easy to get her under my thumb. Apparently, there existed within Nana a woman that longed to be dominated by a firm hand. "Good. Now, what do good girls do after every spanking?"
She thought for a moment, shuffling awkwardly in my lap. "They... they count?"
I wondered if she was familiar with the game, or if I was just that predictable. "Exactly, they count. Let's take turns, so you don't lose track."
Regardless of her experience with the submissive role, she fell into it - or perhaps, back into it - with perfect form.
The cheek I had smacked was already turning a soft pink color, but I was not yet done with it. I cupped the mound of wounded flesh in my hand. "What number are we on right now?"
Nana groaned. "Just one."
I swung the paddle down with more strength than the first time. It collided with the rogue landing pad, turning it a darker shade of pink as ripples spread through her skin.
The impact made a sharp crack -- a gunshot that was still quieter than the noise of her helpless yelping. She cried out as pain crept through her skin, and her body curled up to avoid another bludgeoning.
"Two," I announced calmly.
Nana's eyes were closed tightly, and her furrowed brow make deep creases in her forehead. "Fuck, oh fuck, fuck me that hurts!"
Pangs of guilt stuck my heart. "Is that too rough?"
She blinked a couple times, then focused her eyes on me as though she were fighting blurry vision from how hard she had them shut. With a firm shake of her head, she said, "No, no. It's supposed to hurt."
That excited me greatly. "Should I do it harder, then?"
Nana grinded her cunt in my lap. Fighting her body's natural inclination for comfort, she winced and nodded her head in confirmation.
"Harder, harder," she chanted.
I was not going to let her down, and charged up a mighty swing that landed directly where the first two had fallen. A sickening clap of thunder nearly popped my eardrums, but it was twice as tough on Nana.
Nana gave a yelp that could have shattered a wine glass. Her toes were ten little commas, curled so tightly that the pads of her big toe were pressed against the ball of her foot. "Jesus fuck! That fucking hurts!"
I had never heard my grandmother devolve into such profane language before. Something about being bent over my knee and having her rump paddled had turned her into a completely different person.
I raked my fingernails over her reddened cheek, grazing her skin as lightly as I could. "Count, or we stop."
It was paradoxical that threatening to stop the pain incited obedience. "Three! Three!" She jostled her fat cheeks to the sides in an effort to evade my tickling, making the bright red mountain crash into its alabaster sister. "Don't tickle, that's so mean!"
I paddled her bruised cheek a fourth time. "Four. Now, stay still, Nana."
I swapped the paddle into my left hand. The other - as though it were seeking her forgiveness for such exhibiting such violence - gently caressed the inside of her left leg, just above the knee. It travelled upward, gliding up her thigh until the top of my pointer finger was wedged between the sodden lips of her drooling cunt.
Honey dripped over my fingers, covering every digit in a lurid layer of slippery sauce. When she had ridden me, there'd been no denying how wet she had been, but it paled in comparison to how juicy she had become after a few simple spanks.
With my fingers flush against her pussy, I slid my hand further down so that they trudged through her slit. I brushed her protruding clit, which had grown to the size of a small, fleshy grape. The second I nudged it, Nana's legs shot straight out behind her and tensed to their fullest.
"Oh, ohhh, ohhhh!" she howled, her entire body trembling.
I fit the swollen bead between my first and middle finger, then gently petted her pussy so that it slid between them with each stroke. My thumb was perfectly aligned with her opening, so all I had to do was push forward in order to submerge the digit into the soggy sheath.
Nana purred loudly, occasionally bucking her hips whenever I would pass over a certain spot that she seemed to particularly enjoy. I paid special attention to those spots, and actively manipulated them to put her in back into a permanently arched state.
I gradually relaxed the pressure, imparting softer and slower strokes until my hand was at rest. The moment I stopped moving, Nana looked up at me to inquire why I had stopped.
I did not give her the chance to speak, and cracked the wooden paddle flat across her right ass cheek - the first blow it had suffered by then ­- before she could utter a single word. Even with the angle that my arm was bent at to paddle her, it was easy to generate enough force behind my swings to ensure that Nana felt the sting.



The smack made her pussy clamp down on my thumb, cutting off circulation. I curled it to press against her G-spot and dug down so that each following compression drove it against that fleshy pleasure switch. Each wave of sensation, whether it was pain or something else, made her clit throb between my fingers.
She panted with her mouth open. "What... what number are we on?"
I flogged her snow-white cheek a few times, cracking my wrist like a whip to make each spanking as sharp as possible. Between each strike, I taunted her. "You-- tell-- me!"
Nana shrieked for mercy, tightening the stranglehold of her pussy around my thumb. "I don't know! I don't know!"
I popped my thumb out and lodged it against her asshole, pressing hard enough to smooth some of the wrinkles out of the tiny, puckered hole. "Then you should be punished. Don't you think?"
She sucked a breath that quivered as she released it. "Oh, Bunny. I don't know about that."
I could feel how tense she became at the mere suggestion of anal, but she hadn't told me to stop. With a generous glaze of her juices on my thumb, the fat digit was just slippery enough to worm into the tiny tunnel.
I pushed harder, embedding my entire thumbnail into her asshole. The snug ring of muscle gradually relaxed as I pushed. I wiggled my thumb back and forth, slowly loosening her to allow another small portion to ease into her cozy chamber.
"W-whoa," Nana bemoaned, her mouth agape.
"New feeling?" I asked.
She nodded. "Very. I don't... I've never--"
"Shh. I'll go slowly."
She nodded more eagerly that time, displaying her willingness to cede control with faith that I would not abuse it.
"Slowly," she parroted, reassuring herself more so than insisting to me.
Her cunt practically gushed into my palm, flooding my fingers with such a merciless deluge of syrup that the sheets would require a change. Nana was scared, but that fear did not dissuade her excitement.
I inched forward, sinking into the snug burrow with nothing more than a few soft whimpers from Nana. Unfortunately for her, the length of my thumb meant that we had a few solid seconds of pushing before her ring actually reached the final knuckle. In that time, she did her best to take deep breaths that settled her against the foreign sensation of my finger trudging through her guts.
By the time my thumb had gone as far as it could go with taking more extreme measures, she had still fully not relaxed. The elastic ring around the base of my thumb constricted so tightly that I feared it would snap it off if I moved too erratically. I wormed about, prying her open little by little.
Nana's face was contorted beyond recognition. "Oh, my. That feels strange."
"Bad strange?" I piped up.
She grumbled softly. "I guess not. Just... weird, is all. Can you..." She trailed off.
"Can I what?"
"Can you, like, wiggle it a bit more?"
I dug against the walls of crushed velvet. "Like that?"
Nana's mouth opened to a wide circle, her eyebrows raised into a suspended state of surprise. "Whoa, whoa! Oh, that feels so weird, Bunny!"
I slid out an inch or so, and felt the tunnel collapse behind me. I would not stand for that, and immediately dove back in to stretch the depths of her bowels once more. The rubbery seal once again strangled my thumb in a death grip.
I repeated the action a few times, sawing my thumb in and out of my grandmother's virgin asshole until I felt the vice start to loosen. All the while, my fingers maintained their steady stroking of her puffy clit. The pink pearl distended slightly from her body in a desperate plea for attention, greeting me happily each time I passed over it.
Just as she fell under the spell of my fingers, I swung the paddle down on her battered cheek and shocked her senses. I was fully anticipating a scolding for being so cavalier with the spankings, but Nana's body decided to say something very different.
Both of her holes seized up at the same time, her pussy doing so with such intensity that one would be forgiven if they thought it was breathing. I thought at first that it was just another response to the pain of being struck, but my naivety was quickly dispelled by Nana's eager pleas.
"Put them in! Put them in!" she wailed at a frighteningly high pitch.
"My fingers?"
"Yes, your fucking fingers! Pussy, Bunny! Pussy!"
I understood at once that Nana was about to cum, and she did not want to do it while empty. I removed my fingers from her clit and raised the two of them to her pussy, which was drenched beyond compare. One thrust was all it took to plunge to the bottom, and when I felt her spongy cervix under my fingertips, I knew I was home.
With my thumb still lodged in her asshole, I pinched it and my two fingers together so that they almost met together in the middle. Only a thin, slippery wall of flesh separated them, and Nana seemed to take great delight in feeling me roll my fingers back and forth like I was smoothing out the bumpy folds in either hole.
I paddled her without restraint, clapping her reddened rump so hard that her screeches - those that she did not dump into the mattress - were drowned out by the roar of thunderous applause.
Nana choked the life out of my fingers, cracking my joints with her powerful compressions. It was not enough to deter me, and I soldiered on despite the ache in my bones. If she could handle it, then I knew that I could, too.
She curled her body around my lap, tucking her knees against one leg and arching her back so that her elbows were pressed against the other. Her entire body shuddered as the aftershocks of her orgasm ran rampant through her limbs.
As she slowly unwound, which was easier said than done, I slowed the impact of my spankings until they reached a natural end. I did not want to stop all at once; momentum dictated that I play the coda to its final note. By the time I was done, Nana was nothing more than a puddle on my lap.
"Oh, Bunny," she groaned.
I soothed her stinging backside with a rubdown. "I'm here, Nana."
"That was wonderful."
I brought my hand to my mouth and kissed the heel of my palm, then planted the smooch vicariously onto her bottom through a few playful pats on the bright red flesh. "I can't believe you came from that, but not from sex!" I hoped that I'd managed to hide the dejection in my voice, but Nana caught it right away.
She laughed me off. "Maybe if you'd lasted a bit longer, I would have."
I threw my head back with a groan. "I tried my best!"
She quickly scurried off of my lap and lay her body, still heaving with heavy breaths, onto my chest. "I know, sweetheart. I loved every second of it." Her lips pressed to my knuckles. "Sex is a skill. We can practice it together."
That filled me with hope. "But, still... just from getting spanked? I guess you really like it."
Nana grinned. "I really do. It's one of my favorites -- but you're pretty good with your fingers, too."
Then it was my turn to grin. "You let me put them in some very interesting places."
With a nod, she extended one of my fingers and put it against her lips. She opened her mouth and swallowed it up to the first knuckle, then battered it with a series of sloppy tongue lashings before popping it out.
"Nobody's ever done that to me before."
My interest was piqued, but I tried to sound less excited than I actually was. "Did you like it?"
She thought for a moment, then nodded her head slowly, as though she were coming to terms with the answer in real time. "I think so? It felt weird at first. Kind of hurt a bit, but then it started to feel good."
I made a deal that I hoped would be too good to pass up. "Well, I promise to spank you again, if you promise to let me in there again."
Nana was so excited by the promise of future butt battering that she completely ignored the rest of the deal. "Really? You will?"
"If..."
She rolled her eyes. "I heard you! The answer is yes, jeez!"
Perhaps I was underestimating her adoration of the act. I could have probably asked her to cut me a check for a million dollars, and she would have said yes, so long as I fulfilled my promise to paddle her to her heart's content. Then again, at that very moment, I'm not sure I would've considered a million dollars as valuable as VIP backdoor access.
Nana rubbed my stomach while putting kisses on the side of my neck. She crept towards my cheek, marking her territory with little pecks as she traversed my skin. With just a few more steps, her mouth had wandered over to mine in search of kisses that I gave happily.
I cupped her swollen ass cheek in my hand and gave it a gentle squeeze, but even that touch was enough to make her squirm.
She moaned into my open mouth while we exchanged messy tongue kisses. "When are you gonna be ready for round two?"
I wondered if she was serious - if she hadn't felt how hard I'd become after just a few minutes of making out. If she hadn't, she was about get a surprising poke in the ribs.
I raised my hips and jabbed the spongy helmet into the side of her stomach, opening my eyes so that I could see her react to the sudden stabbing.
Her eyes shot wide open and her brow knitted together in confusion. "You poor thing! When did he get hard again?"
I grinned. "Just happened."
She brushed our noses together. "Did you get all big and hard from making out with your grandmother, young man?"
I nodded guiltily. "Yes, Nana."
The beautiful woman plastered to my chest leaned in to whisper in my ear. "Should we take care of him, Bunny?" Her breath was heated steam against my skin.
"Pretty please," I begged with an exaggerated pout.
She touched our foreheads together, then flicked her tongue out to lash across my lips. "I can't say no to a good boy with good manners."
Nana gave me one last parting kiss, then raised herself up on her knees. She bent over at the waist, burying her face in the mattress with her back arched so that her glorious, plump ass pointed straight into the air.
"Fuck," I muttered. "You look so good on your hands and knees."
Nana turned her head sideways to face me and blew a strand of hair out of her eyes. "I always forget that you're new to this stuff. You're gonna love doggy style, sugar."
I acted naive, stroking my chin as I analyzed her form. "Hmm, so this is doggy style, you say?"
She rolled her eyes with an amused chuckle. "Yes, honey. This--" She wagged her tail, making the blubber rock side to side. "--is what they call doggy style."
I nodded thoughtfully. "I think I like it."
"Woof, woof, Bunny," she barked sarcastically, though her smile was sincere. I believed that she enjoyed being the first woman to expose me to so many new, exciting things.
"Hurry now," she said, further encouraging me with a pat on her butt. "Come mount this puppy!"
I climbed onto my knees and scooted behind her. The anticipation made my legs shake. I was not nervous around Nana, but rather excited to be reunited with the fabled vagina that had birthed an entire lineage. Our family tree was not as vast as others, but I was proud of my grandmother for the role she'd played in helping it grow.
I doubt that she ever expected to have one of her own children's offspring, a generational gap of more than forty years, gazing upon her womanhood with such lust.
A tuft of fuzzy, white hair poked from between Nana's pudgy thighs. The deep, pink crease that it shrouded was slick with syrup, a visual representation of how easily one would sink to the bottom of the gooey swamp. Her asshole was the round, wrinkled jewel atop her magnificent pussy, and with each methodical clench she performed - well aware that I was watching intently - I felt my dick throb in response to its lustful call.
I put my hands on her hips and shuffled between her legs. The head of my cock prodded her opening, knocking on the door to her greasy burrow. I nudged her lips apart and dipped inside to engulf my puffy knob in her warmth once more. With the parting of her curtains, she accepted me inside, permitting inch after inch of rigid meat to sink into the heated den.
I gripped her ass with both hands, making white marks in the reddened flesh where my fingers dug in. My thighs pressed flat against her fat rump, and that, along with her silky cunt hairs tickling my balls, told me that I was at the bottom. I flexed, and felt the rubbery mouth of Nana's cervix push back against me.
As though I needed any further assurance, she confirmed my suspicions through a guttural utterance. "Oh, sweetheart. You're so deep!"
I nudged her womb a couple of times, flattening the spongy dome against her back wall as I flexed to inflate it as much as I could. I wanted her to feel as full as possible, and to know that I was the one filling her.
Nana ground into me with a low, seductive growl. "You're doing that on purpose."
"What? This?" I acted innocent, but a timely clench made it clear that I was anything but.
"Uh-huh, that," she grunted. "Jesus, Bunny. Your dick is huge!"
I wondered if she were simply serving me platitudes like any ordinary grandmother would. Of course she would tell me that my dick was big, but I was not sure if she truly meant it. I wanted to be sure.
"You're not just saying that, Nana?"
The idea that she was hamming it up must have been ridiculous enough to make her laugh. She reached a hand out toward me, her face still pressed into the sheets, and snapped her fingers.
"Gimmie your hand," she commanded.
Without a clue, I put my wrist in her hand and allowed her to guide me under her tummy. She took my fingers and pressed them down just below her belly button, then moved them in small circles.
"Can you feel that?" she asked.
"Feel what?"
Nana craned her neck to peer over her shoulder. "That's where your dick is right now, sweetheart. It's so deep that it's hitting my tummy from the inside."
Her words excited me so greatly that I clenched up -- inadvertently that time -- and inflated the bulbous mass plugging her guts.
"Whoa!" she exclaimed. "Don't get too excited, Bunny. If you get any bigger, you're gonna burst right out of me!"
I bent over and kissed her back. "I think you're doing a great job."
"Thank you, sugar. Now--" She clicked her tongue and patted her fat bottom twice. "--enough sweet talking. Be a good boy and fuck your grandmother, please."
It was my first time in the driver's seat, and I tried not to reveal how awkward I felt with each unpracticed thrust of my hips.
My amateurish gyrations were unguided, and amounted to nothing more than a spastic prodding of her insides. My nerves got the better of me, and I found my hands shaking as I contemplated asking for tips on my technique.
"Nana, I--"
"It's okay, honey," she cooed warmly. "Slow down; you'll find it. Do you want some help?"
"Uh, sure?"
"Grab my hips," she instructed. "Good boy. Now, when I pull away, don't pull me back. Just let me go."
I kept my hands on her hips, but my grip was loose enough for Nana to make space between us. Only the head of my dick remained inside of her.
"When I push my bum into you--" She performed an example by throwing her ass backwards to engulf my cock. "--that's when you pull me. Thrust forward to meet me in the middle. Can we try that, Bunny?"
Her voice carried with it such soothing reassurance that I knew I could not fail. She pulled away once more, and I let her create some distance before tightening my hold on her hips. I yanked her backwards just as I thrust forward, and I knew right away that Nana's years of experience were more than just a number.
"Yes!" she cheered. "Just like that! Fuck Nana just-- like-- that!" We punctuated each of her final words with the salacious slap that her chubby ass made each time my thighs collided with it. It felt right to fuck her like that.
She would pull forward, steam rolling off of my heated shaft when the cool air nipped at it, then fling her ass into me just as I tugged her with enough force to uproot a sapling. I loved the rush of power that coursed through me when I dragged her pussy back onto me.
Though I was aware that such control was going to my head, making each of my tugs more forceful than the last, I was incapable of stopping it. The more control Nana gave me, the more of it I lost, eventually succumbing to the primal urge to fuck her as rampantly as my hips would physically permit.
That overeagerness was what likely encouraged me to impart another staggering slap to her bruised bottom, inconsiderate of the considerable damage that it had already sustained.
Nana did not find it as appealing as she had when she'd been prepared, which she communicated via an ear-piercing yelp. She lurched forward and out of my hands, where she curled up in a defensive ball.
She pointed a finger at me. "Be gentle, mister!"
I winced. "Sorry, Nana."
A devilish twinkle in her eye told me that she was not upset. "I forgive you, for now."
Nana sprawled out on her back, spreading her legs to make her petals peel apart. Their opening exposed the mouth, one whose hunger was apparent at a glance, nestled in her center. The drooling beast, with a mane of chalky fur, opened its toothless maw.
A thin membrane of honey covered the mouth of her pussy. It was clear enough to see through, granting me vision into the tube of convulsing, pink meat. I imagined that it would pop like a soap bubble if I pushed my dick into her at that very moment.
To my dismay, the glassy veil shattered once the frame housing it had been stretched too far by her fingers. Nana held herself open, allowing me to gaze for as long as I wanted. She was enthralled with my prolonged stare, entertaining me with the constrictions that made the tunnel shrink.
She combed her fingers through the luscious crown of hair that had been thoroughly soaked to her skin. "Just remember: I can take her away anytime I want, so behave yourself."
I gulped. "I'll be good." It was a solemn promise that I did not take lightly.
She extended her arms. "Come get on top of me, sweetheart."
I climb aboard, positioning myself between my grandmother's outstretched legs and scooting forward until my dick was pressed between her sodden lips.
I smacked the heavy gavel against her mound. Each dull, muffled thud increased her anticipation until she could wait no longer, and she revealed that her desperation was equal to my own.
"Bunnyyy," she whined. "Are you really gonna make me beg?"
I acted coy. "I don't know. Are you too proud to beg?"
Nana used the insides of her elbows to push her tits together, making the enormous balloons bulge towards me. "Please. Please put your dick in my pussy. Can't you feel how wet I am?"
It delighted me to reduce her to the point of begging for a change. The shoe was on the other foot for a change, though I did not think I had the patience to keep it that way for very long. Her pussy looked so unbelievably inviting that I almost gave up the playful teasing so that I could lunge back inside.
Holding my dick by the root, I dragged it through her gooey slit a couple of times, making sure to nudge against her bloated clit on the way. "You're soaked, Nana."
She wrapped her legs around the small of my back and pulled me in. "I know, honey. I know, so don't make me ask again. Go inside, please."
I leaned forward, using my elbows as pillars on either side of her head to support me on the mattress, and leaned in to give her a quick kiss. "You do it."
Nana looked confused, her mouth still formed in the shape of a kiss as she considered my words. "I do it?"
I gyrated my hips, poking blindly around her pussy a few times without using my hands to make it easier.



My dick bumped into everything at least once, giving a nudging tease to the mouth of her cunt on the first thrust. The next was aimed too high, and thus cut through her pubic hair. The third push went too low and firmly wedged my dick between her ass cheeks, with her bumpy donut kissing the inflated head.
"You do it," I repeated as I poked around. "Put me in."
Her cheeks flushed. "Oh, that. I can do that."
Nana reach down and grabbed my dick by the hilt, slapping it against her furry mound a couple of times just like I had.
I chuckled. I always figured that pussy slapping was an act the man typically enjoyed, and was surprised to see her partaking in the ritual. "Why'd you do that?"
She shrugged casually. "I dunno. I saw you do it, so I figured you must like how soft the hair feels?"
"It does feel soft."
Nana winked. "Conditioner, sweetheart." She combed herself, using my cock as a brush to stroke out the tangled bush. "I like having it soft, always have. I'm glad you seem to like it, too."
The wet tendrils felt heavenly as they tickled the sensitive underside. "It feels amazing, Nana. I never knew I liked hair down there until I saw you naked."
She raised an eyebrow. "You don't want me to shave?"
I shook my head. "Maybe one day, but definitely not today."
The mention of "one day" put an unabashed smile on Nana's face. She parted each of her fingers and wrapped them, one at a time, around my length. "Planning for the future, are we, Bunny?"
"Years in the future!" I assured her. "I don't think I'm gonna get tired of the way this feels anytime soon."
Nana plugged the opening of her pussy with my cock head. "Well, I think it feels much better inside. Would you like a reminder?"
I nodded eagerly.
She released my cock, kept it in place within the mouth of her vagina, and patted my outer thigh a few times. "Go 'head, honey. One big push!"
I thrust into my grandmother, piercing through the snug passage until my dick head kissed the bottom. We gave a collective sigh upon its reunion with her cervix. It felt good to be home again.
I did not want to rush things, so I took my time pulling my dick out before I gently sunk in again. After that second push, I found the rhythm that Nana and I had practiced, and began fucking her at a steady pace.
She wrapped her legs around my midsection and dug her heels into my back to pull me in with every gentle thrust. We rocked together, a slow grind that saw our bodies pressed together more frequently than they were apart.
We kissed lazily, too distracted to pay any real attention. Every so often one of us would space out for a second in a pleasurable trance. That left the other to sloppily lap at their tongue, fishing around the open mouth of their stunned partner while they disassociated.
Whilst I was in the middle of one of those paralytic stints, Nana broke our kiss to plant several more along my chin. She smooched her way across my jaw, leaving wet marks every half inch as she made for my ear. She flicked out her tongue, catching the lobe underneath so she could flutter it against the sensitive spot.
My skull tingled. "Why does that feel so fucking good?"
Nana hummed softly in my ear. "It's warm and wet. Your two favorite things."
My brain felt like it was liquefying in my skull. The mere mention of things being warm and wet called for a comparison to the unbelievably hot, soggy hole in which my cock was embedded. "Why does your pussy feel so different this time?"
She gave a satisfied purr. "You can't tell, Bunny?"
I could not, but she was happy to explain while bearing down with her cunt muscles. "That's all your cum squishing in there. Have a look."
I looked down to witness the beautiful sight of my dick pumping into her. Cum was oozing out of the edges of her drooling cunt, where the seal had stretched so wide that it could not stop the droplets from seeping out. They trickled down my balls, tickling the underside of my sack when they dribbled off me.
Strands of cum that connected us like intricate, sticky webbing. Every one of her squeezes, in tandem with my long, deep drives to the bottom of her pussy, had churned the chunks of gluey cum into butter.
Nana placed her hands on the sides of my face and tilted it so that I was looking at her. "Whenever you're done admiring, Bunny, I would like some more kisses."
"Please," she added with an adorable pout.
I leaned down, pressing my chest against her huge, flabby breasts. I used them as pillows to rest my full weight upon, pinning Nana down underneath me.
We mashed our mouths together, groaning desperately as we melted into each other. She was too excited to keep her hands still, roaming my face and shoulders with caresses that seemed designed to memorize their features.
I slid my hands around her waist, then underneath her butt. It gave me extra leverage to pull her into me from behind while I thrust my hips forward. She no longer had to do any grinding, as I took full control over the movement of our bodies.
I drove my dick into her over and over again, holding her ass in my hands to keep her steady as I picked up the pace. With the added grip I had around her pudgy bottom, each stroke plunged me like an anchor to the bottom of her cunt. I dug in hard with my fingers, her ass a cliff that I clung to for dear life, my strained digits turning bright white.
Nana grunted into my ear as my strokes grew more powerful. "Good boy, good boy. Fuck Nana's cunt. Get that fucking pussy, Bunny."
She'd felt the change in pace right away, and was not the type of woman to stop her grandson from enjoying himself. I did not know whether or not she was talking dirty for my benefit, or if being fucked for the first time in so many years had awoken a secretive slutty side to her that made her past behaviour - as raunchy as it had been - seem trivial.
She sank her fangs into my neck. "You wanna fuck Nana hard?"
Absolutely I fucking did. "God, yes!"
She tapped on the tops of my shoulders. "That's my boy. Sit back, Bunny."
I sat back on my knees, my back straight, and gazed down upon the most beautiful woman in the world as she lifted her legs high into the air. She straightened them, pointing her toes to the ceiling, then laid them down on my shoulders.
I looked down, knowing that I would love whatever I found. With her legs closed, Nana's pudgy pussy was pinched shut on either side. It bugled out from between her thighs, her meaty lips curling around the base of my cock.
"Hold my arms," she instructed with her arms outstretched "so you can pull me in extra hard when you fuck me."
It was surreal to hear her give such lewd advice without batting an eye. The casual nature with which she was teaching me the intricacies of sex made it feel like everything we did together was perfectly natural.
"Pull out as far as you can, then pull me in. Just liiIIIKKEE-- fuck!" She pulled her knees up to her chest with a yelp that quickly evolved into relieved laugher.
I had not waited for her to finish speaking before haphazardly yanking her cunt-first onto my cock, spearing her to the core of her stomach.
She wagged her finger with disapproval. "Oh, you little brat!"
"Sorry, Nana."
She tilted her head to the side with a sly smirk. "Your grandmother is not a toy, is she?"
I shook my head.
"Good!" she said sharply, though I knew it was all in good fun. "So, don't treat her pussy like it's your own personal plaything, please." She took a deep breath, then nodded her head for me to begin.
After getting overexcited with the first stroke, I knew to be gentler with the next... and the next, and the next. I found a firm, commanding groove that made it feel like I was bouncing off of Nana's gigantic bubble butt every time I slammed into her.
She would grunt each time I hit the bottom, but allowed me to set the pace despite the toll it took on her. Her thumbnails dug into the insides of my elbows, nearly drawing blood.
Nana's enormous tits wobbled forward and back in tune with my thrusts. They swung up towards her face, threatening to give her a black eye if I jostled her too hard. The teetering mountains trembled on impact, her nipples tossed around on the undulating waves that surged through the piles of dough.
I longed to grab onto them -- to hold the jiggling mounds in place with such a vice-like grip that the soft putty would ooze through my clenched fingers -- but I did not want to let go of Nana's arms.
I picked up the pace again, making animalistic sounds that hinted at the primal urge Nana was coaxing forth. Her cervix was crushed under my bloated cock head, battered from repeated strikes that only grew rougher with time.
The wet, muggy tunnel was plunged so crudely that the clenching, which had made me cum so hard before, was nonexistent. I was fucking Nana too forcefully for her to impart the methodical squeezes that had patiently milked the cum out of me. All she could do then was cling to my arms with all her might and let me have my way with her.
I barreled into the cozy pocket, forcefully expanding it with vigorous stabs. I had little regard for the illustrious matriarch, the head of our family, who was suffering the brunt of my lust.
She tickled my earlobe with her big toe, which I had forgotten was up beside my head. In between my rampant thrusts, she tried to talk through her bated breath. "H-hey hand-- oh! Handsome ma-an."
When I did not respond with more than an ugly grunt, she patted her little hands against my arms to get my attention. "Jamie, stop! J-just-- oh! Just slow down! Sloooow! Sloooooow, Bunny."
I had finally begun to listen to her by the end, and relaxed as she talked me off of the ledge. I cringed. "Did I get carried away again?"
"You sure did, Bunny," Nana mewed.
"I didn't mean to hurt you."
She cocked her head. "It's not your fault, sweetheart. You're just big enough that I get a little tummy ache when you go that hard."
"I'll work on it."
"So will I, sugar. I want you to be able to fuck me like that."
The admission made me grin. "Yeah?"
Nana swung her legs off of my shoulders and lay on her side, her ass facing me. "Until I can take that thing without my guts exploding, you might have to be gentle with me."
I played the big spoon, scooting in behind her so that our bodies fit together. I wrapped my arm around her and slid it between her cleavage, strapping myself to her with a bulky breast on either side. "I can do that. I wasn't gonna last much longer anyway."
That was an understatement. As soon as I grabbed Nana by the hips and pulled her into me, my dick began to throb. I fit the pulsating piston between her thighs and nudged it forward.
The juice coating her skin made a fine lubricant for it to slide through, and with one steady shove I felt the helmet burrow into her nest of woolly cunt hair.
Nana wormed a hand between her legs. "Somebody's awfully eager."
She tickled the underside of my dick head with her finger tips, gently stroking the sensitive bridge of skin that connected it to my shaft. The familiar throbbing raised a question that she already knew the answer to.
"Are you gonna cum soon?" She wanted me to admit that her pussy was too much for me to handle -- that I could not resist my instinctual urge to breed her for a moment longer.
I moaned into her ear. "Yes."
"I want you to last as long as you can. Okay, sweetheart?"
I was not sure why, but I felt nervous at the prospect of letting her down. It would take every ounce of willpower I had not to cum right away.
"I'll try, Nana."
She pressed down on my cock head, submerging it between her gooey pussy lips until it lodged against her entrance. "Good boy." Then she reached around and patted me on the thigh a couple of times. "Now, get that penis back inside where it's nice and cozy."
I drove my dick to the hilt, and instantly clenched to try and avoid the immediate urge to cum. I whimpered pathetically, burrowing my nose into Nana's neck and taking a deep whiff of her flowery perfume.
She offered me a sympathetic sigh. "Too much pussy for you, honey?"
I hated that she was right, but we both knew she was. "Uh-huh. It's so fucking warm."
Simply being inside of the sweltering oven, smothered by its soft walls, made it difficult to lie still. If I moved an inch, however, I knew I would lose control, so all I could do was push hard against the bottom and clench my ass cheeks with all my strength like Nana had taught me.
She knew I was struggling, but did nothing to make it easier. Just as I thought I was getting a handle on things, she squeezed down with her cunt muscles to milk me with a series of long, squishy hugs. She wiggled her bum back and forth, dragging my cock head against her spongy cervix.
I redoubled my efforts, but I knew there would be no stopping my orgasm if she were to continue coaxing it out of me. "Fuck, Nana," I squealed at a shamefully high pitch. "You gotta stop doing that!"
She threw her head back so that it was next to mine. "Or what?"
I tried to pull back a little bit. "Or I'm gonna cum!"
Nana refused my withdrawal by slamming her ass into my crotch, pushing my spongy head hard against her rubbery back wall. She reached up and dug her claws into the back of my scalp. "Then cum, baby bunny."
Those words were overkill. The second her talons had scraped my skull, sending ribbons of frisson down my spine, I'd known I was done for. I was just thankful that she'd simultaneously given me permission to release in that exact moment.
That time, the sensation was bigger than the last, which had happened so quickly that I'd been unable to truly savour it. The buildup had pushed me to the brink, and just as I jumped off of it I felt less than weightless. I defied gravity and ascended into heaven.
Thick, heavy ropes of cream plastered the inside of Nana's pussy, pooling around my cock head. It spewed generous heaps of glue into her, flooding her womb with such force that it did not take more than a few eruptions for her tiny pocket to overflow.
Nana squeezed down undulating her walls to enrobe my entire dong in a lush, buttery cuddle. Her powerful clenches were the culprit behind the copious globs of cum that dribbled out past my cock and down into the crevasse between her seizing ass cheeks.
"That's so fucking good, Bunny!" she squealed, her fingers a whirlwind as they flicked her clit back and forth. "Just like that! Oh God such a good boy for Nana!"
My body lurched so hard I feared that blood vessels in my face would pop. Sweat across my brow trickled down into my eye, but I blinked away the salty drips. "I fucking love you, Nana!"
"Grandma fucking loves you, Jamie! I love you so fucking much!" She was awash in pleasure, her core convulsing around my dick with such energy that it shook her own limbs.
I tucked my other arm underneath her and linked it with the one that was sandwiched between her breasts, further ensuring that she would not move a single inch while the last few teaspoons of liquid grandchildren dribbled into her cunt.
She was breathing heavier than I was, but our hearts were racing equally fast. I took deep, concentrated breaths, steadying my pounding pulse while we basked in the afterglow of our heated fuck session.
Nana finally stopped squeezing my cock, content to let it simmer in the saturating glaze of cum and pussy syrup that bubbled around her womb. I slowly softened, but her occasional involuntary twitches kept enough life in my dick that I do not recall it fully softening before we both fell asleep.
It was not a real sleep -- not for me. I do not remember dreaming, or feeling tired. I was simply so at peace, so happy, that I was carried into the abyss by merely daydreaming of what the future held for me and Nana.
When I woke up, the sun had long set. Nana was still curled up in a ball with one of my arms trapped under hers, with my hand up near her mouth so she could press her lips against my knuckles.
The clock informed me that it was well after midnight, and my mouth informed me that I desperately needed a drink of water.
I sucked on my parched tongue as I climbed out of bed, careful not to wake the naked, sleeping beauty next to me. I threw the sheets over her snoozing form and tiptoed to the kitchen.
I opened the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water. I drank half of it in one gulp, quenching my otherworldly thirst without taking a breath. When I stopped, I had a river of crisp, cold water running down my chin.
I stood there for a while, illuminated by the refrigerator light. I listened to its hum, which sounded exactly the same as it had when I'd been a kid.
Any time I could not sleep, I would come to that exact spot and, much as I was that night, stare out the window into the backyard. The shadows would cause my mind to play tricks on me, summoning monsters out of the dark until Nana, a famously light sleeper, would come to soothe me back to sleep.
"I guess we never really grow up," I thought, laughing quietly to myself. "I just wish Nana was here to--"
"Bunny? What are you doing up?"
I spun around to see her shielding her eyes from the fridge light. She walked into the kitchen, her bare feet tapping on the tile. As she strolled across the cool linoleum floor, her body's warmth left a trail of opaque footsteps behind her that disappeared when they cooled down.
Every few steps or so, a droplet of cum would fall loose from her pussy and run down her inner thigh until it reached her knee. It would be shaken loose with her next step, sending it splattering to the floor like a trail of sticky, wet bread crumbs that peppered her path as she approached me.
Had I followed them, they would have led all the way back to the bed where they had been deposited in the first place. I wondered how much was still left stewing inside of her, and felt my dick twinge at the reminder that she was dripping our children - the ones we had worked so hard to implant in her - all over the floor. She was in such a sleepy daze that I do not think she even noticed.
When she reached me, she stepped in close and rested her head against my shoulder. She held her arms across her chest as a shield from the subtle chill in the air. She was naked, and I was sure the presence of such lurid wetness between her thighs made the briskness even worse.
She kissed my collarbone. "Hugs, please."
We cuddled, leaning against the kitchen counter while I held her, our bodies lit up by nothing more than the dim light in the fridge.
She placed another loving kiss against my sternum. "Are you coming back to bed?"
I nuzzled the top of her head. "Need me to keep you warm?"
She nodded, brushing her nose through my chest hair. "Yes, please."
I would have spent the rest of my life protecting her from the cold. It was a job that I did proudly for the rest of that night. I kept her trembling body close to me until she began to softly snore, then drifted off and slept better than I ever had.
I felt complete. I felt at peace. Even better than that, I was happy.
I promised myself that I would stay with Nana for as long as we continued to make each other feel that way. Only time would tell, but I hoped it would be a long, long time.
Epilogue
The sun beat down on us overhead, making me glad that my graduation gown came with a hat to lend me some shade. Buzzing cicadas informed me of what I already knew: it was far too hot to be wearing a gown, of all things.
There were traditions to uphold, however, and I wanted my parents to get the classic photo of me in the outfit so they would have something to frame for all the money they'd spent getting me there.



The ceremony had already concluded. It had included a speech from the valedictorian whose name I had forgotten before we'd left the stadium later that afternoon, and once it had concluded I'd taken to chatting with a couple of the friends I had made over the years.
I knew a couple of them pretty well, and regretted that we would be parting ways after school, even though I knew that my graduation came with a reward that was better than any of their friendships. I planned to stay in touch with a few of them, but none as frequently as I would my grandmother.
The aforementioned matriarch appeared in the corner of my eye, and I did a double take when I realized it was her that I was looking at. She looked fantastic, draped in a flowery yellow sundress with white heels, a large white hat for shade, and nowhere near enough support for her gigantic, swinging tits.
Ethan, one of my classmates, elbowed me in the ribs. "Damn, Jamie. Your mom is kind of hot."
Another friend called him gross for the comment, but I could not deny the pride I felt at being able to correct him. "Actually, that's not my mom."
Then, it was Ethan's turn to do a double take. "That's your grandma? God damn, your family has some crazy genes."
I rolled my eyes and said my goodbyes, eager to part ways so that I could chat up Nana while my parents bickered in the auditorium stands.
Her face radiated pure, unrelenting pride as she strode over to me, taking time to throw her ass to the side with each step of her seductive approach.
When she reached me, she said, "Congratulations, Bunny."
"I couldn't have done it without you, Nana."
"Oh, it was nothing. Just did what any good grandmother would have done." She tried to downplay her self-congratulation, but it was clear that she knew what a large role she'd played in helping me graduate.
I laughed, darting my eyes around to see if anyone was watching us. Before I could make the move that I was planning to, Nana stepped in closer and stomped her toes on the arch of my foot.
Her eyes, too, flicked back and forth over the crowd to see if we were being spied on. "I know you weren't about to grab a handful of your grandmother's ass in the middle of all these people. Right?"
I winced, caught almost red handed. "I guess I'm just impatient."
She played dumb. "Oh? Impatient for what?"
A sly smile spread across my face. "Well, I'll have you know that my grandmother, who is slightly sluttier than she appears--" She swatted my shoulder, but did not interrupt. "--promised me that I would get a special reward when I graduated."
Still, Nana did not drop the act. "Oh, my. She sounds like she cares about you very much. What did she promise you?"
For the remaining years of my university degree, which I'd pursued fastidiously, Nana had held firm on one final line that she'd refused to cross. That refusal, however, had been promised to only last as long as my education did. With it out of the way, four years of taunting and teasing had come to an end -- or rather, they would later that night.
"She promised," I informed her arrogantly, "that I would get to fuck her in the ass on the day I graduated."
Nana hissed at me, urging me to lower my voice. "I'm still a little nervous you know," she admitted sheepishly.
"You have had four years to get yourself ready!"
"Well, maybe I need four more." The look of horror I hit her with demanded that she quit kidding around. "I'm joking, sweetheart! Gosh, you should have seen your face."
"So, tonight? You didn't forget, did you?"
Nana rolled her eyes. "You think I forgot, huh?"
I shrugged awkwardly. "I mean, I wanted to make sure."
Nana opened her purse and fished around until she found her phone. "You didn't get the pictures, did you?"
I shook my head.
She clicked her tongue in annoyance. "I'm sorry, Bunny. I know you showed me how to send photos with this stupid thing, but I can't... oh! There, I just did it. Did you get them?"
My phone pinged, and I opened it to find two unread messages from Nana. I opened them one at a time, staring first at a screenshot that she had taken from Amazon of what I assumed to be a recent purchase, since I did not recognize the item.
It was a medium-sized metal butt plug, with a sparkly red heart as the stopper, which I imagined would look magnificent sticking out from between her pudgy white cheeks.
"You bought this? Where is it?"
Grandma bit her lower lip gestured with her chin to the phone. "See for yourself."
I swiped to the next photo, and my heart leapt into my throat. It was a picture of her in the bathroom, at the very event we were still attending.
She had entered a stall and clearly squatted down. She was not wearing any underwear, and I wondered if she'd worn a pair to the ceremony to begin with.
From her crouched-down position, Nana had hiked up her dress so that the camera had a perfect angle to capture the large, glittery red heart nestled inside of her tiny asshole. I could see a few wisps of her white pussy fur, but the main focus was the bulging chunk of metal jutting out of her bum.
I was at a loss for words. "Is that... is that..."
"You like it?" Nana purred.
"Is that why you were squirming in your seat on the ride over?"
Nana blushed with a casual shrug. "Darn, I thought you wouldn't notice. It's bigger than I thought, I didn't expect it would be so... so..."
I grinned. "So big?"
She rolled her eyes. "Fine, don't help me think of a better word. The big thing is big. Well done, smarty pants."
For the rest of the day, Nana was all I thought about. It would be convenient to say that it was because I wanted to try anal for the first time, but in truth, the four years leading up to my graduation had set a routine that I never wanted to break.
Nana and I spent every day together. For all intents and purposes, it felt like we were married, and everything about that sounded right to me. I had lived with her for my entire time at university, and had convinced my parents that she'd been the biggest reason that I had succeeded.
Naturally, when I asked to stay with her for another year while I applied for medical school, they were immediately onboard.
I already knew what would happen, and Nana did, too. It was our big little secret that no person in their right mind would ever be depraved enough to suspect. For us, it was the thing that woke us up in the morning. As long as Nana was by my side, no matter where we went or what we did, I knew it would feel worth doing just because she was there with me.
I owed my parents a debt of gratitude. They paid for me to get the degree of my dreams, and at the end of the day, Mom was right about me needing a shift to break out of my addictive habits. I could not have gotten there without them, but I did not consider that to be the greatest gift they gave me.
Most importantly of all was that, if not for them, I never would have gotten to taste Nana's cookies.
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I sat on the back porch alongside Donald, my husband, with the muggy afternoon sun beating down on our heads. We had just finished lunch and, with the crusts of our turkey sandwiches still on our plates, were procrastinating the dreaded act of cleaning up.
Donald had come home from work for lunch, but sandwiches were not the main reason he had come home. We needed to have a conversation while our son, Tom, was out of the house about the events that had transpired the previous night.
Tom, in the middle of a terrifically powerful sleepwalk, had forced himself on me. The marital bed my husband and I had shared -- the very one upon which Tom had been conceived nineteen years earlier -- had been permanently sullied by his unconscious actions. He remained oblivious.
Donald and I feared that the knowledge of what he had done, regardless of his culpability, would have overwhelmed him. We had decided to spare him from the truth. That left us with a massive secret to keep, and Donald had come home that day to discuss exactly what to do about it. It was not a secret to either of us, however, that watching our adult son mount and inseminate me had turned both of us on enormously.
Donald admitted that, like me, he'd been unaware that he was interested in cuckolding. He had never mentioned it to me, and I had never thought seriously about it. As farfetched as it sounds, I believed that our son was the one who unintentionally awoke the kink in us both. One thing was for certain— we both wanted it to happen again.
I had my feet resting in Donald's lap so he could massage them while we chatted. "I don't want to do it with a stranger. It feels too gross."
He dug a knuckle into the ball of my foot. "I get that. For some reason, it give me anxiety to imagine you doing it with another man."
I bit my lower lip and scrunched my nose. "Unless that man is our son?"
He shrugged. "I mean, it still makes my stomach flip -- but in a good way, if that makes sense."
"Lots of people are into cucking. It's not that weird, honey."
He chuckled. "Not with their own kids, Lily."
"I know," I admitted. "It should feel weirder to do it with him. But..."
"But you already have." Donald knew exactly what I was getting at. "Against your will, no less!"
I joined him in creating coping strategies that would help us avoid feeling like bad parents. "Exactly! It's not like we wanted it, right?"
My husband took a sip of his iced tea and swallowed hastily, rushing to get his words out. "Yeah! We're just making the best of a bad situation. When life gives you lemons, you know?"
I giggled. "When life gives you lemons, use it as an excuse to have sex with your son. Is that how the saying goes?"
He blushed. "Okay, fair point. We may be going out of our way for more of those lemons at this point."
I wanted him to know we were both on the same page, so I reached out and stroked his forearm reassuringly. "I don't care how many mental gymnastics it takes. At the end of the day, you liked it. Right?"
Donald tuned a richer shade of rouge. "I really did."
I patted his arm. "Me, too."
"So what do we do, then?"
I waved my hands in the air erratically, gesturing to the invisible taboo that, as members of a non-degenerate society, we could not escape. "Forget all of this, okay? What do you want?"
He twiddled his thumbs. "I want to do it again. I want him to do it again."
I nodded enthusiastically. "So do I. Are we crazy?"
Donald seemed surprised that I even felt the need to ask. "Of course we are... but at least we'll be crazy together."
"God, honey. My heart is racing and he isn't even home yet!" My ribcage was being hammered from the inside a thousand times a minute. I could not imagine how much more excited I would have been if Tom had been home.
Donald playfully pinched my pinky toe. "What about tonight?"
It did not take me more than a second to consider. "Yes! Oh, honey. I'm so happy you're not jealous of him."
He took a deep sigh to steady himself. "I am jealous. It made me sick to my stomach to watch him thrusting on top of you. But..."
I raised an eyebrow. "But?"
He pursed his lips with a defeated shrug. "The jealousy is hot, I guess. I don't really understand it."
"What are you jealous of?"
Donald rubbed the bridge of his nose with his thumb and first finger. He had stopped massaging my feet, so I knew he was deep in thought.
I had a guess as to what might be bothering him, but I wanted to be sure. "Are you upset that he made me cum?"
He cringed, then nodded solemnly. I could not tell if the rouge blossoming on his cheeks was that of shame, or excitement. "Not upset. I mean, I'm happy you got to feel good... for once."
"Honey, don't—"
He held up a hand to silence me. "No, no. I know, Lily. I didn't mean it like that."
"Then how did you mean it?"
He chewed on the inside of his cheek. "I believed you when you said you couldn't orgasm. I thought it was true."
"It was, technically. No man has ever made me cum."
Donald's hands quivered. "No man besides our son, you mean."
My pulse quickened. "I— uh, yeah. Yes."
"I just..." He hung his head in defeat. "... wish I could do that for you."
The alarm on Donald's phone rang out, informing us that lunch time had come to an end. I shooed him away, insisting that he get back to work while I cleaned up. Truthfully, I was happy to have avoided prolonging the awkwardness that had come from my husband realizing that his sleepwalking son had undeniably outperformed him. It was a bit of a "be careful what you wish for" moment - though I supposed the entire conversation could have been that, so in my view it hadn't gone all that badly.
I could practically see his heart pounding against the inside of his chest when he stood up from the table, but it was only half as noticeable as the modest bulge forming a tent in his trousers.
It was hard for him to come - no pun intended - to terms with the fact that the only man who had ever made me orgasm was the boy that we had raised together, but based on his undeniable erection, it excited us in equal measure.
I imagined that Donald was feeling incredibly inadequate over his decades of failure to do something that our son had achieved in just one night. For me, it had instantly become a core memory. Whenever I recalled the sensations that Tom had given me, my pussy would immediately clench up.
The pace of my rapidly beating heart picked up, and I had to manually remind my brain that we were not in immediate danger. It was incredibly exciting to plan something so wickedly sinful, and, given that Donald had come aboard, I was not about to spend the rest of that week passively waiting for something to maybe happen. I wanted to strike while the iron was hot, which meant we needed to devise a way to get our son into bed with me before he got home.
That said, we could not risk him overhearing what we had in store. If it went well, he would wake up the next morning none the wiser. Donald and I, on the other hand, would be in for one of the wildest nights of our lives— again!
We planned to leave the buckle undone again. As long as there was a way to escape, I knew that Tom would find it. He had before, though that had been an accident on our parts. If we intentionally gave him the means to break out, we were confident that he would do so. The only difference was that we would be ready and waiting.
Donald returned to work while I took to finishing chores around the house. I paid no more than half attention to my surroundings while I folded laundry, vacuumed our bedrooms, and prepped for dinner. The entire time, my impending encounter with Tom was all I could focus on.
Before I knew it, several hours had passed. I knew Tom would return home sooner than his father, but my heart still leapt into my throat when I heard his familiar footsteps trudging in from the garage.
"Mom! I'm home!"
My heart pumped equal doses of fear and excitement into my bloodstream. The cloth under my armpits became damp with nervous sweat. Despite the shaking in my legs, I forced them to carry me to the foyer to greet him as I usually did. Even though I felt anything but normal, I felt as though if I didn't put on a perfect front for Tom, everything would fall apart.
It was not wholly inaccurate to say that I was secluded indoors with my rapist— one that had already proven how easily he could overpower me. That worry lingered in the back of my mind, even though Tom - when awake - was the sweetest boy that a mother could ever hope to have raised.
Perhaps other women would have felt greater trepidation to approach him, knowing what he was capable of. I doubted any of them would have felt greater arousal than me when I laid eyes upon him -- the man who had dominated me so forcefully. My pussy was soaked.
"Hi, sweetheart," I said with a weak smile.
My pulse was racing so quickly that I could not draw a full breath, forcing me to adopt a staccato method of sucking in air. It was a half-hearted attempt at hyperventilating, as I would have needed some serious sedatives to truly quash my nerves.
Tom kicked off his boots. "Didja miss me?"
I gave a nervous giggle that did not sound anything like my regular laugh. "So much, Tommy. How was the job hunt?"
His demeanour soured. "Predictable."
I knew what that meant, and I entered "mother mode" in response to the sadness on his face. I strode over, hardly even noticing that my maternal instincts had calmed my nerves and given me the courage to approach him.
I wrapped my arms around his midsection and pressed my face into his remarkably firm pectoral muscles. "Oh, sweetheart. I'm so sorry. I know how hard you've been looking."
Tom pursed his lips. "Unfortunately, that doesn't seem to matter to the people interviewing me!"
"They don't know what they're missing!"
He stopped moping and returned my embrace, looping his arms around my neck with his nose in my hair. "I'm just happy I'm home."
A tiny, yet noticeable, rush of adrenaline struck me. "Me, too. You wanna watch some TV with me? Dad won't be home for about an hour."
He agreed to keep me company on the couch while we watched cable. He asked a couple of times - some would say pleaded - to switch to Netflix, lamenting the lengthy commercials that kept us from enjoying a rerun of Cheers.
I scowled at him. "Netflix doesn't have Cheers, sweetheart."
Tom released an exasperated groan. "Then we can watch Brooklyn Nine-Nine, or something! You love that show!"
He was right, but the commercials were exactly what I liked about watching television the old school way. They gave me a chance to talk to him without worrying that I would miss another zinger from Carla, though by that point I had heard all of them a dozen times.
The commercial bumper came and went, subjecting us to a series of informative claims from some forgettable brand of detergent.
I wanted to use the break productively, so I lifted my feet onto the couch and scooted closer to my son. "Does spaghetti sound okay for dinner?"
He shifted his body so his chest was facing me. "That depends. Did you already start making it?"
I nodded.
He gave a coy smile. "In that case, spaghetti sounds great, Mom."
I swatted his shoulder. "You love my spaghetti, you meatball."
Tom exhaled sharply through his nose with a goofy smile. "Nice pun. That was so cheesy."
"Well, I guess you've got one saucy mama on your hands!" Pasta based puns did not make for productive conversation, but they sure were fun.
Tom stood up with a chuckle. "I'm gonna get a drink from the fridge. Do you want anything?"
I shook my head and turned my attention back to the TV, where a familiar song was playing in the background of the latest commercial. Tom also recognized the tune, and began humming it while he made his exit. I heard him crack a fizzy water, still humming along, as he headed back to me.
When he reappeared, he had a big smile on his face. "I love that song!"
"You are my sunshine, my only sunshine," The television sang. "You make me happy, when skies are gray."
I acted naive. "Oh, do you?"
He took the bait, giving me a look of utter confusion. "Of course I do! You used to sing that for me when I was sick, or sad, or like... whatever! It always made me feel a little more like myself, I guess."
"I remember, sweetheart. When you were a kid, the big, happy smile it used to put on your face was the cutest thing in the world."
He flashed me that trademark smile, and I pointed to the single deep dimple in his right cheek. "That smile! You haven't changed a bit, Tommy."
He scurried off to pour a glass of iced tea, and returned shortly thereafter. "Any plans for tonight?"
My pulse quickened. "Um, nope! Not that I can think of!"
Tom gave me quizzical look, but did not press further.
I hurried to change the subject. "What about you, sweetheart? Any hot Tinder dates that you're gonna hook up with?"
Tom gave a hearty scoff. "Fat chance!"
"But I thought you were still looking?"
He shrugged, his face a portrait of dejection. "I am, but that doesn't mean it's working. I can't even get past the talking phase."
I rubbed his shoulder. "If it's meant to be, it'll happen -- but if it doesn't, would that be such a bad thing?"
Tom pursed his lips and chewed on the inside of his cheek— like father, like son. "Kind of, yeah. I'm tired of feeling, like, lonely."
"You know your dad and I are here if you ever feel that way."
He chuckled, and I could swear I saw a thought just about to escape his lips before he held it back with a shake of his head. "I know, Mom. I appreciate that, but it's not just about being lonely."
I did not insist further, but I knew exactly what he was complaining about. As far as he was aware, he was still a virgin. It was strangely titillating to know the truth, and a part of me longed to share it with him. My little boy had become a man overnight without even knowing it.
Losing one's virginity is a rite of passage, and I had no doubts that Tom expected to have passed it by his age. He had still never kissed a woman, or had a girlfriend, and thus lacked the confidence that one gains from reaching those milestones.
Perhaps if he knew that he had already lost his virginity, I thought to myself, and in spectacular fashion, too, he would feel more confident.
Cheers ended right around the time that Donald arrived home. I ran to kiss him, and the two of us shared a moment of private excitement. I imagined that he had been as preoccupied with our plans for that night as I had been, and that stepping into the house was one of the last milestones he needed to put behind him before the sun set. Only dinner and a few hours of our usual winding-down separated us from another unforgettable evening.
My husband twirled pasta around his fork. "How was the job search, Tom?"
Our son pushed a meatball aimlessly around his plate. "Not great, but I'll keep looking."
Donald smirked proudly. "That's my boy. Gotta have perseverance if you want to succeed in life."
I saw Tom roll his eyes; his father did not. He caught my disappointed stare afterwards and hastily averted his gaze down to his plate. "I— uh. I think I'm gonna go to bed early tonight, if that's okay."
I recoiled a little bit. "Sure, sweetheart. Is everything okay?"
I was no expert in body language, but the way his shoulders were slumped forward told me that the burdensome failure of his job search was weighing on him heavily.
He shook his head, trying to escape the fog. "Nothing, nothing. I'm fine, really. Just a bit tired."
I knew that something was up. Normally, I would have pushed to have him watch a movie with us as a family. That night, however, I wanted him to go to bed as soon as possible.
I was practically vibrating with excitement, and continued buzzing whilst Donald and I dashed to our bedroom to get ready for him.
I slipped into a sexy piece of lingerie that I knew my husband liked. It was nothing fancy, but I wanted to put on a show for him. I wore the skimpiest red thong that I owned, and pulled it tight against my pussy. Donald had always loved how plump my bottom was, and seeing the string disappearing between my cheeks always drove him crazy.
Thanks to the sheer material at the front of my underwear, the prominent bulge of my chubby mound was clearly visible. Atop the hill, my darkly coloured pubic hair - which was usually much bushier - was flattened against my skin, pressed down by the see-through garment. At Donald's request, I had shaped the fur into a landing strip that was roughly three fingers wide. The long, brown runway began at the top of my slit and ended just below my belly -- a style that I had never tried before.
I added blush to my cheeks and a painted a luscious, rosy sheen to my lips - an identical hue to the one already on my nails, fingers, and toes that made them glisten like brilliant rubies. I painted mascara on my lashes for a look that screamed "fuck me!," and blew out my hair into a voluminous style that shouted the same - doubled the volume, you might say.
It felt profoundly strange. I was doing all of that work to look sexy for my husband's sake, but, in a less direct way, I was doing it for my son. He would not be awake to witness it, but for all intents and purposes I was getting dressed up in anticipation of a man who was not my husband fucking me. It was the first time I had done so in my entire life, and I would my lying if I said that my hands were steady while I finished colouring my lips.
I looked at Donald expectantly. "Did you—"
"Loosened, and ready to be unbuckled," he announced proudly. "All that's left to do is wait."
I must admit, I did feel a bit silly. To be sitting in bed with my husband, dolled up like a cheap prostitute that he would not touch, was a unique experience.
Part of me wanted to kiss him -- to initiate something that made me feel as sexy as I looked -- but a larger part of me wanted to save myself. That night, I belonged to Tom, and I did not want his father to taint me before he had taken his rightful turn.
I peered into the shadows in the hall, waiting to see him appear. My doubts started to grow. "He might not even come tonight."
"Well," Donald said, "last time he came in while we were having sex. Maybe he heard something that drew him in."
I grumbled. "Maybe."
Donald licked his lips. "Try calling out to him. You're the one he wants, right?"
My blood froze. "Yeah, I­­-I guess so."
I knew what my body wanted, but that did not make it any easier to take the leap. That apprehension is exactly why, when riding a rollercoaster, the rider is not in charge of deciding when the drop happens. My brain knew that it was technically safe, but I was still paralyzed by my primal instincts warning me of the danger.
Donald rubbed my shoulders, startling me out of my haze. "Honey?"
"I heard!" I spat out more sharply than I intended to. "Sorry. I'm sorry, honey. It's just a little nerve wracking."
"Do you want me to go get him, or—"
"No! You said it yourself, I'm--"An icy chill ran down my spine."--the one he wants."
"Okay, then. Whenever you're ready."
I swallowed the lump in my throat. "T-Tommy? Are you there?"
I thus summoned to my bedside the man that would fuck me harder than the one I had married— who was, at that moment, quaking with anticipation.
It was silent for a few seconds, but they passed with the pain of entire minutes. We waited anxiously, holding our breath. Then, finally, we heard the thud of a heavy footstep echoing down the hallway.



I clenched my jaw, grinding my teeth together as I listened to the approaching giant lumber his way blindly towards our bedroom. The footsteps paused at the intersection between the stairs leading to the main floor, and our bedroom.
Donald and I exchanged a look, and he nodded at me. We had no way of knowing what he intended to do, but could not risk having him walk downstairs to make a mess of the kitchen, as he often had.
I cleared my throat. "It's Mommy, sweetheart. Come this way."
I knew he would not understand me, but as it turned out, he did not have to. Simply hearing my voice was enough to restart the engine that drove him forward, and his leaden feet resumed their march towards us.
Tom appeared in the doorway, his eyes closed as tightly as his balled up fists— one of which contained the underwear he had worn to bed that night.
I wondered at what point he had removed them, but it did not ultimately matter. What did matter what that he had come to me with a singular goal in mind, and it was one that we shared.
That goal was expressed clearly by the semi-hard dick swinging between his legs. It seemed as though each step he took served to send another rush of blood to it, making the fat, blue veins along the sides surge powerfully.
Oddly enough, his dick was not the sole factor that I found interesting. When Tom had taken me by force the previous night, there had been a palpable rage to him, one that I had felt the moment he walked into the room. That night, in response to hearing his name called from my bedroom, he had entered it with a smile in his face.
Does he know? I wondered. Why does he seem happier tonight? Was he expecting this? My mind raced with so many questions that I did not bother trying to answer a single one of them.
Remember what he's capable of. I reminded myself, but it was hard not to be complacent when he looked so happy to have been summoned to my bedside.
Donald's voice warbled when he tried to speak. "H-how do we... uh, start?"
My heartrate had already spiked as though I'd injected a dozen cups of coffee directly into my veins. The erratic fluctuations in my breathing made it difficult to speak. I reached over and held my husband's hand, tightly squeezing his fingers, but did not take my eyes off of Tom. "I think he gets to decide that."
I saw Donald nod out of the corner of my eye. "I'm kind of nervous, Lily."
I stroked his knuckles with my thumb. "Just stay back, and let him do what he wants. I don't want him to hurt you once he gets started."
Donald sat against the headboard. He kicked his boxers off, already sporting the largest erection he could muster. With a clearer mind than I possessed during the first night, I could accurately compare their sizes without being swept up in the moment.
Even though Tom had yet to reach his full size, he already dwarfed his father by three inches. I had never been particularly disappointed in my husband's penis, but after experiencing Tom's, I'd begun to wonder if that had been because Donald was all I had ever known.
The moment I laid eyes on my son's gigantic cock, the juice between my legs began to flow. Whether or not I would ever admit to my husband which of their dicks I preferred, I knew in my heart that it was no coincidence how obediently my body responded to Tom. The mere sight of such a hulking column of pulsating flesh dangling between his legs flipped switches in my brain that had it primed for baby making.
I got onto my hands and knees, a cat in heat, and crawled towards my son at the foot of the bed.
He stared forward -- not at me, but above me - which only encouraged me to seduce him further to attract his attention.
Though he could not see it, I forced a smile onto my face and made my tone as bubbly as I could. "Hi, sweetheart."
I did not know how much of his sleepy brain was functioning, but just in case, I did not want him to become aware of my tremendous anxiety. I suppose I should have remembered that my trepidation had not stopped him last time.
I sat up on my knees and braced my palms on Tom's upper chest for support. At his terrific height, even with the mattress giving me an extra six inches or so, the top of my head could only reach his chin.
He still did not look at me, but through me.
I chastised myself for craving his attention so desperately, but I knew just how to get it. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against his collarbone, where I flicked my tongue against his skin. I nipped softly with my teeth, then soothed the wound by flattening my tongue against it.
I looked up at my son with unblinking doe eyes. "Tommy, are you in there?"
He dropped his underwear with a grunt, and dropped his cheerful grin in exchange for a deadly serious stare. He looped his arms around my waist to pull me against him, which flattened my breasts against his chest so that they ballooned out of the sides of my bra. His fingers sunk into my doughy ass flesh, and dug deep enough that it stung a little bit.
I did not care that it hurt. The thrill of being manhandled, and the confirmation that he had come to play, made my pussy tighten with excitement. "Oh, yay! Good boy, sweetheart."
One squeeze of my plump rump was all that Tom's cock needed to finally inflate to its intimidating final form. I could not see it, but there was no mistaking its remarkable heat when it brushed against the inside of my thigh. It was trapped in a downward position, pointed to the floor. It strained desperately, longing to be released so it could slap against his tummy with full force.
I pulled back a little bit, giving his dick space enough to do exactly that. It made a dull, bassy thud when it collided with his skin. It was so loud that I imagined the head must have been inflated to the size of a golf ball.
I closed the space between us, sandwiching his rigid cock between both of our bellies. It pulsated with delight, happily encased in its tummy tomb. The tip reached beyond my belly button, causing me to marvel at the fact that its entire length had ever fit into my tiny body.
"Lily," Donald whimpered from behind me, "keep kissing him."
I turned my head, but could not rotate it far enough to see my husband. For a brief second, I had forgotten that he was even there. "You like when I give him kisses, honey?"
"Fuck, yes." His mouth was dry; I could hear his lips sticking to his teeth. "Do it again."
I kissed Tom's chin, straining my neck to reach up higher. He lowered his head, giving me an angle with which to reach him. I pressed my mouth against his, surrounding his lower lip with mine so I could gingerly nibble on him.
Tom did not kiss me back, but, by the insidious plapping sounds coming from behind me, I knew Donald was enjoying it regardless. I wanted to make him happy above all else. If he commanded me to sloppily make out with our son - a flesh and blood statue - I would do so until he ordered me to stop.
I wiggled my tongue into Tom's mouth, fishing for his while I suckled on his impassive lips. He did not need to move in order for me to fawn over him, and I did so freely. My hands groped his muscular shoulders, caressing his broad form before wandering up his neck. I cradled his head in my hands, and sprawled out my fingers to ensure he would not pull away while I hungrily devoured him.
Tom brought his open hand down on my naked ass, making my colossal caboose jiggle for a few uninterrupted seconds until the bouncing flesh eventually came to a rest.
Donald gasped. "How did you make him do that?" He had never seen me - watched me like entertainment - from such a voyeuristic perspective. I took perverse pleasure in being a spectacle for him to gawk at.
I chuckled. "I didn't! He just did it."
For added measure, I shook my bum side to side a few times, throwing around the marshmallow slabs so that they clapped when they collided with each other. My underwear was pulled as tightly as could be, morphing around my chubby pussy mound so close that the drawstring was tucked neatly between my swollen cheeks.
My backside stung from the impact of Tom's spanking, but it was a pain that made the context in which it was dispensed that much lewder. It was not just any old hand whose fiery imprint was burning its way into my white flesh; it was his. My own son had branded the outline of his fingers into my rump, claiming me as his personal plaything for the second night in a row.
He tightly gripped my ass with his fingers. The dense putty oozed through his digits, acting as makeshift stress balls for him to greedily grope. He pawed me incessantly, roaming my bottom with wandering hands that left their mark over every inch they travelled.
It was not long before he stumbled upon the waistband of my underwear, which was riding high up my lower back from how tightly I had pulled it between my cheeks. Based on his frustrated grunt, I supposed that he was expecting me to already be bottomless. That theory was quickly confirmed when he gripped the elastic band and tugged it upward with all his might.
His strength was great enough to lift me off of the bed and into the air like a ragdoll. I was suspended only by the strained string of my underwear, which was then buried between my pussy lips. The thin fabric was like a tightrope, and I was straddling it with my feet kicking helplessly a few inches off of the ground.
I rapidly slapped my palms against Tom's chest. "Put me down! Put me down, Tommy!"
The tightly pulled garment had sunk so deep between my cheeks that most of the pressure rested directly against my asshole. My clitoris - the poor, sensitive little bead - bore the rest of my weight. Tom yanked my underwear, making the wet, cotton floss scrape against my pleasure switch.
My toes curled hard enough to touch the pads of my feet. "S-stop! StoooOOOP!" I pounded on his chest, wincing in pain.
By the grace of god, and the power of Tom's next mighty tug, I felt the underwear start to tear. When he pulled on them a third time, I pushed down with my butt to assist him in ripping them off of me.
I fell back onto the bed, my quivering knees barely supporting me on impact. They buckled and I fell onto Tom's chest, huffing through my nose.
Donald had gasped when I fell. "Are you alright, Lily?"
I nodded. "Uh-huh. That was just... gosh, he's really strong."
My disheveled state was of no concern to Tom. I was permitted only a few scant seconds to recover before he began thrusting his fully erect cock into my tummy. His brow was furrowed, a look of confusion plastered on his face, but he was not angry.
If anything, his petulant prodding was more akin to the tantrums he would throw as a child. He was annoyed, but I could tell that it was only due to his excitement to mate with me again.
Last night was different, I mused. He seems more like himself tonight.
I could not help but laugh at his childlike insistence. "Poor baby. He's trying so hard to fuck me."
"Help him," Donald insisted -- then added, seemingly as an afterthought, "Mommy."
I peered at him over my shoulder. "What's that, honey?"
"Can you... can you call yourself 'Mommy' when you're with him?"
I felt a rush of depraved excitement. Like a good mother, I reached back to unhook my bra, taking a step towards helping my son get what he wanted.
"Let Mommy help you, sweetheart." My breasts spilled forth, squashing against Tom's firm, unyielding chest. My nipples were so sharp that I imagined I could engrave my initials in his skin if I pressed hard enough.
Tom instantly latched his hands onto my breasts and began playing with the piles of putty with such enthusiasm that the smile returned to his face.
He was rough, and callous, sparing no mind to the pain he would inflict with his roughness. He squeezed my tits like they were toys, and not the sacred providers of nourishment that had helped him grow as a baby. His haphazard groping made me wince occasionally, but each pang of pain coaxed another flood of nectar from deep within my pussy.
It did not feel good to be treated so roughly, but carnal pleasure was not what I sought. I was far more desirous of having my body worshipped -- to have someone's undivided attention and keep them obsessing over what they saw -- or, in Tom's case, what they felt.
I wiggled out of my torn underwear and tossed them to my husband, figuring that he would appreciate the memento.
I heard him inhale deeply, then sigh. "Jesus Christ, Lilly. They're completely fucking soaked."
I knew I had been growing wetter by the second, but I had not fully comprehended just how gooey I had become until Donald had pointed it out. Once he had, I could not ignore the profuse wetness between my legs. By the feel of it, I was sure that the drawstring of my underwear would produce a tablespoon of liquid honey if it were to be wrung out.
"I don't think I've ever been this wet before." Just as I said that, a tiny bead of nectar rolled down the inside of my thigh until it reached my knees, where it soaked into the bed sheets I was kneeling on.
Tom was still lazily grabbing my tits, ignorant to how his parents were gushing over just how much he was making "Mommy" gush. Even on autopilot, the way he touched me made me so excited that I feared I would pass out from heart palpitations before we got to the main event.
I reached down and cupped his heavy balls in her hands. I tenderly squeezed the swollen eggs, rolling them around in my little fingers. Since I had been gifted with large breasts since I was a teenager, I was empathetic towards the burden of lugging around such gigantic testicles all day.
The realization that the release of those bloated orbs would come from me, and me alone, made me shiver with glee.
My palm was glued to the underside, keeping him resting in the center of my hand. My fingers wandered up, stumbling over the root of his cock and the very same bulging veins that my eyes had traced just minutes prior. I ascended towards the head, which was still bumping into my tummy as if knocking on the door to my womb from the outside.
Donald sucked in a deep breath, still patiently stroking his cock while I did the same for our son. "Is he, uh— big?"
I gently tugged on his impressive length, marveling at the way it appeared to have a mind of its own. "Do you want to come and see how big he looks in Mommy's hand?"
He gulped. "O-okay."
Donald scooted to the foot of the bed, carefully eyeing Tom to make sure that he was cleared to sit on the edge.
With my husband sitting right next to me, his modest erection plopped in his palm, I demonstrated just how enormous our son's cock looked in my small hands.
I nudged Donald with my shoulder. "Look, honey. He's too big to get my fingers around."
I circled my thumb and middle finger around the root, gently tugging on him while I tried in vain to get them to connect. I failed, leaving about half an inch of space between my fingers even at their closest point.
"See?" I chirped happily. "Tommy's so big that Mommy's fingers can't even touch."
Donald's eyes were the size of moons. "Whoa."
"Jealous yet, honey?" I teased, wrapping the rest of my fingers around Tom's monstrous dong to cover as much of it as I could.
Donald nodded with his mouth hanging open. "He's so much... yeah, wow."
"So much what?" I prompted.
I pinched hard, squeezing the vice to send a rush of blood to the mushroom cap at the end. The spongy dome inflated, turning a furious shade of dark red.
Donald shuddered, his teeth clattering. "He's so fucking big."
I shook my head and pointed Tom's cock towards his father like a weapon. "No, no. Say it. He's so much bigger than..."
My husband was frozen for a full second, processing the overwhelming series of events that had him pathetically admiring his own son's cock. "Bigger than me."
I smiled from ear to ear. "Good boy."
Donald looked up at me with the cowardice of a puppy who had accidentally gotten underfoot. "Do you... I mean, do you like it?"
I looked at my husband, regretfully tearing my eyes off of the magnificent, girthy cock in my hands. "I love it, honey. Is that wrong? It's just so... fuck, he's gigantic. I don't know how you made this thing!"
I had intended for my comment to be a lighthearted jab, but it knocked the wind out of my husband. "I can't believe you just said that."
"Oh, honey. I just meant—"
"Ugh," Donald grunted. "Holy shit, Lily. I'm gonna fucking cum."
If I'd been a cartoon, my head would have spun all the way around. "What? Already?"
"Uh-huh."
I was no fool. I knew how male orgasms worked, and I feared that if Donald finished too early, he might call everything off in the wake of post-nut clarity. He was too weak to overpower Tom, so regardless of his consent I would end up inseminated before the night was through, but I wanted my husband to enjoy it so that he would be encouraged to do it again.
I could not risk having our night come to a premature end, so I made my demands crystal clear. "Stop touching it."
Donald whimpered briefly. "What? You— are you talking to me?"
I snapped my fingers and pointed to his dick. "Take your hands off of it."
He obeyed, seemingly out of impulse rather than actual intention. "W-why am I stopping?"
I straightened my back and brought my free hand - the one not wrapped around the root of Tom's cock - up to my mouth, and dribbled a fat gob of spit into my palm. With the homemade lube, I wrapped my slippery fingers around Tom's fat sack and coated it with goo.
Our son roared mightily and doubled the strength used to squeeze my breasts. The sheer volume of his voice had startled me, but that was the extent of my fear. Tom was strangely at ease, and I laughed inwardly at the first reason that my brain concocted to explain why.
Maybe he fucked me hard enough last night to get all the rage out. Maybe my pussy fixed him! They were silly jokes, but there is often a hint of truth behind those types of thoughts.
Tom was quite subdued in comparison to the man who had forcibly mounted the night before, and a small part of me took credit for that change. With his balls resting in my palm, I felt a strange sense of power over him. He could have been capable of taking whatever he pleased, but seemed willing to let me lead him at my pace.
"You don't get to cum until your son does," I said to Donald. "Set a good example for our baby boy, sweetheart."
Donald's face turned cherry red. "So I just... watch you two?"
I nodded. "Until you can touch your penis without making a mess, yes. Just watch what we do, and try to learn something."
"Jesus Christ, Lily."
I turned to him, dropping the character to perform an honest check-in. "Was that too much? I'm just trying to have fun, so tell me if I say anything too mean."
He licked his lips. "You're doing fucking great."
I rolled my eyes, but conveyed my earnest appreciation through a lopsided grin. "Oh, gosh. Thank you, honey. I'm trying my best."
I released my son's ball sack and watched the heavy pendulum swing back and forth a few times. With the tip of my pointer finger, I pressed down on his cock head, bending the lever from its upright position until it was stabbing directly into my tummy. Then I removed my finger and watched in astonishment as the unwieldly baton sprung back into position.
"Will he fit between your thighs?" Donald asked.
I used my finger to push Tom's dick downward again. I stood on my tiptoes, placing the snug tunnel made by my plump thighs at the perfect height for it to slide between.
I grabbed the root of his cock, guiding his dick up and down the runway of soft, brown fur atop my mound. After a few passes, I pushed down a little further and wedged the bulging crown between my lips. They enveloped the entire head at once, drawing it into the drooling mouth of my cunt.



Tom instinctively pushed forward, but due to the angle he was at, he only succeeded in thrusting between my thighs. Perhaps he thought that it was my pussy he would be entering, though he did not seem disappointed to have my gooey crease glazing the topside of his dong as it trudged through.
I tightly closed my legs, making the pocket as narrow as I could for him. My slightly pudgy thighs did not typically offer a gap. Once closed, they had become a surprisingly snug throughway for him to enjoy.
It did not take long for his pubic bone to press flat against my pussy mound, indicating to me that he had finished his journey through the hot, soggy canal. My bottom was large enough that my cheeks formed a shelter of soft flesh that hugged the sides of his cock head when it was pushed all the way through.
Tom grabbed my blubbery butt again, using it as leverage to pull me into him each time he thrust between my supple, honey-soaked thighs.
Donald was captivated. "Is he... inside?"
"No!" I yelped between thrusts.
I timed my words so they would be accentuated by the impact of Tom pounding his body against mine. "He's— just— fucking— my— thigh— fat!" It did not make for clear speech, but I knew it would drive my husband wild.
He guffawed. "Fuck, seriously?"
I waved a hand behind my bum like I was fanning away a housefly. "Take— a— look!"
Donald scampered behind me. Just before I lost sight of him, he'd gotten onto his hands and knees, likely to take a closer look.
Just for him, I reached back with both hands and laid them on top of Tom's, my fingers overlapping his so that, when I grabbed a greedy handful of ass fat, we were squeezing it in tandem. We spread my doughy cheeks apart so that Donald could bear witness to the lecherous sight.
Chilled air nipped at the succulent heat Tom and I had created, confirming that I was stretched wide enough for my husband to see every little detail. For added effect, I clenched and unclenched my asshole a few times to wink at the perverted voyeur behind me.
Tom's cock sawed back and forth, its bulging helmet pushing open my pudgy thighs each time he thrust forward. I clenched my legs together as hard as I could; I wanted to make the passageway as cozy for him as it could be.
I rested my head on his chest, my forehead bumping against his sturdy pectoral muscles as it bounced around. Oddly enough, even with the rampant speed of his thrusting, his heartbeat was steady.
Mine was racing so fast that I could scarcely count the space between each beat, and I could not help but wonder how exactly my son - his mitts overflowing with a heaping handful of his mother's ass - could betray no serious signs of exertion.
Even when he reaffirmed his grip - arranging his hands to better clutch the width of my large bottom - and picked me up off of the ground, his heartbeat did not speed up.
"W-what is he doing?" Donald's voice cracked.
I kicked my feet in the air. "He's picking me up!"
"Whoa."
"I know!" I giggled excitedly, releasing my grip on my cheeks so that I could loop my arms around Tom's neck. "He's so strong!"
My husband had never been able to carry me so effortlessly. Even when we'd crossed the threshold into our home for the first time as a married couple, Donald had struggled to lift me. I hadn't been particularly heavy, but then again, he'd never been particularly strong.
I wrapped my around Tom's midsection and anchored myself to him. My heavy breasts collapsed against him and flattened like runny pancakes against his chest. Their weight, which had been a burden on me for almost forty years, was nothing to him.
I dug my heels into the small of his back and raked my nails through the hair on the back on his head. "So strong for Mommy."
Tom thrust upward blindly, searching for the opening to my birth canal like a drunk stumbling home in the dark. He knew where the door was; he just needed a little help getting in. The longer he prodded around, failing time and time again to insert himself, the more frustrated he became.
He huffed and puffed, gritting his teeth so hard they squeaked. The growl from deep in his stomach told me that he was quickly running out of patience.
Still, I was not afraid of him. I knew that I should not feel safe in his arms, but that did nothing to change the fact that, despite his frustrated grunting, he did not seem poised to hurt me. All I had for him was pity.
My poor baby boy is so pent. I thought. I have to help him!
I craned my neck to whisper to my husband. "Pssst. Honey, he's getting pretty whiny."
"I know," Donald piped up. "I can hear him."
I was overcome with shame to even consider asking my husband for help, but with that guilt came an explosive burst of curiosity.
"Donald, honey," I mewed, my voice as soft as cashmere, "do you think you could put him inside?"
He scoffed before realizing that I was deadly serious. "Really? I mean, well, I've never even touched a dick before. I don't think—"
"UUUUHHH!" Tom hollered, his face contorted in frustration.
Panic crept into my voice, betraying the safety in which I had naively believed. "Uh, sweetheart, I really think you should help him find my pussy."
I wanted to believe that he would not harm me, but as the seconds passed it became harder to convince myself of that.
Tom had been an angel thus far, but all of that had come to a screeching halt at the first indication that he was being denied what he wanted. He had been a good boy while playing with my tits, allowing me the time to seduce his father with dirty talk, but in hindsight that was not a kindness.
Tom had been entertained with my breasts, which had prevented him from growing impatient. Without having his sexual appetite quashed -specifically in the way he wanted it to be - he was quickly devolving into the bestial maniac that had taken me less than twenty four hours prior.
Tom snarled and dug his nails, not his fingertips, into my pliable ass meat. "He's— ow, Tommy! He's grabbing me too hard!"
I knew there was no point in trying to fight him off. Much like when he'd been a baby, before he'd learned to talk, all we could do was give him what we thought he wanted in the hopes that he would not throw a tantrum.
"I-I don't know what to do." Donald said desperately. "What do I do?"
I scraped Tom's lower back with my toenails, but he did not even notice. "Put him in my pussy! Help me, honey!" The flesh on my backside burned. "He's starting to hurt me. You need to put him in!"
From his position behind me, Donald needed only reach forward a little bit to grab hold of his son's dick. I knew he had done so when Tom flinched in reaction to the unexpected touch. His nostrils flared, and I rushed to calm him.
I stroked the side of his face with one hand. "Shh, honey. It's just Daddy. Don't be scared."
"Okay, um, I got it!" Donald declared anxiously. "Now what?"
I clenched the pink pocket a couple of times. "Can you see my pussy?"
"I sure can," he mumbled. "Wow, Lily. You're fucking drenched."
"I can't help that he turns me on so much!" I stroked the side of Tom's cheek with my thumb. "Okay, now guide him in."
I felt Donald drag our son's bloated cock head through my crease, basting the helmet with a thick layer of honey. He aligned Tom's cock with my opening and I bore down, applying just enough pressure so that the entire knob was swallowed whole.
My jaw quivered. "Ohhhh, fuck. Fuck that feels good."
Donald clicked his tongue. "Just the head? Really?"
I squeezed my legs around Tom's torso. "Yeah, well, his head is the size of a friggin' grapefruit!" It was an exaggeration, but right then it did not feel like one.
Tom dragged me back and forth on his dick a few inches, seeming to come to terms with the fact that he was actually in my pussy and not between my thighs. The warm, wet vice strangling his cock head did its best to inform him that he was exactly where he wanted to be.
I could have sworn that I saw the metaphorical gears turning in his mind, and once they were in motion, there was no stopping him. In one triumphant plunge, Tom drove his dick to the bottom of my cunt so deep that I felt my stomach shifting to accommodate his size. My juicy sheath released a sodden, vulgar gurgle when his dick pierced through it.
"Oh God! I squealed. "Oh fuck!"
"Lily!" Donald yelped.
"I'm okay! I-I'm fine. That just... wow." I collapsed onto my son, heaving my breath against his neck.
Tom did not care that I was still getting used to being so full. He allowed me only a few short seconds of respite before lifting me into the air again, dragging his dick from the heated depths of my baby chamber for just long enough that I could catch my breath. As soon as I had, his cock pushed it all out of me by pushing back in.
Formally reacquainted with the inside of my pussy, Tom did not hesitate for a second longer. That one thrust was all it took for him to find his rhythm, and seconds later he was pumping into me with a look of concentration on his face.
I clung to him like the last rooted tree in a hurricane. My nails dug into his shoulder, but that only made him fuck me harder.
Donald was never able to fuck me with such vigour for more than a few seconds, so I was quite used to squeezing and grinding with my cunt muscles to make the most of the short time we had before he blew his load. With Tom, though, that was not an option. I tried to squeeze around him, as years of training with his father had taught me to do, but it was fruitless. The force with which my son was plowing into me made it impossible to do anything other than hold on and enjoy the ride.
For only the second time in my life, I did not feel like I was having sex— I was being fucked like a woman should be. I was a doll at his disposal, and willing to be dragged pussy-first onto his steely erection.
With his hands, he was prying my ass cheeks apart so wide that his pendulous balls rapped against my asshole every time he thrust forward, the thuds of which reverberated in my belly.
Donald groaned, reminding me that he still existed. "Does it feel good, honey?"
"Yes!" I was so focused on manually inhaling the air that Tom kept knocking out of me that I could hardly speak. "C-can you s-see it?"
"Fuck yes I can."
"Do-does it look— oh God! Doesitlookgood?" I had to race to spit out my words in between Tom's careless pounding.
"It looks amazing, Lily. You're doing such a good job."
His compliment filled me with pride; I loved making him happy. I did not feel the least bit guilty that I just so happened to feel such incredible pleasure while doing so. I also loved the way he was marveling at my capabilities. I was being pushed to limits that neither of us had known I could handle, and I believed that we were both impressed at what my body had already endured.
I had never been fucked so aggressively in my four decades of life, yet in just two days Tom had shown me that there was more to sex than riding my husband for thirty seconds before he popped.
My cervix -- the poor, battered wall of spongy fleshy -- was being bruised like a ripe peach. I felt a dull, aching pain deep in my guts, but it was drowned out by such a catastrophic amount of pleasure that I did not care.
If I have to spend the following week nursing a bruised womb, so be it. I considered it a small price to pay for the gift of seeing my husband, and my son, so enthralled by my body.
Tom showed no sign of slowing down. My helpless whimpering in his ear only served to fuel his gusto, filling him with energy that surged straight through his dick and into me.
Even though he wasn't fully conscious, I could feel in his eagerness that I had absolutely captivated him, and that gave me a sense of pride in my body that was simply exhilarating. He was making me feel like a bona fide woman in ways that Donald never had, and likely never could. I did not blame him for failing to measure up to our son, though. It was not his fault. It was simply a fact of nature.
That eagerness, like all things, had a limit, and after a few minutes of unparalleled pussy pounding, my boy needed a break. He slowed down, but kept the same amount of power behind his drawn out thrusts.
I think we both knew that that window was the closest thing we would likely get to a pause. Just when I was most likely to hear, Donald cleared his throat. "Can I get a closer look?"
I did not know what he meant by that, but I was enjoying myself so much that I would have agreed to anything. I nodded my approval, and Donald shuffled around behind me before my head had stopped moving.
He laid on his back, with his head at the foot of the bed. His face was no less than six inches from my bottom, where he could watch our flesh and blood ritualistically thrust his dick into me like I was a toy.
Donald had sporadically touched his cock a few times, but remained steadfast in his commitment to withhold his orgasm until Tom was ready, too.
The man of my dreams drew anxious breaths, and released them as steam against my naked backside. "Holy shit, I can't believe this is real."
Being used as a fuck puppet by my own baby boy was tickling my brain in unimaginable ways, and as a result I was slicker than engine grease. The burrow Tom was barging into had become so profusely wet that I feared that - or rather, I knew with near certainty - droplets of cunt honey would plop onto my husband's forehead. Based on how hard Tom was, I was sure that there would be a little bit of precum mixed in with my juices, too.
"He's really fucking you, Lily," Donald lamented, his laboured breathing informing me that he had resumed stroking his meager erection. "Tell me how it feels."
"Better, now," I admitted. "I'm still getting used to his size, but he feels nice."
"No, like... how does it feel?"
I mewed softly, mustering up my fakest cutesy voice. "Well, sweetheart, it feels like Mommy has a baby's arm jammed in her cunt."
"More," Donald instructed.
I smirked, knowing that I had the opportunity to play with our new kink and see what he would let me get away with. "Tommy made Mommy all loose and gooey, honey." I continued, coddling Tom's rigid cock with a series of loving cunt hugs while I teased my husband. "Our little boy is all grown up. His big, strong penis goes so deep into Mommy that she can feel every teeny, tiny throb."
It was something that Donald's penis had never exhibited except in the last few seconds before he'd cum. Tom's cock felt like it was fully alive, with its own heartbeat. I could accurately feel each and every one of those not-so-teeny-tiny pulsations — almost as clearly as I could feel the muscles in my pussy aching from the excessive strain.
Donald gulped in exasperation. "You can feel him throb?"
I giggled. "I sure can, Daddy."
He groaned. "Fuck, that is so hot, honey."
I wiggled happily in Tom's arms. "I thought you might like that, Daddy. What else do you wanna know?"
Without a second of pause, he blurted out, "Does he feel better than me?"
Shame, guilt, anxiety, and a hundred other things flushed my cheeks to a decadent red. I believed that he already knew the answer, as certainly as I had figured it out for myself the night before.
I bit my lower lip. "You promise you won't get mad at me?"
"I promise," he insisted. "Tell me."
It was clear that merely knowing was not what turned Donald on. He wanted to hear me say it so that the words could bounce around in his brain for years to come.
I was not sure how sincerely he wanted me to lean into the cuckold play, and rather than second guess myself, I simply went with the purest form of the truth. I could only hope that, should he feel inadequate in the shadow cast by our only son, our many years of happy marriage would not crumble around us.
I shook my head, then realized he could not see anything other than my fat, blubbery cheeks being stretched to their widest point while Tom sank nearly a foot of pulsating meat into the hole that, up until the night before, had never been explored by anyone other than him.
"Honey," I began, my voice trembling with disgraceful lust, "his dick feels... yeah, a lot better than yours."
Donald whimpered meekly. "You're not just saying that?"
"No, I'm not," I promised him. "I don't want to upset you, sweetheart, but..."
"But?" Donald asked eagerly.
"But I really like Tommy's cock."
"More than mine?" His constant need for reverse-validation was getting on my nerves. I did not blame him for being curious, and if I had been more honest with myself, I would have been able to admit that part of my frustration came from having to confess aloud - to him, as well as to myself - the extent of my infatuation with our son's dick.
"Yes!" I blurted out louder than I meant to. "I mean, yes, if you really need to know that. I don't know, Donald. I feel like such a whore!"
For further comfort, I added, "I still like your dick, too, honey."
Donald grunted. "Yeah, sure. But which do you like more?"
I sighed, my body deflating on Tom's chest in a defeated heap as he slowly hilted me again. "Honey, I-I'm sorry, but I think I like his more. It just... feels nicer."
Donald released an enormous groan. "God, Lily. I'm gonna fucking cum if you talk like that!"
Despite the constant energetic pulsations that lent Tom's dick the illusion of a being its own living, breathing organism, it was still palpably clear when his dick seized up from the undeniable urge to orgasm. It was much more powerful than his rhythmic throbbing, and the first formal enlargement made it feel like a balloon was inflating in my stomach.
"Don't freak out," I ordered calmly, "but I think he's close, too."
"You can feel that?" Donald asked with enthusiasm.
"Mmhmm," I confirmed for him. "He - it - just got a lot bigger."
Tom's cock head grew to the size of a plum, plugging the mouth of my womb. His formidable size stretched out the wrinkles and bumps along the inside of my fleshy tunnel until my walls were smoothed out to a frictionless tube that could barely cling to his dick when he withdrew it.
"So, I can cum, too?" Donald asked pathetically.
"Uh-huh, yeah," I replied with a sultry whine. "I want both of my boys to cum at the same time."
"Oh my god, Lily," he said. "I don't think I can hold it back, but I want to cum in you, too."
I grumbled. "Hmm. No."
I heard Donald briefly pause his invigorated fapping. "No? Like, I can't?"
I made my asshole wink at him. "Not tonight, no. You can cum on your tummy, but Tommy gets to breed me."
Donald tried to swallow, but I could hear how dry his mouth was. "B-breed? What do you—"
"Hush," I demanded with a snap. "Be a good Daddy and let our son dump his babies in my belly."
The pain in Donald's whimpers was inextricable from the overt lust. One could not exist without the other, and the existence of each made its opposite even stronger. I could not imagine the kinds of confusing, horny thoughts that were swimming around my husband's brain, but they'd seemed to have been amplified when I'd denied his request to creampie me.
It was standard for us to finish that way; I had been on the pill for years. We both knew there was no real possibility that Tom would knock me up, but the mere mention of being impregnated by the very boy we had raised together was lurid enough that Donald's disbelief was temporarily suspended for the sake of a powerful orgasm.
"Watch closely," I instructed. "He's gonna dump all our little grandbabies into my pussy. I'm gonna be a Mommy again!"
Donald grunted out an ugly, inhuman sound, perfectly timed with the splattering of his warm semen against the small of my back. "Holy fuck, honey!"



I was genuinely impressed that he had fired it so far, but after that first spurt there was nothing left. That was the norm, and it was generally followed by his penis shrivelling back to its normal, flaccid size.
It was over as fast as it had started, but Tom was just reaching the edge of his own orgasm by the time I felt his father's cum dripping over the swell of my voluptuous bottom.
"Good job, Daddy!" I was cheering my husband on, but based on Tom's reaction, his brain took the comment as his own personal encouragement. He plowed into me with the force of a speeding train, barreling into my cunt for one final, powerful thrust that knocked the wind out of me.
I cried out, my voice echoing around our bedroom as our son began to empty his balls into me. An artillery barrage of hot, sticky cum blasted against my cervix, bathing the mouth of my womb in a thick layer of glue. Gravity caused the heavy load to immediately begin trickling out of me, but Tom generously replaced what dribbled down with another hearty dose.
Those first two ropes were already more than Donald ever created at once, which made me wholly unprepared for the following eruption - as large as the first two - to land with such potency that I could have sworn I had heard it splatter like wet paint being thrown against the sidewalk.
Donald released a pent up breath. "Christ, I can actually see him throbbing. His balls are so tight. Is he still... doing it?"
"Uh-huh!" I squeaked.
Tom ground his cock head against the bottom of my cunt, writhing around in the soggy gutter that coaxed cum out of his balls every time I squeezed down on him. He launched another dollop of sticky batter into the pink abyss, flooding every corner of my loosened vagina.
"Every time he pulses—" On cue, Tom gave a notably strong flutter. "—like that, it means he's dumping more into me."
Donald was dumbstruck. "But... but... I mean, he's still throbbing."
"That's because he's still cumming, sweetheart," I cooed happily, and I was savouring every second of it. "He's not done yet. Just be patient and let him finish."
Tom's throbbing slowed to a crawl, though I still felt his heart beating through his cock as it began to soften. It was the same calm, steady rhythm that I had noticed earlier, implying that he was not fully appreciating the sacred bond that we had just tarnished.
From below me, Donald piped up. "Is he done now?"
My brain had not yet returned to Earth. "Yeah, I think so. I feel... Oh, gosh. He really filled me up, honey."
Donald chuckled. "You can feel it all in there, huh?"
I nodded, once again forgetting that my freshly inseminated pussy, and his son's cock, was all he could see. "Yeah, I feel it, like... I don't know the word."
Donald gulped. "Sloshing?"
I buried my face in Tom's neck even though Donald could not see me blushing like a schoolgirl. "I— um, yeah. That's a good word. It's really sloshy."
Without announcing his exit, Tom pulled back and unceremoniously yanked his dick out of me. Thanks to his enormous size, he had created a seal, though not an airtight one, when he'd pushed into me the first time. As he pulled out, the broken vacuum made a sick, lewd suckling noise, followed by an abrupt pop.
My tired, beaten pussy, gawking like an open maw in Tom's absence, had become too roomy to store the ridiculous amount of semen that he had injected into me. I clenched my slackened hole as tight as I could, but my squeezing only served to push out a fat blob of cum, rather than keep it marinating inside as I had planned.
Donald was given no warning, and from his position underneath my cum-drooling cunt - gaping tastelessly - he was subjected to the outpouring of our son's butter.
Time seemed to slow to a crawl, but in reality the whole ordeal lasted less than a few seconds. Donald did not move a muscle. Whether because he wanted to remain in place or was frozen there, I could not tell.
I rushed to warn him, but it was too late. "Oh, honey! I'm dripping!"
I had never felt so ashamed. It was the most depraved thing I had ever taken part in. It had been one thing to let Tom fuck me a second time, but to liberally dribble the consequences of our inbreeding session over Donald's face had added insult to injury.
"I-I can't stop it!" I whined, hopelessly perched above my husband. "There's too much, it's coming out. I'm so sorry, sweetheart."
"Push," Donald commanded.
My stomach flipped. "Push... his cum out?"
"Yes. Do it." There was a certainty in his voice that I rarely heard.
The first thing I had to push down were my feelings of shame, promising myself that I would be doing it for my husband's sake. With an audible grunt, I gritted my teeth and felt a warm, slimy syrup trickling down my pussy. The river reached my opening, and with a steady shove I purged my cunt of the white cream.
I could not see anything underneath me, but knew exactly what was happening. I could feel every individual droplet of cum dribble out, and knew that there was nowhere for them to go but onto the waiting face of my adoring husband.
I was a piping bag filled with cake batter. Once the runny stream had begun to flow, gravity did the rest of the work for me. I did not need to push any longer. If I simply avoided clenching, my worn out pussy was too ragged to stop the flow of semen, so whatever remained inside simply fell out of me with no assistance.
Donald smacked his lips, which I could hear stick together with the layer of semen I had doused him in. "I think he's done."
I inflated my lungs to their capacity. "I feel... empty. And -- my gosh — loose, too? Do I look, like, different?"
"Different?"
I rolled my eyes. "I mean, down there. Does my pussy look different?"
Donald chuckled. "Uh, I don't know how to tell you, Lily, but you look like you could fit a fist in there."
I gasped. "I do not! Stop it!"
I tried to wiggle out of Tom's arms, but he had not moved an inch since his cock had fallen out of me. "Put me down please, sweetheart."
I had not expected that to work, but Tom obeyed immediately. He stood in place even after my feet were on the floor, but it did not feel intimidating. After what I had let him do to me, I felt that odd sense of authority return. I felt like I had taken back my womanhood by using my body for carnal satisfaction for the first time in my life.
I kissed my son on the cheek. "Good boy. Thank you for listening to Mommy."
I turned and finally looked down at my husband, both literally and metaphorically. Yes, he was literally below me - lying on the bed with our son's cum staining his forehead, cheeks, and nose - but also, the portrait of the man I saw beneath me was not one that filled me with pride. But god, it sure did turn me on to see him looking like such a pathetic mess, and that only made me love him more.
"Need a towel, honey?" I asked with my sweetest voice.
Donald wiped a glob of cum out of his eye. "Maybe two!"
We laughed together, and I grabbed one of his shirts from the drawer next to the bed. "This will have to do for now."
He shrugged and took the makeshift rag, then used it to methodically wipe off the evidence of our taboo fuck session.
I laid down beside him, our heads resting at the foot of the bed, and cuddled close to him. "Did you have fun?"
Donald was taken aback. "Of course I did! I've never cum that hard in my life!"
Yeah, and it was still nothing compared to what Tom made! I thought.
I kissed his cheek, carving a deep cut into the thick layer on cum that was painted on it. "That's great, honey. I liked it, too."
"So you want to do it again, then?" His voice was full of hope.
It was all I could think about, but I did not want to seem like a total degenerate, so I tried to downplay my interest. "Maybe in a couple days. I think I need to recover from what he did to me."
Donald tilted his head to look at me. "Because it was weird?"
I shrugged. "It was weird, yeah, but that's what I liked. I meant that I need to recover from what he did to me."
"Oh, I see. Sensitive?"
I nodded and pinched my legs together. "It feels like he split me in half, for crying out loud! I feel bad for the next girl who has to try and handle that thing."
Donald laughed and kissed the top of my head. "You are the next girl that's going to try and handle that thing."
I smirked. "Well, obviously I meant the next girl besides his mother. I don't count. I'm special, so I can— oh."
"What's wrong?"
I pointed above our heads. "Um, look."
Dangling over our faces, casting us in shadow, was Tom's steadily throbbing cock. It was semi-erect, and I realized that I had not actually seen it fully soften. I wondered if it had ever reached the point of deflation.
Blood was being sent to the head one pump at a time, slowly returning the half-hard appendage to its former glory. It was as though he had yet to orgasm, and was just getting hard for the first time. I had never witnessed such a spectacular turnaround, but it was impossible to deny that - at least while sleepwalking - Tom's refractory period was almost nonexistent.
Donald recoiled in shock. "Wait, but didn't he just—"
"Trust me, he did." I rubbed my sore pussy lips with my hand.
"What do we do?"
I did not have any answers. I was just as curious as he was.
Words were not necessary for Tom to communicate exactly he wanted from me. He stepped over top of me with a grunt, then hooked his hands under my armpits to drag me further down the bed until my head was hanging off of the edge.
"Uh, honey?" Donald's tone relayed worry.
"I'm okay," I assured with the calmest tone I could fake. "Just let him do what he wants, I'll be fine."
With one hand, Tom fumbled around in search of my tits for a few seconds, then latched on when he found it. His digits sank into the soft dough, and he wrapped his other hand around his dick to jerk himself off.
Tom squatted down until his balls were resting on my lips. Had a man ever been that forceful and careless with me before that night, I would have resisted. With my son, however, I simply went limp and allowed myself to be positioned in any way that he saw fit.
I took a deep breath, but realized halfway through it that I was huffing the scent of Tom's heavy, dangling testicles into my nose. "I think he wants me to suck on his balls."
Donald laughed. "Good luck, kiddo. Mom hates doing that."
My stomach did a somersault. "I... I think I kind of want to."
He said nothing for a few seconds. "But, you hate doing that. Don't you?"
I scratched the heel of my palm with my fingernails. "I won't do it if you don't want me to!" I really, really hoped that he wanted me to.
Donald thought for a moment. "Ask nicely."
"Please?"
"No. Better than that. Be a good whore."
My heart skipped a beat. He had never spoken to me in that way, but I liked it. "Please, Daddy, can I put Tommy's big, swollen balls in my mouth?"
I heard my husband groping his dick. "Good girl. Go ahead."
I licked my lips, hoping that he did not catch the hint of drool that had appeared when Tom had presented his balls to me on a silver platter.
It was true that ball sucking was not something I enjoyed doing. I would on occasion when my husband deserved a treat, but I was not particularly attracted to the feeling of his small testicles bouncing against my tongue.
I did not feel that same sense of aversion towards Tom's balls, and was rather ashamed to admit how curious I was to see if I could fit them both in my mouth at the same time. The tightly pulled sack was the size of a baseball, and I felt slightly anxious at the prospect of trying to wrap my lips around it without ripping something.
Donald sucked in a breath but, as I had requested, did not lift a finger to help me. I could hear how busy he was jerking off while our son returned to mauling my boob with his tightly curled digits. Tom, too, had continued to stroke his cock while he did. Like father, like son.
I had gotten the message, and didn't waste any more time for fear that it would lead to harsher punishment— for me or my husband.
I opened my mouth; my heated breath bathed the underside of my son's testicles in steam. I slowly inched my tongue forward, tentatively seeking his sack. When I nudged it against the swollen orbs, they pulled closer to his body like they were trying to run away from me.
I would not stand for that. I formed a circle with my lips and plugged my maw with one of the hanging eggs. I patiently sucked on it, gradually opening a little wider to cover more area. I slipped my tongue underneath his testicle, laying a path for it to follow that led directly into my waiting mouth. I engulfed the whole thing, then sealed my lips around the bottom.
I brushed the round, bulky mass' smooth surface with long, saliva-laden strokes. I used the very tip of my tongue to poke and prod his ball, fluttering it back and forth over the same spot with the speed of a hummingbird.
I took short, concentrated breaths through my nose in the meantime. One ball was large, but it was not unmanageable. I was not satisfied with my performance, however, and only allowed myself a few seconds' pause before striving to do better.
Donald panted through his mouth. "Can you fit them both?"
I nodded. "Mmhmm!" I wasn't actually as confident as I sounded.
I lifted a hand to my mouth and used a finger to push Tom's second ball towards it. I opened as wide as I could, and sucked in air while I coaxed the sphere inside to wedge beside its twin. The threat of lockjaw loomed, so I made one quick, methodical move to widen my mouth to its limit while I pushed on the back of his testicle with my finger.
The sides of my jaw felt sore, but I had managed what I had feared might be impossible.
I held both hands in the air triumphantly. "Mmph mmhmm mphmm!"
Donald chuckled. "I know, I know. You did such a good job."
I nodded, happily accepting his praise. "Mmm mphm."
I nursed peacefully on Tom's gigantic balls. Their sheer size made it impossible to breathe through my mouth. My only other option was to stop sucking so hard, but I knew it was not a smart one.
Tom was ignorantly jerking his cock with such might that, should I have broken the seal that was keeping him safely stored between my cheeks, a single tug would have yanked his balls right out of my mouth. My lips wiggled back and forth, securing themselves around the root so snugly that his knuckles brushed against them every time he brought his hand down.
His other hand was just a busy, fervently kneading my doughy tit with an iron grip. I knew I would feel the dull, aching pain resonating through my wounded flesh for the following few days, but also that I would wear it proudly. It was a badge that signified the extent to which I had pampered my wonderful son.
That pampering was not being shared in equal measure, and Donald had grown some combination of jealous, impatient, and stupid in the time since I had buried my nose into our son's fat balls. To make up for feeling left out, he reached out and cupped my other breast in his hand. I wondered if he'd seen Tom's joyous jiggling and wanted to have some fun himself. Whatever the reason Tom would not let it fly.
His father's fingers barely touched my skin, but that contact was enough to get him to speak up— though I was not sure that "speak" was the most accurate phrase. Tom growled, rejecting the request to share his prized possession, and angrily stepped over his father with a clenched fist that I saw out of the corner of my eye.
It was tough to see much from my position, but the clues were obvious. My baby boy did not want to share his plaything. He was so caught up in protecting his property that he had not even noticed his balls being pulled out of my mouth. He raised his fist and snarled one powerful, unmistakable word: "Mine."
We had never heard him speak while in a sleepwalking spell, and I could not tell which of us was more surprised. Donald's jaw hung open, breathing through his mouth while his eyes flicked back and forth from his intimidating son to me— the woman underneath him who he had always sworn to protect from situations just like that one.
"I... okay," Donald whimpered, but that was not enough to mollify Tom.
Our son bellowed furiously, the corner of his mouth upturned in a visceral display of discontent. "Mine!" he yelled, raising his fist again.
I had to act quickly. I did not want blood to be drawn, and I knew that I was the only one who could protect my husband from Tom's wrath.
I wrapped one of my hands, and all five little fingers, around the base of Tom's cock and pulled it down so that it was pointing at my mouth. "Tommy, baby, Mommy's here."
I kissed the inflated knob at the end, then fluttered my tongue against it. I worked back and forth on the helmet, my eyes fearfully trained on Donald to see whether or not my tactic had worked.
The dread in my husband's eyes told me that it hadn't yet, so I knew I had to redouble my efforts.
The intricacies of Tom's sleepwalking rage were not random, he wanted something. Violence was avoidable as long as he was distracted, or got what he wanted, which at that moment was me. To keep my husband safe, I would give all of myself to our son at the drop of a hat.
Tommy will be a good boy if I make him happy. It was logic that many mothers go through while raising boys, though it was rarely applied in the method that I intended to.
From underneath the violent behemoth, the only tools at my disposal came from my mouth: wet, sloppy suckling, or desperate pleading.
"Look at Mommy, sweetheart," I mewed in the softest, most motherly voice I could muster. "He didn't mean to touch me. He's sorry. Right, Daddy?"
Tom grumbled, but his anger seemed to dissipate.
"Donald," I whispered to my husband. "Tell him you're sorry for touching me."
He scoffed. "W-what?"
I snapped my fingers, demanding obedience. "Apologize to him!"
"I'm sorry, I guess," Donald snivelled.
I held Tom's cock head in my mouth so that it did not spring away. Then I used all ten of my fingers at once to tickle various spots around his shaft, hoping that the combination of sultry sucking and invigorating tickles would make him focus on me.
It worked, though I immediately found myself second-guessing my approach when Tom urgently shoved his hips forward and embedded his dick in the muggy confines of my - thanks to the surprising thrust - convulsing throat. The supple walls molded around him, perfectly conforming to every bulging vein as they vacuum sealed themselves to his shape.
I released a muffled cry when the baton rammed into me. "Urghh!"
Instinctively, I reached out with one hand and grabbed onto my husband so I could feel some sense of support while our son selfishly bludgeoned my uvula. I fought hard against my body's pleas for mercy, but stifling the urge to wretch when Tom plugged my gullet made tears leak from the corner of my eyes.
I was thankful that Donald could not see the salty droplets running over my forehead to soak into my hairline. If he had, he may not have been horny enough to ask if he could eat me out while Tom fucked my face.
"Can I, Lily?" he begged.
He had never been overly fond of doing that in our many years of marriage, but I was not surprised that his interest had been renewed. There was something magical about involving Tom in our sex life that made me - and apparently, my husband - want to try everything, even if we had previously written it off.
I tried to tell him to "go ahead, honey," which was an obvious error on my part. I should have known that having Tom brutally plummeting into my throat every other second was going to make speech difficult.



The only chances that I had to speak came in the brief moments when he would pull his dick out of my airway, giving me just enough time to spit out the words before he gagged me again.
"Gow— aheag— hogee-" I gurgled.
Forcing the words out had done an identical service for my mouthful of saliva; each utterance ejected a dollop of bubbly spit from my gaping maw that ran down my cheeks. I had to shut my eyes extra hard to ensure that none of it blinded me, and as soon as I did so I felt the warm, slimy goo smother my eyelashes.
Donald shuffled between my legs and dove in, abandoning any sense of foreplay - if it could be called that, considering I had already been filled with cum - so that he could feverishly busy himself with full-fledged pussy eating.
My hands were at my sides, giving my husband something to latch onto while he ate me out. He reached up and pressed our palms together, then interlaced our fingers. We tethered to each other, forming an unbreakable bond while our son, a beast at the whim of his hormones, pulverized my throat into pink paste.
Donald lapped at my cunt, digging his tongue under my clit at the height of each lick. His excited moaning sounded nothing like the sounds he made while fucking me, to say nothing of his near total silence on the few occasions when he'd headed south. It was as though the depravity of what we were doing was providing him with more pleasure than the act of having sex with me ever had.
Both of Tom's hands grabbed my tits as though they were handlebars on a rollercoaster. He squeezed with such strength that I felt blood vessels popping where his fingers dug in, but even that paled in comparison to the cruel pinching of his thumb and finger upon either of my nipples.
The tiny pink buds were too sensitive to endure such torment, but he did not care. He showed no restraint in trying to get his fingers to touch, even when he readjusted his grip so that he was not pinching the nipple itself, but rather my entire areola. I had never wondered before what it would feel like to be milked like a farm animal. In that moment, I think I gained both some insight and some empathy.
In spite of the rough treatment I was enduring, my closed eyes helped me to achieve at least some sense of solace, which in turn afforded me a moment to immortalize the memory in my brain. I knew I would remember the exact shape of the fleshy bulb that was pushing apart my softened throat walls for the rest of my life.
That moment of peace did not last long. I was snapped out of it when Tom bucked his hips and drove his dick to the back of my throat, flattening the spongy head against the squishy wall, and held himself there. He did not pull out that time, and I knew right away that he was not going to ask me to swallow.
He was going to cum, whether I was ready or not, and did not care to give his seed an inch of runway, or me any room to take in air. Instead, he had pushed himself to such a dizzying depth that the first rope of hot, buttery cum was ejected directly into my esophagus. I did not even taste it, but I sure as hell felt it land in my stomach. It was boulder dropped into a calm, reflective pond.
I squeezed my husband's hand so tightly that I felt several of his knuckles crack under the pressure. I looped my legs around the back of his skull and held him against me, burying his nose in my swampy cunt. I was not ignorant to the deluge of Tom's cum that bubbled out of it as my body spasmed from the vicious influx down my throat. In fact, that knowledge turned me on.
Each time Tom throbbed, firing another explosive stream of cum into my tummy, my body convulsed. I would arch my back, my brow furrowed in concentration, and demand my body not succumb to its urge to bring it back up. Each time I did so, I ejected another fat dollop of our baby boy's cream - whatever was left that I had not already pushed out - into his father's mouth.
I heard Donald gasping for air, sputtering wet, muffled breaths as he desperately cried for oxygen, only to be drowned in melted butter instead. At least he had some idea of the turmoil I was experiencing as Tom emptied his balls into my gullet; the two of us were struggling equally to take even the smallest breath.
"I fugging lobe ou, Lilg." He breathed the words into my cunt, only to have his mouth flooded with another spurt of leftover semen. I barely picked up on his subdued proclamation, since his volume was reduced to whatever level my suffocating pussy-mask permitted.
"Mm mmhmm mm, mhm!" I gagged around Tom's cock, unable to find a way to approximate words at all.
What I had tried to say really was true, miraculously enough. I found it incredibly strange to declare - rather, wish to, and attempt to declare -- such profound love for my husband while another man dumped his babies into my stomach, but it was true nevertheless. I felt peculiarly connected to Donald in a way that I never had before, and hoped that he understood the breadth of that affection even though my response to him had been unintelligible.
Tom sawed back and forth, jamming his dick against the wall of meat while he released a final few dribbles. Each of them was still more copious than what Donald typically produced in a whole night, and though I thrived on the performance of sluttery for my husband, I could not imagine having to deal with that much cum every time we had sex.
As our son withdrew his dick from my mouth, I kept the suction tight so that the head would make a loud popping sound when it came out. Tom stumbled backwards into the dresser when he was finally free, and stood there motionless while his dick continued to throb.
I gasped for air, inflating my lungs with as much of the stuff as I could. I wiped the back of my hand across my mouth, clearing away the built up saliva that had been drooling out. With both hands, I wiped the spit out of my eyes and blinked hard a couple of times while opening them as wide as they would go.
"Wow," Donald chimed. "You're really covered."
"I— urk!" I choked on a mixture of half-saliva and half-my-son's-cum. "Ahem! Sorry, honey." I sat up and felt the blood rush from being upside down for so long. "I know, I'm a bit of a mess."
"I think you look beautiful," he declared proudly. "Did you have fun that time, too?"
I nodded with a cheeky grin. "I did, yeah. He's so strong; it makes me feel like a toy."
Donald's cheeks flushed. "And you like that?"
"I do! It's fun to just, like, be a hole for him to use. And you liked it too, right?"
He nodded, and I noticed that the head of his erect cock was poking out of his clenched fist.
"Oh, honey," I bemoaned, "you didn't cum yet?"
He shook his head. "No. I wanted you to do it, when you were done with him."
I gave him a wink. "I think you mean when he was done with me!"
We shared a laugh, and I began walking on my hands and knees towards him. I was truthfully exhausted from what Tom had put me through, but it felt morally wrong to leave Donald hanging after we had wound him up.
I bit my lip seductively. "Is that dick hard for me, Daddy?"
His eyes lit up. "Fuck yes, it is. Get over here and..." No longer alight, his unwavering gaze was trained on the man standing behind me.
I had thought that Tom would put himself to bed as he had the first night, but that fantasy was short-lived. I had not crawled more than a couple of steps towards my husband when I felt a hand grab my ankle.
Tom yanked me away from his father. I reached out my hand, trying to grab onto Donald so he could save me from being dragged away, but only managed to brush our fingertips together before I was hauled off.
Tom pulled me off of the bed; my knees struck the hardwood floor. Before I could climb to my feet, he picked me up and slung me over his shoulder like a sack of flour.
"Donald!" I cried. "DO something!"
I beat against Tom's back with my balled up fists, and kicked my feet in the way that I had always been told to do if someone tried to kidnap me. "Put me down, Tommy!" It was no use; he was too strong.
My husband was useless, and could only watch in wide-eyed horror as our son carried me out of the room. After the shock wore off, he finally came rushing after us, but did not reach me before Tom threw me onto his bed.
It was too dark to see anything but the light from the door, cast from the nightlight in the hallway in case of a late-night bathroom break. From my position on the bed, the dim light from the doorway was shrouded by the menacing, shadowy outline of my lumbering child.
I felt completely alone in the world, having been stolen from my marital bed and thrown onto another without anyone by my side. The only man who could have, in theory, come to my rescue finally did— or so I hoped.
"Honey?" he called from the door, blocked by Tom's towering shape. "Are you in there?"
"Uh-huh," I warbled meekly. "I— he's scaring me, honey. I think he wants me to sleep with him tonight."
To confirm that suspicion, Tom climbed onto the bed and flopped down behind me. He was so massive that the bed lurched when he added his weight to it.
Before I could sneak away, he wrapped his arms around my midsection and held me against him. He buried his face in my neck, then kissed it with no care for the nervous sweat that peppered my skin. Once again, as though the word was seared into his subconscious, he muttered, "Mine."
Donald stepped one foot into Tom's bedroom, but a wicked snarl from the sleeping beast made him recoil in fear. "Lily, sweetheart, I don't...I can't—"
"It's okay!" I cut him off. "I-I'll be okay, honey. Just... leave me with him tonight." The acceptance of my fate tied my stomach in knots. "I'll lock him up when he stops sleepwalking, and come back to you. Okay?"
Donald's shoulders slumped sadly. "O-okay, honey." He turned to leave, but then turned around. "Can I have a kiss before you go?"
"Donald, I don't—"
"Please," he begged. "Just a small one?"
Tom's hold around my tummy made me want to deny him, but the sadness in his voice after having lost me - and gained blue balls in the process - made me want to set things right.
"Just try not to wake him," I pleaded.
My husband crept on his tiptoes over to our son's bed, blindly searching for my face with his hand in the dark. When his fingers brushed my lips, he crouched down and pressed his own against them. Our slumbering overseer allowed but a few scant seconds of connection, and indicated his displeasure with a hearty grumble.
"I'll be okay," I assured him. "Promise. I'll see you tomorrow, and we can talk all about it."
I broke the kiss and tapped my forehead against his. I wanted to make him feel as comfortable and to have as little regret as possible. I hated the idea that he would be going back to our room alone to replay everything that had happened, but more than that, I hated the idea of Tom halfway waking up and punishing us both for disturbing his sleep.
"I love you," I whispered, then gave him one more quick kiss. "Now, please go. He's grabbing my tummy really hard, and I need him to relax."
Donald sighed through his nose. "I love you, too."
He leaned in to give me one more goodbye kiss, but missed my lips because Tom shuffled backwards, dragging me away from him and further into the dark den of shadow.
I could barely see my husband's face, and I knew that, in the cover of darkness, I was completely invisible to him. I knew, however, that he could clearly hear me sniffle "Please go, honey."
I had thoroughly enjoyed what had happened that night, and already knew that I wanted to try it again. It still hurt, though, to end on such a sour note. I did not worry for my safety, since Tom was already starting to snore after a few minutes of cuddling, but I did worry that Donald was going to regret giving me away for the night.
Being a cuckold was one thing, but I don't think either of us expected for me to be literally carried away as though Tom were a barbarian that had conquered our homeland and pillaged my body for everything it was worth.
It took about ten more minutes until Tom officially fell asleep. His sleep walk was over, and I was able to slip out of his arms without too much effort. It was difficult to attach the buckles and straps in the darkness, but I had done so for years, and used that training to secure as many of the locks as I could.
There was little chance of him walking again that night, but it needed to look right in the morning so that he would not become suspicious. With the exception of my son's cum trickling down my leg as I walked down the hall to my bedroom, there was no evidence that he had ever gotten out of his bed.
Donald was asleep when I got into ours. I cuddled up behind him, acting as the big spoon after Tom had made me the little spoon. Just like his son, he snored at a pitch, and with a frequency, that I had always found soothing. I never snored, as far as I knew, but found the sound to be akin to an oscillating fan.
With everything that had happened, I could not imagine how he had fallen asleep so quickly. I was awake for at least two hours pondering the consequences of what we'd done -- and, more enthusiastically, what we would do next.
We had opened Pandora's Box, and I, at least, was so hooked on what had flown out of it that I could not imagine even trying to imprison it once more. It was my husband's sudden, sound, and noisy sleep, of all things, that convinced me that he felt much the same.
I knew that that night would not be the last time we flirted with danger - when we would rouse a giant who was so gentle both when awake and when asleep, but to whom some priapistic trickster god had granted a remarkable third state of being.
That sexual beast's words rang in my head -- or rather, his singular word. His declaration of ownership had filled my gut with butterflies, and they were revived each time I remembered the way my skin had shivered when he'd first uttered it.
"Mine."
"Mine."
"Mine."
It would not take long for all of us - mommy, daddy, and son - to realize just how true that word was, but as I finally chased down the state that Donald had found so swiftly, there was another word that played on a loop in my brain:
His.
His.
His.
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CHAPTER 1
The highway -- one so familiar that I could have navigated it in my sleep -- was surprisingly empty for a Friday afternoon. It was pure chance that the roads were clear, and it made it a painless trip for Cleo - my older sister - to pick up both her son and mine from university. By sheer luck, both of our boys had been accepted to the same school, which was less than an hour away.
With no younger siblings behind them, their transition into college life had pushed both of us into a strange and uncomfortable middle ground where we weren't quite empty-nesters, but were very close to it.
With their graduation looming, shades of gray were threatening to become something black and white. The boys had just finished their senior year, and Cleo and I had elected to use the brief window between their final exam and their graduation ceremony to invite them to spend a weekend relaxing at the cottage with us.
Cleo gripped the steering wheel of her minivan with white knuckles, refusing to take her eyes off the road. "You stopped taking your birth control, right?"
I rolled my eyes. "Yes, for the one millionth time: I stopped taking the pills."
"Okay, okay, fine. How much longer until we pick the boys up at their dorm?"
I checked the navigation app on my phone. "Fifteen or so. Do you want to go over the plan again? That'll calm you down."
Cleo scrunched her nose in annoyance. "I am calm!"
That made me laugh. "She said violently!"
We turned off the highway, leaving mere minutes until we would get to wrap our arms around our boys. I turned down the radio so she could focus on me before our passengers got onboard.
I lifted the armrest and turned to face my sister. "Plan A-- we don't totally panic about our twenty-year-old boys growing up and leaving the nest."
Cleo rolled her eyes. "Ha-ha, smartass. I think we already failed that part."
"Correct! Which brings us to plan B-- let those same boys get us pregnant so we can be mommies all over again! Any questions?"
Her leg bounced anxiously -- a key sign that she was over-processing. "Are you sure they're going to believe that we both had a random birth control failure in the same month. Again?"
"I don't see why they wouldn't. They believed it last time, didn't they?"
Growing up as kids, we had always talked how much fun it would be to have boys that were the same age. Once we had gotten married, we had concocted a plan to trick our hubbies. They had fallen for it, and still to that day believed that their sons had been conceived by accident.
Working off of that precedent gave me and Cleo the confidence that we could pull it off a second time, so we had invented a plan to make it happen. The first step had been to convince our sons to join us at the cottage for a weekend. A sun-soaked celebration of their impending milestone seemed a convincing excuse, and we had specifically chosen a date where we knew that our husbands were too busy with work to accompany us.
Cleo and I shared everything with each other. Growing up, we had been each other's closest confidant, and that bond had grown even stronger when we'd both given birth. One of my confessions that I could never share with another soul was of the love I felt for Tom once he turned eighteen.
I'd wrestled with those feelings for years before revealing them to the one person I knew would never judge me. To my bewilderment, Cleo admitted that she felt the same wicked, unmotherly love for Luke. We had nobody else to vent to but each other.
Cleo chewed the inside of her cheek. "What if Luke doesn't want to fuck me?" It was a question wholly unbecoming of a mother.
"Why wouldn't he want to fuck you?" I asked.
Cleo shook her head in disbelief. "Because I'm his mother!"
She had a good point, but I waved her off and slumped back into my seat. "Oh, please. You and I both know what horribly horny monsters we raised. They're going to be kissing our feet just to get a taste of our mommy pussies."
She softened her rigid posture. "I'm sorry, Deb. I'm just a little wound up. Letting Luke spying on me while I was changing was one thing. This is something else entirely."
Cleo was referring to the trial run we had implemented a few weeks prior to our summer vacation. It'd been her idea to "accidentally" let them catch us changing, hoping to get a clue as to whether or not they would be receptive to our adulterous plans. It had been a test, and when the boys had passed, we'd known the wheels were in motion.
I played dumb just to annoy her a little bit more. "Do you think he liked what he saw?"
She chortled. "Um, duh, I think so! For two weeks straight he couldn't even look at me without blushing."
"That's why we did it: to test them. If they hadn't passed, we wouldn't be going all the way to the cottage to let them knock us up, would we?"
My sister puffed up her chest with a deep breath. "No, you're right. I know you're right."
"Remember: they're horny young men. I think it's going to be easier than either of us could have imagined."
A few minutes later, we pulled up to the university dorm. The sidewalks were usually full of students walking to class, but with the semester coming to a close, there were scant few left who hadn't gone home or otherwise moved on.
The boys were sitting together on the curb with their backpacks -- both of which appeared to be stuffed to the brim -- on the ground beside them. The boys shared very few features, but had acted as though they were twins from a very early age.
Tom was taller than Luke, but the latter made up for it with a particularly muscular build. My son's shaggy, strawberry-blond hair fell just above his eyes unless he'd intentionally swept it off of his forehead. That day, it was held in place with a touch of putty, providing a stark contrast to the buzz-cut of his black-haired cousin.
The excitement in the car was palpable, tempered only by the solemn expression on Tom's face when I leapt out of the car to hug him. After a bear-hug that lasted nearly ten full seconds, I pulled away to find him still sulking.
I pried for information. "Honey, what's wrong?"
"My girlfriend just broke up with me, like, a couple of hours ago," he lamented sadly.
I could not hide the surprise on my face, and tried to ensure that my tone did not reveal my excitement. "I didn't even know you were seeing someone."
Tom sighed. "I was... and then, I wasn't. Then, I was. Then--"
"I think they get it, bro," Luke chimed in, cutting his cousin's mopey rambling short.
Cleo sighed gloomily and walked over to offer Tom a consolation hug. "I'm so sorry, sugar. What happened?"
Luke snickered. "Word on the street is that somebody asked for a threesome."
Tom socked him in the shoulder. "Shut up, man!"
I did not want their bickering to ruin the weekend, so I stepped in to calm my son before he started seeing red. "Well, you don't have to worry about her right now. After this weekend, you won't think about her ever again!"
The boys looked at each other quizzically.
"Uh, why not?" Tom asked.
They were not ready for the revelation just then, so I scrambled to offer anything other than the truth. "Well, er-- we're going to have so much fun that you won't care about some silly little bitch who broke your heart!"
Luke chortled. "Damn, Auntie Deb! You got claws today!"
I made a scratching motion with my nails, swiping at the air. "Nobody hurts my baby and gets away with it. Now, hurry up and get in the car!"
The boys packed their luggage into the trunk, then climbed into the backseat. Since I was a bit shorter than my sister, Tom knew to sit behind me so that he would get extra leg room. It was not our first trip together -- but if all went to plan, I knew that it would surely be the most memorable.
I played music that I knew Tom would like in an effort to keep his mind off of the girl that had been dumb enough to let him go.
It took half an hour or so for him to come to come out of his funk. Once he did, I was reminded of the charming young man I had raised. When I heard him start playfully arguing with Luke in the backseat, I knew he was back to his normal self.
We drove for another hour, leaving the city behind for the open highway. It eventually morphed into long, winding back roads - a sign of how close we were getting to the cottage. The apartment complexes and subdivisions that had once flanked us gave way to trees and large, towering rocks -- some of which were the size of a small house.
After passing a dozen or so smoke shops -- each one advertising cheaper cigarettes than the last -- we turned down a dirt road which led to our cottage's driveway. It was a bit out of the way, but we liked that.
The driveway was shrouded in lofty trees whose leaves shielded us from the sunlight. With that canopy covering us, there was no breeze to alleviate the warmth that surrounded us as we unpacked the car.
We carried all of our belongings into the cottage and settled in. The mommies stocked the fridge with everything from meat and cheese to various types of beers. The boys half-heartedly helped load snacks into the cupboard, but it was clear that they wanted to be outside in the sun.
Although I was confident that Tom - and, based on the stories from my sister, Luke as well - would be on board with our plan, I wanted to be absolutely sure. I figured that I could have a bit of fun while doing so: two birds, one stone.
I suggested to the boys that they to go wait for us down by the dock with a couple of towels and their swimsuits, promising that we would join them shortly. Tom insisted on continuing to help us unpack, but Luke was quick to pull him out of the cottage before the offer had fully left my lips.
"Just go get comfortable," I insisted to my son before his cousin dragged him out the door. The two of them descended the flight of wooden stairs that lead to the dock faster than I could blink.
Cleo closed the fridge behind me. "What was that about? We could use the extra hands."
I turned to her, my eagerness revealed by the impossibly large grin plastered on my face. "We can do it later. I think it's time we put our new bikinis on."
Her face lit up and she clapped her hands excitedly. "Yes! Deb, you're a genius! I can't wait to see the look on their faces!" Suddenly, the responsibility of stocking the fridge became entirely unimportant in lieu of a secret fashion show.
The swimsuits in question had been purchased specifically for that weekend, and they did not look anything like the rest of the one-pieces in my wardrobe at home. I had selected a red number just for Tom's enjoyment; it was his favorite color, after all.
Cleo had similarly picked out a bright blue suit to tantalize her own boy. The idea of slipping into them filled us with giddy excitement, so we rushed into our respective bedrooms to get changed.
I emerged first, and used the extra time to admire myself in the bathroom mirror. I had tried on the suit once at home already, but wearing it that day felt completely different.
Its cups were hardly doing their job, and left more than half of my gigantic, cream-colored globes uncovered. They should have sat comfortably within the cups, like a hammock for them to rest in. Instead, they were held in place only by the string around my neck and the sheer tightness with which I secured the garment to my body. Such tension made the massive mounds bulge out and ooze around the edges, straining to burst from their restrictive prison. One wrong move, and both of them would come spilling out of any crack that they could find.
Cleo opened her door and stepped out to catch me checking myself out. "Vanity, thy name is Deborah."
I rolled my eyes. "Come and stand next to me."
She joined me in the bathroom so that both of our scantily clad reflections were framed by the mirror. Cleo looked fantastic, too. She was a few inches taller, and more slender as a result. Her bikini was showing off all the time she spent in the gym toning her stomach,
Thanks to our mother's genes, she'd also been gifted with a pair of "well-above-average" boobs, though her suit did a slightly better job of securing them. There was no disputing that I had her beat in the titty department.
The trade-off, which she would frequently rub in my face, was a bubble butt that gave her lower body the shape of a succulent pear. On more than one occasion, I had seen her knock things off tables from turning around too quickly. She would often joke that she could wedge her entire arm between her cheeks until just her elbow was sticking out, though I had never seen her perform said party trick.
Look at the way her butt swallowed up her bikini bottoms! I thought, realizing that it hadn't actually been a joke. I literally could not see what I assumed was a thin strip of blue fabric attaching the bottoms' waistband to their crotch.
If we had been anywhere but the privacy of our cottage, our outfits would have never made the cut. Since we were intent on triggering the switches in our son's brains that made them irreversibly horny, they were a necessity.
Someone opened the door to the screened-in porch. That telltale noise was followed by footsteps approaching the sliding glass door that connected said porch to the main cottage, where Cleo and I were still drooling over our new wardrobe.
Tom stepped inside and scanned the counter in search of something. We waited patiently for him to notice us, staying quiet so that he would stumble upon our big surprises naturally.
"Mom, have you seen my sunglasses?" he asked, too distracted to notice the half-naked mommies waiting to be discovered.
"I don't know, sweetheart," I called out in a seductive coo. "Have you looked for them over here?"
Tom performed a cinematically perfect double take, fluctuating between us and the kitchen before the gears in his head started to turn. With a jaw that hung down to the floor, he swung his head back to us and stared. "Why are... w-what are you wearing?"
Rather than answer him, I laid a hand on my sister's shoulder. "Tommy and I will bring the snacks down, Cleo. Why don't you head down and talk to Luke for a minute?"
She winked at me. "Great idea. Don't take too long."
Tom watched her walk out onto the porch, his eyes glued to her while she descended the wooden staircase that led to the dock.
I cleared my throat to call his attention back to me. "Do you like my suit, sweetheart?"
The poor boy was a deer in headlights. "Y-yeah, I guess. It's really... um..." Tom trailed off, his mind helplessly adrift the very second I started jiggling my tits back and forth in my hands, acting as though I were weighing melons at the grocery store.
They wobbled in my palms, putting him in a deep trance. I turned around and stuck out my ass, arching my back to accentuate its curve. "You don't think it's too small for me? What about the back side?"
"It's... wow."
"I was afraid it might be too tiny. Just tell me if-- oh, I know! One second, honey." I bent over even further, folding my arms on the counter so I could bring my head level with my waist. "If I bend over like this, can you see Mommy's pussy?"
Tom was too stunned to move a muscle. Even the ones in his jaw struggled to function. "M-mommy's what?"
"Did you hear what I said, sweetheart?"
"Your... pu-- er, pussy?"
I craned my neck to peek over my shoulder and winked at him. "Is something wrong?"
He swallowed the lump in his throat. "I've never seen you wear something like this."
I stood up straight and rolled my shoulder as though I had been simply stretching, rather than showing off. "Well, if you're a good boy and help me carry the snacks downstairs, maybe you'll get to see me wearing less."
Tom was both stunned and speechless. I walked past him and out the door, pretending I had not said anything out of the ordinary.
I loaded a few beers and suntan lotion into a small cooler that we had left on the counter. Eventually, Tom snapped out of his stupor and grabbed a couple of bags of chips and pretzels. I left the cottage first, and he came slogging behind me like a zombie. I felt his captivated stare burning holes into me for the entire traipse down to the dock, where Cleo was already flirting with her own bug-eyed boy.
It seemed neither of them could believe how aggressively sexual we were being, and I could not blame them. Based on how Luke was already letting his mom sit in his lap -- something I had never seen them do before -- I figured that he was enjoying the show as much as Tom was.
I slumped into the red, wooden chair on the dock next to Luke and Cleo. Within seconds, Tom was obediently serving us refreshments from the tiny cooler. There were still two chairs left unoccupied next to us, but Cleo seemed comfortable with her spot. Tom, on the other hand, was standing around awkwardly - fearfully, even, as though he were waiting for the other shoe to drop.
Cleo sat sideways in her son-as-chair with her toes resting right next to my elbow. She poked me with them, and shot me a glance over the top of her sunglasses. I gave her a nod; the game was on.
"Sweetheart," I called to Tom with an enchanting tone, "can you come rub some lotion on my shoulders? The sun is awfully hot."
He lumbered behind me and grabbed the bottle. I sat up straight so that he could reach my shoulders, and lifted my flowing blonde hair out of the way. I found it adorable how violently his hands shook; he must have been incredibly anxious. Some women may have been put off by that nervousness, but I considered it the highest of compliments.
"Let me move this darn string out of your way." I referred to the knot that was somehow managing to keep my breasts from exploding out of the taut bikini top, in defiance of at least one of the laws of physics.
Rather than move it out of his way, as he likely expected me to do, I pinched one end of the string and pulled it until it loosened. It came undone instantly, thanks in part to the weight of my breasts pulling it forward with the sudden release of tension. My cumbersome tits fell free from their loose-fitting cover and slapped against my belly with a resounding smack.
I threw the bikini top onto the dock, then sat back in my chair. I casually soaked in the warmth of the sun while my exposed breasts soaked in the eager, unwavering stare of our two boys.
Tom took a deep breath. "Mom? Your boobs..."
I flashed my son a warm smile. "I know, honey. Do you like them?"
Luke shuffled in his seat, equally fascinated by my nudity. He was fixated on my breasts, but did not dare speak in case it ruined a serendipitous windfall.
Tom could not hold back his curiosity any longer, and finally cracked under the pressure of my methodical teasing. "What the hell is going on?" It was quite an assertive stance for one to take while gawking at their mother's tits.
I had planned for that moment. I tugged on Tom's hand, pulling him in front of me so that I could look him in the eyes.
He took a seat in the chair opposite me, which was a smart choice given that his trembling legs were poised to buckle at any moment. I wagered that if anything would do it, it would be the grand revelation of what I had in store for him.
"I'll make you a deal. I'll tell you the whole story, as long as you promise not to interrupt. When I'm done, all you need to say is yes, or no. Okay?"
Tom nodded.
Cleo combed her fingers through Luke's hair and kissed the side of his head. "You too listen too, muffin. This is for both of you."
Luke could not even muster the fortitude to nod, but he looked to me like he wanted to know.



No detail could be spared; they needed to know everything. I launched into a half-prepared monologue and lectured the boys for several uninterrupted minutes. There was so much to say that my mouth ran dry before I was done, so Cleo picked up where I had left off and finished for me.
When we were done, the boys went quiet for a while. Tom, with his brow tightly furrowed, was the first to break the silence.
"Can I just... why not do it with Dad? Why me? Why us?"
All I could do was speak from my heart. "I don't want your dad's child -- not this time. I want yours, honey. I love you so much, and I know I can't stop you from moving out into the world now that you're growing up. I want a beacon of that love that will remind me of how much I love you every time I look at her."
"Or him," Tom countered.
I smiled. "Or him. We thought about waiting until tomorrow to tell you, but we only have a few days up here."
"Besides, you guys deserve it," Cleo chimed in. "Think of it as a present for finishing university!"
Tom was still in shock, but his smile widen as he came to terms with reality. "I can't believe this is happening. Do you have any idea how long I've wanted this?"
I blew him a kiss. "Of course I do. A mother always knows. Do you really think that, at my age, I haven't learned to lock the bathroom when I take a shower?"
Luke chuckled and pointed at his embarrassed cousin, delighted by the shade of pink Tom had turned. "Busted!"
Cleo swatted her impetuous son. "Hush! Did you think it was an accident when I left my bedroom door open while I was changing?"
Luke chewed the inside of his cheek and sank down into his chair. "Oops. Double busted."
She kissed the top of his head. "Wide open, muffin."
"Boys, seriously. This isn't a trick; it's not a trap. Your mother and I love the two of you more than life itself. It might be a little weird--"
"A little?" Luke quipped.
"--and I know you two clowns are always the first to make a joke out of an awkward situation--"
"Guilty as charged!" he continued.
"--but this is serious." I shot him a stern look.
He looked down at his feet, shuffling awkwardly. "Sorry, Aunt Deb."
My expression softened. "It's okay, Lukey. Do you know what would make it up to me? If you gave me a little kiss."
Tom snapped to attention. "Wait, what? Mom, you said--"
"I know what I said. I want you, honey, to get me pregnant. That doesn't mean we can't all have a little fun while we're up here, too."
I did not want to have a single doubt in my mind as to who would be the father of my baby. That said, Cleo and I had already discussed putting everything else on the table. When it came to our respective nephews, we'd permitted each other anything that wouldn't get us pregnant.
Cleo piped up, arguing in my defence. "Think of it as a fun way to break the ice!"
I climbed out of the chair so Tom could take my place in it. Once he was sitting down, Cleo slithered over to him and sat sideways in his lap, just as she had with Luke.
I strode over to my nephew, his cheeks as red as fire, and slowly lowered myself onto his lap. Cleo's plump rear had kept his legs warm like a weighted quilt, making his lap a welcoming spot for me to slide myself into.
The boys exchange a knowing look. It was one of jealousy, but understanding. Their eyes said, "If you get to kiss my mom, then I get to kiss your mom!"
Luke blushed. "Hi, Aunt Deb."
"For this weekend, Lukey," I said as I put one of my arms around his neck, "call me Deborah, okay?"
I knew there was almost no chance of snapping him out of his habit of calling me by that name, and had made the comment as more of a gesture towards informality. In truth, having my familial title uttered by my nephew moments before making out with him had flooded my pussy with juice.
I leaned in and pressed my nose against his, keeping my lips less than an inch away from his mouth. His hot, mint-scented breath coiled against my nostrils. I had never been that close to him before, and my heart began to race. I raked my fingernails through his short, black hair so I could lovingly caress his head. I brushed a finger behind his earlobe, then parted my lips.
Luke closed the remaining distance between us, sealing his lips against mine in a way that would have made the rest of our family gasp in shame. I moaned without a hint of subtlety. I wanted it, and I wanted him to know. I opened my lips slightly and lashed my tongue against his closed mouth, removing any argument that it was a common kiss between family members.
I slithered my tongue between his lips, eagerly wrestling with his the moment I was inside. He sucked in a sharp breath, startled by my sudden intrusion, but quickly found his footing. His fat, slimy tongue danced with mine; they sloppily tumbled over each other in a depraved waltz that rivaled every scrap of passion that my husband had thrown my way in the previous two years combined.
I bit softly on his lower lip and pulled on it a little, teasing him with a hint of pain only to swoop in with a fervent kiss to make it all better.
Luke matched my energy. His hand was resting on my thigh, and was moving it further and further towards my ass as we continued to make out like horny teenagers.
His cock had grown hard enough to jab into my thigh, making no effort to hide its avid excitement. I wondered if Tom, too, was poking my sister with his erection. We had wondered for years which of them had a bigger penis, and I found it funny that we were gathering evidence in reverse.
I don't even know how big Tom is, but I can already tell his cousin is packing! If he's anything like Luke, then I'm in for a hell of a weekend.
I could hear Cleo smooching my son right next to us, and, based on the sounds of their salacious face-sucking, there was not a single disappointed party on the dock at that moment.
Cleo cheered triumphantly. "I knew it! I knew Tommy would be a good kisser."
I broke my kiss with Luke, and used my tongue like a blade to sever the tiny tether of saliva that stretched between our slickened lips. "Wait until you get your mouth on your son."
Any hint of subtlety had gone out the window, prompting Luke to ask "Does that mean you're going to suck our dicks, too?"
Cleo and I broke into a fit of sisterly giggles. We had raised gentlemen, but even the kindest of hearts can sometimes ask the bluntest questions.
I kissed my nephew on the cheek. "Would you like that?"
He nodded frantically. "Fuck yes, we would! Tom, am I crazy? I'm not crazy, right?"
Tom chortled. "Not even a little bit, man. This is the greatest day of my fucking life!"
As much as I enjoyed being in Luke's strong, powerful arms, they were not the ones that I longed to be held in. I was envious of my sister, but it only lasted for a second. When I saw the grin on Tom's face, there was only room in my heart for happiness.
Nothing brings a mother more pleasure than the sight of her boy with a big, goofy smile across his handsome face. Heaven itself could not have dragged me back to the city. I was where I belonged, with the man I felt that I most belonged to. All that was left to do was to let him put a baby in me.
I stood up. "Are we just gonna sit here all day, or are we gonna do what we came here to do?"
Once I had climbed out of my nephew's lap, the consequences of our slovenly kiss were made obvious. Tom was the first to notice, and did not let civility stop him from bluntly announcing it to anyone within earshot.
He pointed to the noticeable bulge in Luke's shorts. "Dude, you got hard from kissing my mom!"
My heart swelled with pride, thriving on the knowledge that I could - with a relatively small touch - give such a rigorous erection to a man half my age.
Cleo rolled her eyes and begrudgingly got off of my son. Then she, too, pointed to his crotch to reveal that Luke was not the only one suffering from a powerful rush of blood to his cock. "And what's this, smart guy?"
Luke's jaw dropped. "I fucking knew it! You got hard, too!"
Tom grinned sheepishly, forming deep dimples in his cheeks. "This entire day feels like a dream!"
I saw the opportunity to take our conversation to the bedroom and pounced on it. "Well, then. Shall we make it into more of a fantasy?"
Luke's attention was piqued. "How do you mean?"
Cleo caught on immediately, and batted her eyelashes seductively. "By going upstairs and letting you fuck us, sugar."
Tom turned to me and, with his eyes so wide that I could see more white than iris, begged for me to agree with my sister. "Really? Right now?"
I shrugged as casually as my racing heart would allow. "Unless you want to wait a few more hours. What do you boys think?"
They instantly shot out of their chairs like there were magnets in their cocks that had pulled them to their feet, with the opposite pole awaiting them inside. The phrase "boys will be boys" had never felt more accurate.
Cleo was hot on their heels. I was close behind, delayed by a few seconds in order to grab my bikini top and put it back on.
The anticipation building in my gut as I ascended the stairs leading to the cottage was comparable to a shuttle launch. Gravity was an enemy; my limbs grew heavier with each wooden step that passed underfoot. I had waited so long for that day to come, but could never have prepared for the intense mixture of anxiety and excitement that I felt upon crossing the threshold into the cottage.
I gave my sister one last, knowing nod before we closed the doors to our respective bedrooms. I took Tom's hand and guided us over to the foot of the bed so we could sit down. At last, I was alone with the one person whose company I longed for beyond all else.
I rubbed his thigh, hoping to impart some familiar comfort. "Hi, honey."
The poor boy could hardly look at me, and his voice warbled nervously when he spoke. "Are you sure you wanna do this, Mom?"
"Look at me, Tommy." I laid a finger on his chin and gently turned his head towards me. He was reluctant, but did not fight me. "I want this more than anything in the world -- but only if you do, too."
"I do."
That was all I needed to hear.
I leaned forward so that our foreheads touched, and brushed the tip of my nose against the bridge of his. The contact gave him just enough courage to kiss me. It was nothing more than a peck on the lips, reminiscent of the brief smooches I used to give him every morning before he boarded the bus to school.
I knew it would fall on me to lead our foray into new territory, since he was too nervous to take the reins himself. I kissed him again, that time ensuring that I lingered long enough for him to get used to the sensation.
I gingerly nibbled on his lower lip, pulling it down a little bit so that I could slither my tongue into the opening. He gasped in surprise just like his cousin had, but he was quick to match my tempo. Our tongues writhed together, wiggling happily in the darkness of their slippery den.
Tom returned my passionate lip lock with equal intensity, dropping his guard once anticipation had given way fully to action. We eagerly swapped spit, gnawing at each other's mouths with flailing tongues that refused to sit still.
I groaned louder than I'd meant to, but I could not be bothered to restrain myself. The lust that I had supressed for the better part of decade was bubbling to the surface, and trying to contain it was a hopeless endeavour. My face flushed with heat, and soon that same warmth trickled down my body to the hungry maw that drooled between my legs.
The nervous energy that had once haunted me had melted away. All that remained was raw, sinful excitement.
Tom released a pent up breath, and some of the tension in his body unwound. "Can I see your boobs again, Mom?"
I was delighted, to say the least. I missed having someone express such a desire to see my breasts. I pulled away from him and laid a hand on his chest to feel his rapid heartbeat. "You wanna see them again, sweetheart?"
Tom gulped. "God, yes."
I sat back and untied my bikini top, but held the cups in front of my breasts to drag out the inevitable reveal. I jostled them back and forth a few times, making waves in my skin to further enthrall him. I feared that his eyes would dry out before his body forced him to blind, for it didn't seem like he'd ever do so voluntarily.
When I was convinced he could take no more, I finally put an end to the drawn-out display. I dropped the red garment all at once, simultaneously releasing several hefty pounds of wobbling tit flesh to fall out and smack against my tummy.
Tom's jaw hit the floor. He was unsure of where to look first, his eyes bouncing back and forth between each of the dangling udders. "J-Jesus Christ, Mom."
I recalled having seen an expression of similar glee on his face when returning home on Halloween nights with a pillowcase full of candy. Just as he had eagerly scanned his loot after a hard night of trick-or-treating, so, too, did his gaze wander my breasts.
He reached out with both hands, his voice cracking when he asked, "Can I..."
"Touch them?" I leaned forward so that my tits were less than an inch from his outstretched fingers. "Of course, honey."
Into each of his palms, he took a handful of loose flesh and gently kneaded it. His awestruck expression broke into a toothy grin, the corners of which grew wider with each passing squeeze. When he dug in with his fingers, the piles of soft dough spilled over and molded around them, encasing them in a boob cocoon.
I adored being fondled with such curiosity. Even when my husband had touched me in the years leading up to that weekend, the time of such wide-eyed exploration had been long behind us.
Tom, on the other hand, was enamoured with every tiny detail that he stumbled across. He thoroughly studied each new discovery, his favourite of which seemed to be the pupil-sized mole on the outside of my right breast. He took an extra second to brush his thumb over the tiny, brown spot.
His mouth was dry, but he could not contain his fascination. "Wow. I didn't even know that was there."
I chuckled, the act of which made my tits jiggle in his hands. "How would you, honey? With the exception of a few minutes ago, you haven't seen me topless since... well, you know."
"Since I peeked at you in the shower, you mean?" Tom filled in the blanks. "Did you really do that on purpose?"
"Yeah, and I'm glad I did. That's the only reason we're here now."
He grinned. "You mean here, with your boobs in my hands?"
I beamed with pride. "Exactly. Now, are you going to play with them all day? Or are we going to do something about that?" I pointed to the tent in his shorts.
Tom blushed. "I love your tits, Mom. I can't help it!"
To further prove his infatuation, he pushed my boobs together with both hands. They met in the center of my chest, forming a long crease between them that was the perfect size for him to insert his face. His leaned in to kiss my sternum, flanking the sides of his head with my boobs so he wore them as pair of floppy, oversized earmuffs.
"I don't want you to help it, silly." I insisted. "I want you to help yourself-- to whatever you want."
He did not even bother pretending to make eye contact. "So big, so soft..." His mind was not even in the gutter; it was gone completely!
"Is that all you want to see?"
I could practically see Tom's heart beating through his chest. It proved that he had been waiting years for that question, but that words were beyond him.
He froze, giving me just enough time pull away and escape his grasp. I laid back on the bed and spread my legs. The allure of my red bikini bottoms stretched tight over my pussy mound was strong enough to pull his attention away from my tits, but it was a close contest.
He reached out to touch my pussy, but I snapped my legs shut. "Nuh uh, mister. You first!"
Tom tore off his clothes as though they were burning his skin. In less than two blinks of an eye, my son was completely nude, with his shirt and pants scattered around the room. He stood at the foot of the bed with his cock jutting out in front of him, waiting for permission to get back onto the bed.
I wanted to give him the go ahead, but I was too stunned to even blink. I could not help myself from gasping when his dick - a rigid, pulsating tendon of pure muscle - bobbed into view. Dark blue veins mapped its magnificent length, leading towards the engorged helmet at the very tip.
I made that, I thought to myself, relishing in the pride of having created something so spectacular. He, and that gigantic dong, came out of me.
There had been too many years of separation between us, and it was finally time for him to return home once again.
"You next, Mom," he commanded, not wasting any time on pleasantries.
I kicked my toes in the air, acting the helpless maiden in need of a big, strong man to assist me. "Will you take them off for me, please?"
I did not need to ask twice. Hell, I'd barely had to ask once!
Tom knelt on the mattress and gripped the sides of my underwear. He took his time removing them, peeling the wet fabric off of my pussy as slowly as his shaking hands would allow. I stuck my legs straight into the air; with a final tug, he exposed my pussy.
"Whoa," he exclaimed.
I felt blood pool in my cheeks. "That's what I hoped you'd say."
I wanted him to look -- to see the most vulnerable, forbidden part of me, soaking me in with wanton disregard for societal taboo. I spread myself as wide as I could, stretching my legs out in either direction to give my son what he craved.
I had not shaved in years. Tom's father was indifferent to the hair, and I did not like the hassle of ritualistically removing it. In order to make that weekend special for my son, I had elected to have a professional tidy me up so that I looked as presentable as possible. I wanted his first impression to stick, and I could tell right away that he liked what he saw.
I had not gone completely bare; I thought that it looked tacky on a woman my age. Instead, I had chosen to have it shaped into a large triangle. It was not a particularly raunchy choice - my sister had talked me out of the crescent moon shape that I'd initially liked - but it suited my pussy quite well.
The flat bottom of the triangle sat just below my tummy, and the pointed tip was aimed directly at my slit, as if to say, "Here, please!" The hair itself was coloured such a deep, earthy brown that it could be easily mistaken for black in certain lighting. Since it had not been trimmed often, the densely packed bush of was too thick to see through. Not a hint of my fair skin peeked through.
Tom licked his lips. "Did you do this for me?"
I nodded. "Do you like it? I wanted to do something special."
"It's fucking beautiful. You are beautiful, Mom." He stared for a few more seconds, mindlessly stroking his cock, completely unaware that I was watching him do it.
I could not imagine the thoughts that must have been weighing on his mind, and curiosity overcame me. "Whatcha thinking about, handsome?"
Without so much as a hiccup in his pace, Tom announced with certainty, "I want to fuck you."
I bit my lip, shrugging my shoulders casually. "Then what are you waiting for, sweetheart? Come and fuck me."
Tom crawled onto the bed, his muscular body eclipsing the sunlight coming through the window when he towered over top of me. My stomach jumped into my throat.
He parked himself between my outstretched legs, then used them as reins to pull me closer to him. I gasped when he yanked me out of place, but was quickly silenced by the thumping of his fat cock head against my pussy mound. Tom used his dick as a mallet to thud against the chubby, moss-covered hill, making salacious slapping sounds that made me jump a little each time they rang in my ears.



Without touching his dick, I reached down and pulled apart my pussy lips, spreading the juicy folds to unveil the wet, pink meat at the center. Even with him in the dominant position, I had tricks up my sleeve to maintain control.
I batted my eyelashes. "It's not nice to keep a lady waiting, young man."
"Fuck, Mom." Tom instantly stopped smacking his dick against my mound. He was putty in my hands, waiting to be shaped.
The head of his cock pushed forward, lodging between my petals so that they caressed the fat knob on either side. The helmet trudged through the slimy moat a few times, sliding back and forth until it was glistening with a thick layer of my juices.
"Push," I begged with my mouth hanging open. "Push, baby."
True to the obedient little boy he'd always been - the one that I'd raised -- Tom followed my instructions and urged his hips forward. His dick plunged into me, tunneling through the wet, fleshy corridor in one smooth motion.
I felt that familiar fullness -- the one that I had waited years to enjoy again. Then, to my naive surprise, he kept going. I released a startled gasp, unprepared for another girthy portion of dick to follow that which had already been stuffed into me.
I'd already known Tom was bigger than his father, but actually feeling him stretch me apart -- feeling that bulging knob sink deeper into my belly than any man had gone before - convinced me that I'd never be satisfied with any other ever again.
A bubble of pressure grew in my tummy, and it took only one push for him to pop it when he rapidly sunk to the bottom. His hips were pressed flat against me, with his balls clenched so tight to his body that they felt like a tiny stress ball lodged between my ass cheeks.
I squealed, my face contorting into a litany of profane, unmotherly expressions. My eyes unfocused, turning my vision into a blurry haze that I was too charmed to fight against. "Ohhh my G-- fuck! Fuck, Tommy!"
He froze, but made no indication that he was going to pull out unless he had to. He locked his elbows, holding himself in place by the support of two quivering forearms. "Are you okay?"
"S-slow, please," I begged.
"Am I too big?"
I forced my eyes to stop fluttering for long enough that Tom's face came back into focus, then tried to put on a brave face for him. "No, honey. Just... just big enough."
I wrapped my legs around his butt, pulling him into me. His dick could go no further, and so the puffy head - inflated to a tremendous size - flattened out against my cervix. The pressure was simply exhilarating, but what I truly longed for was to be closer to him.
I looped my arms around his neck and pulled until he got the hint. He relaxed, unlocking his elbows so that I could drag him down to eye level with me. I adored the weight of his body covering mine, pinning me to the mattress while his dick throbbed happily inside of me.
I raked my fingers across his scalp, combing his tousled blond hair. I admired that he still hadn't begun to thrust, obediently abiding by my request to slow down. He seemed to be waiting for another hint, so I gave him one in the form of a short, powerful pussy hug. I clamped down, narrowing my walls so that they collapsed around him, vacuum sealing his cock within the snug borrow.
Tom bellowed a mighty groan. "Fuck, Mom. How are you squeezing me so tightly?"
I treated him to another series of quick clenches. "You mean these?"
"Y-yeah, that," he whimpered pathetically, betraying the fact that he was already - after only a few short seconds - reaching his limit.
I brushed a piece of hair, matted with light sweat, out of his face. "Those squeezes are just my pussy telling your dick how happy she is to see him again."
I was elated to discover the ease with which I could manipulate him. With nothing more than the compression of my cunt muscles, I had already milked him to humility. He was returned to his primal state: a blubbering baby held in his mother's arms, begging for her to relieve him.
For the second time in his entire life, Tom plugged my birth canal and stretched it as wide as he could, though feeling his cock slide into me was decidedly different than giving birth to him. They were both similar experiences, and yet, they felt as though they served completely different purposes.
Pushing him out two decades ago had separated us after nine months of cherished unity, but that night - as he throbbed against the mouth of my womb - we were finally reunited in body and spirit.
Tom grimaced, appearing to hold back a great sneeze. "Mom, I'm already close."
I purred calmly, soothing his soul. "It's okay, honey. That's the point, remember?"
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," he chanted senselessly, adrift in a sea of pleasure.
It was a special moment for us both, but his hypnotic determination was so adorable that I could not stop myself from giggling. "Are you ready to knock me up, baby? Can you do that for me?"
His furrowed brow told me that, were he to pull back, the sensation of my walls caressing him on the way out would push him over the edge. He had not even gotten to fuck me -- not the way I wanted him to. I had not expected that our first time together would last long, but was still surprised to find that one thrust was all he could bear.
Tom's body tensed up, his toes digging into the sheets as he pushed his body into me as deep as it would go. "I'm ready, I'm ready, I'm-- oh, ooooh fuck!"
His announcement was not a moment too soon. Before he reached the end of his blabbering, the force of his orgasm shocked his system into paralysis. With the exception of whatever pushed out his loud, bassy bellow - and his semen, directly into my cunt -- his body went as stiff as a board.
Ropes of hot, sticky cum flooded my pussy, igniting a craving within me - to the point of pathetic obsession - for his seed in my belly. I was a wolf to the moon, howling as my son emptied an entire generation of babies into my waiting womb.
We ground together, bucking our hips in unison to coax thick cables of glue out of him. We were a writhing pile of appendages that clamoured to express, through tightly gripped fingers and tensely wound muscles, the depths of our passion.
Tom dug his teeth into my neck, chanting a single word. "Mommy, Mommy, Mommy..."
Ironically, I did not feel like his mother in that moment, yet the invocation of the familial title seemed to be his entire focus. Each utterance beckoned him forward, lulling him into a deep, meditative trance.
I rubbed his shoulders in wide, calming circles. "Good boy, just like that. Let it all out."
Tom had completely collapsed onto my chest, his face still buried against my neck, where he planted a series of small kisses. "I've never cum like that in my entire life."
I kissed the top of his head. "First of many, sweetheart."
"This is insane. Shouldn't this feel weird?"
I blew a steady stream of cool air against the beads of sweat that peppered his hairline. "Probably. Does it?"
He finally raised his head to look at me, studying my eyes. "Not even a little. I might have just gotten you pregnant, and it feels, like..."
I found the word for him. "Natural?"
He nodded, a cheeky grin spreading onto his face. "Natural. Exactly."
We made out for a while, pawing at each other's naked bodies in the muggy heat that hung in the air.
His semen was mixing with the thick glaze of nectar that coated the inside of my pussy. Every throb churned the concoction further into a thick syrup for his dick to marinate in while it slowly softened. It took a few minutes before that actually happened, giving us plenty of time to stew in the afterglow.
I would have stayed suspended in time until the two of us eventually withered away from starvation, content to feed on nothing more than the aura of each other's body. That sentiment was not shared by my sister.
As far as I could tell, to my horror, she had been standing outside the door waiting for us to finish. Once we had, there was nothing to stop her from crashing the party.
Cleo knocked on the door as she opened it, taking both me and Tom by surprise. Truth be told, it was hard to stay mad at her intrusion when she was practically buzzing with infectious energy.
With no respect for personal boundaries, she leapt knees-first onto the bed. The impact made the mattress shake, the force of which made Tom's dick slide in and out of me a few times-- effectively fucking me with his semi-hard cock right next to my sister. "Oh my god! We did it! We fucking did it, Deb!"
I felt him try to pull away, driven by instinct to shield his nudity from his peeping aunt. I tightened my leg lock around his thighs, and leaned in close to his ear so that Cleo would not hear me whisper to him.
"Stay, stay, stay." It was part begging, and part command. I was not ready to be empty just then, but I was ready to empty my frustrations onto my sister for her disgraceful entrance.
I turned to her with a scowl. "We're not done yet, Cleo!"
She looked puzzled, and pointed to the spot where our bodies were connected. "He didn't cum?"
I rolled my eyes. "Of course he did! But, he's still... you know what I mean!"
Cleo crouched down and hugged our interconnected bodies, making it clear that she wanted to test our boundaries. With all that I knew was ahead of us, I decided it might be better for me to encourage her - or at least not actively discourage her anymore.
She sat back and clapped her hands together. "You two look so fucking perfect -- like you're made for each other."
She flopped back and pumped her fists in the air, which was quite the turnaround from the woman who had been so anxious on the ride up. It seemed to me that whatever weight had been previously laid on her shoulders had been lifted. All that remained was pure, unadulterated happiness.
I reached over and held Cleo's hand, the act of which breathed new life into Tom's fading erection with a telltale throb. I instantly shot him a concerned look, asking with my eyes, "Did I just feel that, mister?" I supposed that he liked the look of two sisters happily holding hands while one of them clenched themselves around his cock.
I turned to Cleo. "Was it worth the wait?"
"Deb, I'm serious when I say this: Tommy was right. This is the greatest day of my life. Sorry that I just barged in, but--"
In unison, we said, "It's fine."
She sensed our sarcasm, but waved us off anyway. "Oh, come on. We're gonna have to get used to seeing each other naked. Otherwise, the whole weekend is gonna be a wash. Luke! Come in here!"
My son's eyes widened with fear. "I'm still naked!"
"So is he, sugar. This is important. Can't have you boys being all weird after you fucked your moms."
I scoffed. "That is one hell of a sentence."
Luke peered around the doorframe, still hiding most of his body out in the hallway. "Do I have to, Mom?"
Tom joined in. "Seriously, Aunt Cleo. I'm still, like, still kind of hard, too. I don't really--"
Cleo cut him short with a wave of her hand. "Time to rip the bandage off. Let's go!"
Luke stepped inside, still naked, with cum glistening on his dick. Cleo had clearly been so excited to reunite our foursome that she had not bothered to do her cleanup duty.
Tom propped himself up on his hands and looked at his cousin, his dick twitching in my pussy with each small movement. Their solemn stares slowly morphed into mischievous grins as the reality of their situation settled in.
"Dude..."
"Dude?"
"Bro, I mean--"
"Yeah. Like, come on."
"No way."
"It's crazy!"
They had their own secret language -- albeit a stupid one -- that we mommies did not speak. Truly, there was no mistaking their relation.
I tapped my son on the shoulder, indicating for him to roll off of me. "Make some room; we need to let it settle."
Tom scooted off the bed so his aunt could climb on. One she was, we both lifted our legs so that our knees were up by our chins, then hooked our arms underneath our knees to hold them in place. It was a yoga position known as "baby pose," and we employed it to the confused stares of our sons.
"What is this?" Luke asked.
Cleo, having been the one to research the best methods to ensure pregnancy, was quick to answer. "It increases the chances of conception, Lukey."
I smiled warmly at my son, hoping that he felt as satisfied as I did, despite the unintended visit from his cousin. "Just give us a few minutes. Then, we can go out on the boat, if you guys want to."
The boys walked down the hall. They whispered excitedly to each other as they headed to the fridge for - knowing my son - a bottle of orange Gatorade. As far as they were concerned, their part was over for a while.
For me and Cleo, the act of letting their baby batter pool around our cervixes was an important part of ensuring that we actually got pregnant. I doubted that we would do it every time they came inside us, but at least for the first time, it felt like a ceremonial way to celebrate the success of having gotten both of our sons onboard with our plan. In the worst-case scenario, we would have to repeat the process again and again...
... And then maybe a few more times for good measure.
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CHAPTER 2
The afternoon sun beat down from high overhead. There were not more than a handful of clouds smattering the bright, blue sky, so shade was an ironically hot commodity. There was a light breeze flowing through the open windows of our cozy cottage.
In an effort to make the most out of the nice weather, Cleo had suggested that we take the barge out on the water for lunch. It was not a particularly new model, but it was sturdy. As long as the twin pontoons kept us afloat, we could go anywhere we pleased, which just so happened to be a secluded little spot -which was really just an enormous rock - in the far-off corner of the lake.
My sister and I had gotten back into our bathing suits -- the same ones that the boys had stripped off of us less than an hour prior. Then we'd followed them to the kitchen, where our maternal instincts had told us that they weren't merely thirsty, but hungry as well.
Feeling particularly sensitive to their needs - especially ones that related in any way to them making more baby batter - we divided up our tasks and set to work. I smeared mayonnaise on slices of bread while Cleo packed beer and wine spritzers into a cooler.
Luke was sitting nearby, carefully observing as his mother's gigantic ass cheeks gobbled up the string of her bikini every time she would bend over to put another drink into the cooler. Truth be told, my eyes were being drawn to that same tawdry phenomenon.
I don't think I'm bi-sexual, I thought to myself, but damn! Look at those things!
Each of her cheeks was the size of a pumpkin, and even when I put in some effort, I found their wobbling impossible to ignore.
I shuddered. Jeez, maybe I AM bi!
Tom was slightly less gobsmacked than his cousin, giving him just enough higher brain power to stop ogling our tits and tushies long enough to ask if we needed any help-- though it was a half-hearted request.
With a butter knife in my hand, I turned to him and cocked my head to the side. "Do you really want to help?"
"I mean, yeah. If you--"
"Or--"I cut him off by pointing the knife at him. "--are you just trying to look like a good boy because it makes me want to fuck you?"
My son turned the darkest shade of red that I had ever seen, but the amused smile on his face told me that he did not mind the teasing. "W-what? Why, I would-- I would never!"
Cleo finished packing the cooler and closed the lid, then finally elected to pull her bathing suit out from between her chubby cheeks. "Close your mouth, Tommy. You look like a fish."
Luke chuckled at the expense of his cousin. "She got you, man!"
Tom brushed the comment off with a wave of his hand. "Get it out of your system now. When we're on the boat, you'd all better respect the captain."
Luke saluted him, with his tongue dangling from his mouth to amplify the intended mockery. "Thir, yeth, thir!"
I leapt to my son's rescue. "Are they being mean to you?"
He put on a fake pout, making his lower lip quiver dramatically. "They're such bullies, those two."
I instantly bought in to his impersonation of a pouting child. Since I was such an attentive mother, I knew just what to do to make it all better. I arched my back so that my butt stuck out. "Come over here, honey."
Tom hurried over and wrapped his arms around my tummy, fitting my ass into his crotch when he pulled me in for a hug.
I ground my rump against his cock, which had already begun to harden the moment he had felt my skin against his. "Is that better, Tommy?"
He kissed the back of my neck. "Much better."
I giggled. "I'm happy I could make you feel better." Nothing filled me with glee quite like having his hands on me.
I placed the butter knife on the counter top, then reached down and grabbed onto his wrists so I could redirect them towards my breasts. I plopped his hands down, one on each boob, and squeezed down on top of his fingers with mine.
"There we go," I sang. "Now you can play with Mommy's boobies while she makes lunch!"
Tom moaned in my ear. "Fuck, Mom. They're huge."
I loved that something I had considered a burden for decades could be a simple source of such primal enjoyment for my son. To me, they were just my big ol' boobs. To him, they were the eighth wonder of the world.
Cleo cleared her throat. "Ahem! The sun is not going to wait for you two to stop making goo-goo eyes at each other."
I slapped the final sandwich together and wrapped it in cellophane, then threw it at my bratty sister. "Somebody's jealous."
She stuck her tongue out at me and blew a raspberry. "Boo, you whore. We've got plenty of time to fuck these two tonight. Please let me get some sun."
Luke snickered. "So you want some vitamin D before you get your 'vitamin D,' right?"
Cleo sighed and gave me a defeated look. "I cannot handle another shitty pun without something alcoholic to wash it down."
I blew her a kiss. "Then get your muscle to help my muscle lift the cooler down to the dock."
She snapped her fingers, once at each boy, and directed them to the cooler. "Mush, boys. We've got some boating to do!"
Tom and Luke hauled the cooler down together, one on each side, while we followed behind with our arms empty. To be fair, though, we were carrying something; it was just that the things we were carrying were attached to our chests, and could not be put down. I imagined that the weight of our heavy breasts combined would have outweighed both the cooler and all of its contents.
Every step that we took down the wooden stairs leading to the dock made our tits bounce, as intended. Had we wanted them to be modest, we would have bought something that actually fit us. Instead, both of our tops had just as much soft dough spilling out as they did packed inside.
We stepped off the stairs and onto the soft, molded earth that formed the final pathway to the dock. It was a short stretch, but I had always loved feeling the soft dirt squish under my toes for a brief moment.
I breathed in deeply, savouring the aroma of freshly fallen pine needles on the ground around us until the burn in my lungs begged me to exhale. As a subtle breeze pierced through the bushels of tree branches, I breathed out and felt as though the wind were carrying the air right out of me.
"I love it here," I said to no one in particular.
Cleo rubbed the small of my back with her palm. "Me too, Deb. I think the boys are really happy that we came."
I chuckled. "Well, they're happy that somebody came!"
Our uproarious laughter made birds scatter from the treetops overhead, which only made us laugh more.
"Ahem!" Luke called to us from the dock. "The sun isn't waiting, remember?"
Cleo narrowed her eyes at her son, though I did not think that her menacing stare translated at such a distance. "He's so lucky that he's a good lay."
I swatted her and headed for the dock. "Careful with that logic, or you'll let him get away with anything."
We trotted down to the boat where the boys were waiting for us with a cold drink in hand-- a pineapple spritzer for each of us. Cleo climbed on the boat right away and made for the front of the boat where her son sat. She was curled up in Luke's lap before he had finished opening the wine cooler for her.
She swung her legs over the arm of the chair so she was sitting sideways on his crotch, and rubbed her plump rump against his cock as she rocked side to side. She gave him a quick kiss on the lips, cradling his cheek with one hand, and whispered something into his ear that was not for me or Tommy to hear.
I knew better than to disrespect our illustrious captain with such informality, so I stood with my feet together and clasped my hands in front of my tummy. Using the insides of my elbows, I pushed my breasts into each other until they nearly fell out of my top.
I batter my eyes at Tom. "Permission to come aboard, sir?"
He mouthed the words "Oh, fuck," then said, "Permission granted, Admiral Mommy."
I saluted him, then scurried onboard and practically barrelled him over with how eagerly I jumped into his arms. I, too, gave my son a long, sultry kiss that we struggled very hard to end. If I'd had it my way, we would have fucked right then on the boat.
"Hey!" Luke called from the front of the barge. "Quit kissin' and start the damn boat, Captain!"
He and his mother were less than ten feet away from the steering wheel, which Tom manned with the confidence of someone who had spent his whole life at sea. I loved watching him command the ship, taking it upon himself to shuttle us around safely.
I, of course, sat loyally beside my boy rather than at the front where the sun shone. The captain's seat took the form of a long, cushioned bench with a high back that had plenty of room for a co-pilot.
Above our heads was a canopy that blocked the heat from reaching us. Coupled with the high metal walls that surrounded the perimeter of the boat, the captain's chair had a surprising amount of privacy. Cleo and Luke could see us clearly, but besides them, it felt like we were alone in the world.
Tom was slouched back in the chair, as relaxed as one could be while piloting two tonnes of metal. He had one hand draped over the steering wheel, and a beer dangling loosely between the fingers of the other. His unbuttoned shirt flapped in the light breeze, then was blown open completely when we left the bay and picked up speed on the open water.
He finished his beer and asked if I could swap it for a full one, which I happily did.
I twisted off the cap and handed him the icy bottle with a salute. "Oh Captain, my captain." Just for good measure, I jiggled my tits a couple of times to make them bounce around.
He shook his head with a smile. "At ease, Cadet."
My jaw dropped. "Cadet? I thought I was Admiral Mommy!"
He shrugged, taking an exaggerated swing from his beer before saying, "This ship is a hierarchy. If you want a promotion, you gotta earn it."
Whether or not he knew it, he was playing right into my hands. "Well, how may I show my dedication to the cause, Captain Tommy?"
He pretended to think for a moment, but he was far from a talented actor. "Well, I suppose a blowjob wouldn't hurt."
I innocently sedated him with my wide doe eyes. "Do you want Mommy to suck your cock right now, sweetheart?"
Tom did a double take. "Wait, seriously? But Aunt Cleo is right there!"
We had already covered the necessity of getting comfortable with being naked around each other, but it was not a concept that I expected to stick right away. Tom clearly required further encouragement to come out of his shell, and I figured there was no better time than the present for some good old fashioned exposure therapy.
I shrugged and scooted next to him on the bench so that our thighs touched. "I don't care. Do you care?" I purred to him with the softest tone I could while still being heard over the roar of the engine.
He thought for a second. "It's still a bit weird, but you said we should get comfortable with it, so I can try."
I cooed happily and kissed his cheek. "Good boy! Now, take those cute lil' shorts off so I can get between your legs."
I knew that the metal wall that wrapped around the side of the boat would keep me hidden once I was tucked below the steering console. I was just short enough to fit under the podium, so I crouched down on my butt and slid myself underneath it. Nobody would be able to see -- except for our guests, of course, but they were too busy making out to notice.
Tom shuffled out of his swim trunks and spread his legs apart. He kept his eyes on the water, but watched me out of his peripheral vision. His soft penis twitched happily when I greeted it with a quick kiss, already threatening to pump itself up to the sizable monster that I knew it to be.
"I can't wait to know what your mouth feels like," Tom gushed.
It dawned on me that I had not yet sucked his cock, even though he had fucked me just hours earlier. We were doing things backwards, but that somehow made it even more exciting.
I blew him a kiss. "And I can't wait to taste you, honey."
I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around the soft head, circling it with my tongue to bathe every side. I coiled it around the pulsating knob while it slowly inflated, spiraling my lengthy tongue around it like a prehensile tail. I loved feeling a dick harden in my mouth, so I hugged him tightly with my tongue to ensure I got the full experience of growing my son's cock to its fullest.
It was not long before the bulb had doubled in size. As it expanded, it nudged against the roof of my mouth and flattened my tongue against the bottom, pinning the slimy snake to the floor. I wiggled it underneath the bulging helmet and slid back and forth across the frenulum, tickling the tender bridge of skin.
"Oh, fuck," he groaned. "Is that your tongue?"
I nodded with the head secured between my puffed out lips. "Mmhmm!" I gave him another flutter to prove it.
His jaw hung open, but the corners of his mouth were still turned up in a smile. "I've never felt that before."
I popped the dome, now glistening with saliva, out of the seal my lips had made. "You've never had a blowjob before?"
"I have, but not like this. My girlfriend never did that with her tongue!"
I grabbed his cock by the root and slapped it against my tongue a couple of times. "Mommy's tongue can do lots of fun things."
"Show me, please," he begged.
I pushed my lips into a circle and placed an exaggerated kiss on his head. "Such good manners, honey. How could I possibly say no?"
I spat a gob of saliva on the engorged crown, then gobbled it back into my mouth to spread the thick layer of bubbles over it. I worked the head in and out of my mouth, gulping the large swell between my lips a few times to get used to his size.
Unfortunately for me, it would have taken far more time than we had. I had never sucked a dick as large as his, and his father - who had been my only reference point for over twenty years - did not hold a candle to his son's impressive bulk.
It felt heavy in my mouth, weighing down my tongue with its unwieldy mass. Each pulsation of the swollen bulb made me shiver with delight. I was convinced that the goliath pillar of meat I was slurping on was very much alive with the way it responded to every tiny touch.
The coating of saliva made it easy to work my mouth back and forth over the head, but that was not the issue. What worried me was the dull, aching pain in my jaw that asserted itself far sooner than I had anticipated. I had not thought that holding my mouth open to suck on the tip would be such a challenge, but it was nevertheless one that I knew I would rise to.
I spat Tom's fat cock head out of my mouth and rubbed my wounded jaw to massage away the pain. "Fuck, honey. You're a bit too big for my mouth, I think."
Tom grimaced. "Do we have to stop?"
I felt the same guilt that I'd been stricken with when he'd been a kid, and I would declare that it was time for him to leave the playground. The disappointment on his face had made me want to cave just to bring back his incredible smile, and more often than not he had received the extra ten minutes of playtime that he'd always asked for.
That day on the boat, I knew right away that I would surrender to him in the exact same way. "No, honey," I assured him. "I just needed a little break, that's all. Are we close?"
"Er, not really. I mean, you just started, so--"
I burst out in abrupt laughter, both silencing him and earning a look of confusion in the process. "No, sweetheart, not like that. Are we close?"
He cringed. "Oops, my bad. We're about halfway there, I guess."
I gasped. "Oh, dear! Then I'd better work quickly."
Unbeknownst to us, my laugh had drawn the attention of our company, and they were not the type to keep quiet about what they'd seen when they'd finally taken a break from swapping spit to glance over at us.
"Hey!" Luke whined. "No fair! Tommy's getting head?"
"Thanks, Deb," Cleo sassed. "Now mine is gonna want his dick sucked, too. I haven't even finished my drink!"
I shrugged, unsure if she could even see anything other than my foot sticking out from behind the console. "Maybe if you didn't spend so much time kissing you'd be done with it already."
I knew that Cleo would be unable to resist her son's cajoling once he'd seen the treat that Tom was receiving. It was like waving a toy in front of his face and telling him that he could not play with it. One look at Tom, with his eyes rolling into the back of his skull, had made him envious.
To tease her further, I made an offer that would light a fire under her ass. "You know, Lukey, if you come and sit next to your cousin I can blow both of you at the same time."
I peeked around the side of the console and made a "come hither" motion with my fingers. For added impact, I dropped my jaw and let it hang loose, with my long, slimy tongue dangling from my mouth.
Luke looked to his mother, his eyes wide with hope. "Can I, Mom?" I remembered having a similar conversation many years ago when trying to convince Cleo to let me take the boys go-kart racing. The youthful eagerness in his eyes had not changed one bit. Back then, she'd had to sit out the activity due to her motion sickness, thus making me both the cool mom and the cool aunt. There on the boat, I knew she wasn't going to simply hand me that second title.
She climbed off of her son and chugged the rest of her pineapple cooler. "No, sugar, Auntie Deb will not be sucking your dick." The emphasis on that "not" had clearly been intended for my ears.
"But," she continued, "lucky for you, I just finished my drink. Go sit next to your cousin."
Luke waddled over to us, impeded by the fact that he was removing his shorts as he did. His lengthy mommy-makeout session had given him plenty of time to get hard, creating a turgid snag for his bottoms to catch on as he tried to pull the waistband down. When he finally got them over the long, hard hump, the sudden release of tension sent his cock springing upwards, where it thumped against his belly.
"Jesus, Cleo." I covered my mouth with my hand. "What did you feed that boy?"
In truth, Tom was slightly larger than his cousin, but I knew the weight that such praise would carry. The enormous grin on Luke's face told me that I was right.
He wagged his dick side to side. "You like, Aunt Deb?"
I purred seductively. "You have a beautiful dick, Lukey. Whenever your mother stops being so jealous, maybe she'll let me have a taste."
Tom cleared his throat and gave an annoyed grumble. "Uh, Mom?"
I turned to him and gave his cock a quick kiss so he did not feel left out. "I know, honey. Just one second."
Then, I turned back to my nephew. "Get on the blowjob bench, Lukey."
He climbed on and looked down at me, his eyes alight with wonder. A small part of me felt a little nervous that he was watching me so intently, but a much larger part thrived on having an audience. I wanted to impress the boys, so I grabbed a hold of both of Tom's thighs to prove everything I was about to do would be hands-free.
Finally, as I was sure my son had been wanting me to for the past few minutes, I dipped my head into his lap and gulped his dick back into my mouth with a loud slurp that was categorically unladylike.
I forced myself to accept more of him than I had the first time, and pushed the fat, bulbous head as far down my throat as I could. My body lurched when he brushed my gag reflex, but I had always been good at stifling it. I steadied my resolve and, after pulling back a little bit to take a breath through my nose, mustered the courage to lodge him further back.



A magnificent six inches were stuffed in my throat- maybe more, but my body wasn't a precision measuring device. I could feel him throbbing against the back, nudging the plush wall each time it expanded.
I pulled back and took another breath, then dove to the bottom and plunged Tom's cock into the pink tunnel of convulsing flesh where I could treat him to a slippery throat hug. The walls shrank to match his exact shape, gluing themselves to the bloated pipe so tightly that, had been its own living, breathing entity as I had previously imagined, it would have been struggling mighty to do the latter.
My eyes were shut so tightly that a tear was pinched from the corner. Since my face was tilted forward, it ran down the side of my nose and dripped onto Tom's balls.
"Jesus, Aunt Deb!" Luke exclaimed. "Get that fucking dick!"
His praise made my heart grow two sizes. I could not see him, but I flashed a thumbs up in the general direction that his voice had come from. Tom was the one buried in my throat, but hearing his cousin cheer me on made me feel like I was making him happy, too.
Tom laid his hand, which had once been steering the ship, on the back of my head and sank his fingers into my luscious blonde hair. I fell to pieces in an instant, surrendering myself to the man that gripped me with such firm authority while I serviced him. I was still his mother, but at that moment I wanted to give him anything he wanted, even complete control.
"Mom," he said definitively whilst petting my hair, "look at me."
I opened my eyes and felt another tear stream down the side of my face. I blinked at him a couple of times, batting my eyes to look as innocent as possible while we both felt him ballooning in my gullet.
He brushed hair out of my eyes with his thumb. "Fuck. You are gorgeous, Mom."
"Hank hou, hoey," I gurgled around his fat dong, and felt a fat, juicy glob of spit dribble out of the corner of my mouth.
"Oh, God," Cleo sneered sarcastically. "You're gonna get them addicted to blowjobs if you don't dial it back."
She looked down at me - at my puffed out cheeks, the tears rolling down my face, and the saliva spilling from my plugged maw - and laughed so hard that she fell to her knees.
"Holy fuck, Deborah!" she howled amidst the giggle fit. "You look like a straight up pornstar!"
The boys narrowed their focus on me, and studied the scene of incestuous depravity as though they were analyzing a finely painted masterpiece.
Luke stroked his chin. "Hmm. She's kind of right, Aunt Deb."
"Yeah, Mom. You look like a wh--"
Cleo clapped her hands to shut him up in an instant. "Thomas!"
He recoiled. "W-what? What did I do?"
"I know you were not about to call your mother a whore, right?"
Tom squirmed in his seat. "Er, uh, no. But you called her that just before we left, didn't you?"
Cleo scoffed, then walked over next to me on her hands and knees. "She's your mother, Tommy. You can't call her that."
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her scoot between Luke's legs. "To me, though, she's just my slutty little sister."
I popped Tom's dick out of my and, after slurping the messy strands of drool back into my mouth, shot her the dirtiest look I could. "You're the older one. You should have set a better example."
As though it were a casual occurrence, Cleo licked her palm and spat saliva into the center of it, then tightly coiled her slimy mitt around her son's fat cock head. She worked her hand back and forth a few times, spreading her homemade lube around the puffy knob until it was evenly coated.
"Come on, now," Cleo said as she stroked. "We both know you lost your virginity, like, two years before I did."
I blushed, because she was absolutely right. I had always been more sex-positive than her, but that part of me had been stamped out thanks to the dull, uninteresting sex that had come with marrying my husband. Being able to reawaken that forgotten part of me with Tom had already been a dream come true, and it was far from over.
I stuck a pinky out to her. "Fine. Truce?"
She rolled her eyes and accepted the peace offering. She had no sooner spoken than she dipped her head into Luke's lap and gobbled his shiny cock head between her pursed lips.
The tiny, insignificant barge quickly became the hottest spot on the water. Onboard were two loving, doting mommies with their gullets stuffed to the brim with swollen dongs. It was a scene that would have brought the nation to its knees.
Cleo and I took turns trying to outdo each other. Since we could not see each other when our boys were jammed into the back of our throats, the only way we could one-up the other was to produce wet, evocative sputtering sounds to drown each other out.
I choked on Tom's enormous cock, but held him in place while my body decried its own suffocation. I gagged, spitting up a gob of foamy saliva onto his dick that I quickly sucked down, much as I had when he would spill milk on the kitchen table as a boy. It seemed that a mommy was never finished cleaning up after her son, and I did blame him for being the one to make such a mess of me.
The boys clearly enjoyed being vessels for our competition, since neither of them had stopped moaning long enough to form a single coherent word. Their noises surely carried across the calm water, but I enjoyed the idea that some unwitting family was hearing my son wail like a banshee as I packed him into my throat.
One glance upward revealed that Tom, against his better judgment, had his eyes closed. I knew he was succumbing to pleasure, and hoped that he had paid enough mind to the water before shutting his eyes to ensure that we would not run aground.
I looked over at my sister, and she at me. We exchanged a knowing look that said everything we could not, given how full our mouths were. It had taken so much planning to get to where we were, and it still didn't feel real. That's quite a thing to claim about an experience that had us choking, gagging, spitting, and sucking by turns, but it's the truth.
I gave her a wink, then plunged myself as deep onto Tom's dick as my throat would permit, as if to say to her, "Look what I can do." My eye fluttered helplessly as I bore down, but I did not falter.
"Mom," Tom said urgently, "I'm gonna cum, like, really soon."
"Mmhmm, mm hmm," I said, though I was well aware that it did more to massage his dick as my tongue and jaw moved around than to actually communicate anything.
Luke laughed at his cousin for popping first. "Looks like I win, man."
"Fuck off, man," Tom mumbled. "She's been sucking me for way longer. That's not fair."
I heard Cleo release the suction seal around her son's cock. "Play nice, boys."
I swatted Tom's thigh and pointed a finger up at him. "Hmmm mmhm, mm!"
"Er, yeah," he said, though I knew he still had no idea what I was saying. "Sorry, Mom. Can I cum now? Please?"
I adored a boy with manners, and simply could not say no -- though even if he had not been so polite, I would have been inclined to say yes anyway. I did not appreciate the term "cum-slut," which had only ever been thrown around by my sister, but it was apt.
I had always loved the sensation of a man's hot, salted cream melting on my tongue, and the look of astonishment on his face when I swallowed it all in one gulp. It had made me quite popular in university, before I'd met my husband. His poor diet had made his cum taste like battery acid. Believe me when I say that I'd tried for years to improve the flavor, but to no avail.
With that in mind, I tried not to seem overeager for my son to dump his hot milk into my guts, where I would be able to feel it churning for the rest of the afternoon. Just thinking about it made the hair on the back of my neck stand up.
I pulled my head back. "Ready, honey."
I opened my mouth and draped my tongue over my chin to create a gaping, red target for him to paint. I wiggled my tongue back and forth while I clenched my throat muscles, hoping to entrance him with the kaleidoscopic display.
Tom took one last look at the water for safety, then stared down at me. He wrapped a hand around his cock, but did not need to give it more than a few ceremonial strokes before announcing, quite loudly, that he was going to cum. I hoped that that poor hypothetical family still hadn't closed their windows.
My son fired one, then two, then three spurts of cum in rapid succession, quenching my insatiable thirst with a thick, buttery blanket. My tonsils swam in a pool of glue, into which Tom did not hesitate to add the remaining dribbles from his tip. I could feel a layer of goo pasted to my tongue, the flavour of which brought me back to my days as a dorm-room whore.
Few things in the world made me as happy as extracting cum out of a willing participant with just my hands and mouth, and that time I had barely even used my hands! The pleasure that I was giving my son gave me just as much fulfilment as an orgasm of my own -- well, almost as much.
Tom licked his lips. "Are you gonna... you know?"
I tilted my head to the left, making the mouthful of cum slosh to the side of my cheek and pool against my molars. "Ab I gobba wha?"
His eye nearly popped out of his head. Every word that I spoke was forced through the thick membrane of cum that plugged the back of my throat. When the words came out, they had to fight to break through to the surface.
I gargled further, aerating his cum so that it grew into a tower of bubbles that steadily built upon itself. The tower grew higher and higher, and I soon saw the tip of the monument breach the corners of my lips, where it seeped down the sides of my jaw and began to dribble onto my tits.
"What the fuck," Luke gasped.
Cleo turned to look at me, and popped Luke's dick from her mouth. "God, Deb. You still do that trick?"
I nodded happily, content to have built the tower as high as it needed to go. I used my fingertips to usher the stray lumps of cum into my open moth, then closed the hatch and swished the mouthful around in my swollen cheeks, tossing the butter over my taste buds on each pass.
I braced myself, digging my fingers into Tom's thighs as I threw his cum to the back of my throat. It took two large, concentrated swallows, both of which took a fair bit of effort, but it was worth the struggle. My son's babies plummeted into my belly and mingled with the pineapple spritzer from earlier, no doubt coaxing up the tiny, cute burp - I swear it was - that followed immediately after.
Luke swallowed dryly. "Um, can you do that, Mom?"
Cleo laughed. "Not a chance, muffin. Mommy doesn't swallow."
Without missing a beat, Luke turned to me and pleaded for me to intervene. "Please, Aunt Deb, please, please let me cum in your mouth."
"Ask your mother, Lucas," I insisted, not wanting to usurp her authority.
He literally clapped his hands together as though he were in prayer. "Mom, can Aunt Deb swallow for me? Your mouth feels so good, but... I mean, no girl has ever let me do that before!"
Cleo rolled her eyes and sat back on her butt, then motioned for me to take her place. "By all means, go ahead."
To balance out my sister's sour attitude, I seduced her son with the sweetest look of affectionate longing that I had ever performed whilst I slithered between his legs. It was easy to reach my pinnacle when it was in pursuit of one-upping her.
I put a finger to my lips and bit down on the nail. "Gosh, honey. You want me to put all that yummy cum in my tummy?"
He nodded so fast I feared he would throw himself off of the boat. His dick was so hard that it looked ready to near explode off of his body, so I knew I would not have to do much to encourage him.
"Oh, Jesus, Deb. You're being a brat," Cleo asserted.
I waved her off. "And you're being a prude. Now, begone; Mommy is hungry."
I turned to her son and brought my lips down to kiss his inner thigh. "Are you close, Lukey?"
"Y-yeah, Aunt Deb," he admitted. "Could you maybe, like, use your mouth, too?"
I smirked, filled with arrogance that he would request my mouth after having been so lovingly tended to by his mother. "Of course I can, sweetheart. Do you want it now?"
He nodded again.
I kissed up his thigh, inching towards the rock solid erection clutched in his hand. "Let go, Lukey. It's my turn."
He released his cock and put his hands by his sides, eagerly anticipating what I would do next. To me, there was only one option-- to put his dick in my mouth.
I closed my lips around the head and slid them down until he was jammed against my uvula. I massaged him with tender caresses of my silken throat flesh, undulating the walls around his member as its throbbing reached an apex.
Into each of my hands, I took one of his testicles and rolled them back and forth in my fingers. I weighed the heavy sack - much larger than my son's - and feared that the amount of cum he was about to produce would drown me. I thought about asking Cleo how much he had cum when they'd had sex, but it was too late to pause.
If I had pulled back, Luke's first triumphant eruption of cum would have stretched across my forehead and painted my hairline. Thankfully, I had him locked safely within my mouth, so neither that nor the following stream of salty syrup - which I deduced was at least twice the size of the first one - had a chance to fly freely.
Having my fear confirmed made my eyes widen, and though I was a fan of larger loads, I was caught off guard by the force with which Luke splattered my throat. For a brief second, despite how unlikely it was, I found myself seriously considering if he was peeing instead; that was how ridiculously long and solid the cable of cum had been. The taste, however, was too familiar to mistake.
It petered out quickly after that, as though his body had poured all of its energy into that second spurt, and I was soon nursing on his slowly softening cock with my cheeks puffed out from all that they were storing.
I slid him out fully, then pointed my open mouth to the ceiling so that he could gaze into the lake of translucent slime that clung to my teeth and dripped from the roof of my mouth.
"Whoa," he said.
"You got that right," Tom agreed, having joined him in staring into the pit of paste.
I thrived on their attention, and wanted to be at the center of it for as long as I could, but the taste of Luke's cum was so similar to my husband's that I found myself wishing with all my might to have Tom's sweet, tangy semen basting my tongue once more.
I buckled down, wincing as I tried, for the boy's enjoyment, to swallow it all at once. I got most of it down, but choked on a particularly petulant glob that refused to stop clinging to my throat. I shook my head and took a deep breath, then gulped down the remaining dollops. I opened my mouth and flicked my tongue about to prove that I had done what was requested of me, and waited patiently for my favorite part: the praise.
"That was amazing, Aunt Deb!" Luke cheered.
Trying to keep both of their huge, gooey loads in my stomach made me hiccup like I'd spent the night drinking. I could feel them resting like heavy, white mud in the bottom of my stomach. "Jesus, Luke. I've never swallowed that much before!"
"Who tasted better?"
I raised an eyebrow. "Does it have to be a competition?"
Both boys chimed in simultaneously with a resounding, "Yes."
I thought about it, or rather, pretended to. "In that case, I'm sorry, Lukey. You need to eat more pineapple."
Tom pumped his fists in the air. "Woohoo!"
"But still tasty, honey," I reassured him. "That's why I didn't spill a single drop."
Tom did a celebratory dance in his seat and took one long, final swig of his beer to finish it off.
Luke grabbed both of them a refreshment from the cooler. "I'm never gonna hear the end of this one."
I hiccuped again, and held a hand over my mouth out of reflexive embarrassment when everyone turned to look at me. "Oh, my goodness. Those little guys are kicking up quite a storm in there. I think I need some real food."
Luke was stunned. "You can feel them in there?"
I nodded and rubbed my belly, convincing myself that I could physically feel how bloated I was from the outside. "I sure can, honey. You two came a whole lot!"
Cleo stomped her foot. "That's why I don't swallow! Boys, apologize for making her seasick."
They did, but then Luke undermined his apology by saying, "You know, there's a joke in here about eating squid, but I can't seem to find it."
I held up a finger and turned away from him. "I do not want to hear it. Gimmie a sandwich, please."
I cuddled up beside Tom and rested my head on his shoulder. I chowed down on a turkey sandwich from the cooler while we tooted along on the water.
Beside us, Cleo was leaning against Luke with her feet up on the bench between me and her. Luke had one arm around her, and every so often would lean in to whisper something that made her giggle, then pepper her with a few quick smooches. It was amazing how quickly they took to acting like they were dating.
"Are we almost there?" I asked Tom.
He turned his head and gave me a peck on the lips, but I followed after him when he tried to pull away so our embrace would last a little longer. When we separated, he said, "Almost."
He kissed my knuckles, and my heart fluttered.
I hated how badly I longed to be twenty years younger so that he could be in my life forever. The vacation had barely begun, and yet I was already dreading its end.
"You okay, Mom?" he asked.
"Yeah, why?"
He chewed the inside of his cheek. "I dunno. You've just got this look in your eyes."
I grinned sheepishly. "I think they call that "puppy love," honey."
He blushed. "Well, then I puppy-love you, too."
It was music to my ears.
We arrived at the rock and found a spot to dock, then lay out our towels and to sunbathe on the massive stone slab. With the exception of the large, sprawling forest behind us, we were surrounded on all sides by calm, undisturbed water. It was serene, and sharing that moment with the three people I loved most in the world made it one of my most cherished memories.
We lay drank coolers while we watched the boys skip rocks. We also floated on pool noodles around the bay for a while, giving them time to bond without the constant request of sex hanging over their heads. I doubted that they cared, but we wanted to give them some time to have fun that was not entirely about making them cum.
We got out of the water to sunbathe before the clouds came in. I wished that I had brought a book with me, but had been so focused on sex that I had neglected to pack one.
I watched a crow flying overhead, casting its winged shadow down upon us. It performed a few customary circles, looping the bay a couple of times before abandoning its search for food and journeying off over the treeline behind us.
Oddly enough, in that moment, the ability to sprout wings and fly seemed a poor exchange for the freedom I had already been gifted. I would not have traded places with a single living soul, no matter the riches their life may have offered.
That daydream was interrupted by the call of nature, and I was thankful that I had only been feasting on a mostly-liquid diet that day. With the exception of half a turkey sandwich, there was nothing but alcohol and semen bubbling in my gut.
The wine coolers had gone through me in just over an hour, which was actually a record. I stood up and brushed the dirt off of my bottom, then reached out a hand for my sister. "I have to pee; come on."
She scowled at me from her towel where she was been sunbathing. "Please, no. The sun is perfect right now. Just go in the water!"



I slapped my hands on my thighs in defeat. "You're gonna make me go alone? What if there's--"
"There are no bears," Cleo asserted confidently. "You've been saying that since we were kids, and we literally never saw one."
"That's how they get you! They're crafty." In hindsight, it was possible that my fear of bears had led me to attribute greater intelligence to them than they deserved.
Tom paused his rock skipping contest and came over to us. "You need to pee? I'll come."
I flicked my eyes between him and my sister. "Listen, honey, I know some people think that's hot, but I'm not really into that."
It took a full three seconds - three long seconds - for him to process what I meant. When he finally did, he twisted his face in disgust. "Ew, Mom! No! I just meant to keep you company, damn."
I hurriedly beckoned him towards me with both hands. "Okay, okay, sorry! Just come now. I don't want to wait."
He reached out and took one of my hands, then pointed us towards a spot where the trees broke. "That's usually where we went as kids. It's pretty quiet."
"Great! Let's go."
I heard Cleo call Luke over as we marched off towards the trees, holding hands so that I would not stumble.
Tom held branches out of the way for me, allowing the pine needles to prick his naked chest so that I would be spared. I had raised such a wonderful little gentleman, and gave him a kiss on the cheek in passing as a reward.
I had not brought my flip-flops with me, and one look down at the bramble- and leaf-covered floor made me rethink my need to pee. "Um, you know what, I think I'll just go in the water."
He clicked his tongue. "Yeah, that's pretty gnarly."
Then, he backed up to a nearby tree trunk that was about a foot off of the ground. "Here, get on."
I arched an eyebrow. "Your back?"
He patted his shoulder with one hand. "Yeah! Come on, I'll carry you in."
My mouth curled into a precious smile at the prospect that his chivalry ran deep enough to risk cutting his feet just to keep me safe. I stood on the trunk, then wrapped myself around him like a human backpack. "Ready when you are, Mr. Strongbaby."
He lifted me higher on his back, then walked us deeper into the forest so I would have some privacy. I did not think that the others would spy on me, but a nervous bladder is not something that can be reasoned with.
True to his word, the location was indeed quiet-- too quiet. There were no birds chirping in the lofty canopy overhead, and the insects that surely populated the forest may as well have not existed. In their absence, only the soft howl of the wind blowing through the trees, and the soft trickling of a nearby stream, scored the scene.
I had Tom stand watch while I crouched behind a rock that I could lean on for balance, but I could not pee with him standing close enough to hear me-- not while the woods were mute.
"Can you, like, sing a song or something?" I asked him.
He chortled, then realized I was being serious. "But you were just gargling cum like it was... I dunno, sugar water or something! You're that grossed out by me hearing you pee?"
"Yes!" My bladder would not budge.
"Okay! Okay, um... twinkle, twinkle, little star, how I wonder what you are..." It was not a contemporary song, but it was the perfect white noise to distract me.
He had to run through the song a few times before I actually felt relaxed enough to pee, but I got the sense that he would have heroically performed the ballad as many times as I'd required.
I finished, and stood up with a look on my face that must have seemed judgemental, because Tom was quick to defend himself before I said a word.
"It was all I could think of! I panicked!"
"You know," I said, "most deejays do requests. I would have asked for something less, um - how should I say this - 'nursery rhyme I sang to you as a baby' and more 'Billboard top twenty.'"
He shook his head. "Great, I'll be sure to remember that for next time."
Hand in hand, we headed back to the boat. As we approached it, an animalistic grunting caught our attention.
As we cleared the treeline, the image of my sister on her hands and knees, with her son thrusting behind her, came into view. They were facing us, but were so occupied by their spur-of-the-moment breeding session that they did not see us walk up.
I folded my arms across my chest. "And what are you two doing?"
Cleo looked up at me and stuck her tongue out. "Round two! We're almost done. Aren't we, Lukey?"
The boy released a hearty bellow as he pounded his mother, completely undisturbed by our presence as he drove his dick into her - by the sound of it - soaking wet cunt. He was hypnotized by watching her blubbery ass ripple like a puddle of milk every time he slammed in.
Tom whistled in admiration. "Damn, Aunt Cleo. Your ass is insane!"
She gushed with joy over the sincere compliment. "That's so sweet, Tommy. It looks even better from behind. Ask your cousin!"
"It's like it's made of pudding!" Luke exclaimed with glee as he played bongo drums on her round cheeks.
"Seriously," Tom said. "You could be in porn, I think."
Cleo giggled, and I knew that she'd put some extra effort into making it sound cutesy. "You're just trying to flatter me now. Well, if you ever want, you can-- oh! Sorry, Tommy. Give me one second."
She craned her neck to face her son, whose eyes were shut tightly. "It's okay, muffin. Just let it out."
Tom gawked. "You knew he was gonna cum? How?"
Cleo perked up, happy that her talent was being recognized. "Of course! I can always tell when a man is flexing in that special way. And theeeeere he goes. Good boy, Lukey. Dump it all out!"
Luke pulled his dick out, making the cum-coated monster spring up against his abdomen. The sudden release of tension threw a fat rope of cum - the length of two gummy worms tied together - into the air in a near-perfect arc.
The cable splattered against Luke's upper chest, with a couple errant flecks landing on his collar bone as well.
He fell backwards onto the towel that they had laid on the ground in an exhausted, happy heap. "That was amazing, Mom."
Cleo rolled onto her back and lifted her legs into the air, encouraging her son's cum to pool around her womb so she would be more likely to conceive. "You did such a good job, sugar. Thank you."
She looked happier than I remembered her looking on the day she'd delivered him, which she had always claimed was the happiest day of her life. Her unabashed smile made me wonder if being creampied by that same baby boy had shuffled the ranking.
Tom fidgeted next to me. "Uh, Mom? Could we do it, too?"
I would have said yes in a heartbeat, but a rumble in my stomach beat me to it. Apparently, half a sandwich was not enough to balance out the double dose of cum that was sloshing around inside me. While I assumed it had been a hunger pang, it had nevertheless disturbed the calm, cummy waters marinating in my belly. That agitation brought a tiny bubble to the surface whose taste was a culinary fusion of flavours from both boys.
I put a hand over my mouth and faced away from my son to release it. "Oh, gosh. Well, I think I need to eat something more than half a sandwich. So--"
I motioned to the boat. "--maybe we can talk about doing that once we're onboard?"
Cleo gave me annoyed groan. "Fine, just give me five minutes. Otherwise it's all gonna drip out of me when I stand up."
The cooler only had a few bottles of beer left. Cleo and I had drunk through our entire stock, and the sandwiches had disappeared a few minutes after we'd docked.
Once she was satisfied that Luke's cum had soaked in, she pinched her legs together and stood up, announcing that we could finally depart. It had only been a few minutes, but I was so eager to get back on the boat that it had felt closer to an hour.
We packed the cooler and towels onto the barge while Luke untied us. He picked up the buoys, then gave Tom the signal to peel away from the shore. We waved goodbye to our sanctuary for the next lucky family to enjoy, leaving behind only footprints-- and maybe a glob of cum that had slipped by during the cleanup.
The boat picked up speed as we exited the quiet bay, and we were back on the open water in no time. I snuggled up to Tom so that the wind would not bother me so much, leaving the other half of the blowjob bench to our cohorts.
Luke was tucked into the corner against the wall of the ship with his legs outstretched on the chair in front of him. His mother, the clinger that she was, had laid herself on him like a blanket, and was slowly raking her fingers through his chest hair in blissful comfort.
Luke reached into the cooler by his feet and grabbed the final two beers inside. He handed one to out captain, and they clinked them together.
"You better catch up, man," Luke teased after a big swig.
Tom was puzzled. "To who?"
Luke pointed at himself, then to his mother. "To us, bro! We're at two already."
Cleo held up two fingers in a peace sign, then wiggled them back and forth.
I hated that they were ahead of us, and felt invigorated by the spirit of competition. I was not always competitive, but felt particularly defensive over the subject.
"Take your shorts off, honey." I demanded.
Tom's head spun in a full circle. "What, now? But I just opened my drink!"
I stood up and faced him, exposing my fleshy ass cheeks - which had entirely swallowed the string of my bikini - to anyone in view. The thin floss disappeared between them, but it was not just my hungry butt chewing on the fabric. My pussy, with her plump, meaty lips, had snared the front of my suit so deeply that, when I probed around with my finger, I could feel more pussy meat than I did bathing suit.
I batted my eyelashes at him "Are you sure you wanna finish your drink first?"
His stare was unblinking. "M-maybe not."
I smiled with one side of my mouth. "How can Mommy convince you?"
The starved beast liked his lips with wild hunger in his eyes-- hunger for me. "Let me see it."
I pointed to the tiny shred of fabric that still kept me modest, though that modesty was a technicality. The pink meat of my pussy was still hidden behind the veil, but the way my pudgy lips hugged the sides of it would have gotten me kicked out of any public pool.
"You wanna say hi?" I piped up.
Tom nodded, refusing to let his eyes close for a single second.
With one hand, I pulled the bikini bottoms out from between my lips, dragging the soggy string to the surface like I was pulling in an anchor. Then, I tugged them to the side and blessed my son with a full-frontal visual of my exposed cunt.
I used the fingernails on my free hand to gentle comb through the triangle of blonde hair atop my mound, petting the furry runway to fluff it up a little bit. My bathing suit had stamped it down, and I wanted it to look soft and fluffy for my boy.
"Here she is," I cooed warmly. "Miss her, honey?"
"Fuck yes."
"Good! She missed you, too."
One look at his crotch, and the tent that it had begun to form there, confirmed that a simple flash had revved his engine.
I wanted him at full strength, so I peeled my slickened petals apart with both hands. "Mommy's already wet for you, sweetheart."
"Fuck," he grunted. "I can see that."
I released my lips and they snapped shut, sealing away the succulent pink meat that his cock longed to explore. I lifted one hand to my mouth and dribbled a gob of foamy saliva onto my fingertips. With my fingers slickened, I reached down to push two of them into myself.
"Ohhh, honey," I sang to him. "Mommy's so warm, too."
His cock flexed, aching to be freed from the netted prison of his bathing suit. Finally, I knew he was ready for me, but it was so much fun to tease him that I wanted to drag it out for just a bit longer.
I motioned for him to give me his hand. "Wanna feel?"
"Yes!" he yelped, likely louder than he had intended.
I took him by the wrist and guided his towards my pussy. I slid his middle finger between my lips, which took very little effort thanks to how slippery I'd become.
He was struggling to keep an eye on the water. He would force himself to tear away from me just long enough to confirm that we would not hit something, then instantly glue his eyes to my pussy again.
It tickled me how smitten he was. I took great pleasure in being able to summon his - mostly - undivided attention with just a tug of my swimsuit. No man had ever been so fervently obsessed with me, and it gave me great pride to have enchanted one that was half my age. Being with Tom made me feel twenty years younger, and I did not want to grow up again.
I let go of his wrist and stepped closer to him so that my legs were between his knees. From his seated position, I was finally the one with a height advantage, so I coiled my arms around his head in a loose hug that buried his face in my cleavage.
I kissed the top of his head. "Was Mommy right?"
"Uh-huh," he repeated lamely.
He curled his finger at an angle that allowed it to easily dip into me, and one tiny shove was all it took for him to sink all the way to the bottom. He had always had large hands, and with them came a middle finger that was long enough to touch my cervix.
"Oh, my," I purred. "Can you feel that, honey?"
He prodded the spongy wall a couple of times and emitted a muffled growl from between my heavy breasts. I knew that was the most I would get out of him at the moment.
I clenched down on his finger. "That's where our little girl is gonna go, once you put her there."
Tom tilted his head back, peering up at me over the curve of my boobs. "We're having a girl?"
I nodded happily. "I hope so, honey. Mommy is gonna do her best not to make another troublemaker. Her daddy was quite the handful when he was little!"
"I can't believe this is all real. It's crazy!"
I kissed his forehead. "Love makes people do crazy things."
Luke cleared his throat to get Tom's attention, which dragged both of us out of our daze.
"Hey, man. Not to worry you--" He pointed to something in the water ahead of us. "--but you've got another sixty seconds before you cleave that dock in half."
Sure enough, ahead of us lay a dock that had drifted further from shore than the others-- which had likely been secured by people who actually knew what they were doing.
"Shit!" Tom spun the wheel in the opposite direction of the dock. "Thanks, man."
Luke saluted him. "No worries, Captain."
With our path cleared, the opportunity to fuck my son was once again live. I didn't want us to crash while he was distracted, and but I did want to get him inside of me as quickly as possible.
Two birds, one stone, I thought with an inward chuckle.
I put my hands on Tom's shoulders and pushed him against the backrest of the blowjob bench. "Can I get on now, honey?"
His eyebrows scaled his forehead to reach a new height. "You're gonna ride me?"
I smirked and spun around so that my ass was facing him. "Only if you promise to knock me up this time."
"I-I'll try," Tom insisted earnestly.
I gave my right cheek a firm smack with my open palm. The sharp clap echoed across the lake, carrying over the water until it bounced back to us in the form of a standing ovation.
That had been the starter pistol that encouraged Tom to yank his shorts around his ankles. His towering erection was fully engorged, and throbbed happily when it laid its tiny, singular eye on me.
I wrenched my bathing suit from between my tightly sealed cheeks. "Ready?"
"Wait," Tom urged. "Can you take them off, actually? I want to feel your whole ass sitting on me."
I liked where his head was at. I knew there was a modicum of risk involved with being completely bottomless, but he'd been compliant when asked to do the same, so I felt it unfair to deny him the pleasure of having my soft, pillowy rump flattened into a pancake in his lap.
I pointed to my bottoms. "Pull them down for me, sweetheart."
Without taking a breath, Tom tugged them to the floor. While he was bent over, he placed a kiss on my bare bottom that lingered for a few seconds. He sucked some of the plump dough into his mouth and gave it a long, exaggerated lick before pulling away.
"You're so soft, Mom," he professed.
"I moisturize, silly. Every woman does!"
Cleo held a fist in the air in solidarity. "Hear, hear."
Not to be outdone by Tom, his cousin expressed similar appreciation for his own mother's silken skin. "You're hella soft, too, Mom."
"I know, muffin. Thank you, but hush! I wanna watch."
My heart could still not decide what to feel in response to having an audience-- fear, or excitement. It was a sickly combination of both, and though I felt it leaned heavier on the latter, I still chose not to look back at the perverted voyeurs as they watched me straddle my son.
Tom had put his knees together to make it easier for me to climb on, so I threw my leg over him and hovered my sodden slit over his cock.
It was not a perfect fit; the bottom of the steering wheel pressed into my tummy, but I would have accepted any position that led to him putting his dick in me. To that end, I lowered my ass into his lap until I had lodged his bulging cock head between my petals.
It plugged the mouth of my vagina, easily stretching the snug seal to force me to accommodate his impressive girth. Its elasticity was pushed to its limit, pulled so tightly that I felt a subtle hint of pain sneak in alongside the uproarious pleasure.
The base of my spine tingled, and as I sat further down - accepting inch after inch into my cozy cunt - the tingles travelled upwards, matching my steady pace. When his cock reached the bottom, the electricity reached my brain. It fried my circuits to a crisp, shutting down my senses for a brief moment while the computer restarted.
"F-f-fuuuuuck!" I wailed ignorantly.
Tom clapped a hand over my mouth. "Jesus, Mom!"
He held his hand there, providing cover so that I could dump a noisy groan into his palm. My eyes unfocused, my vision narrowing to a vignette with hundreds of dancing black dots that stained my window to the world.
When I came to, or whatever one would call it, my bum was resting on his thighs. Heaps of cheek fat spilled over the sides of his legs, and I hoped that the poor boy could handle the heat.
"Oh, god, Tommy," I heaved. "Mommy forgot how big you are!"
He snickered. "And now the whole lake knows, too."
Tom placed his arm over my tummy like a seat belt, holding me in place as I ground on him. My ass was so fat that I saw no use in bouncing on him with such little space. Even if I'd lifted myself up a few inches, my blubbery bottom would still have been touching his legs.
He did not seem to mind the lack of bouncing. When I would clench my walls around him, he would flex in reply to let me know that he was extremely happy where he was. "How do you make it so tight?" he asked.
I bore down with all my strength, but did not show it. I wanted my power to seem effortless, but I nearly pulled a muscle from how hard I clenched up. "Like that?"
"Like that," he grunted.
Luke gasped. "Oh damn, dude. Is she doing the pussy hug thing?"
Through gritted teeth, Tom spat out, "Fuck, yeah!"
"My mom does that, too!"
Tom huffed. "Yeah, but my mom is probably tighter." Even with his dick in the warmest, wettest place it could be, my son still took the time to banter with his cousin.
Boys will definitely be boys, I said to myself.
Cleo would not stand for that slander. "Excuse you, Tommy? You don't think my pussy is tight, too?"
I leaned forward on the steering wheel and wiggled my butt back and forth. "Uh-oh, you've done it now."



"Ha!" Cleo turned her attention to me. "You're the one who should be worried. I have half a mind to let him fuck me just to see how wrong he is!"
It was hard to be appear threatening while battling my body's need to quiver as remnants of lightning surged through my limbs, but I had to try. "Your pussy isn't going anywhere near my son."
I knew that she was only teasing me, and would never break the deal we had made to avoid fucking each other's boy. When we got pregnant, there would be absolutely no question about who the respective dads were.
Besides, I could not bear the thought that Luke might accidentally get us both pregnant, leaving Tom feeling rather excluded. I was going to grant my son the gift of fatherhood at any cost, and that included depriving myself of the admittedly extraordinary third leg that my nephew lugged around.
I chastised myself for thinking about a cock other than Tom's. Focus, girl! You've got a baby to make!
When I had leaned forward and grabbed hold of the steering wheel, the leverage provided by the new angle had granted a bit of space so that I could lift my ass up a few inches. It was not much, but gave me just enough room to slither half of his cock out of me.
I distributed my weight between the wheel and my feet, which were firmly planted on the floor. Doing so isolated my hips, allowing me to drop my ass into his lap, and lift it back up, without the rest of my body bouncing around.
I threw my meaty cheeks onto my son, making them clap lecherously when they collided on the down stroke. In one clean stroke, his dick had disappeared inside. The velvet burrow hugged him tightly, painting his length with juices to welcome him home.
"Yeah, yeah," he chanted. "Do that again."
I paused my routine pussy clenching and fidgeted in his lap. "Manners, young man."
He sighed. "Please, Mom, do that again."
"Yeah, Auntie Deb!" Luke added. "Make it clap!"
I wanted to entertain them, so I raised my hips and peeled my gooey cunt off of Tom's dong, but paused at the top when I caught something out of the corner of my eye.
It was a boat, which was not unusual on the water. It was a big lake, after all -- big enough, in fact, that there was absolutely no reason for that specific boat to be heading straight towards us when there was so much space for them to pass by.
The front of the watercraft was pointed straight at us, making its intentions clear-- they were coming over. The distance between us was roughly two school busses, and at their pace they would be next to us in mere seconds.
"Fuck," I muttered. "Fuck, shit."
None of them had seen the boat yet, so I must have seemed a raving lunatic when I burst out in curses.
I pointed to the boat without making it too obvious. "Tommy, stop the boat. Someone's coming."
"What? What?" His first question had been out of confusion, and the second out of panic. He then narrowed his eyes at the boat. "Thank god. It's just the Duncans."
They were a family of four, with two girls about Tom's age, who often hung out with us while we were all up at the cottage. We had not made plans to see them that weekend, and I had not expected a surprise visit. They must have seen out boat on the water and, after incorrectly assuming that we were all wearing pants, decided to say hello.
They were nice people, but in that moment they were my worst enemies.
Tom breathed a sigh of relief and parked the boat. "I thought it was the cops or something."
I steadied my racing heart with a steady breath, then reminded my son exactly why the Duncan's were worse than the cops. "Honey, you're still inside of me." I squeezed my pussy to grab his attention. "I can't get up; I don't have bottoms on. They'll see my pussy!"
"I-- uh, yeah. I know, fuck. Okay, this is bad."
Luke shushed us, stifling the growing panic that had us getting louder as the Duncans got closer. "Guys, chill. I can barely see over the sides of our boat, and theirs is super low to the water." He continued staring at the boat. "Besides, I think it's just one guy in there."
He was right. The speedboat heading towards us - which had a single person onboard -sat so far below us that Paul Duncan would be staring up at us. Everything below my tits would be covered by the metal siding.
I reached down and patted Tom's leg reassuringly. "It's gonna be okay. Stay calm. He won't suspect a thing."
I had thought there might have been a chance that the horror of being discovered by someone that we knew would reduce Tom's colossal erection to its regular size, but I was feeling quite the opposite reaction inside of me.
If I was reading the signs right, it seemed that mentioning my intention to continue fucking him secretly - under the nose of our ignorant family friend - had ignited a wicked excitement in him. His cock had flexed powerfully, inflating its bulb against my womb, as the thought had crossed his mind.
I'd jumped a little when he'd throbbed. "Oh! Jeez, honey. Do you... I mean, does that turn you on?"
"A little," he whispered.
That, in turn, ignited a similar passion in me. I had never experimented with public stuff like that before, and the chance to do so made my tummy flip in a delectable way. If Tom was turned on, I wanted to feed whatever kink was responsible for it.
I strained my neck to look at him over my shoulder. "You like that? You wanna dump a secret load in Mommy's lil' baby box in front of Mr. Duncan?"
He tightened his grip around my stomach. "Mom, seriously. Y-you have to stop, or they're gonna-- hey, Mr. Duncan! How are you?"
Tom was cut short by the arrival of the Paul's boat. He pulled up beside us and threw a tether to Luke, who then tied us together.
"I'm good, son!" Paul announced. "But please, call me Paul."
Tom winced. "Sorry. How are you, Paul, sir?"
The heavyset man fixed his glasses, then rubbed his double chin. "Are you sure he should be driving that boat, Debbie?"
I waved away his concern, and used the exaggerated hand motion to subtly grind on Tom a few times. "He's just had a bit too much sun; that's all." I turned to face him, and erased all but motherly affection from my face. "Isn't that right, sweetheart?" To underscore my point, I gripped his thigh with steel fingers.
"Y-yeah," he offered weakly, desperate for someone else to become the conversational target.
"Well, either way--" Paul pointed a finger at Tom. "--I hope you're treating the old gal right without your dad around."
Tom was stunned, which I feared more likely to give us away more than the nervous rambling that his silence was keeping at bay. After a few seconds of pure, unadulterated awkwardness, he spat out, "Ah, the boat! Yes! Yes, she's in good hands."
Though he often seemed an aloof goof, Luke was surprisingly intelligent when it came to social situations. He noticed the break in conversation and jumped in to quickly divert the focus away from his cousin.
"So, Paul." He all but waved his hands to distract the man. "What are you hauling back there? Two-stroke, four-stroke, what?"
Paul slapped his rounded gut. "Ha! Listen to her purr; that's a two-stroke if I ever heard one!"
The two of them shared a laugh, giving me time to check in with my son, whose nervous quivering was making my ass cheeks jiggle. With the heat off of us, I figured I could plop my ass onto him at least once without drawing suspicion.
I acted like I was shuffling in my seat, and raised my ass as high as it would go without having him pop out of me. I checked to make sure that Paul was still being kept busy, then flung myself backwards and devoured his entire length.
As soon as the dust had settled, and my quaking ass cheeks had stopped rippling, I felt an energized pulsation surge through Tom's cock. My eyes widened a bit, and I battled the impulse to look down and see if my tummy was bulging from the outside when it expanded to its full size.
"M-mom, Mom, Mom," he squeaked softly, scratching at my thighs with his nails. I knew exactly what he was trying to tell me.
I leaned back to put my weight on his chest, and whispered into his ear, "I know, I know. Can you hold it?"
He shook his head like he'd used to when I'd insisted that he finish the vegetables on his dinner plate. "No, no, no." There was certain panic in his voice, and as a good mother I dearly wished to alleviate him of that stress. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry."
I kissed his temple. "Shhh, shhh, honey. It's okay, I'm not mad. You're being so brave for me."
He whimpered pathetically, though I did not look down on him for being so vulnerable. My baby boy was helpless to resist the way my cunt coaxed the cum out of him with its loving, slippery caress.
I prided myself on being able to reduce him to a blubbering, repetitive mess, and respected him just as deeply for being able to express that without trying to act tough.
"So, Tommy," Paul chimed in, just as the first spurt of cum was plastered against my spongy cervix. "How does it feel to be done with school?"
"So, so, soooo good," Tom groaned, embellishing the sentiment to disguise what he was really gushing over. "It feels fucking amazing!"
His dick flung its sticky cream into the bottom of my cunt, saturating the mouth of my womb with a thick glaze.
I swooped in to stop him from exposing us. "We're all very proud of him for graduating. I'm rewarding him as we speak!"
Tom gulped, his fractured bliss shattering when he thought I had given us up-- as if I would ever do that!
"With a weekend at the cottage, of course. We've been pampering them all day, in fact." I punctuated my acclaimed pampering with a mighty clench around Tom's song as he launched another missile of hot glue into my guts.
"Well, congratulations, son," Paul said as he motioned for Luke to untie our rope tether. "Anyhow, I don't want to keep you folks from your fun, just wanted to come say hi."
I grinned at him and prayed that he could not see the vein in my temple throbbing when I scrunched my cunt around Tom's cock. "I'm happy you did, Paul."
I was looking through Paul as though he were a spirit, barely registering our eye contact. Tom emptied another soupy rocket from the tip of his cock, and inflated in just the right way to make him bulge against my g-spot, making my eyelid flutter uncontrollably.
"Al--" The words stuck to my throat. "Always a pleasure, Paul." I gave him a smile to cover my tracks, but the look of concern on his face told me that he did not entirely buy it.
I felt invincible, and to test the limit of that power I lifted two of my fingers in front of my sister's face and made a peace sign, then wiggled my fingers back and forth. I had tied the score, and could not resist the urge to rub it in her face just as she had to me.
"Er, okay then!" He sat back down at the wheel of his boat, then turned back. "Oh, I almost forgot. We're doing a firework thing on Sunday for Josie's birthday. You're all welcome to stop by if you wanna see something explode!"
Something already is exploding! I smirked at my humorous thought.
"Thanks, Paul," I said instead. "We'll think about it."
He started the engine. "Heck, you'll probably see them from your place, anyway!"
The jolly, bespectacled man waved goodbye as he drove off, but my heart did not stop racing until he was completely out of sight. I could feel Tom's heart pounding against my back even faster than mine. It seemed that neither of us could believe what we'd just gotten away with.
I leaned forward again and lifted myself off of Tom. His dick flopped out, and dragged a healthy dollop of cum out along with it.
I collapsed on his chest, eager to purge my legs of the lactic acid that was making them burn so fiercely. I was exhausted, but more than that, I was ecstatic. I felt like we had just gotten away with murder -- and right in front of the metaphorical cops, no less!
Tom wrapped both of his arms around me and kissed the nape of my neck. He did not say anything, but communicated everything through his touch alone. We were perfectly in sync; I understood every word.
Cleo was the first to speak up. "Holy fuck! That was close."
Tom breathed all of the air out of his lungs at once, as though he had been holding it ever since Paul had arrived. "I feel like my heart is gonna explode."
"Yeah, man," Luke said. "Even I wouldn't do some crazy shit like that."
"You two are fucking crazy," my sister agreed.
"Well, you know what they say." I kissed my wonderful son on the cheek. "Love makes people do crazy things!"
As true as that statement felt, I had never before experienced the type of adventurous love that had begun to blossom between me and Tom. I wanted to explore it; I wanted to feed it; I wanted it to grow from a tiny bean in my womb into a child that we could love together.
The first day was not yet over, and already I was wondering what else lay ahead for us. I knew I would have happily spent the rest of our vacation on my back, letting my son empty as much baby batter into me as he could, but there was so much more that I wanted to try.
We had already gotten two creampies out of the way, and my brain ran wild with thoughts of what else we could try that would give me a similar adrenaline rush to the one I'd had being inseminated in front of Paul.
I knew that whatever it was, I would be game for it if it made my son happy.
Nothing in the entire world could have sounded better to me.
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Our cottage's wooden floorboards creaked under my feet as I shifted my weight back and forth, rocking in tune with the slow-tempo pop song that my sister had selected in order to drown out the sound of our lunch preparation.
Thanks to a busy afternoon of inbreeding, both of our boys had elected to take a brief nap while we cooked. With a hearty lunch and a quick nap under their belts, Cleo and I hoped they would bounce back in time to make use of the rest of our first day.
The sun had long passed its midpoint in the sky, but there was still enough light filtering in through the kitchen windows that we had not needed to turn on a single bulb.
On a cutting board next to the sink, I sliced jalapenos thin enough that they could nearly be seen through. "Cleo, can you grab me a bowl?"
My sister grumbled in annoyance. "I don't know where to find bowls in this place! Nothing is where I think it should be."
I rolled my eyes and pointed with my shoulder towards a cupboard. "Up there. Can you just take a look?"
She grumbled harder, then swung open the cupboard that was furthest away from me. "See? No bowls -- just weird junk!"
She pulled out a series of random objects, none of which seemed fit to be in a kitchen cupboard, as if to make her point about how impossibly difficult her life was. "No bowls, but I've got a blue dog collar, a couple of chip clips, a few markers, and a marble." She threw all the junk back in the cupboard and shut the door. "I feel like I'm playing Eye Spy, for Christ's sake."
I redirected her with a more obvious motion towards the proper cupboard. "There, please."
She pulled out a small bowl for me to throw the jalapenos into, then resumed her frantic cooking. Before I could so much as thank her, she took off with enough speed to flutter the bottom of the flowy, yellow sundress I had gotten changed into.
My presence was nothing more than an obstacle for her to navigate around while she oscillated between stirring the ground beef on the stove and mixing drinks for us. She ripped the top off of a packet of taco seasoning as she speed-walked towards the stove. "Coming through."
She dumped the spice mix into the pan full of brown chunks and stirred until the bubbling broth in which it sat turned a similar color. "Think the smell will wake them up?"
"God willing," I replied.
Despite the rumors that young men could fuck all day long, the truth turned out to be far more believable. When we'd gotten back to the cottage, Cleo had mentioned something about going for "another round," the thought of which had turned them as white as a fresh linen sheet.
Our afternoon on the lake, and the multiple orgasms we'd given them along the way, had tuckered the poor boys out. They'd had no strength left with which to mount or breed us, let alone both, so Cleo and I had permitted them to rest while we made lunch.
I clenched my thighs tightly together, relishing the way Tom's leftover cum oozed around in my pussy. Naturally, some of it had dribbled out as we walked up the stairs from the dock to reach the cottage, but I had put considerable effort towards sealing away as much of the goo as I could.
"I bet Luke wakes up first," Cleo asserted.
I pointed the knife at her. "Before Tom? I'll take that bet."
Cleo clapped her hands happily and gave a muted cheer, so as to not wake them. "Loser has to do the dishes?"
"You sure you want to make this bet, sis?"
She nodded. "I believe in Lukey."
Dependably as ever, my son exited out bedroom no more than two seconds later.
"Something smells good," he mumbled.
I cheered triumphantly, and made a point of rubbing it in Cleo's face. "I told you so!"
He wiped the sleep from his eye. "Told her what?"
I turned towards him and waved him over with open arms. "Oh, nothing, honey. You just saved Mommy from having to do so many dishes."
Cleo flipped her middle finger towards me. "Classy as always, Deborah."
I shrugged innocently, then wrapped my arms around my son when he got close to me. I hugged him, using my arms like a seatbelt, and planted a kiss on his collarbone. "Good morning, sweetheart."
He hugged me back just as tightly and took a deep breath with his nose pressed against the top of my scalp. "Morning, Mom. It smells amazing in here."
"Thank you, honey," I gushed. "We wanted to make sure you had something to fill your tummies when you woke up."
A cheeky grin spread across Tom's face, because he knew exactly what he would be needing his energy for.
Truth be told, I had not been opposed to offering them a brief reprieve from our mandated breeding schedule. The first day of our vacation was not yet over, and I'd already felt the muscles in my pussy aching when we had gotten off the boat. My brilliant plan had been to let him use my mouth in the interim, so as to ensure that he could shoot his cum up into my pussy at least once every single day.
Cleo snapped her fingers and pointed to her son's bedroom, whose door was still shut. "Tommy, go wake your cousin, please."
He saluted her playfully. "Yes, ma'am!"
With that, he dashed off to pound on Luke's door with a closed fist. "Yo, goon!"
We heard the bed creek as Luke tossed in bed. "Ugghh, what?"
Tom cleared his throat. "I think the moms want us to have lunch so we can fuck some more."
We heard the bed nearly split in half as Luke leapt off of the mattress. He barrelled through the door, knocking Tom out of the way as he exited. "What's for lunch?"
Many tacos and an equal number of beers later, all of us were sitting around the table on the screened-in porch. The boy had eaten their fill, but Cleo and I had been smart enough to eat light. Nobody feels sexy on a full stomach, so we stuck with salad while the boys gorged on their Mexican feast.
The open patio had allowed for a persistent breeze to waft over us while we'd eaten, and had likely carried the delicious aroma of seasoned beef to torment anyone unlucky enough to be downwind of us.
The table was a mess of dirty dishes that sported a chaotic splattering of sour cream and salsa, with enough fallen pieces of shredded cheese in the mix to garnish an entirely fresh taco. One glance at the nightmare of sauced plates made me doubly thankful that Tom had woken up first.
Luke was forced to pay the price for his misfortune when his mom recruited him to help her with the dishes, though I was sure he would have volunteered to clean up alongside her either way.
Tom and I sequestered ourselves to the large, padded arm chairs that sat in the corner of the porch overlooking the lake. Years ago, my husband had installed skylights that allowed beams of bright, yellow Sun to flood the chairs with its natural warmth, giving us a slice of light in which we could lounge like cats.
We were on the tail end of sunbathing hours, which occurred between one and four in the afternoon - so in other words, right around the time some other unlucky people were still busy in the kitchen.
Tom reclined in the chair to extend the footrest, then closed his eyes just as a peaceful breeze blew through the screen and tickled our faces.
I reached over and looped my pointer finger with his. "What do you wanna do today, honey?"
He chuckled. "What else, you mean?"
I rubbed his knuckles with my thumb. "Exactly. The day's not over yet!"
The Sun would be up for another few hours, and I wanted to wring as many memories out of the first day as I still could. There were plenty of board games inside that we could have used to entertain ourselves, but Tom wasn't interested. Instead, he asked me if I had ever heard of a game called "Truth or Dare."
Of course I had heard of the game before, and had played it many times in the past, but I feigned ignorance so that he would explain it to me.
"Well," he said, "basically, we use this app that I have on my phone that does the hard part for you. It gives two options: truth or dare. You pick one to flip over, then do whatever it says on the other side."
It was decidedly different than the version I had played. "You know, back in my day we didn't have to use a phone to help us."
"Yeah, but some of the questions are, like, raunchier than what I would come up with."
That piqued my curiosity. "How so?"
He pulled out his phone and opened the app. After it loaded, he started a new game, tapped on "truth," then cleared his throat. "Have you ever had anal sex before?"
Without batting an eye, I replied, "Only with my fingers, and it's been a while."
Tom froze for a moment, processing the surprise brevity of my answer. "Er, yeah, so like that, for example. I don't feel like a perv for asking, because my phone asked. Does that make sense?"
I chuckled. "It makes tons of sense, honey. You're such a good little problem solver."
He scoffed and put his phone away. "You're mocking me!"
I rolled my eyes. "Oh, just a little bit -- but sure, I'll play. I know Aunt Cleo will definitely want to, too."
Tom nodded, clearly distracted as the gears in his brain turned. "Wait, so you've never had anal sex?"
I closed my eyes and tried to sound nonchalant. "Not yet, sweetheart. Have you?"
"Er, no, actually." He tightened his grip around my pointer finger, likely unconsciously, as the implication of my words sank in. "So, like, maybe this weekend we could--"
I cut him off and closed my eyes. "Shh, Tommy. Mommy's relaxing now."
He huffed and puffed with predictable frustration, once again falling into a teasing trap intended to wind him up.
It was true that I had never tried anal sex before, and that was a very purposeful decision. The one time that I had used my fingers, I'd decided that I did not like the feeling. I had been closed off to the idea for years, even when my husband had asked for it on his birthday.
I hadn't reopened myself to the possibility until Cleo had asked me - a few weeks before our planned vacation - if I would be willing to give it a go. She had been persuasive, but not completely, so I'd ended the conversation with a firm "maybe."
Then, when Tom had mentioned anal, I'd felt a newfound curiosity over the possibility of being the woman who would expose him to it. It was the one thing that he and I could do together that would be a first for us.
Roughly ten minutes into our relaxing lounge, Cleo poked her head out from inside the cottage. "I see you two are enjoying yourselves."
I snarled at her. "Quiet, dish wench. Is the silverware polished?"
She chucked a dampened hand towel, rolled into a ball, at my head. "Yes, Your Highness. Can we do something fun now?"
I climbed out of the deep lounge chair and stretched my back. "Tommy and I were thinking we could play Truth or Dare. You in?"
Cleo nodded. "Yes, yes, and yes! Let me just grab a drink."
"And your son," I reminded her.
She disappeared back inside to grab Luke, and the two of them reappeared with beers and seltzers clenched between their fingers.
"Wow," Tom said. "You even opened them for us. You might get a tip, young man."
Luke handed him a bottle, and they clinked them together. "Fuck off, bro."
Tom cackled maniacally. "Do my dishes again, kiddo!"
Cleo snapped her fingers at them. "Boys! Play nice!"
The each slunk into their respective seats around the wooden table, mumbling half-hearted apologies while they nursed from their frosted amber bottles.
Tom opened the app and placed his phone in the middle of the table, where two options stared us in the face. "I put it on 'eighteen plus mode,' so be prepared for some spicy questions."
"And dares," Cleo added. "Have you played it before?"
He shook his head. "Years ago, when I first bought it. I just remember there being some stuff that my girlfriend did not want to do."
I rubbed my palms together, enticed by the idea of one-upping my son's ex-girlfriend. "Who goes first?"
Tom took another swig of his beer. "Whoever wants to, I guess."
Cleo and I, sitting on opposite ends of the table, both scrambled for the phone, but she snagged it first. "Ha! Too slow, Deb. Feels only fair that I should ask you first, now."
I sat back and folded my hands across my chest. "Fine, go ahead." In truth, I was not as confident as I was trying to appear. I had no idea what kind of questions would be included in the game, and felt too nervous to select a dare on my first go.
"Truth," I announced to the table.
Cleo pressed the corresponding button, then asked, "Have you ever had anal sex before?"
I kissed my teeth. "Oh, skip that one. That's the same one that it gave me when Tommy asked." I reached for the phone, but she pulled away from me.
"Nuh uh! You still have to answer."
I looked between Luke and Cleo, the latter of whom was already keenly aware of my apprehension towards anal sex. I was essentially admitting to Luke, and nobody else, that I was still an anal virgin.
He looked back at me with his eyebrows sitting halfway up his forehead, impatiently awaiting my answer. "Have you, Aunt Deb?"
I looked at him sheepishly. "No, Lukey. I've never had anal sex before."
He gulped. "Wow. So, like, what about trying it this weekend?"
I could not decide between laughing and scoffing, so I emitted a sound that sounded like a freakish combination of both. "My goodness, sweetheart. You are just like your cousin!"
The two of them exchanged a knowing look, then clinked their bottles together again. It was a nice moment for them to share, but when it ended they returned their attention to me.
"So?" Luke asked hopefully.
Tom's mouth hung open. "Yeah, Mom. What do you think?"
I hated how much Cleo was relishing the moment, and how deeply she likely cherished her position on the sideline.
"Well," I began, "technically, I'm only supposed to answer one truth, right? Shoot! I guess it's somebody else's turn, then."
I acted as though it were out of my hands, and it was simply too much fun to watch their minds work once I had planted the seed of an idea in their brains.
Tom was to Cleo's left, so she passed the phone counter clockwise. My son cleared his throat, then asked his aunt to make a selection between the two infamous options.
She thought for a moment, with her finger on her chin. "Let's go with dare, shall we?"
Tom tapped the screen. "Okay. Aunt Cleo, I dare you to take off your shirt."
Cleo feigned embarrassment. "Why I never! Thomas, how very rude. Well, rules are rules." Then, she shrugged and grabbed the bottom of her white t-shirt.
She tugged her top off in one fluid motion. Had she not been wearing a bra, the weight of her floppy breasts would have sent them plummeting onto the tabletop. It was lucky for her, then, that she had chosen a bra that was as supportive as it was beautiful.
Much like her bathing suit, it was a shade of bright blue that I knew she had selected for Luke's enjoyment. The cups were decorated with an ornate spiral of dark lace, forming patterns that looked very much like interwoven flowers blooming from her nipples-- which could easily be seen poking through the fabric. The straps keeping her secure were connected to the cups with small, golden clips, and I applauded the tiny fasteners for putting up with the tremendous strain.
Her decadent white breasts looked like freshly poured milk wobbling back and forth in the large bowls, threatening to spill over the side if she leaned too far in one direction.
"Damn, Mom!" Luke blurted out.
She blew him a kiss. "You like it?"
Both of the boys raced to be the first one to reply, and overlapped each other. "Yes!"
Cleo sat back in her chair. "Well, rules are rules. It only said to take off my shirt."
The boys grumbled in annoyance, but they knew she was right.
"Fine, fine," Tom said. "It's Mom's turn to ask someone, then."
I took the phone and picked Luke, because I did not want the game to devolve into a back and forth between me and my sister until we were both naked. I was not necessarily opposed to that idea, but it felt it would be wasted opportunity to indulge in something more interesting.
Luke shuffled in his seat. "Uh, truth?"
Tom chortled. "Ha! Nerd!"
"Then you can pick dare when it's your turn, big boy."
I knew they would continue to go back and forth if I let them, so I cut their argument short by reaching my left hand over to my nephew. With my middle finger, I drew tiny circles around the center of his palm while I leaned in close, hoping to grab as much of his attention as I could.
I slowly batted my eyelashes and pouted just enough to make my lower lip tremble. With the softest voice I could muster, I asked him, "Who has nicer boobies, Lukey? Me, or your mother?"
The color drained from his face. While he might have been nervous with all of that attention on him, he was still brave enough to try and turn his position into an advantageous one. He scratched the back of his head. "I don't really have the best memory. Maybe I could use a little reminder?"
Cleo and I looked at each other and exchanged a nod. It was obvious what he was trying to do, but it was so adorable that we played along anyway.
One arm at a time, I pulled down the sleeves of my sundress to fully expose my shoulders. After one day in the sun, they were already beginning to show the signs of subtle tan line formation where my bathing suit had sat.
I pulled the dress down and bunched it around my tummy, leaving only my bra to keep my breasts hidden from prying eyes. It was less elaborate than my sister's, with fewer stitched patterns and less lace, but I had picked it specifically for its color.
The deep, luxurious red was a far cry from the vivid ruby hue I had adorned myself with earlier, but there was a certain elegance to the merlot pigment that I found irresistible. The sole outlier from that single color was the chunky, golden buckle that sat between the cups.
To up my chances, I turned my chair towards Luke and stuck my chest out towards him. "Can you unbuckle me, sweetheart?" It may have been considered unethical, but our judge did not complain about the bribe.
Luke licked his lips and reached out with both hands. He pinched the clasp together and fidgeted with it, clearly unfamiliar with the mechanism, but managed to open it after a few tries.
I grabbed the center of my bra with both hands, hoping a sudden reveal would also earn me a few extra points. As though I were flashing him in a trench coat, I pulled my bra open and dropped my tits onto the table.
They made a muffled thud when they landed, but it may as well have been a gunshot with how quiet the room had become as my audience had awaited the big reveal. I leaned forward and rested my hands, with my palms face-down, on the sides of my tits and squished them together.
The table's wooden legs were so rickety that they had trembled when my hulking milk bags collided with it, barely supporting the weight I had dumped onto it as casually as one would an armful of groceries.
Cleo was unwilling to be ignored, so she cleared her throat to get her son's attention. "My turn, sugar."
She crossed her arms over her chest, then lowered them below her breasts and used them to lift the saggy, low-hanging dough. With her forearms almost completely smothered, she cradled the wobbling heap of breast meat and slowly jiggled it back and forth.
I almost felt bad for Luke. His head was bouncing back and forth between us like he was watching a high-stakes tennis match.



The one that I was actually envious of was Tom. He was permitted to bear witness to the entire show without the burden of having to decide between two doting mommies with - admittedly - equally nice boobs.
I pinched my nipples and slowly rolled the firm pink nubs between my fingers, eliciting a groan from myself that was surprisingly sincere. "What do you think, Lukey?"
He scraped at the label on his beer bottle with his thumbnail. "Aunt Deborah, your tits are, like, super fucking nice."
"Thank you, honey."
"But Mom's are just... wow."
Cleo blew him a kiss. "Good boy."
I winked at him. "And a smart boy, too. Always side with Mommy."
"I raised him well!" Cleo bragged.
It was Luke's turn with the phone next, and he picked it up with a mischievous look on his face. "Tom, truth or dare?"
My son had a chance to back up his words by picking dare; I'd been confident he would the whole time. Before revealing the dare, Luke hid the phone in his lap so that nobody would see what had come up.
"Quick question," he said. "What is the punishment for declining a dare?"
"Finish your drink, I guess?" Tom offered.
With a blatantly condescending tone, Luke took his time tormenting his cousin. "Wow. That is a really, really good answer, T. I totally agree."
Tom was familiar with his cousin's hijinks, and knew immediately that he was up to something. "Oh, goddammit."
Luke cleared his throat. "On that note, will you be so kind as to stand up and take off your pants--" Unfazed, Tom began to stand up. "--and bend over to show everybody your butthole."
Tom sat back down. "It does not say that, you prick."
Luke showed him the phone with a devious chuckle.
Tom pointed to his bottle of beer, which had hardly been touched since he had sat down. "I just opened this, man."
Luke snorted. "I know. Drink up, buttercup!"
Rules were rules, and Tom was no cheater. He tipped back the amber bottle and chugged from it until there was not a single drop left. Once he had grabbed another, we were set to continue the game.
It was Cleo's turn again, and she once again picked me as her target with a mischievous look on her face -- like son, like mother. "Truth or dare, Deb?"
"You're getting predictable," I complained.
"Fine, then you can change things up by picking dare this time."
After Tom had just been maneuvered into slamming his beer by his cousin, I did not want to mar our family legacy with a second consecutive embarrassment, so I picked dare.
Cleo scrunched her nose with a sly smile that made me instantly regret falling into her trap. "The player on your right will spank you four times with their hand, or an object of their choosing."
Tom lit up. "That's me!"
I tried to convey horror as best I could. "If you love me, you'll use your hand."
He was unflustered. "Fine by me, as long as you're okay with handprints."
A frigid chill ran down my spine. I knew that I was far more than just "okay" with handprints. "I-- yeah, that's okay."
I rose to my feet, towering over the seated onlookers. Their attention was trained on my breasts, but their gaze shifted downward when I grabbed the sides of my sundress.
In each hand, I bunched up some of the fabric and lifted it like a curtain an inch at a time, exposing my knees, then my thighs, then my underwear, until I was wearing the dress around my waist like a yellow hula hoop.
Given that I had selected a pair of underwear that I knew to be almost entirely see through, I knew exactly what the wide-eyed boys -- and my sister -- were staring at. I could feel how tightly the panties were pressed against my pussy mound, and assumed that I had probably traded the faint subtlety of a mild camel toe in exchange for a full on horse hoof.
I reached down to confirm, and found my suspicions were correct. My pudgy lips had swallowed a generous portion of the thin string, and when I prodded around with my fingers there was nothing to find but the meaty curtains that had eclipsed it from view.
Another breeze blew through the screen and tickled my bare bottom, populating the chubby globes with a smattering of goosebumps that made my skin tingle.
I tilted my head and smiled at my son. "Push back your chair, honey."
Tom moved away from the table, creating space for me to lay myself across his lap. I knew he was right handed, so rather than position my bum on his left side, I chose to walk the long way around the table - behind Luke, then my sister - until I looped around fully.
I crouched down and arched my back, then fell forward and curled myself around Tom's thighs so that my naked ass was perfectly situated on his leg.
The role reversal would have made Freud roll in his grave. I had only needed to spank Tom once when he'd been a child, and he had learned his lesson quickly. It occurred to me then, while folded over his lap with my blubbery bottom pointed to the sky, that he may have been interested in a bit of petty revenge.
Even back then, when he had been bent over my knee, I had done him the courtesy of spanking him over-the-pants, and without an ounce of lust in my heart. Neither could be said about Tom, who was at that moment eagerly gliding his hand up my inner thigh. That lust, I feared, might cause him to hit a little harder than intended.
Were he anything like his father, he would be completely obsessed once he realized just how violently my round rump would jiggle from even a modest swat. After that, I would have to hope that he would show me mercy.
My head was below the table, making me feel much like a child that was too short to see the adults that sat around the dinner table. Whatever looks they might have exchanged, whatever their body language might have said, I was privy to none of it while I remained submissive with my face a few inches from the floor.
I cleared my throat. "Whenever you're ready, sweetheart."
"How hard, Mom?" Tom asked.
"Hard!" Cleo piped up from across the table.
That instruction was all Tom needed to hear. At its utterance, he swung his open palm downward and collided with my right cheek. The pain of a hundred stinging hornets seared my backside, and then my flesh predictably sent it elsewhere in violent waves. All metaphors aside, I swore I could feel the shape he'd left upon my poor cheek as a brand - his handprint, of course.
I tensed up with a sharp yelp, then tightly clenched my cheeks as the agonising tingles dissipated through my skin. "Jesus, honey!"
"Too hard?"
"Yes!" I whined.
Cleo, on the other hand, was having the time of her life watching me accept the punishment. "No! Hit her again, Tommy!"
That time, Tom did not ignorantly obey her direction. "Can I, Mom?"
I sighed in defeat, aware that resisting my sister was a losing battle. "Go ahead. Just remember whose butt you're spanking!"
"Okay. I love you, Mom."
"I love you--" Tommy delivered another thunderous blow to my reddened cheek. "--tooooo!" I wailed with the tune of a haunted banshee. "F-fuck, honey! That really hurts!"
The pain, much like the wetness brewing in my pussy, was impossible to ignore. I had never been one to enjoy submitting myself so willingly to a man, but I thrived on being manhandled by my son. His touch alone turned my cunt into a puddle - the rest of me as well, in fact.
"Ow, Tommy!" I shrieked in anguish, though it was mostly performative. I knew my audience would get a bigger thrill out of hearing me whimper and squeal than they would if I were to stay silent.
As if to confirm that he was in charge, Tom did not wait for me to recover before subjecting me to a third strike. His fingers were whips, fiercely lashing me; I could easily imagine the vivid color my cheeks had turned from the sharp impact.
The sound of his open palm colliding with my skin rang in my ears for a few seconds, a flashbang grenade that momentarily disabled my senses from feeling anything but blinding pain.
I bucked on his lap, performing spastic convulsions as a lukewarm way to escape his clutches, even though I knew it was hopeless.
"One more!" Tommy insisted.
He likely meant to comfort me, but his words rang as a taunt since he was casually petting my raw, sensitive rump with long strokes while he encouraged me to, in his words, "Stay strong."
I kicked my feet in the air and beat on his thigh with my balled up fists. "Oh, God. Just hurry up!"
Whether intentionally or not, Tom had expertly landed his slaps on to a small section of my bum with only a slight margin of error. All the pain, all the burning, was concentrated in one spot, and he did not break his streak for the fourth strike.
Directly upon the same sore - and as I imagined, deeply reddened - flesh, Tom brought down his palm and fingers for the last time. He had swung his arm with such force that I could have sworn that I'd felt the loops and coils of his fingerprints imprint themselves into my skin with such definition that they could have been traced with a pen.
I feared that my hesitation would encourage another spanking, so I quickly leapt off of his lap once the final blow had been delivered. I took a deep breath, followed by a curtsy, as my audience applauded the lively performance.
Luke wiped the sweat off of his brow and took a long sip of his drink. "That was awesome, Aunt Deb."
Cleo pointed a finger to the ceiling and twirled it in a circle. "Turn around. Let us see the back."
I spun on my heels and stood with my feet together, presenting my beaten backside to the awestruck trio. To accentuate the masterpiece that Tom had painted on my right cheek, I pushed my pussy forward so as to tighten and tone my ass muscles. I wanted to emphasize the shape that was usually hidden under the layer of padded blubber which gave my traditionally rounded cheeks their famous size.
"Jesus Christ," Cleo whispered reflexively. "Does it hurt?"
"A little," I lied. It hurt a lot.
I nervously returned to my seat, knowing the pain that awaited my cheeks when they landed on the hard, wooden chair. I braced myself on its arms and lowered myself down, blowing out a steady stream of air while I did. To my credit, I only winced a little bit when I finally sat down, rather than yelping like I'd stepped on one of the wasps - or sat on it.
I took a long, calming chug of my seltzer to steady my nerves. "Well, that was fun."
Tom reached over to hold my hand, grinning from ear to ear. "It was, Mom."
"I'm happy you liked it, sweetheart." I was overjoyed to have put such a darling smile on his face. My heart swelled with a furious concentration of love, rivaling the heat burning on my branded bottom.
Cleo scrunched her nose. "It feels unfair that Tommy gets to go again after he just had all that fun."
I shrugged. "It was your dare! Do you think you should go again?"
That idea seemed to amuse her, but I was quick to shut it down by reaching across the table to grab the phone. I placed it in front of Tom. "Here, honey. Do something awful to her."
The four broke into uproarious laughter, though the noise Luke made was more akin to a cackle. I was sure that, out of all of us, he was the most entertained by imagining what lecherous things his mother would soon be made to do.
"Fine," Cleo said. "Dare."
Tom looked confused for a second, since he had not technically picked Cleo as his target. The rules of the game had taken a backseat to the sisterly competition brewing between me and his aunt.
He did not seem bothered by her interruption, and I imagined that was because we all knew that the greatest amount of fun would be had by pitting me and Cleo against each other.
Tom picked up the phone so that nobody would see the screen. "Okay, Aunt Cleo. You picked dare?"
She hesitated for a second, then nodded. "Screw it, I'm sticking with dare."
Tom took a breath through his nose and tapped the screen. "I dare you to let the player to your right--" he paused while he read ahead, furthering our anticipation. "--draw their name on your body with a marker."
I guess marks of ownership are the theme of this game! I thought, chuckling to myself as I squirmed in my seat to soothe my stringing bottom.
Without another word, Cleo got up from the table and walked inside the cottage. She returned in just a few seconds with a marker in her hand, which she then pointed definitively towards her son.
"You're up, sugar," she said with a wink.
Luke gulped. "Anywhere I want?"
She nodded. "Them's the rules. Just not on my face, please. It's not-water proof, thank God, but I don't want to be walking around like I fell asleep first at a sleepover."
Luke zeroed in on his chosen location with ruthless efficiency. True to the theme of putting their mother's in a submissive position, he picked the most intentionally slutty spot that he could: her lower back.
He wrote in cursive that was surprisingly clean. The jet-black ink was a visceral contrast to her miraculously fair skin, staining the vanilla canvas with long, elegant swirls of dark chocolate.
Luke sat back to admire his masterpiece. "I always thought back tattoos were kind of hot."
"They're called 'tramp stamps,' sugar, and there's a reason your mother doesn't have one."
I scoffed. "Yeah, a fear of needles."
Tom expressed his appreciation of Luke's handiwork with a whistle. "How did you get so good at that?"
Luke put the cap back on the marker. "Mom made me take cursive writing classes when I was a kid. I guess this is a bit of payback."
I was not impressed, and I made that known with a decidedly obvious huff. "Seems unfair to me. I got my butt beaten, and all you get is some lousy marker?"
I knew that Cleo was never one to back down from a contest. "Oh yeah? Fine. I'll do another one."
Luke smiled so wide that his entire row of upper teeth were showing. "Really? You will?"
If she hadn't been convinced by my challenge, the unabashed glee on her son's face would have certainly done so anyway. Nevertheless, she was good at playing nonchalant. "Well, I guess I pick dare again."
Rather than let fate decide for her, I interjected with an idea that had come to mind naturally upon seeing her from behind. "You should do the dare that Tommy chickened out on," I said before checking myself. "No offence, honey."
As far as I was concerned, with the tantalizing visual of Cleo's gigantic ass cheeks underneath her son's signature, it was the only choice worth making.
She arched an eyebrow at me. "You don't want me to draw a card, or whatever?"
I narrowed my eyes at her as the gears turned in my head. "You can. But if you do I get to choose which card is yours, and I'll--"
"Pick the other one," Cleo and I concluded unanimously.
She clapped her hands excitedly. "Yes, I love it! I saw that coming a mile away. Let's make it interesting."
Tom picked "dare" on the phone again, then tilted the screen towards me so I could read it out loud. "You must put on a dog collar for one round." I stomped my foot. "Seriously? That is so dehumanizing!"
Cleo snorted. "Fine. Then spread those cheeks, sis."
I chewed on the inside of my lower lip. "On second thought, I think I saw a collar in there earlier. Be right back!"
I opened the cupboard full of assorted junk that Cleo had found earlier and fished out the blue collar. I made sure it was free of fur, then returned to the patio with the loop around my wrist.
Tom flashed me a cheeky smile. "Need some help putting that on?"
With my un-collared hand, I bunched up my hair into a ponytail and lifted it off of my neck. "Yes, please."
He stood up and took the necklace from me, then unclipped the back of it to fit it around my neck. Once he was sure that the buckles would not pinch my skin, he connected the loop to cement my degradation.
Cleo made kissy noises to taunt me. "Who's a good girl?"
I scowled at her and bared my fangs. "Bite me."
She hissed at me. "Bad dog!"
I stuck out my tongue, but was content to submit myself to ritualistic humiliation for one simple reason. The way Tom's eyes scanned my half-naked body, soaking in the scene of pure depravity as though it were the last drink of water he would be spared before walking into a desert, made my heart flutter at unimaginable speeds.
It was easy to play off my discomfort as annoyance, but in truth I was thrilled to have him ogle me with such unrepentant lust. I was ready to start barking if he demanded it, knowing that his satisfaction would bring me everything I wanted and more.
I returned to my seat and crossed my legs, the tiny bell around my neck dinging as I did. I narrowed my eyes at Cleo. "Your turn. Spread those cheeks, sis."
Without a word of dispute, my sister stood up and hooked her thumbs into the belt of her jean shorts. Before she lowered them, she turned away from us and arched her back, sticking out her ass so we would have the best view possible. "Ready?" she asked.
Luke swallowed the lump in his throat. "Underwear, too, Mom."
Cleo shook her head with a faint chuckle. "I'm not wearing any, sweetheart."
That shut him up really quickly.
At last, the attention of the room was drawn away from me and fully redirected towards my sister. I was sure that the boy's ears perked up any time I moved my head, thus ringing the bell hanging around my neck, but they did not take their eyes off of Cleo for a second. To my surprise, they were not the only ones enraptured.
I held my breath, watching in captivation as she slid the shorts over the hump of her enormous ass. She had to shuffle back and forth a few times, encouraging the tight jeans to shimmy over the huge curve of her backside that was amplified by the arch in her back. It was no easy task, but every tug revealed a little more of the deep, dark crack that separated her bulging cheeks.
It felt weird at first to gaze at my sister in such a provocative light, but I quickly realized that it paled in comparison to everything else we had already done that day. It was the first time I had viewed her in such a prominently a sexual way -- in a way that sincerely excited me -- and it furthered my suspicion that I may not have been as straight as I had thought.
My heart was aflutter, and the very idea that I was lusting over my sister's body in any capacity, specifically her pussy, made me feel like my brain was being rewired by the constant exposure to incest. Oddly enough, I did not mind one bit.
Cleo dropped her shorts around her ankles and stepped out of them, exposing her entire naked body - the back of it, at least - to our prying eyes. Once more, she asked, "Ready?"
None of us had the wherewithal to answer her, but she correctly took our silence as the confirmation she sought.
Ever the flexible one, Cleo would not be satisfied with a simple spread. She grabbed onto her cheeks, one in each hand, and squeezed until the dough squeezed though her fingers. With her grip fortified, she slowly began to bend over while keeping her legs completely straight. It was a balancing act that tilted heavily in our favor.
Her secure grip on her bottom made it so that the more she lowered her head to the floor, the wider she spread herself open, gradually increasing the distance between her parted cheeks until her butthole was staring back at us.
Situated just below the wrinkled, pink star was her equally rouge slit, the succulent meat of which was sandwiched so loosely between her plump, bulging lips that it looked like the maw of a drooling monster.
Besides pornography, which I did not count, I had never seen another woman's pussy in such detail - at least not partied like velvet stage curtains. My heart thumped in my chest faster than before, responding directly to her marvelous spreading.



I could not believe I was watching Cleo present herself with such devotion, just as I could not understand how, or why, it was turning me on so powerfully.
The ripe flower, whose luscious petals glistened in the sun coming through the skylight, blossomed ever more as she continued to peel herself apart, and I found myself lecherously pondering how her glimmering nectar might taste. If anything, she was at least half as wet as I had become as a result of watching her.
Cleo peeked around her knees, which were tucked together, to see us staring back at her without a blink between the three of us. If she had found it strange that my cheeks were flushed red, she did not let on.
"Like what we see?" she chirped.
Luke nodded quietly, and Tom offered a meek, "Yeah."
Cleo swayed her butt back and forth, clenching the tiny, puckered hole between her cheeks as she did. "How long do I have to do this for?"
Nobody had an answer, and I knew that the boys would have continued to stare for another hour if she'd let them. Though I was not particularly keen to end the show, I felt a bit embarrassed that I, like the pair of salivating boys, was too stunned to speak.
My voice cracked when I tried to, so I cleared my throat before my second attempt. "Uh, well, maybe that's enough?"
Cleo cocked her head at me. "You think? You don't wanna keep staring at your big sister's pussy, Debbie?"
That comment was enough to shake me out of daze, but not enough to set my head right. "N-no! No, I just mean... you know?"
She released her grip on her cheeks and straightened her back, hiding her pussy away beneath the bulging mountain of ass fat. "Well, well. I think somebody's flustered."
The boys, finally free of the distraction spread before them, turned to me with an expectant look on their faces.
I waved them off and pointed to the phone, unsure of how to justify my infatuation with Cleo's nudity. "So, um, whose turn is it?"
Tom looked like he wanted to ask me a dozen different questions, the first of which I imagined would be an inquiry into my history with other women. The answer at that moment would have been a resounding "zero," but I had begun to wonder whether that would still be true at the end of our trip.
Instead of launching an investigation -- perhaps dissuaded by the look of confusion plastered on my face -- Tom handed the phone to me. "Your go, Mom."
I wanted to take the heat off of me, so I turned the phone on Tom. "Truth or dare, honey?"
Luke, too, had begun to return to reality, and had enough of his faculties together to chastise his cousin for his earlier cowardice. "Dare, bro. Pick dare."
Tom sighed and shrugged as though he were powerless to resist. "Dare it is, I guess."
Up to that point, the dares had been relatively mundane. I was already used to the collar around my neck, and Cleo's body writing was out of view when she was seated in her chair. With the exception of our boobs being on full display, there was very little else out of the ordinary. My pussy was foaming at the mouth, almost literally, for something more exciting.
I tapped the corresponding option and watched ten magical words appear on the screen. I read them aloud. "Choose a player to ride your face for sixty seconds."
My heart leapt into my chest, certain that he would pick me. It was a forgone conclusion that Tom knew as well as I did, and we both rose from our chairs without so much as glancing at each other.
In fact, I was so confident that he would pick me that I had already begun sliding my underwear off as I stood up. I tossed my panties to the floor, then stepped out of them and winked at my son. "Good choice, honey."
He blushed with an adorable smile. "Thanks, Mom. How do you want to do this?"
I gestured to the floor. "Anywhere you want. Just get comfortable."
Tom looked around the porch, then spotted a towel. He grabbed it and opened it with a quick snap of his wrists, then placed it atop the scraggly AstroTurf that made up the entirety of the porch floor.
There was not a ton of room on the porch for one to lay down, so his head was positioned by Cleo's feet. She pulled her chair back and turned it so that she could face him head on. "I can't wait to see this."
With the makeshift bed in place, Tom laid flat on the towel and stared up at me with his hands neatly folded across his stomach.
"Wow," I remarked. "That was fast."
He pointed to his mouth. "Less talking, more sitting."
Cleo and Luke were tickled by his assertive demand, and giggled amongst themselves while I straddled my son's face. I placed a foot on either side of his head, facing my butt towards his abdomen so that I could see his eyes peeking over the tuft of hair atop my pussy mound.
He peered through the chocolate fur, meeting my gaze with a look of crazed hunger across his face. "Have a seat."
"On my knees?"
He shook his head. "No. On your feet, if you can."
I bit my lower lip with a sly grin, not at all distracted by the equally amused smile that Cleo wore less than a foot in front of me. I was facing her, and decided to make use of her position by way of some lighthearted audience interaction.
I held out my hands, palms down, and nodded at them for her to hold. "Keep me steady, please."
She immediately grabbed on, providing a counterweight to balance me while I squatted down. I was moving blind, unsure of when exactly I would reach Tom's mouth, but I knew right away when I had done so when his heated breath coiled against my pussy.
I sucked in a sharp breath, puffing up my chest. "Is that good? I can go lower if-- OH! Oh, Tommy, fuck!"
Without a word of warning, Tom had plunged his tongue like a muscular spear into the depths of my soggy cunt. I felt a flutter in my tummy when he burrowed the slithering appendage as deep as he could then stirred it around like he was trying to loosen the tight pocket.
It must have been my imagination, but I could have sworn that I felt every individual taste bud being dragged against my velvet walls as he prodded around blindly, exploring my drooling pussy by touch alone.
I shut my eyes, hoping to rid myself of anything that distracted from the pleasurable tingles emanating from between my legs. "Good boy, Tommy. Gooooood boy."
He gave a mumbled groan, seemingly content with his position, then reached his arms up to wrap around my legs. He strapped me to his face as though my pussy was a feedbag, and he a starved animal desperately lapping at every wet, succulent morsel that his tongue stumbled across.
"Is he doing a good job?" Cleo asked teasingly.
My eyes were closed, but I could still hear the arrogant smirk she wore. Nevertheless, I nodded urgently, hoping to brush her off quickly so that I could focus on Tom's tongue worming through my birth canal. "Uh-huh. Good, he's doing so good!"
"Weawwy?" Tom piped up, though it was notably muffled.
"Really, honey," I mewed.
Cleo clicked her tongue. "Forty seconds left."
I held onto my sister with one hand to stay balanced, but reached down with the other so that I could rake my fingers through Tom's hair. "Keep eating."
He nodded excitedly, dragging his tongue through my slit each time his head moved, then dove back in. He let out a deep breath while he ate, but it was a clearly a struggle. What little air did escape was released as a drowned sputter, akin to the noises he made as a child when I would scold him for blowing bubbles in his milkshake.
I convinced myself that he was not at his limit, though it was a selfish thought. What I really wanted was for him to make me cum hard enough for me to see stars, but I knew the sixty-second time limit would make that a daunting task. I decided to make the most of our remaining time and trusted my son to keep up.
I bore down with more of my weight, remaining careful not to crush Tom while still giving priority to the fireworks of euphoria exploding in my pussy. The goal was not to literally drown him, but I did feel excited about the idea of forcing him to choose between oxygen and pleasuring me. Naturally, he picked the latter, but not without vocalizing his struggle to do so.
"Mmpfh! Mpffmmhm!" he cried from underneath me.
I could not understand his words, but I sure as hell felt them. I imagined that he was pleading for air, but the feeling of his deep, bassy voice vibrating through my lower body felt so good that I hoped I was wrong. The reverberations set my nerves abuzz as he tried to speak through the hot, soggy muzzle.
"Just a few more seconds, honey. You can do it!"
My instincts took over, and thus I ignored Tom's dire need for oxygen so that I could selfishly grind my puffy clit against his tongue. I emitted a soft wail, my brow deeply furrowed in concentration as I urged my weight downward, pinpointing the spot that pushed my sensitive button the hardest.
I dragged my cunt back and forth against Tom's tongue. The once rigid muscle had been ridden to exhaustion, and all he could do by that point was lazily roll it out of his mouth like a cushy carpet for me to mash my clit against.
I rode with ferocity, making such long, sweeping passes over Tom's tongue that - on more than one occasion - I felt it slither below my pussy, farther than I intended, to wedge neatly between my bum cheeks.
The squatting position he had me assume had created a natural parting between the large mounds, leaving just enough space for his tongue to wiggle into. Once it was there, I would impulsively clench up at the foreign, yet not unpleasant, sensation of my back door being lapped at. I was surprised at how intriguing I found the sensation to be, though it was still a far cry from letting him stick his cock in there.
Tom tapped out on my thigh, smacking me with an open hand in a futile attempt to surrender.
"Jesus, Deb," Cleo said. "I don't think he can breathe."
Tom pointed blindly towards the source of her voice. "Mhm! Mmhmm!"
I felt the rage of a bratty child that had been denied a promised treat. I was a hair away from throwing a tantrum if I did not get my way, but common sense returned to me just in time to save Tom from passing out.
"Goddammit, fine!" I groaned.
I took both of Cleo's hands in mine, freeing Tom from the perilous grip I had with my fingers rooted in his hair, and used her strength to lift myself up a little bit.
Tom's body lurched as he sucked in enough air to puff up his chest. His laborious panting was the loudest sound in the room, underscored by his aunt's soft laughter.
"You're going to drown the poor boy!" Cleo exclaimed.
I snapped my eyes open, disoriented through the blurry vision that did not subside until I had blinked hard a couple of times.
"How long was that?" I asked, hoping that only seconds had passed, whereas to me it felt like entire minutes. All I cared about was getting my pussy back on Tom's tongue, but Cleo leapt to his defence.
She grabbed the phone and hid it from me before I could see the screen. "Long enough! That look on your face tells me that you could be here all day."
"But I didn't get to-"
Cleo snapped her fingers at me with a sharp hiss. "Bad dog! No whining just because you didn't get to cum."
I scrunched up my nose in a petulant pout. "That's so rude! I'll remember this."
Cleo held a hand over her heart, feigning a sense of terror that she dropped as quickly as she had adopted it. "I'll keep that in mind. Now, whose turn it is?"
Luke reached for the phone. "My turn! Me, me!" When he got his hands on it, it was instantly obvious who he was going to target. "So, Mom..."
Cleo sighed and rolled her shoulders back. "So, Lukey."
"Truth or dare?"
"Let's go with truth."
Luke frowned. "Aw, really?"
"Just this time, sugar. Promise I'll make the next one interesting, though."
That seemed to satisfy him, though it was equally likely that the momma's boy simply did not possess the backbone to disagree with his mother over something so trivial.
"Okay, Mom. What's the wildest place you've had sex?"
Cleo thought for a moment. "Define wildest. Like, my butt?"
Luke snickered childishly. "I think it means, like, wildest location. Besides a bedroom."
She nodded slowly as she mulled over her answer. I personally knew that there were several different ways she could respond, and was curious to see what chapter of her sexual history she would reveal.
"Okay, I think I've got one," she announced.
We all leaned in like kids around a campfire waiting for our counselor to tell us a story.
"When I was much younger, probably a little younger than you boys are now--"
"Before you met Dad?" Luke asked.
Cleo arched an eyebrow. "Way before I met your Dad. Well, I was with this other guy, let's call him Michael.
"Anyway, Michael was the announcer for the local hockey team. I think they were the Bisons back then? I can't remember, but they had a game on one night and he told me to come to the announcer booth around the third period."
I already knew exactly where the story was going, but the look of anticipation on the boy's faces made it worth hearing it again.
"It was a super close game," she continued, so people were really dialed in on the action, which meant nobody was looking at the announcer booth."
Luke gasped as his mother painted a story in his mind. "The one that's kind of up and, like, to the back? It was in the same spot?"
She nodded. "The very same -- so, unless somebody really wanted to visit Michael, he was basically all alone. Well, I wanted to visit him, and because nobody was paying attention it was super easy to... well, you know."
I scoffed. "Don't get all shy now. You just held my hand while I rode my son's face!"
She rolled her eyes. "Okay, fine. He fucked me under the microphone table while he commentated and came right as the buzzer sounded."
"There it is," I said.
The boys' jaws hung loose. They were speechless, but not for long.
"Damn, Aunt Cleo!" Tom exclaimed.
"Like, right as the buzzer sounded?" Luke asked.
She seemed proud to have impressed them with her tale of sluttery, exemplified by the one-sided grin on her face that - no matter how hard she tried - she could not wipe away. "Right as the buzzer sounded!"
I gave her a small round of applause that was intended to be sarcastic, but the boys joined in with full sincerity to show their earnest appreciation.
Luke handed his mother the phone. "All yours, Mom."
She accepted the token with a slight nod. "Thank you, Lukey. I know just who I'm going to pick." She flicked her gaze back and forth between the three of us, but made sure to linger particularly long on me.
I gave a fake laugh. "Ah, yes. Whoever shall it be?"
"Deborah," she said. "Truth, or dare?"
I was beginning to feel as though there were a target on my back, but knew there was no use in complaining about it once her mind was made up. I did not want to be a bore by picking truth just after she had, so I opted for the more dangerous route. "Dare."
"Yes! Okay, you have to--," Cleo tapped the screen. "--oh, this is a good one. Use whipped cream to entirely cover your nipples, then have another player clean them off."
In a weak attempt to save myself from making a sugary mess of my breasts, I asked a question that I already knew the answer to. "Are we sure we even have whipped cream?"
Cleo leapt from her chair. "Yes! I'll be right back."
She disappeared into the kitchen, where we could hear her rummaging around in the fridge. Seconds later, she returned with a bottle of whipped cream in her right hand that she was shaking vigorously.
I sighed at her dramatics. "Is all that shaking really necessary?"
She gave me a look of total innocence. "You don't think so? Look at the size of those things, Deb." She pointed to each of my light pink, palm-sized areolas. "We're gonna need the whole bottle."
I stomped my food in annoyance. "They're not that big! Shut up!"
She bit her tongue. "I'm kidding! Well, kind of. I'm half-kidding."
"I like them, Mom," Tom piped up. "I like how big they are. Like, I can't even get my whole mouth around them, you know?"
I turned to him and donned my softest voice. "Thank you, sweetheart. Would you like to put the whipped cream on?"
He nodded rapidly, taking the bottle from Cleo and giving it a few customary shakes himself. "Hell yes!"
Then, in a moment that encapsulated the selfless, compassionate boy I had raised, he turned to his cousin with a goofy smile. "Do you wanna do one, too?"
Luke's eyes lit up. "Holy shit, seriously?"
"Fuck yeah."
Luke showed similar virtue by checking in with me first. "Can I do one, Aunt Deb?"
I was too enchanted by their adorable use of good manners to say no. I scooted my chair back from the table, then waved either hand towards me to beckon each of my flanking suitors to my side. "Of course you can, honey."
I lifted one of my bulky breasts in each hand, treating my palms as platters with which to present the heavy piles of wobbling dough to my boys. My nipples - hardened to a point - were pointed slightly towards the ceiling, putting them in the perfect position to have a fat dollop of whipped cream dumped onto them.
Tom, on my right side, approached me first. He flipped the can upside down and pointed it directly at my nipple. He pushed on the nozzle, sending a cold, creamy stream onto the perky nub. The frigid froth made the stiff peak harden even further, rising up as if to cut through the deluge that quickly began to smother the circumference of my areola.
Tom circled around the wide, pink pepperoni slice, dutifully covering every inch of the leathery cap as he had been instructed. When he was done, the white pasty - the tip of which he had formed into a sharp peak - had completely hidden my nipple from view.
He sat back to admire his handiwork. "Beautiful."
Luke reached for the bottle, eager to paint me as well. "Can I go now, Aunt Deb?"
I jiggled my left breast back and forth a few times. "Ready when you are."
I had hardly finished speaking when Luke squeezed the nozzle and doused my nipple in whipped cream. He was less delicate than Tom, inventing his own method wherein he pulled the trigger as hard as he could so that the stream he fired was thick and foamy. In less than a couple of seconds, my left nipple was just as well-hidden as my right one was.
I gently clapped my breasts together, ensuring that I did not accidentally knock the whipped cream loose. "How do I look?"
"So good, Mom."
"Really, really good," Luke confirmed.
I parted my boobs to the sides of my chest, offering one to each of the opposing boys. I did not want them to inadvertently touch heads while they suckled on me, so I tried to make as much space between my udders as possible. "Now for step two. Clean, please."
The hungry baby birds latched their mouths onto my nipples and began to feast with unabashed greed. Due to the copious whipped cream, their slurping was as loud as it was lewd. Their noisy suckling was augmented by the desperation with which they tried to fit the entirety of my areola into their gaping maws, but neither could prevail.
I gazed down at the vulgar display and felt a pang of maternal instinct that made me long for the days when I would feed Tom from the rocking chair in his nursery. He'd been hungry back then, and was at least twice as hungry that day with his cousin sharing my other tit.
The two of them hastily slobbered all over my breasts, their tongues flicking out with wild abandon to smear melted whipped cream across my skin. At varying intervals one of them would nip me with their teeth, but the juxtaposing pleasure from the opposing side would balance it out before I had time to react.



I closed my eyes, absentmindedly releasing my breasts as I reached up to place my hands on the backs of their heads to support their fervent feasting. The boy's hands were quick to take the place of mine, each raising a heavy udder to their mouth to facilitate further suckling.
I stroked the back of their necks and massaged behind their ears with my thumbs. "Such hungry ones, aren't we?"
Tom made a tight seal around my nipple; once it was in place, he applied firm suction to pull it further into his mouth, trapping it there. That way, when he began to lift his head, my breast was lifted along with it. Then he released the pressure with a loud pop and allowed my tit to fall from his mouth.
It slapped against my tummy, grabbing Luke's attention. Then he, too, gave an exaggerated performance of relinquishing my breast, eliciting a similar popping sound when he ejected my stiff nipple from his mouth.
Both of my nipples were completely clean, but the shimmering remains of melted sugar and saliva sparkled on either one. "Good job, boys," I said, and I almost meant it.
Tom wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "Thanks, Mom. That was awesome."
Luke licked his lips clean. "Yeah, that was fun as hell. My turn now?"
"Nope," Tom corrected him. "My turn. And I pick you, bro."
"Fair enough. Hit me with a truth."
They returned to their normal mode of operation so quickly that I felt like the odd one out for still being so flustered. Riding Tom's face, without the luxury of a fulfilling orgasm to end it, had already had me on edge before either of their lips had touched me.
Tom tapped the phone. "What's your weirdest kink?"
Luke snickered. "Oh, you mean besides getting my mom pregnant?"
Tom waved him off. "That doesn't count. What else?"
"I dunno, he said. "I'm not really that adventurous." Then he caught the side eye that his mother was shooting his way. "Usually, I mean. If I had to pick something..."
"Which you do," Tom insisted.
"... I guess I would probably pick anal."
Shit, I thought with an internal scowl, here we go,
I knew what would come next, so I braced myself for Cleo to inevitably leap on the chance to convince me to open myself - literally and figuratively - to the prospect.
She clapped her hands excitedly, sensing the opportunity that I so dreaded. "That settles it! We are so doing anal tomorrow."
I released a guttural sigh that, while melodramatic, accurately conveyed how reluctant I was.
In a bid to save my bottom from certain doom, I tried to distract my son before the seed of Cleo's idea had taken root. "Tommy, think about how tight and warm Mommy's pussy is! You love it in there, don't you? You don't need my bum, too. Right, honey?"
Cleo swooped in to play the devil on his shoulder. "Don't let her trick you, sugar. Her butt is probably even tighter than her pussy, and you'd be the first one to ever go inside of it."
Were Tom a cartoon, his eyes would have rolled into the back of his head to reveal two huge, green dollar signs. "That would be amazing, Mom."
I chewed the inside of my cheek, and prepared to offer a final defence of my virgin bottom that I knew in my heart would likely not succeed. "Are you sure you want to, honey? I mean, I-I will if you really want to, but I'm a little scared."
"You will?" Naturally, my permission was the only thing that his selective hearing picked up. I had thought that revealing my trepidation would have gotten him on my side, but that had been a naive hope.
I smiled with one side of my mouth. "I-- okay, honey. Yeah, we can do that. But tomorrow, please?"
"Tomorrow," he assured me.
"Yeah," Luke piped up. "Tomorrow."
In my peripheral vision, I could see that my nephew was just as excited. "Let me guess, Lukey: you want to put your dick in my butt, too?"
He nodded with the speed of a hummingbird beating its wings. "Fuck yes!"
It was settled. The boys were as excited as I was nervous, and I knew I would only spiral if I continued to think about it too long. Instead, I picked up the phone and took charge of the game. "Moving on! It's my turn, right? I pick Tommy."
Perhaps because it was me that had selected him, he may have felt a sense of safety, so he selected dare. I tapped the button and read the spellbinding command to him. "You must let another player suck on your balls for thirty seconds--"
"That's easy!"
"Without getting hard."
His demeanour soured. "But... but that's no fun."
As much as I would have delighted in getting him hard with my mouth, Cleo and Luke were certain that they would get more enjoyment out of watching him struggle against his body's natural instincts. "Rules are rules," they said, snickering evilly to each other.
I climbed out of my chair and knelt on the floor beside Tom. "Just think about baseball, honey -- anything but Mommy's mouth."
He turned his chair to the side so that his crotch was facing me. "It does not make it easier when you talk like that."
I giggled mischievously. "I know. I just couldn't resist!"
"Wait," Luke asked. "What happens when he fails?"
"If I fail," Tom corrected him.
His cousin rolled his eyes, entirely unconvinced. "Sure, bro. What's the ruling?"
Cleo stood up. "They both do a shot! A shot of..." She dipped into the cottage again, and after a few seconds of bottles being clinked together she reappeared with a bottle of Fireball whisky. "This!"
Tom and I, with a shared hatred for all things cinnamon, grimaced at the thought. The game was on, and the stakes had never been higher.
My son pushed his shorts to the floor and scooted to the edge of the chair so that his fat, dangling balls could hang over the edge.
I gazed up at him and rested my hands on his thighs. "Are you ready, sweetheart? Just don't think about it, okay? I'll give you such a good blowjob later, I pinky promise. Just don't get hard now."
He cringed. "I'll try, but... Jesus."
I knew exactly what he meant, even though he did not say it. I was sure that gazing down at his topless mother between his legs, whose breasts were faucets of nostalgia from which he had just drunk, was the reason his dick had begun to throb before I had even touched it.
We're doomed, I thought.
"Baseball, Tommy," I reminded him, hoping to cement the mantra in his brain for the following thirty seconds.
With his eyes shut tightly, he chanted, "Baseball, baseball, baseball..."
I wrapped a hand around Tom's balls and lifted them toward my mouth. I opened my jaw as wide as I could, playing Operation with the orbs as though the tiniest collision with my lips would require a restart.
I was stalling, trying to run out the clock for a few extra seconds while I slowly stuffed the engorged eggs into my mouth. I gave a hearty bout of suction that dragged both of them into the warm, wet confines of my mouth. Once they were in place, I impulsively painted the sides with long, patient strokes of my tongue.
"Oh, God, Mom," he wailed helplessly. "You can't do stuff like that."
"Sowwy," I cooed warmly. It was a single word, but added to my tongue obsessively lapping at his balls, it was enough to start an engine that would not willingly be turned off again.
A mighty throb sent a rush of blood to Tom's cock, doubling the size of the flaccid member into a semi-erect baton. I wiggled my tongue against the underside of his bulging sack. "Baffbaww, Tobby!"
His fingers dug into the arms of the chair. "Mom, I love you, but please shut up!"
I swatted his thigh with my hand, but I knew he was right. I was playing with fire - or fireball, to be exact - and knew just what would happen if I weren't careful.
As fate would have it -- or rather, my poor decision making -- "careful" was the exact opposite of what I had been, and the consequences were making themselves known in a way that could not be hidden.
Tom's dick swayed back and forth in front of my eyes like the pendulum of a great clock, inflating a little more with each pass. His balls tightened in my mouth, pulling closer to his body as a powerful pump inflated his dick into the upright, rigid erection that has already twice planted its seed in my womb.
Cleo clapped her hands. "Busted! That was, like, fifteen seconds!"
Tom threw up his hands in defeat. "Well, she's down there suckling! It's impossible if you keep moving your tongue, Mom."
I shrugged and continued to lazily nurse around the root of his balls. I nudged them to the side of my cheek with my tongue, creating just enough room to speak through the crack of my lips. "Oor dah shaws, Cweo."
She twisted the cap off the bottle of Fireball to pour the shots like I'd asked. "On it."
Tom sighed. "You know we could have done that if you hadn't been making it difficult."
I made a similar event out of relinquishing his balls as he had with my nipple, popping the heavy orbs out of my maw with a succulent plop. "Sorry, honey. I just couldn't resist having a bit of fun."
Cleo clicked her tongue with disapproval. "Such a disobedient puppy, you are."
I reached around my neck and tugged at the collar. "I forgot about this thing. Can I take it off yet?"
Cleo handed me a full-to-the-brim shot glass. "Drink this first."
I sat in my chair again and grabbed the glass, then gestured for Tom to toast with me before we downed the vile, orange liquid. It burned like hell going down, just as it always did, in a special way that only cinnamon can.
"God," Tom choked out. "That is disgusting."
I unclipped the dog collar and threw it on the table. "You can say that again. At least I'm free of that thing. Is my neck red, Tommy?"
He leaned in to examine my throat. "No, it's alright. I gotta admit, though, it did look kind of hot."
I shooed him away. "You're just saying that because I was naked! You'd call me sexy in a party hat."
He thought about it for a moment. "Hmm. What colour is the hat?"
Luke broke up our flirting with a very intentional clearing of his throat. "May we continue? It's my turn, after all. I pick..." He looked around the table. "Tommy."
"Truth!" Tom spat out. "I can't do another dare like that. Just give me the truth."
Luke seemed to understand his plight, so he tapped the button without any additional teasing. "Alright, man, but this one might not be as easy as you think."
"Hit me."
Luke took a deep breath. "Who in the room gives the best blowjobs?"
Cleo snorted arrogantly, and I responded with a flurry of daggers in her direction. "Explain that snort, sis."
She gawked. "Well, isn't it obvious? Of course he's going to say you, but he's lying."
I recoiled. "Excuse you? He would be telling the truth, actually, since I'm a hundred times the cocksucker that you'll ever be."
"It's fine to be wrong," she taunted viciously, "but jealousy is a bad look on you."
There was one easy way to settle the dispute, and the idea seemed to cross both of our minds at the same time. Cleo got to her feet and pointed to one of the comfy chairs in the corner of the room. "Lukey, up. Get in the big chair."
The poor boy looked like a falsely accused puppy. "Wait, why? What did I do?"
I tapped Tom on the wrist and gestured with my eyes to the chair opposite the one that Cleo was pointing at. "You too, honey."
Tom was a little quicker than his cousin. "Are you going to blow us?"
I nodded. "Seems that way, doesn't it? Do you want Mommy to suck your dick, sweetheart?"
His eyes widened by a full inch, followed by an unnecessary nod to confirm what I already knew. His dick had not even begun to soften since my mouth had left his balls.
The boys scrambled, tripping over their own feet to be the first one in their respective big chair. The extra leg room would make it easier for me and Cleo to get into position at their feet.
"Rules?" Cleo asked.
"First one to make their son cum wins," I stated.
"Anything goes?"
I nodded.
Cleo massaged her throat with one hand. "I guess it's a good thing we had a light lunch."
I straightened my neck and rolled my chin back and forth, hoping to elongate my soon-to-be-packed gullet with a few cursory stretches. "Loser cooks dinner solo."
Cleo shrugged, completely unfazed. "It's your funeral."
From his chair, Luke piped up. "But, we already know you guys are good at blowjobs. Remember on the boat?"
Though we were in fierce competition, his innocuous comment gave us something to unite over.
"Oh, Lukey," his mother hummed softly.
I leaned forward and put my hands on my knees, bringing myself down to eye level with my seated nephew. "That was just for funsies. This is for real."
Luke gulped. "Uh, okay. What do we do?"
Cleo plucked a hairband from around her wrist to tie back her mane, then handed me one so that I could do the same. "You cum, sugar. That's all we need from you."
I secured my blonde hair in a ponytail and tucked it behind my back, then pointed to the throw pillow behind Tom's back. "Can I have that for my knees, honey?"
Tom passed me the pillow, and his cousin did the same for his own mother. We may have been feral for cock, but we were still cognizant of how painful bruised kneecaps were.
The two of us knelt down onto the fluffy buffers and got comfortable between our son's legs, then turned to each other for a final nod of confirmation.
"May the best mouth win," I said with a confident wink.
"Count us down, sugar," Cleo asked of her son.
Luke began to count down from three, but his voice was background noise that barely registered in my brain. Being face to face with a cock as magnificent as my son's made it hard to think about anything else.
I was being lulled into a hypnotic, lustful trance that grew stronger each time his dick flexed. The depth of my obsession ran directly parallel to the fullness of his erection, and as long as it maintained its menacing size, I would remain mesmerized.
I caught myself holding a breath that I had not intended to, and released it as a sigh. "Jesus, honey."
It was clear that having his balls sucked had only increased his vigor, and a full-service blowjob was something that no man could decline. Even if the roof had collapsed at that very moment Tom would have surely insisted that I carry out my promise.
Somewhere in the back of my mind, I realized that Luke had said, "Three," and the unmistakable sound of wet suction in my left ear made it clear that Cleo had not wasted a second of time. She was at a disadvantage, after all, since her son was not yet hard like mine was.
Tom looked down at me expectantly, watching with glee as I placed my hands on his thighs, palms facing down, and leaned in to bump my lips against his balls.
I breathed in his scent, grazing the base of his dick with the tip of my nose, then stuck out my tongue. With the tip of the slimy pink snake I traced small exes across the surface of one of his fat testicles.
In the right light, his towering cock would have cast a shadow that spanned my entire face. It stood so high above me that, with my face buried against his balls, I could not see the end of it.
Out of the corner of my eye, and around the girth of Tom's cock, I spied Cleo pulling his son's dick out of her throat. He was as hard as Tom, so I knew I did not have a moment to waste.
Tom noticed, too, and was quick to point it out. "I think they're already starting, Mom."
I put a finger to my lips to shush him. "Hush. Let me work, honey."
With the same hand that had silenced him, I wrapped my fingers around the root of his cock and tilted it towards my mouth. The bulging mushroom cap pulsated, radiating a fierce heat, aching for the same treatment that its opponent was receiving just a few feet away.
I would have gladly spent another few minutes working up to the main event. There were several more steps in my routine that I wanted to undertake, but I opted to skip them all and cut right to the part where I unhinged my jaw like a python, my tongue dangling lazily from my mouth, and thrust Tom's dick straight to the back of my throat.
He almost leapt out of the chair when the head slammed into the back of my gullet. "Holy fuck, Mom!"
My tongue was lodged beneath his balls, cradling the tightly pulled eggs on a soft, lush carpet while the rest of his dick thrashed viciously against the walls of my throat. Each mighty flex drove the piston against my uvulae, but even as a small tear welled up in the corner of my eye, I did not relent.
I kept my lips clinging to his shaft as I pulled my head back. I took a deep breath through my nose to steady myself, storing up oxygen in my lungs while I readied for another dive.
One hand was not enough to properly keep Tom in place while I tended to him. I attached the other one around his balls, encircling the plump sack in my thumb and forefinger, and gave them a tender squeeze.
"Ohhhh, fuck," Tom groaned, his eyes defocusing a little. "Can you go back do--"
Gulp!
"--oooown!"
I was at the bottom, my lips secured around the base, before he had finished speaking.
I tightened my throat, collapsing the soft walls around him while he was buried to the hilt. Back and forth, only moving an inch or so, I worked my lips over the root. I wanted to nudge the head against back wall of my throat, well aware that it would feel amazing for him.
His entire length seized up, throbbing against the confines of its sweltering, slimy cage to tell me that it was impressed with my work. I'm slightly ashamed to admit that the encouragement from his cock, which had not even been vocalized by the man himself, made me blush with pride. If his dick was happy, I was happy.
The best part, which Tom would soon realize, was that I had not even begun to show him the depths - pun intended - of what my mouth could do. He wouldn't have to wait long; I wanted to show him - show off for him - more than anything in the world.
I pulled my head back, slithering his sizable dong from my esophagus. I choked on the first rush of cool air that hit my lungs, but could not stop myself from deeply inhaling through the gooey strands of saliva that coated my lips, some of which had dribbled down onto my chin.
I thumped Tom's hammer against my cheek; it made wet smacking sounds when it landed against my skin. I caressed the length, pressing the side of his dick - hot to the touch and throbbing with his heartbeat - against my cheek to sandwich him against me.
Then I flicked my tongue out of my mouth to tickle him. "I have an idea."
"Y-yeah?" he mumbled.
"Can you stand up?"
He focused his vision on me, finally coming down from the clouds. "Why?"
I put on the biggest, most sincere smile I could muster. "So that you can fuck my face, sweetheart."
Cleo popped her son's dick out of her mouth with a loud pop. "Cheater! We said they were gonna sit down!"
I scooted back and tugged on Tom's arms to pull him to his feet. "Well, things change."
She scowled at me, but it was playful. "Fine with me. On your feet, sugar!"
She, too, pulled her son out of his chair so that each of our boys were standing over us, their dicks bouncing at eye level.
Tom looked apprehensive. "Er, I've never really--"
"I know," I interrupted, "but now you can. Just grab the sides of my head and use my mouth like a pussy. Can you do that?" I knew he could; he just needed the invitation.
"Are you serious?" he asked.
I opened my jaw and stuck my tongue out until the tip touched my chin, then angled my head up at Tom so he could see deep into my throat. "Uh-huh."



Taking him to the balls had been one thing, but it did not hold a candle to the offer I had just given him. Even back on the boat, when they had seen just how deep our throats were, it had been a relaxing journey for their cock heads to sink to the bottom. Telling Tom to liberally fuck my face made that seem like a walk in the park.
Their position was awkward, so I gave him some instruction. "Grab onto my ponytail. Put your other hand on the side of my face - yeah, like that, but wrap your fingers under my chin."
When he finally had a hold of me, I felt like a toy. His hands were almost twice the size of mine, and feeling his fingers compress around my jaw made my heart flutter. I was never much of a fan of cramped spaces, but I got a thrill out of having my son's power, which was typically a source of safety, being used against me.
I tucked my hands behind my back and gazed up at him, silently communicating that it was he who was in charge. With his hands around my skull, I could not see Cleo whatsoever. I could, however, see her son, and the smile on his face as he pushed his hips forward - then the ecstasy that followed - and entered her throat.
"Mmghmpf!" Cleo cried when he hit the back of her throat. I could hear her feet kicking against the carpet floor of the patio, making a rapid drumroll while she gagged on him.
I motioned to our noisy cohorts with my eyes a couple of times. "See, honey? Just like that."
Tom huffed in disbelief, but he was ready to see for himself whether or not I could live up to the hype. He bumped the tip of his dick against my nose, then my upper lip, prodding around for the mouth of the muggy cave.
I needed no magic word to open for him, and obediently parted my lips just wide enough for him to slip the head between them. They clung to the surface of the smooth helmet, following its swollen shape until the entire dome was inside. He had set the proverbial nail; all that was left was to drive it home.
With one powerful push, he did just that. His fingers coiled tightly into my hair, digging against my scalp as he dragged me face-first to the base of his cock.
Despite all of the buildup, I was surprise when he forcefully jammed himself into my gullet with the force of a steam engine. My body heaved forward, trying in vain to remove the intruder from my throat in a way that only served to rigorously massage him with a convulsing tunnel of soft, soggy tissue.
I dug my nails into my palms and buckled down, confident that I would not waver as long as I stayed focused.
"Is that okay, Mom?" he asked with concern.
"Guh-hugh!" I warbled weakly. It was hard to speak with his engorged bulb plugging my throat, so I hoped that he could read the enthusiasm by looking into my eyes-- though I feared he would not be able to through the tears.
They had not come yet, but his first plunge had made me lurch with such force that I could already feel the hot, biting salt welling up behind my eyes by the time he pulled out for a second one.
He brutally shoved himself back into my mouth, producing a wet, wretched gurgle that sounded like I was drowning in a puddle of heavy cream. Heat rushed to my face as my body instinctively rebelled against the perceived attack, but I was strong enough to force it into submission.
Tom thrust his dick a few more times, growing used to the sensation of treating my mouth as though his loving, doting, wonderful mother were not attached to it.
He had secured my head in one place by then, and taken to thrusting his hips rather than wrenching my face onto him. Considering how hard he was going, I was happy for the change, as it likely saved me from having my spine fractured.
My breaths in between each of those thrusts were rapid, because they had to be. He was picking up speed and growing more careless with his strength with every thrust. In the brief window where he pulled out, I would draw a heaving breath, inhaling just as much saliva as I did air, before he stifled me again.
Spit streamed from the corners of my mouth, flowing effortlessly over my chin, where it collected like a bubbly beard. From there, long stringy globs of it fell onto my breasts - sometimes with an audible splatter.
I could tell that my eyes were bloodshot from the salt stinging them. Each blink sent a droplet down my cheeks, which were both bloated and puffy from the sheer amount of cock that Tom was feeding me.
He pushed all the way to the back, but did not pull out right away. My nose was smooshed against his tummy, and my chin was pressed against his balls. I opened my eyes, but only out of my peripheral vision could I see anything other than his belly.
He pulled back just an inch or so, then plunged back into the snug pocket and plugged my airway once more. Over and over, gradually increasing his speed, he worked within that single inch of space, routinely prodding the back velvet wall with enough force that inflated cock head was squished flat.
Out of my open mouth, and against my will, my throat would make small, sloppy gulping noises each time he pulled out. Based on his tremendous groaning, he seemed to like the sound, so I played it up by accentuating each thrust with an intentional gluck.
Gluck, gluck, gluck.
Tom religiously tenderized my throat muscles until they were exhausted. Each gag made my whole body tremble, but with my head firmly trapped in his clutches, there was no amount of tremors that would shake me free.
My nose was sore from the repeated bludgeoning of his stomach slamming into me, and my jaw ached with a fiery pain, as though I had chewed a thousand wads of bubble gum. I was nearing my limit, but knew that I would push it as long as I could for Tom to be satisfied. Thankfully, by the certain intervention of some compassionate deity, I would not be made to struggle for much longer.
"Mom!" Tom squeaked, his entire body stiff. "Holy f-fuck, Mom!"
I knew exactly what he meant, and I was ready for it.
Finally, after denying myself the use of my arms despite my body crying desperately to be defended, I pulled them from behind my back and placed them on Tom's thighs. I gave him a big push and shoved my face into his crotch as hard as I could so that he would fall backwards onto the chair behind him.
His butt plopped into the seat just as he released a barbaric groan. I pushed my face into his lap to be as close to him as I could and, in keeping with that theme, wrapped my arms around his midsection like a seat belt, tethering him to me so that I could continue to suckle while he was rocked by his explosive orgasm.
That was not an exaggeration. The first rope of hot, sticky cum erupted from the tip with such remarkable energy that I did not even have time to taste it, or have the need to swallow it. The dense glue was dumped directly into my stomach, bypassing my taste buds so that he could liberally - and literally - dump his butter right into my tummy like I was a duck being fattened up for dinner.
I murmured happily, cooing with satisfaction while I nursed on the outpouring of milk. My tonsils were doused with several more streams of cum, and it was crucial to gulp them down along with the first to ensure none spilled out.
It was my reward. To have extracted such a copious amount out of him with my mouth alone exhilarated me, and every ounce that I swallowed filled me with as much pride in my heart as it did cum in my belly. The heavy soup sloshing around in my gut would, for the following couple of hours, be a constant reminder of that pride.
Tom's left leg shook uncontrollably, his nerves flooded with pleasure to the point of overloading. Luckily for him, the last few dribbles of cum were finally being coaxed out, and he would soon return to normal. I feared that even just two or three more explosive eruptions would have been catastrophic, and perhaps put him in some sort of orgasm-induced coma from which he would never awaken.
Though his balls had been emptied, his dick continued to reflexively twitch every couple of seconds. It felt like the damn thing was alive in my mouth, fighting to stay inside it as I slowly slid my lips off of him. I released him and let his softening member fall against his tummy, where it continued to impress me with its lively pulsations. I had never seen a man's cock move like that.
I rested my head on his thigh and took a much-needed deep breath. "Good job, honey."
Tom scoffed. "Good job, you! You're incredible, Mom. That was... that was..."
"Incredible?" I offered.
"Yeah, fucking incredible."
Luke moaned in the chair next to us. "You can say that again."
Tom and I looked at him in a flash and instantly realized that the competition was a bust.
"Wait," he said, "are you guys done, too?"
Cleo patted her tummy with a wink. "Oh, he's done all right. Trust me."
I rolled my eyes. "So both of us were too busy blowing our boys to see who actually finished first?"
Cue a few awkward glances at each other. "Dammit!"
"Sorry, Mom."
"Yeah, sorry, Aunt Deb. I think we just got a little distracted because it felt so good."
Cleo gave an exasperated wail. "So it's a tie? That sucks! Who makes dinner, then?"
I shrugged and patted my full, bloated belly in the same way she had. "I don't know about you, but I don't even want to think about eating for at least an hour."
I thought briefly about engaging in another competition -- some sort of tiebreaker that would set the record straight -- but one look down at my boobs made it clear that I had other priorities.
It was a miracle that I had swallowed all of Tom's come without spilling any, but the same could not be said for my own saliva. My breasts were a complete and utter mess that I did not believe could be cleaned with a simple towel, and Cleo looked no better.
Between the two of us, there was probably an entire cup of bubbly drool that was trailing down our breasts. I wasn't sure just how wet she was, but simply by clenching my legs together I could tell that the trails of saliva running down over my pudgy stomach had reached my pussy fur and begun to seep in.
We exchanged a shared look and telepathically agreed that we needed to get cleaned up.
"You boys up for swim?" Cleo asked, to which they could not have said "Yes!" fast enough.
The two of them raced off to get their swimming shorts while my sister and I basked in the afterglow of a job well done. Just as she had earlier, she massaged the outside of her neck - assessing the damage, perhaps, with a before-and-after comparison.
"God," she whined. "He was fucking brutal!"
"Tom, too. I hope they never treated their girlfriends like that!"
It was sarcastic, but in my heart I knew that it would be more fulfilling to know that no other woman had brought my son to that level of pleasure before. It made me feel special.
"Nope," Cleo said with her eyebrows arched. "Just their mommies!"
That made each of us laugh a little too hard, evoking a series of harsh coughs while we contended with the mild bruising in our throats.
Luke and Tom returned with their suits and were racing each other to the water before we had even gotten up off of the floor.
It seemed that no matter what ideas were we had for that weekend, the boys were up to try anything. The only question was what to do next...
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It was pitch black in my bedroom, I liked it that way. The blinds - tightly closed - shielded me from the obnoxiously bright beams of afternoon sun that were surely battering my window. I had been awake for hours, but could not bring myself to cast my hovel in anything other than dim, dreary shadow.
A pad of paper next to my laptop was equally graced with potential job offerings and angrily scratched lines atop them. Crossing them out had become as commonplace as writing them in to begin with, which had done a number on my hopes and dreams.
I was not technically depressed, but after submitting my two-hundredth application for post-secondary internships that day, I was in no mood to whistle "good morning" to Mother Nature. Summer was nearing an end, and without another year of education ahead of me it was daunting to finish the season without any prospects to look forward to.
I decided to close my laptop in defeat, then heard my mother's familiar footsteps come trotting down the hallway towards my door.
"Are you alive in there, little bear?" she called out.
I grumbled lamely. "Just barely."
She cracked the door open a couple of inches. "Can I come in?"
"Sure."
Mom pushed the door open with a cheerful smile plastered on her face, but her grin was not the first thing I noticed. As they always had, her breasts entered the room a full second before the rest of her did.
Her enormous udders, engorged from fulfilling their duty of being my little sister's personal milk maid, were unlike anything I had ever seen-- before or since.
The burden of hauling them around was as plain to see as the dark blue veins that spread across their milky white surface like the sprawling roots of an ancient tree. Their heft dragged her forward with each step she took, as though they, rather than her feet, dictated her pace.
Her nipples pointed forward at a slight downward angle. The fat nubs were often - and especially at that moment - so wickedly sharp that one would not have to struggle to locate and pinch them through a padded bra. To match the size of those firm, pointed peaks, I imagined that her areolas must have been the size of my palm.
It would have taken the hands of four men or more to completely cover the entirety of my mother's oversized breasts, and even then some of the soft dough would have surely oozed through the cracks of their conjoined fingers.
Every bra she owned was custom-made, but no matter the size of the titty-hammock, it remained impossible to contain them without exposing a sizable slice of cleavage. The way her tits jiggled when she walked had long since become a common sight, but I had never grown tired of it.
Mom sat down on the bed across from me and crossed her legs. "Bad luck with the applications, huh?"
I sighed. "I suppose no luck is better than bad luck."
"Well, I'm sure it'll turn around soon." Ever the optimist, Mom refused to linger on the subject for too long. "Are you busy today?"
"Not really."
She clapped her hands. "Great! Joe is leaving for a work trip this afternoon and I have an appointment with Dr. Sheila about... well, it doesn't matter. I just need you to watch your sister while I'm gone."
"My half-sister, you mean?"
Mom clicked her tongue in disapproval. "I know you're joking, Ian, but if you ever really talk about her like that I'm going to be very upset."
"Sorry."
It was uncommon for a woman with an eighteen-year-old son to decide to have another child, but I understood why she had chosen to do so. My birth father had left the two of us when I'd still been a kid, but his absence had come with an upside. It had led to the creation of an unbreakable bond between me and Mom, the existence of which likely rested solely on his disappearance.
We cared for each other more than anything in the world. She had refused to date anyone for the longest time, opting to devote every ounce of love and affection to me until I had grown up.
Once that had happened, she'd finally met Joseph-- the man that would become my step-father. Joe was a good man at heart, and since I did not have many memories of my own dad, it was easy for him to fill the role and see me as one of his own. That said, it had always been something of an open secret that he wanted kids that were truly his. Despite being between jobs at that time, he had not waited for gainful employment before convincing Mom that another baby would be a good idea.
Pregnancy is hard on a woman's body at any age, and given that Mom was well in her forties when they had met it had been considerable more difficult on her. I would often pitch in to alleviate as much of her stress as I could, but there had always been a much more sinister reason for my willingness to help out; I'd wanted to be around her as much as I could while she'd been pregnant.
Over the course of her pregnancy, her body had changed dramatically. Her breasts, which had been abnormally large to begin with, had ballooned to nearly twice their original size thanks to the influx of milk. More often than not, her shirt would be stained with dark, wet circles around her nipples when she'd needed to pump-- which had seemed to be all the time.
Mom, still seated on my bed, leaned in so that she was close enough to place her hands on top of mine. "Can I count on you to watch Cass while I'm gone, Bear?"
Unbeknownst to her, being bent over had made her elbows dig into the sides of her breasts. They squeezed the sides of her rounded bosom so firmly that they bulged out towards me. Part of me wanted to believe that she knew exactly what she was doing, and was using her blessings to coax me into saying yes, but I wrote that off as a shallow fantasy.
I swallowed the lump in my throat. "Y-yeah, Mom. You got it."
She leapt off the bed excitedly, hurling her titanic tits toward her face before they came crashing down against her sternum with a dull thud. The sound was simply mesmerizing, but Mom seemed completely insensate to it. "Oh, thank you, honey!"
"You know, I'd be happy to come with you." I knew that she harbored a particular disdain for the doctor's office, and given misery's love of company I figured she would want me to tag along.
She shook her head and walked towards the door with a hearty chuckle. "No, no. I don't think you want to see that side of me!"
Her attempt to dissuade me only made me more interested. "Yes I do! Come on, I know you hate going alone."
Mom paused and rested her hand against the door as though anchored to the wooden frame. "Are you sure, Bear? It's not going to be a fun doctor visit."
I shrugged. "They never are."
She mulled it over for a second. "Fine. But you have to put Cassie in her car seat. She's been fighting me lately."
Mom disappeared from view and staggered down the stairs. Her footsteps were twice as rapid as they had been when approaching my room - more compensation for those twin monsters.
I rushed to throw on whatever clothes I had that smelled the cleanest. I didn't want to give Mom a split second to reconsider the invitation or just leave without me. I wanted to be at that appointment, and there was nothing altruistic about it.
You see, ever since giving birth to Cassie, I had noticed a pattern in Mom's behaviour. Every time she would sneak away to breastfeed her, she would return with complaints about how full she still felt no matter how long my sister had suckled. I had no experience living around a pregnant woman, so at first it had seemed normal.
As time passed, however, I'd begun to suspect that Mom was built differently than other women when it came to her milk production. I'd searched online for answers, and had come to the conclusion that she was making an extraordinary amount of breast milk, and not just for someone her age-- for any age!
Despite what I'd said, my horny brain very much disagreed that it would not be a fun doctor's appointment... for me. The rest of me knew it was highly unlikely that any of my perverted fantasies would come to pass, but I was willing to gamble on any odds. I didn't feel like I had anything to lose.
I raced to put my shoes on and lazily tied the laces in a loose knot. When I entered the garage, Mom was behind the wheel and scrolling through her phone while Cassie babbled baby-talk from her unbuckled car seat.
I raised an eyebrow. "You didn't want to strap her in?"
She smirked. "I asked her, actually, and she said she wanted you to do it."
It was no secret that securing Cass in her car seat was a tedious undertaking that one would rather avoid if given the chance.
I hovered over my little sister and locked eyes with the giggling goblin as we prepared to do battle. I pulled the seatbelt over her tiny body, which instantly encouraged her to start waving her arms in my face just as mightily as she kicked her feet.
"Cut it out, Cassie," I whined.
"Gah!" she garbled back.
"Cassandra! Stop blocking the friggin' thing!" I struggled against her repeated attempts to dislodge the seatbelt buckle with her incessant squirming.
Mom turned in the driver's seat to reprimand her unruly children. "Don't yell at her, Ian. She doesn't know any better."
"Ah-gah!" Cass reasserted, as firmly as one could at four months of age.
I rolled my eyes. "She's the one yelling at me!"
"She's a baby!" Mom shot back.
Cassandra giggled and clapped her hands excitedly, switching her gaze between me and Mom to see which of us would next take to hollering. She murmured some more unintelligible baby talk, and Mom pretended to have understood her.
"That's right, Cassie. You tell him!"
"Please," I begged. "Do not tell me that the two of you have some sort of R2D2 type of thing going on."
"Agmam," Cass mumbled.
Mom chuckled. "Don't be rude, sweetheart. I think your brother smells just fine."
I finally snuck the seatbelt around Cass's tiny fist and clicked it into place. "Ha! Got it! Quick, tell me how to say 'in your face' in baby talk."
Mom gave me a sarcastic round of applause. "Congrats, honey. You've successfully outwitted an infant."
With my victory sullied, I slunk into the passenger seat and clicked my own seatbelt into place. I connected my phone to the car and started playing music before Mom could turn on the radio, and had Pantera playing on the speakers before we left the driveway.
Mom scowled. "Can you play something nicer, please?"
"Why?" I asked. "She seems to like it. Don't you, Cassie?"
Mom flicked her eyes to the rear view mirror to find her daughter aggressively rocking to the harsh power chords. "Well, there goes my chance of getting her to like Josh Groban."
"Everybody likes Groban, Mom. There's still hope for her music taste."
Mom clicked her tongue. "Fine, but the day I see her making little devil horns with her tiny fingies is the day I ground you."
I did not know if she was joking, but laughed anyway. "Mom, I'm eighteen. You can't ground me!"
She shrugged her shoulders arrogantly. "You have no idea what kinds of things I can make you do."
The insinuation - unintentional or not - made my balls tighten. I knew she was right, and it would have only taken one brief glimpse of her swollen, naked breasts for me to obediently carry out any orders she may have given me.
To keep her happy, I did eventually switch the music to something lighter that she could hum along to. Her sense of rhythm was not the best, but I had always found her melodic humming to be fantastically soothing.
We pulled into the parking lot a few seconds before the end of "You Raise Me Up," so I let the engine run for a few extra seconds so she could sing along with the final bars.
"See?" she touted proudly. "I told you that Groban would be better."
I rolled my eyes, but I was happy to concede to her. "Right as always, Mom."
She blew me a kiss. "If you want to make it up to me, you can get your sister out of her car seat."
I unbuckled Cassie, which was thankfully easier than strapping her into it, and loaded her into her carrier. I played up how much she weighed, acting like the bundle of joy was impossible to lift. "Oh, that's why we're here? Because tubby here has been eating bricks on the sly, right?"
Mom snickered. "It's rude to comment on a woman's weight."
I looked down at the chubby-cheeked gremlin and blew a raspberry, which sent her into a fit of giggles. "The lil' porker can't even understand me, anyway."
Mom swatted my shoulder and made for the door to the office. "But I can! Besides, she doesn't eat anything. She's is still on an all-milk diet."
My stomach grumbled with a jealous hunger. "Well, maybe she's blending the bricks into a smoothie then."
Mom opened the glass door and kept it in place with her foot so that Cass and I could enter. "I wish, Bear. Maybe then we wouldn't be here."
I raised an eyebrow. "So we are here because of your boobs, aren't we?"
Mom winced, rendered speechless for a second. She remained holding the door long after I had walked past her. "I-- er, I mean... yeah, I guess."
Based on her deflated body language, she had not intended to reveal the reason for her visit so early, if at all.
She raised her head to look at me. "Did you know?"
I shrugged, but trying to downplay my excitement was as difficult as averting my gaze from her magnificent breasts. "I had an idea. They've been... well, you know."
"Bigger?" Mom offered with a disgruntled sigh.
I gulped. "I guess so, sure. I mean I haven't really noticed, though."
She released a chortle that came out like a cough, catching her off guard. "Seriously? You haven't taken the odd look here or there, you mean?"
I licked my lips, trying to disguise how pathetically dry my mouth had become. "I mean... maybe here or there. But--"
"No 'buts!'" Mom interrupted with a wag of her finger. "You're a lil' boobie peeper, aren'tcha, Bear?"
I turned a deep rouge, and she did not break character until my face reached a color so dark that the doctor would have been forgiven if she'd thought I was choking to death.
"Relax," she said calmly with a sincere smile. "I'm just teasing."
Teasing or not, it was devastating to know that Mom had actually noticed the occasional - or, more accurately, the frequent - glances I had spared to her billowing cleavage. I had always thought I was being subtle, but clearly her second go at motherhood had not dulled her senses enough for me to get away with it.
I wanted to pry for more details, but did not want to be overheard by the other patients asking my mother how often she had seen me staring at her tits, so I bit my tongue.
She signed in at the front desk. Then we took a seat in the waiting area.
I hated the smell of doctor's offices. How bad would it reek in here if they didn't make it smell like every other doctor's office in the world? I wondered as I scooted closer to Mom, hoping to use the cloud of her floral perfume to mask the medicinal scent.
She had busied herself with a magazine, so I pretended to watch the news on the tiny television hanging from the ceiling in the corner of the room. In truth, I was using my peripheral vision and height advantage over her to peer down her shirt while she flipped through the flimsy pages of her tabloid. It was a masterclass in stealth, or so I thought.
Without so much as glancing away from the magazine, Mom whispered to me as she flipped the page. "You're doing it again."
Her words took a second to register, and when they finally did I acted like I was stretching to have an excuse to look the other way. "I don't know what you're talking about."
"Uh huh, sure." The slight upward turn of the corner of her mouth told me that she was not nearly as disappointed as I imagined a mother should be upon finding their adult son fixated on their milk-filled bosom.
She flipped the page and nudged my knee with hers to get my attention. "See anything you like, Bear?"
My heart leapt into my throat and blocked any coherent words from escaping. The urge to crane my neck and plunge face first between her tits was one so powerful that the simple act of denying it had given me tunnel vision.
Mom lifted her head to do a quick scan of her surroundings. Once satisfied, she gave me a quick glance to ensure that I was watching, then straightened her back so that her boobs jutted forward. She rolled her shoulders in unison, making an intentional effort to push her tits together with the insides of her forearms so they ground against each other with every circle.
My guts were braided rope, tied into so tight a knot that they could have held a raging locomotive in place. It took every ounce of self-control that I possessed to stop myself from liberally pawing at my cock, which had already begun to harden at the slightest exposure to Mom's cleavage.
I wondered if she would have been so comfortable teasing me had she known just how perverted my thoughts were. It was no accident of adolescence that she continually found me staring at her breasts, but rather unadulterated lust. I did not simply look because they were there. I looked because they were hers.
Mom nudged my knee again and leaned over to whisper into my ear. "Sorry, honey. I'll stop messing with you."
I let out an awkward laugh. "Ha ha, yeah. You got me, Mom."
She scanned me up and down with curiosity glimmering in her eye, but did not press further. She simply pursed her lips and returned to her magazine as though nothing had happened.
Seconds later, a woman in blue scrubs entered the waiting room. "Sophia Grace?"
Mom raised her hand. "Present!"
The woman gave her a weak smile. "Lovely. Right this way, please."
Mom closed her magazine and stood up to readjust her skirt. She took a couple steps towards the room we had been called to, but turned around when she realized that I was not following her.
"Are you coming?"
I had not wanted to be presumptive, and since I had already invited myself along to the clinic with her I did not want to assume that I would also be invited into the examination room. "Are you sure you want me in there?"
Mom seemed confused that I had not immediately come trotting after her. "Of course, silly. You came here for moral support, after all. Can't do much of that from out here, can you?"
I can't believe she wants me to be in the room with her! I thought excitedly, hoping that there would be an opportunity to catch a glimpse of her exposed breast should the doctor demand a physical examination. I knew it was yet another lofty dream, but after I'd been invited to join her in the exam room my brain began to run wild with possibilities. Maybe they'll even ask me to do the physical exam. That would be awesome!
The inside of the examination room was, as one might expected, almost entirely white to impart an aura of purity, much like the unpleasant scent of insistent clean that still haunted my nostrils.
Mom got up on the exam table, crumpling the paper sheet that covered it with her plump bottom. I sat in the small chair opposite her with Cassie's carrier at my feet. From Mom's perch high up on the table above me, I was granted an upward view of her that made me feel like I was a little boy again. Just as I had back then, I would need to crane my neck to see her face over the bulging swell of her breasts.



There was a knock at the door that pulled me out of my perverted daze, followed by the entrance of Dr. Sheila. She was a bespectacled woman that appeared only a few years older than Mom. "Good afternoon, Sophia."
"Hey, Karen," Mom replied. "Good to see you again."
Dr. Sheila - or "Karen," as I'd just learned -- closed the door behind her and flipped through the papers on her clipboard. "And so soon, too. Did it get worse?"
Mom nodded. "Much worse, yeah. She's drinking less, and I'm making more than ever."
Karen opened her mouth to speak, but made eye contact with me over the top of her clipboard before she could. She extended to hand towards me.
"I'm sorry, I don't believe we've had the pleasure."
I shook it. "Ian, her favorite son."
She smiled at me. "Right, of course. Are you sure you want to be in here for this, Ian?"
"Yes!" I half-shouted, reining in my enthusiasm partway through the exclamation. "Just here to support Mom, is all."
Karen gave Mom a confused look. "Hmm, okay then. It's your call, Sophia."
Mom shrugged. "He's heard me whingeing about the pain already. It's no secret."
The doctor pinched her glasses on either side and pulled them until they separated in the middle, then she lowered them to her collarbone and reconnected the magnetic link. "Is that so?"
I cringed. "I mean, it's not like I tried to notice."
Nobody seemed convinced, but neither of them grilled me about it.
"Well," Karen resumed, "with that out of the way, your tests came back, and it turns out I was right. It's a classic case of hyperlactation."
Mom perked up. "Classic? As in, like, this is normal?"
The doctor scrunched her nose. "Hmm. Perhaps I should have chosen my words more carefully. No, it is not classic in that sense. In fact, you are one of the most extreme cases of excessive milk production that I have ever come across."
Mom slumped her shoulders. "Okay, so, this is not normal."
"Decidedly not. Has the pain gotten any better?"
Mom shook her head. "Worse - and it only goes away when she nurses! I can't do it myself, and the stupid machine we bought keeps breaking every couple days, leaving me with these!"
She accentuated her point by grabbing hold of her bloated tits, one in each hand, and roughly squishing them in frustration. I sank my teeth into my tongue so hard that the metallic tinge of blood soaked into my taste buds.
"You need a more reliable machine," Karen insisted. "The risk of going even a single day without pumping could be dire. If Cassie isn't hungry enough to drain you, you need to get that pump working."
Mom scowled. "Yeah, well, they aren't cheap, and Joe is still looking for work so there's no insurance to cover it."
"Between the extreme size inflation, their drastically increased weight, and the staggering consistency of your milk, I'd say that your health and comfort aren't prices worth paying instead. You need to listen to your body, Sophia"
Mom hung her head and directed her anger to her humongous tits. "You bastards are more trouble than you're worth." Then she looked up at Karen, and nodded towards the pad of prescription paper in the pocket of her scrubs. "Can you please just write something on that magic paper that will fix me?"
The doctor looked apprehensive. "Maybe. I mean, technically I can, but... well, the pills I have in mind don't always work as intended."
"What do you mean?" Mom asked.
Karen pushed her glasses further up her nose. "Sometimes, in rare cases, they can make the hyperlactation worse."
Mom was insistent. "I need something!"
It was clear that the doctor did not want to resort to the pills as anything other than a last resort. "I tell most patients to just suck it up, but I suppose you're not 'most patients.'"
Mom rolled her eyes. "Gee, thanks. Don't make me beg. I'm a grown woman. I know what I'm getting into."
The doctor gave an unconvinced sigh, then scribbled something on a pad of paper. "Fine. Come back in a week and we'll see if anything has changed, okay?"
Mom nodded. "Thank you."
Karen handed her the paper, but resisted when Mom tried to grab it from her. "I'm serious about the side effects. Be careful, Sophia."
Mom snatched the flimsy paper prescription with a smile that was equally flaccid. "Pinky swear."
Karen wished us luck, then scurried out of the room.
I became alarmingly aware of just how quiet the room was without the two of them gabbing about Mom's boobs, but Cassie was quick to fill the silence.
She babbled something meaningless in baby-talk, but the gibberish made Mom chuckle. "You can say that again, sweetheart."
I got up from the chair and picked up my sister's carrier. "Is there any chance that she asked to stop at McDonald's on the way home?"
Mom rolled her eyes with a playful grin. "No, Bear, she did not. Everything I eat, she eats, too. I am not gonna feed her crap like that!"
"Hmm. What about Greek? You probably have to take those pills with food, right?"
Mom's stomach made a loud, grotesque gurgle that silenced the both of us. She bit her bottom lip. "Oh, um... that sounds kind of nice, actually."
To further raise my value as a dependable assistant, I offered to chauffeur them to a tiny Greek spot that we had been to a couple of times. Mom wanted to get a salad, but the aroma of tzatziki smothered souvlaki wraps - which I could smell even from outside the restaurant ­- was a call that she could not resist.
We pulled up to the restaurant just in time for Mom's stomach to release another unladylike gurgle. "Pardon me, jeez. I must be hungrier than I thought!"
I took her order, and pretended to take Cass's, too, then headed into the restaurant. I walked out less than five minutes later and triumphantly raised the bag of fragrant Greek food to the sky.
Mom applauded my arrival and leaned over to open the door for me. "Thank you so much, honey. My tummy growled three more times while you were in there!"
I chuckled as slid into the driver seat and placed the bag of food on my lap. "I told you this would be a good idea! Plus, Cassie's diet could use some variety."
Mom arched an eyebrow. "What do you mean?"
I pulled the souvlaki wraps out of the bag and handed her one. "We've got to diversify her palate so she doesn't fixate on dairy for her whole life."
The foolish idea made Mom giggle, but she was intent on making sure that I understood just how scientifically inaccurate it was. "You know she can't actually taste it, right? It still just tastes like milk to her."
It was a slow day about town, so I felt comfortable enough eating and driving at the same time. I put the car into reverse and pulled out of the parking space while gnawing on my wrap.
"I know that," I said, "but surely she can, like, sense that it tastes different, right? Maybe tzatziki makes your milk super creamy, you know?"
Mom, with a mouthful of partially chewed chicken souvlaki, covered her maw so that her food did not come flying out when she snorted. "Wouldn't you like to know?"
More than you know! I thought.
"More than you know," I said.
Wait... fuck. I said the quiet part out loud!
It was a devastating realization, but the words has escaped my lips faster than I could catch them. I followed them up with nonsense. "Like... you know what I mean?" Then I hurriedly shoved pita into my face to shut myself up, like I should have done right away.
Mom cast a side eye my way. "I think so. You're saying you want to know what my milk tastes like, right?"
I choked on my food, and had to clear my throat after a few embarrassing coughs. It turned out we were all very lucky that there were practically no other cars on the road. "I-I don't know what-- it's like, no I don't want to. It's just..."
"Oh, Bear," Mom cooed. "You are absolutely beet red right now!"
The heat searing my cheeks told me that she was not exaggerating. "Thanks for pointing that out. I thought you said you were gonna stop messing with me?"
"This is different. This is just teasing!" She wiggled in her seat, giddy to have provoked such a visceral reaction. "You're pretty easy to tease, huh?"
I took a deep breath to steady my shaking nerves. "Yeah, I guess so. Maybe not while I'm driving, though?"
That actually put a damper on things. "Oh, right," Mom said.
We pulled up to the pharmacy near our house just as I finished my wrap, so I ran inside to fill the prescription while Mom entertained Cassie. There was one elderly man ahead of me, which gave me a few moments to reflect on the day's events.
"Hyperlactation" was the word Dr. Sheila had used, and merely having it cross my mind again produced an instantaneous somersault in my lower gut. Perhaps it was the Greek food I had rushed to devour in the car, but I thought it was more likely a sign that my fixation with Mom's breasts was growing stronger, and threatening to get out of hand. It was officially impossible to conceal, which I had apparently not done a good job of for quite some time. I did not know when Mom had first noticed it, but it had clearly been on her radar for long enough that she'd recognized a pattern. Still, she had never chastised me for it, or even asked me to stop.
If anything, I felt as though she were encouraging it. Whether it was a source of harmless fun for her or something more, I was not sure. At the very least, I had a label for that which I'd been curious about for several months.
"Hyperlactation." My mom's tits are the size of watermelons because of hyperlactation. Why is that so damn hot?
"Uh, sir?" the pharmacist called out.
I shook myself out of the fog and stepped up to the counter. When I was done filling the prescription, I could not have recited more than a few of the words that the pharmacist had said to me. I was so excited to leave that I'd barely looked at them while they'd been filling the tiny orange bottle with tiny yellow pills.
I practically flew back to the car, as I could not wait a second longer to see Mom's face smiling back at me when I got there.
She was bouncing Cassie on her knee, and made her little hand wave to me as I approached. "He's back! Hooray!" She threw both of Cass's fists into the air in celebration.
"Sorry about the wait. I got a little distracted."
Mom grabbed the paper bag from my hands. "Why? Was there some other mommy with big boobs walking around in there?"
I was taken aback. "Jesus, Mom. Come on!"
That reaction had been exactly what she had wanted to get out of me. "Gosh, you have to be a little harder to tease than that, Bear."
"Or you could just, you know, stop teasing me."
Mom rooted around the bag on her lap, and produced from it the orange tube of pills. "Fat chance." As long as it continued to get a rise out of me, we both knew how true to those words she would remain.
She took one of the pills after she had finished her wrap and chased it with a sip of water.
I looked her up and down. "Feel any different?"
She thought for a moment, then shook her head. "No, but that's probably for the best. It would be weird if I felt something that quickly."
The fear of side effects lingered in my mind, but I did not want to worry her by obsessing over the worst case scenario.
I drove us home to the anything-but-dulcet tones of Shakira, which, as one might have guessed, was for Mom's benefit. Much like we had at the clinic, we sat in the driveway for a few seconds after parking so that she could finish singing - that time, about the truthfulness of her hips.
When her performance was finished, I shepherded Cassie inside, then handed her off to Mom. Our arrival back home was timed perfectly with Cass's afternoon nap, so Mom put her down in her crib for what I hoped would be the better part of an hour. It was customary for Cass to nurse before she slept, and Mom leapt at the chance to have some of her milk drained.
She was not the only one in need of some shuteye, so I bid them farewell and sequestered myself to my bedroom while Mom breastfed Cassie in hers.
I knew that if I had it my way, I would have stayed back and watched her feast from start to finish. Mom had demonstrated a surprising degree of openness by talking with me about her hyperlactation, and even more so by actually letting me go into the exam room with her - a decision that continued to baffle me - but I still could not imagine that she would invite me in for a private viewing of the captivating feeding ritual.
I laid in bed, chasing sleep that I feared would not come while I was plagued with vivid images of drinking the milk straight out of Mom's enormous breasts. I wanted to latch my lips around the firm, pink nub and suckle until my jaw went numb, filling my gut with the divine, full-fat nectar dribbling from her bountiful bosom.
It was from the depths of that torturous daydream that I was roused by the call of my mother from her bedroom.
"Bear? Can you come in here?"
I was confused at first, thinking that her voice had been speaking to me in my dreams, but quickly came to when I registered the alarm in her tone.
"Bear?" she called more urgently.
I flew out of my bed and rushed to her room, where I threw open the door, nearly ripping the knob off as I did. "Mom? What's going on?"
She was sitting against the headboard with the covers pulled up to her neck. Her face bore the telltale signs of pain and discomfort.
The shades were drawn, thrusting her bedroom into a den of shadow that had likely been intended to help her sleep. On the floor beside her was the automatic milking machine that I had yet to see in action. It was plugged in to the wall, but completely devoid of any blinking green lights that would have indicated its functionality.
"Promise you won't laugh," she demanded.
"I promise! Just tell me what's going on!"
Mom nibbled nervously on the covers, seemingly intent on using the blankets as a makeshift shield. "Well, I finished feeding Cassie, then went to put her down in her crib."
I was no fool, and thus had a pretty good idea what she was hiding from me, but found myself strangely enthralled with the reveal. I did not want to rush her.
Mom continued, and as she did, the worried expression on her face grew more intense. "She drank so, so much, but I still felt kind of full after. I thought maybe the pills would kick in after my nap, so I went to lie down, but..."
"But?"
Mom sighed and winced in pain. "But they're really hurting, Bear. I couldn't even sleep. I've been tossing and turning ever since I put her down."
I gestured to the electronic breast pump that sat on the floor next to her mattress. "Uh, what about the machine?"
She pointed to the lifeless hunk of metal. "Dead, or not working, or on the fritz. I don't know! All I know is that it's not fucking milking me like it should."
Tingles sprouted from the base of my spine and scaled my vertebrae until the buzzing reached my skull. I knew that Mom reserved foul language for special occasions.
"Do you need the machine?" I asked flatly.
She nodded with a disgruntled sigh. "Pretty much. I tried to use my hands, but they're too sensitive. Squeezing them hurts even more than usual.
"There, look." She pointed to the large, wooden dresser that sat perpendicular to her bed. "I even tried to use the dresser to give me some added pressure, but it hurt too much."
My eyes followed her finger and almost popped out of my head when they found what she was referring.
Against the dark, walnut-colored wood, the pale hue of Mom's milk droplets were like a tiny constellation of stars peppering the night sky.
Mom cleared her throat in an attempt to divert my wide-eyed attention away from the dresser. "I need suction, Bear. I tried to do it myself, but--"
I snapped my head to face her in a dazed state of awe that left my jaw loose. "You tried to suck on your own boobs?"
She shot me a look of utter confusion. "Seriously, Bear? Is that what you're focused on?"
I raised my shoulders up next to my ears out of embarrassment. "Sorry, sorry. What can I do?"
With that comment, Mom was the one to shamefully recede into the comfort of the covers. She pulled them up to cover everything below her eyes, which she hastily diverted.
Under her breath, just barely loudly enough for me to hear, she mumbled, "I can't believe I'm doing this."
Then, she summoned a deep breath and lay the blanket down to expose her gargantuan, swollen breasts.
On the front of her light blue tank-top, where each of her wickedly sharp nipples poked through the fabric, were two dark, dampened circles that were each the diameter of a grapefruit. Had her shirt been white, I imagined I would have been able to see straight through the heavily sodden cloth.
I gasped in surprise. "Wow, Mom."
She sniffled. "I know, it's gross."
I raced to the edge of her bed so fast that I almost tripped over my own feet, where I then sat with my legs hanging off of the edge. "No, no, Mom. It's not gross at all. It's just... a lot."
"To take in, you mean?"
I chuckled. "No. A lot of milk."
She blushed and smiled down into her cleavage with another weak sniffle. "You can say that again. They've never been so bloated before"
I straightened my back. "Just tell me what to do."
Mom sat up until her shoulders touched the headboard and pursed her lips. "I don't want you to overreact, and I want you to say no if you're uncomfortable."
My heart punched the inside of my ribcage with every powerful beat. I could think of exactly one thing that I wanted her to say, and I waited with bated breath for her to say it. She has to say it, I thought to myself, mustering up every last bit of restraint. Don't suggest it. Don't say it. Don't even think it.
"There's no other way to say it, Bear." Mom folded her hands together and chewed pensively on the corner of her mouth, dragging one of her canines across her plump lower lip. "I need you to milk me."
The angels sang. I tried my damnedest to pretend not to hear them. Unfortunately, that also made it seem like I hadn't heard my mom.
She squirmed back and forth on her butt. "Like now, please."
I came to my senses. "R-right now?"
She nodded urgently, her face contorted in discomfort. "Unless you're weirded out! Just be honest with me, sweetheart."
That was the furthest thing from what I was feeling. It was hard to even believe that I was conscious, since the scene playing out before me seemed to have been ripped straight out of my wildest dreams.
"How do we even do this?" I asked. "I'm bigger than Cassie, so you can't hold me the way you do her."
Mom was flustered for a brief second, seemingly shocked that I had taken less than a few seconds to mull it over. "Uh, well, I was thinking I could sit just like this, and you could lie down with head here..." She patted her leg with one hand. "... while you nurse."
My mouth, which had previously been drier than a desert, suddenly flooded with saliva. I was literally drooling over the prospect of drinking from her, and wasted no time in accepting her incredible offer.
I climbed onto my hands and knees. "If you're sure, Mom."
She gave a reluctant nod. "I just want it to stop hurting. I know I sound crazy, so thank you for doing this for me."
I crawled over to her and lowered my head onto her lap so that our outstretched legs formed each arm of an "L" shape, with my head happily resting atop her left thigh. Even when Mom straightened her back, her sagging breasts hung so low that the one above my face drooped down far enough for the underside to completely smother my nose and mouth.



The large, wet circle around her nipple was perfectly positioned above my mouth. Once her top was off, I would only need to part my lips for her nipple to land directly into my mouth.
I could not see her face, or much of anything, over the swell that eclipsed my vision.
Mom tucked a hand under her boob and lifted it off of my face so that I could breathe. "Are you okay down there, Bear?"
"Y-yeah, I'm good." I hoped the cracking of my voice did not relay how excited I was to be acting out a fantasy of mine.
Thanks to her thin shirt, her body heat wafted through the fabric. It was just a hint of what was to come, and I knew that once the barrier was removed I would be sweating under the steamy pile of breast meat.
Mom reached out with her left hand and rubbed my chest in big, soothing motions. "Thank you for doing this for me. I know it's not what most mothers would ask of their sons, but I don't know what else to do."
"Well," I muttered from under her boob, "I think the first thing to do is to take your shirt off."
Mom patted my chest two times. "Thank you for the advice, honey."
She reached under the hem of her shirt with both hands. "You might want to cover your face for this next part, Bear."
"Why?"
She giggled. "So that you don't get a black eye, silly."
The bluntness of her advice made me shudder. I had never expected to be warned by my mother that her falling breasts might injure me, and did not have time to recover from the shock of her straightforward claim before she had begun pulling off her tank-top.
She lifted her breasts into the air along with her shirt, and when she finally pulled the garment off, the newly released behemoths came toppling down to land - with a loud slap - against my face.
"W-whoa," I stammered, my voice muffled by the sweltering blanket.
"I know," she said. "It's a lot."
It was one thing to dream about it, but even with the frequency with which I had done so I still found myself stunned when the hot, heaping scoop of reality was dumped onto my face. "W-what should I do?" I asked.
"Just... suck, I guess," she offered meekly.
That was all the instruction I required. I acted on instinct, guided by impulses whose motives I did not question, and started to kiss and nip at her soft, naked flesh as I had always wanted to.
I lapped at her smooth skin, flattening my tongue against the glassy surface to taste as much of her at once as I could. I suckled a small portion of her flabby breast into my mouth, nursing on her plump flesh hard enough to leave behind a distinctive red mark where my lips had been sealed.
"Uh, sweetheart?" Mom squeaked anxiously. "That feels nice, but you're not gonna get any milk out of there."
I scooted further down her thigh so that my head was closer to her knee, then tilted myself so that I was face to face with a one-eyed giant. I stared into that fat, pink pupil that jutted outward a full inch. I was delighted to find that my assumptions about her areolas - namely, my prediction that they were the size of teacup saucers - had been correct.
The wide, rosy circles were dotted around the perimeter with dozens of tiny milk ducts. Her nipple was so hard, and sticking out so far, that it gave her areola a slightly bumpy appearance from the way her skin had contracted, imparting soft, delicate folds around the base that made my mouth water.
Upon the tip of the rigid nub sat a glistening pearl of milk, wobbling gently at the tiniest movement of Mom's body. It looked poised to fall off at any moment, but defied the odds to remain in place.
Her pale, angelic complexion made the branching wires of dark, cerulean veins scattered throughout her breasts stand out that much more. My eyes traced their path, starting at her nipple and following the blue tendril as it darted left, then right, then left again, weaving a lightning bolt pattern through her succulent flesh that disappeared near her collarbone.
I felt like I was seeing something that had been locked away for generations - finally bearing witness to unbelievable beauty that few others had ever seen.
"See anything you like?" Mom repeated her words from the clinic earlier that day, though her voice did not contain the same confidence as it had back then.
I got the sense that she was trying to bring some lightheartedness to what might have been an otherwise awkward situation, but I was so horny that I did not have the good sense to feel as uncomfortable as I should have. All I wanted to do was nurse from her, and could spare no time for thoughts that would shame me for that desire.
I latched onto her nipple and was instantly graced with the flavor of her rich, fatty milk dissolving on my taste buds. The droplet that had been threatening to fall finally broke free and hit my tongue, where it melted like butter in a hot pan.
I carefully applied a hint of suction. I was not sure how hard Cassie usually sucked, and I did not want to make Mom's pain worse, so I gingerly increased the pressure as though I were trying to slurp a thick milkshake through a thin straw.
I wanted to find the perfect breakpoint that would flood my mouth with milk without causing her to wince, and was surprised at first when only a disappointingly small dribble of milk came out. Even when I reached the point that I had originally thought would be too hard, Mom was quick to correct me.
"Harder, honey," she insisted as she rubbed my chest.
"Really?" I asked without removing her nipple from my mouth.
"It's okay," she cooed. "Your sister has quite the mouth on her. I can handle it."
I doubled down, pursing my lips to extract a stream of fresh milk that was much warmer than I had expected it to be. My eyes widened with surprise when the heated cream spurted forth, both due to its staggering warmth and because of its sweet, delectable flavor.
It was nothing like the dairy I was used to, and I tried to keenly analyze each of the differences in taste like a breastmilk sommelier. Mom's white nectar was more akin to almond milk, with its distinct nuttiness and subtle hint of sweetness setting it apart from the two-percent I would often pour on my cereal.
I opened my mouth and sucked in a small breath to aerate the pool of cream stored within my cheeks. Due to the size of the mouthful, my attempt to inhale sent particles of the protein-rich liquid straight to the back of my throat.
I choked on the sudden influx of aspirated milk, sputtering noisily with Mom's tit still lodged in my mouth. I coughed a couple of times to clear my throat, but she was already swooping in to soothe me as though I had woken from a nightmare.
She rubbed my chest soothingly with her left hand, while raking the nails of her other though my hair with long, calming strokes. "Slowly, little Bear. Drink slowly."
She cradled the back of my head, and massaged her thumb in circles around the crown where my hair grew from my scalp. "That felt nice, but there's still a lot in there. Still thirsty, honey?"
I darted my tongue out to catch the dribble of milk that had escaped from the corner of my mouth. "It doesn't hurt, does it?"
She stroked my hair. "It feels nice to have some of the pressure relieved, but you've got a ways to go."
My stomach growled, revealing the true extent of my appetite. I reattached my lips to her stiff nipple and flicked it with my tongue. Mom gave a short gasp and flinched when I grazed against it, so I pushed the firm nub back and forth a couple of times to elicit a similar reaction.
"H-hey, that's not s-sucking," she stammered with a wildly fluctuating tone that revealed her trepidation, but she did not tell me to stop.
Her body shivered in place, her nails rattling against my scalp. She sighed softly once she appeared to have grown used to the sensation, but the stammer underlying her deep breaths revealed that adrenaline was indeed coursing through her veins.
I traced a circle around the circumference of her bumpy areola with the tip of my tongue, then dug my teeth gingerly into her nipple.
"Oh, Bear," she murmured. "That feels really nice."
I started sucking again, but I wanted more. I wanted to be absolutely inundated with more milk than I could literally stomach. I had an idea that I hoped would encourage the flow of white, molten gold, but did not want to take Mom by surprise.
"Mom," I called from beneath her cumbersome breast. "Can I touch you? Like, with my hands?"
She was quiet for a few seconds, her left hand bunching up my t-shirt while she thought it over. "I guess that would be okay."
"Are you sure?"
She nodded. "If you think it will help, then sure. Just be gentle. I can handle sucking, but my boobs are super sensitive."
I reached up and wrapped my hands - one above, one below, so that my thumbs and pointer fingers touched - around Mom's bulky breast. It was enlarged to a monstrous size by what I imagined to be an entire gallon of fresh milk weighing it down.
I applied a firm grip with both hands and dragged them downward as though I were emptying a colossal piping bag full of runny frosting. I was careful to observe her reaction, and softened my touch any time she would flinch.
The pressure of my firm grip made her tit bulge slightly, which ushered milk towards the only place that the mounting pressure could be released. A tepid burst of sweet milk splattered the roof of my mouth while another stream sprayed against the inside of my cheek. It wasn't long before the leaking faucet had filled my maw.
I paused the milking technique for a moment and collected the pool at the back of my throat. With one mighty gulp, I swallowed the mouthful of nutrient-rich cream into my stomach.
Mom groaned without paying half a mind to decency. "Oh fuck, Bear! That feels amazing. Keep going, please."
I kneaded back and forth, squeezing with one hand, then the other, in a consistent rhythm. As I drained more milk from her breast, Mom accepted a greater degree of force without wincing when I kneaded the fatty tissue.
I filled my mouth over and over again, routinely swallowing it whenever I felt it bubble up and threaten to seep from my pursed lips. I was wholly incautious in pursuit of my fantasy; only when my cheeks were bloated to their limit would I allow myself to ingest the hard-earned reward of my patient suckling. I symbolically imbued my insides with her essence, lining my stomach with the ambrosia that was intended to help my little sister grow up big and strong.
My intense fixation with drinking my fill of Mom's special homemade nectar made it impossible to focus on anything else, including my own body. I had not noticed the incredibly obvious change occurring in my shorts, but quickly became hyper-aware of it once Mom asked, "Um, Bear? Are you okay?"
My head in a fog, I offered a mere "Huh?" in response, barely breaking my stride so that I could continue to nurse.
Mom giggled and rubbed my chest with the palm of her hand. "You are super hard right now." She followed up the observation with a nervous giggle. "I don't mean to laugh! I just didn't think you'd get so flustered over these saggy, old milk bags."
The vulgarity of her comment made my cock flex, and that time I certainly felt it do so.
Mom gasped when the bulge throbbed. "Whoa. Does it always do that? Can I even ask that? Is that too weird? Are you feeling weird?" Her honest questions came as a stream of consciousness. I found it quite comical considering the circumstances.
I released her perky nipple with a loud smack. "Mom, I literally can feel your milk sloshing around in my stomach right now. All of this is kind of weird!"
"Well, then," she said hesitantly, "can I make it even weirder?"
"Uh, sure." I did not think that would be possible, but I desperately wanted to see where she was heading.
The last thing that I expected was for her to place her hand flat against my stomach without another word. She sprawled out her fingers, widening her digits so that she could tug my shirt up a little bit to reveal my abdomen. Then she then laid her hand back down to press against the exposed skin.
It had been a long time since a woman had touched me in that way, and it felt twice as exciting to have Mom be the one to break the dry spell.
Her middle finger tickled my navel, sending shivers up my spine. She pushed her hand downward, sneakily sliding underneath the gap between my stomach and my shorts until the tips of her fingers grazed my pubic bone.
I tried to pretend that I did not notice-- that I was so distracted by her breasts that I wasn't expecting the incredibly obvious move she was about to make.
Her hand travelled further under my shorts, slithering down until the waistband was level with her wrist. Had I looked down, I would not have been able to see her hand at all, save for the obvious bulge that her knuckles made in the fabric around my groin.
With nothing to separate her fingers from my naked flesh, and my erection making a spacious tent in my shorts, she was free to carefully - as one would handle a bird's egg - coil each of her tiny fingers around the base of my cock.
Neither of us spoke while she fitted her tiny hand around me. She settled into a comfortable position that saw each of her nimble fingers encircling the rigid meat and cradling it tenderly.
"Can you..." She swallowed a dry lump, her lips sticking together when she parted them to speak again. "Can you make it jump?"
I smirked confidently. "You mean like this?"
Mom gasped with a startled giggle, the surprise of which made her inadvertently squeeze the root of my dick. "Oh! Wow, Bear."
Oddly enough, she did not sound specifically horny. It was as though she were watching a magic show and had been particularly delighted by my signature trick. I gave her another customary flex to show my appreciation of her appreciation.
"Jesus," she breathed out the word. "It's like... alive. Why is it so hard?"
I arched an eyebrow and momentarily popped her dribbling nipple from my mouth. "Seriously?"
"Never mind," she mewed softly.
Her curled fingers kneaded and massaged the bottom half of my cock-- as much as she could fit in one hand. "Is this too weird?"
"No!" I answered abruptly. "It feels good."
"Yeah?" she asked sheepishly. "It's just so hard. I'm kind of amazed at how big you are, Bear. You're lucky I gave you such a nice dick."
I chuckled, but could think of nothing else worth saying. Between the flow of milk into my gullet and her hand steadily squeezing my cock, there were too many neurons firing in my brain to focus on speech for a second longer.
Even when the moment had finally passed wherein Mom could have removed her hand and played the whole thing off as some sort of over-the-line bonding exercise, she did not pull away. In fact, it seemed that abandoning words gave us both the ability to reflect more intently on exactly what we were doing.
I closed my eyes, allowing myself to drift into the serenading sensation of my mother's milk squirting against my tongue while she casually tugged on my cock. I could tell she was intently focused on her stroking, seemingly interested in exploring the details of the dick she had birthed.
Mom fell into a noticeable rhythm, allowing her hand to travel a little further up the length with each passing second. What had begun as a subtle squeeze around the root had, within a few moments of silence, evolved into a slow, patient handjob. It felt as though I was not even in the room with her, my presence barely registering through the fog clouding her judgement. In a word, she was enthralled.
I thought that, if I did not interrupt her, she would allow herself to succumb to the urges that had already driven her to behave in ways that a mother never should... which was exactly what I wanted.
She cleared her throat, then asked in a sultry whisper, "Does that feel good?" She did not ask if it felt weird, as she had before. The focus had shifted from incidental exploration, centering instead on her desire to bring me pleasure. "Am I squeezing too hard?"
I shook my head. "Nuh-uh."
With her right hand - so as to keep her left secured around my cock - she combed her nails through my hair until she reached the back of my skull. She cradled my head from behind while I drank the last few drops of milk out of her engorged udder. I did not want to make assumptions about just how full she remained, but Mom was happy to confirm my suspicion that she was running empty.
"Do you want to switch sides, Bear?" she asked hopefully.
I wiped a dribble of milk off of my lower lip. "Is this side empty?"
She shrugged innocently. "That, but also--" she wiggled the fingers of her left hand around my cock. "--I'm right-handed, so this is a little awkward for me."
"That's why it's awkward, huh?" The statement sounded ludicrous with her stiff nipple still bumping against my tongue.
Her hand slithered out of my shorts. I feared that we had reached the end of our experimental bonding, but she had other ideas.
"Bear? Could you take your pants off this time?"
"Uh, okay."
"Good," she touted happily. "I was having fun. You don't want me to stop, do you?"
"No! No, of course not."
I sat up and threw my shorts down to my ankles in one fluid motion, then kicked them off the side of the bed. I climbed off of the mattress, my cock bobbing up and down as I stood up, and circled around to the spot where Mom had been sitting.
She scooted over to take my place on the left side of the bed so that I would have space to lie down beside her. She patted her right thigh, presenting the plump pillow for me to lay my head upon. "Come, honey. Get comfortable."
"Can I take my shirt off, too?"
She beamed warmly. "Of course you can. Mine is already off, isn't it?" She accented the obvious truth by shaking her drooping tits back and forth, throwing flecks of milk onto the bedsheets that quickly soaked into the fabric to produce tiny, dark polka dots.
It seemed fair for us to both be topless, but I refrained from the desire to overstep by asking her to remove her bottoms as well. Though it was something that would have satisfied me greatly, I was content for the moment to move at whatever pace she set.
I took off my top, rendering myself completely nude, and laid myself on top of my mother's right thigh. Her voluptuous bosom, hanging low enough to tickle the tip of my nose, swung back and forth over top of my face. Much like the left side, her right breast carried a tremendous amount of weight that was draped over my face when she leaned forward. The bulky udder smothered my face like a warm, cozy quilt, stifling me in such extraordinary heat that I feared I would melt down to a puddle.
"You okay down, there, honey?" she cooed from out of sight, as though she were the sun being blocked out by a saggy, doughy mountain.
"Y-yeah," I croaked. "Can you... you know?"
The devilish hum she emitted told me that she knew exactly what I meant, but wanted to drag the confession out of me. "Can I what, Bear? Ask nicely."
I gulped. "Can you touch my dick again?"
"Manners."
"Please, Mom, will you please touch my dick again?" It was very easy to make myself sound desperate.
Mom tittered playfully, relishing her position of power. "That's a good boy."
I flexed as hard as I could, making my cock rise off of my stomach and point directly at her face, beckoning her to wrap her little fingers around me again.
I could tell the difference in her touch instantly. Whether she had grown more comfortable touching me so provocatively or the use of her dominant hand giving her greater agility I was not sure, but when she touched me again, it felt far less awkward than it had originally.



With my shaft secured in the grip of her fingers, she dragged her thumb across the sensitive bridge of skin underneath my cock head and gave me a miraculous tingle that made my dick twitch. My balls were pulled so tightly against my body that I imagined they looked like a fat, fleshy baseball at the base of my cock.
"My, my, Bear," she sung happily. "You feel like you're about to burst."
I grumbled, my bewildered facial expression obscured by the heaving udder against which my teeth grazed. "So do you, Mom. Maybe we should help each other out."
She laughed through her nose a couple of times. "I have just the thing."
Before I could ask what she meant, she had leaned over to reach into the bedside table on her left.
I craned my neck to try and see what she was digging around in search of, but could see very little around the bulk of her breast covering my face. I heard her pushing a few items out of the way, and after a couple of seconds she closed the drawer with a satisfied hum.
"Found it," she announced.
I heard her pop open a plastic cap, then some subtle crinkling that indicated she was squeezing a plastic bottle. Still ignorant to the mystery, I waited patiently until the cap was popped back on; she was happy to keep me in suspense that whole time.
"What is that?" I asked with a mixture of nerves and excitement.
Mom shushed me. "You'll see, honey. Can you start feeding again, please?"
The casual nature with which she has asked me to nurse from her did not match the erratic thumping of my heartbeat. From her tone alone, one may have thought that she was asking me to set the table for dinner.
"Oh, uh, yeah. Sorry, Mom."
"Thank you, Bear." She reached her left hand underneath her breast to find my head, then brushed her fingers through my hair reassuringly. "Big gulps, please. This one feels fuller than its sister."
I groaned at the mere mention of how full of milk she was, and relished being the man tasked with emptying it. It was something I had wanted my whole life, and it would have taken an earthquake of previously unfelt magnitudes to pull me out from underneath her floppy udder.
I opened my mouth, allowing my tongue to fall out, and closed my eyes to allow the dreamlike fantasy to envelop me. Guided by my tongue, I prodded around blindly in search of her nipple. When I found it, I latched on and sealed my lips around it.
I had taken as big of a bite as I could, unable to stifle the satisfied groan that forced its way out of me when I'd stuffed her nipple - and the majority of her fat, bumpy areola - into my mouth again.
Just as I had been taught, I sucked in my cheeks and used the suction to tug on Mom's nipple with enough force to coax out a thick stream. Sweet cream poured from her breast, pulled forth by the intense vacuum I had created around her pointed nipple. Once opened, the tap would not be closed so easily, and even when I would halt my suckling in order to swallow it, there were residual dribbles that still fell into my open mouth.
I savoured the fulfilling feeling of having my entire maw plugged, enamoured with the way that feasting on her would silence the voices in my head.
Mom moaned with her mouth closed. "That feels wonderful, Bear. Keep going just like that."
Even though I didn't require any more instruction, her encouragement would have inspired me to cross a field of broken glass just to worship at the altar of her bloated bosom. It hardly seemed fair to receive praise for doing something that made me so happy.
As she had attested, her right tit started off notably fuller than her left one. I could feel it every which way - both by weight and by flow. I tantalized her protruding nipple by dragging my teeth across it, grazing over the small bumps that had formed when it had hardened. Then I gingerly pinched it with my teeth, digging just hard enough to elicit a few noticeable squirms from my mother. I held it in place with my front teeth, urging her to sit still lest I scratch the sensitive surface.
Confident that her nipple would not be ripped out of my mouth, I rapidly flicked my tongue back and forth across the tip, from which beads of sweet milk still dripped freely even without the aid of suction.
Though my stomach was already giving me signs that I should take a break before swallowing another gallon, I ignored those warnings and gulped another mouthful of watery nectar down into my gut. I would have been content to nurse until my belly had doubled in size, and would have remained in the right headspace to do so, had Mom not wrapped her fingers around my cock once more.
That time, however, it was different-- and not in a "dominant hand" type of way. Rather, the fingers that she had coiled around my throbbing dong had been coated in a wet, slimy solution. Whatever it was, it made her mitt glide effortlessly from the base all the way to the inflated, red knob at the end.
Mom squeezed tightly a couple of times with my cock head resting in her palm. Her greasy fingers closed around it, constricting the bulging mushroom in their slippery embrace.
I broke the connection with her dribbling tit just long enough to whimper, "W-what is that?"
"My hand," she replied, then applied a long, even stroke to the entire length of my cock, root to tip, and added, "And a little something extra. Does it feel okay?"
I gave a muffled cry, unwilling to remove her nipple from my mouth a second time.
She twisted her hand in a corkscrew motion. By curving her wrist as she dropped it into my lap, each downward stroke felt as though she were meticulously swaddling my cock from every angle at once.
Even with a lifetime of experience at my disposal, Mom outshone every solo performance I had ever given myself. It was not just the lube that made it feel so special, but also the dedication she was showing towards handling my dick.
She tugged methodically on the rigid length of meat. She would tightly grip the base when she reached it, offering a single, firm squeeze before loosening the vice so that her fingers, when dragged back towards the head, nudged against me like slimy tentacles.
"How's that?" Mom asked without a hiccup in her pace.
"Uh huh," I warbled.
My infatuation made her giggle, but did not deter her from wanting to impress me further. "Well, what about this?"
Her final word was punctuated by a change of pace, wherein she reversed her routine. Instead of clenching her fist when she was at the bottom, she applied the same pressure around the head, then loosening on her way down.
Her greased-up hand made a cocoon for my cock head. The fat crown pulsated in its tiny hovel, bulging against each of the lubricated walls that had collapsed around it as though struggling to burst free.
Then, just as she released the pressure, she pushed downward and thrust my dick through the tight ring made by her conjoined fingers, mimicking the miraculous sensations of a tight, wet pussy.
Within a few laps, I had lost control over my body. My left leg trembled helplessly as the spasms in my muscles became too much to withstand. The overwhelming pleasure was so concentrated that I felt as though the Sun itself, and all its pent up energy, was exploding at the end of my cock.
The impact of Mom's talented touch was not lost on her. "Are you doing that on purpose? The leg thing?"
"Nuh uh," I offered hastily.
She scoffed in disbelief. "Am I making you do that?"
"Uh huh!"
"Wow," she whispered under her breath with an unmistakable hint of pride at what she had accomplished with a few small strokes.
Seemingly interested in upping her game, Mom studied my reactions. Whenever I would buck or shiver, she would retread whichever spot had made me do so, as though memorizing the exact button she had pressed so that she could return to it at a moment's notice.
She adopted long, unbroken strokes that traversed my entire cock with each swipe, repeatedly plunging my dick through the snug tunnel made by her clenched fist. Each dive saw her adhering to the corkscrew routine she had by that point mastered, leaving nary an inch of me unsullied by her lube-drenched fingers.
Mom's telltale shivers told me that she, too, had begun to treat the transaction as something far more sexual. While she may have been forgiven for expressing sincere interest in how my cock had grown since she'd seen it last - it was a surprising evolution, to be sure - there was only one explanation for the continual pumping of her little fist as I nursed from her: she wanted to make me cum.
I was so lost in the throes of ecstasy that I had stopped nursing, but the illusion that we were there exclusively to combat Mom's hyperlactation had long since vanished. She barely seemed to hear me speak when I said, "I-I don't know what we're doing, but you're gonna make me cum if you don't stop."
"Good boy," she touted confidently.
Her insistence had soothed me as much as it had excited me. "Really? Can I?"
"Of course, Bear. Why do you think I'm trying so darn hard? If it feels good--"
"It feels fucking amazing!" I interrupted.
She giggled, then continued. "--then you should cum."
"Just on my stomach?"
She did not respond right away, instead taking a deep breath while she thought it over. "I don't think so."
"W-what, then?"
"Just let me worry about that, okay? Are you close?"
"Uh huh!"
The triumphant moment - the one that I had been waiting my entire life for - was peeking over the horizon. If I was correct in my assumption - though, fueled by excessive horniness, it was hard to be sure - Mom was implying that she would soon be drinking my milk. All I needed to do was let go and allow my body to do what came naturally.
As I relaxed and gave my body permission to cum, the serenity in which I basked was disrupted by the bone-chilling shriek of a newly woken baby.
Mom clicked her tongue. "Oh, dear. Your sister is awake."
Cassie's familiar wailing through the nearby baby monitor brought both of us back to reality, suspending the lecherous trance into which we had both fallen.
"Mom, please. Please just make her wait. I'm so close!"
The following cry, much louder than the first, made it clear that patience was a virtue demanded from the adults in the house - and only from them.
Mom raked her nails through my hair, sending tingles down my spine that mirrored those emanating from my cock as she steadily tugged it. "I'm sorry, but I don't think she can wait."
"Me neither!" I cried with just as much petulant frustration as my sister. "Just two more minutes! I can't wait any longer!"
By the way she scoffed in response, I could tell that she was smirking down at me. "I bet you can, and if you can, I bet it'll be worth it."
My mind raced to fill in the blanks she had left behind. "What do you mean?"
Without revealing anything more, Mom slid her thigh out from under my head. "Will you wait here for me?"
I dropped my head onto the mattress with a sigh. "Fine, but I dunno what I'm supposed to do with this!" I gestured to my cock, which had not deflated one iota despite Cassie's mood-killing wails.
Mom shrugged and climbed off of the bed, as though she were not solely responsible for putting me in such a state of desperation. "He can wait, too."
I kicked the bed with my heels. "But Mooooom!"
She mimed the act of zipping her mouth shut. "No 'buts!' Listen to your mother."
She was right that Cassie needed to be looked after, and it had become clear that no amount of intoxicating sensuality would stop Mom's instincts from taking over. She leaned down to kiss my forehead, inadvertently swinging her pendulous breasts overhead in such a way that they both bumped against it when she bent over.
I pouted, but I knew it would not do any good. "Fine, but hurry!"
"Thank you, Bear," she said with a sexual purr, clearly intending to keep me horny in her absence. "Be back soon."
She threw on a loose robe that was hanging behind her closet door and wrapped it around her half-naked body. With one more look back at her son laying erect on the bed, she blew a kiss and vanished out of the room.
I listened intently to her footsteps getting quieter as she walked down the hall, wishing with every step that she would change her mind and turn around, though I knew it was a foolish notion.
I sat up and braced my back against the headboard, extending my legs on the mattress in front of me. It was the position that I had taken on many nights - hunched over my phone while preparing to masturbate with images of Mom's breasts swimming through my head - and that day was no different.
That fact on its own made it impossible to sit still, to say nothing of the massive erection that housed half of the blood in my body. I had to jerk off.
I did not want to rush things and accidentally spoil myself before Mom returned, so I took my time. I was frustrated to find that, no matter how I touched myself, I could not produce a modicum of the extraordinary pleasure that she had given me.
I closed my eyes and tried to take myself back to the magical moment when she had first laid her hand on me, succumbing to the desire to vividly envision her gigantic, swollen boobs looming over my head. The act had always come with an undercurrent of guilt, as I had known I should not be enjoying my mother's body so lecherously, but no longer.
Her clear enjoyment of having teased such rampant lust out of me - perhaps out of the two of us - gave me the confidence to ogle the image of her naked breasts in my mind's eye. They had been even more incredible than in my wildest fantasies, and, blessed yet temporarily cursed by the knowledge of what they looked and felt like, I was able to visualize them more clearly than I ever had before.
It could have been two, or five, or ten minutes before she returned. As far as I knew, time had ceased to exist while I waited patiently - or rather, quite eagerly - for her to grace me with her presence again.
A knock on the door made me snap my eyes open to see Mom, still wrapped in her robe, leaning against the frame. She was backlit by the sunlight coming through the hallway, and obscured in the shadow that existed in her bedroom thanks to the closed curtains.
"Hey, Bear," she cooed.
"H-hey, Mom," I stuttered nervously.
She gestured to my dick with her eyes. "Did you two miss me?"
I nodded hard enough to make my teeth clack together. It felt odd to be so comfortable clutching my erect cock in front of my mother, but I could not deny the peace that fell over me as she watched me slowly stroking myself.
"Did you miss us?" I asked with my eyebrow arched.
She did not answer me, but instead rested her head against the door frame as she fiddled with something in her hand. "Close your eyes, honey."
"Close my-- uh, sure."
I shut my lids tight and waited for something to happen. I was not sure what I was waiting for, but Mom gave me a hint by throwing whatever had been held in her hand onto the bed by my feet.
"No peeking," she demanded. "Promise?"
"Promise," I lied.
I assured myself that she would not see me peek under the cover of her darkened bedroom, and so bravely cracked one of my eyes open just enough to let in a sliver of light.
At the foot of the bed, staring back at me like a neon sign, was a pair of bright pink underwear that appeared to have been ripped straight out of a lingerie catalogue.
What the fuck? I thought to myself as my heart began to race. She took off her underwear!
Mom took a couple of tentative steps towards me. "Are you peeking?"
I shook my head, my cheeks loosely flapping against my gums. "No!"
She doused me with earnest praise and, by the sound of it, dropped her robe onto the floor in a crumpled heap. "Good boy."
"Should I lay down, or--"
"No, Bear. Just sit still."
I knew that, if I only opened my eyes, I would be blessed with the enchanting visual of my mother's naked body standing before me. It took every ounce of self-control not to soak that image in - helped along by a new fear that she might call the whole thing off if she caught me a second time.
I could tell by her voice that she was at the foot of the bed, and was further convinced when the mattress creaked and buckled under her weight as she climbed on.
Mom slowly made her way towards me, crawling on her hands and knees with my outstretched legs in between either of her limbs. "You know I love you, right, Bear?"
I swallowed, but my throat was sandpaper. "Yeah, Mom. I love you, too."
"How much?"
"More than anything in the world!"
"Me, too, honey, but that love is... confusing sometimes. I'm starting to wonder if the way I love you is normal for a mother and son. I think that sometimes I love you as much more than just my son. Does that make sense?
"It's just--" she said in a hurry, cutting me out of the conversation. "--sometimes I feel things for you that I used to feel when I was a much younger woman. They scare me, but they're real."
She continued to crawl further up my body as she spoke, her voice getting closer to me with each passing second. "You make me feel like a horny teenager. It's crazy, but you make me feel... I dunno. Sexy, I guess."
She leaned in so that her voice, and the beautiful mouth that produced such a hypnotic sound, were right next to my ear. She pressed her cheek against mine and whispered, "Does Mommy make you feel sexy, too?"
"Yesssssss," I breathed the word out along with the oxygen I had been holding in as I'd waited for my chance to reply.
Mom had crawled far enough that her legs were straddling mine, which I had kept closed to allow her to sit on me comfortably. She sat back and rested the weight of her plump ass cheeks on my thighs. "You can open your eyes now, honey."
Finally granted permission, I did not hesitate to gaze upon her in all her naked glory. With the memory of her underwear, or lack thereof, still fresh in my mind, I quickly tilted my head down with all the subtlety of a reversing forklift to take a look.
Nestled between Mom's legs, as I had envisioned on many nights in the past, was a mane of black, wiry fur that made all my previous fantasies seem frivolous. There was something about the lush forest of untamed hair that captivated me. Its woolly fibers absorbed most of the light that touched it, draping her pussy in such a thick, dark coat that it that made the manicured bushes I'd seen on women on the internet seem woefully sparse. The tangled vines stretched wildly in every direction, and I longed to walk my fingers through every inch of that overgrown thicket like I was navigating an abandoned, overgrown garden.
I gawked in dumbfounded shock. "Y-you're naked."
"I am," she announced. "And so are you, Bear."
"Mom, you're naked right now." The impact of her nudity needed a few extra seconds to register before I was capable of doing anything other than repeating myself.
"Are you okay with that, honey? I can put some clothes on, if you'd like."
"No! No, not that. This is just..."
"A lot?" Mom offered.
I nodded with a sly grin, tickled that those two words had come up with such regularity.
"I've seen the way you look at me," she said. "Tell me, do you think about me when you masturbate?"
"All the time." I was happy to incriminate myself for a good cause.
She chewed on her bottom lip, but could not disguise her interest in my answer. "What do you think about?"
Honesty had already gotten me so far that I knew I would not dare abandon it at that crucial moment. "Having sex."
She perked up with a cheerful smile and batted her eyelashes. "With meeeee?"
My shame was revealed in the red-hot flush that burned my cheeks. "Yeah, Mom. I think about having sex with you, like, every single day."



Mom touched her nose against mine and stared longingly into my eyes. "Use the other word."
"The other word?"
She nodded, her focus shifting back and forth between my pupils. "I want to hear you say it."
"And then?"
"Good boys get what they ask for," she asserted without a blink to deviate from her sincerity.
"Mom, I--" I swallowed the knot in my throat so the declaration was as loud and proud as could be. "I want to fuck you."
She wrapped her arms around my neck, coiling them around the back of my head so that she was gently cradling it in her hands. "That's a good boy."
Mom puckered her lips then pressed them against mine, instantly stifling the tiny gasp that had escaped my mouth when she'd made her move. Her tongue eagerly wiggled between my lips and made a mad dash for my tonsils. She had not waited for an invitation, but that did not mean she was unwelcome.
I slithered my own tongue out as well, wordlessly matching her advances so that we remained in sync. The slimy snakes tumbled together, battering each other with a series of messy licks as we traded saliva.
Mom groaned into my open mouth between sloppily delivered kisses. "Oh, God, Bear." She tightened her grip around my head, as though she wanted to ensure that she was the only thing in the world that I would focus on.
Her enormous breasts flattened against my chest, ballooning out at the sides as she bore down and attempted to get as close to me as possible. Those infamously humongous udders were doing their best to keep us apart, but I loved feeling the soft, bulging dough mold around my body, so I was inclined to forgive the buffer.
"Honey," she panted amid smooches, "grab onto my bum."
No sooner had the words had left her lips than I was obediently pawing at her naked bottom. My arms had been resting lazily at my sides as I'd contended with the unbelievable fact that my mother - while straddling me - was rummaging around in my mouth with her tongue, which had left me with very little processing power to pilot my own arms.
Her instruction had snapped me out of the fog, and with that clarity I had hungrily dug my claws into her plump rump. I squeezed and kneaded her cheeks, sinking my fingers into the supple clay. I use my grip on her ass to pull her into me, pushing the soft fur on her pussy mound against my burgeoning erection.
The woollen black carpet caressed my cock head. Each individual hair seemed to tickle the inflated knob in its own special way as Mom - informed by how forcefully I was pulling her against myself - took to a rhythmic grinding that dragged it through her jungle of wet cunt hair.
"Fuck, Mom," I grunted. "That feels amazing."
She paused our make out session to nibble on my lower lip. "Yeah? You know what feels even better?"
I believed that I knew the answer, but knew that it would be more fun to hear her say it. "What?"
She planted her mouth on mine again and lashed her tongue against my lips. "The inside would feel so much better. Don't you think, Bear?"
I shuddered with jubilation so strong that, had she not been on top of me, it would have made me leap off of the bed. "Are you sure? We can-- but what about-- I mean shouldn't we--"
"Shhh, little bear," Mom ordered, breaking our kiss to touch her nose and forehead against mine again. "One at a time."
I took a deep breath to steady my resolve. A part of me was still not convinced that I was awake, and I didn't really know how to prove it to myself. "We can have sex, you mean?"
She arched an eyebrow. "Gosh, honey. You're either the most forgetful boy in the world, or you just like hearing me say it. Yes, we can have sex. Next?"
"Okay," I said, "but what about Joseph?"
She shrugged. "This is between you and me. Last one?"
It was not the answer I had wanted, but I would settle for it. "Shouldn't we... you know, use protection?"
Mom failed to hide the pride on her face. "Just like I taught you, honey. You're right! You should use protection with the girls you're seeing, but..."
My mouth hung open. "But?"
"But I'm not them, Bear. I'm special. Let me worry about that, okay?"
I could not believe what I was hearing. "So, just like that? No condom?"
She tilted her head to the side a little, but kept the tip of her nose against mine. "No condom, honey - not with me. Is that new for you?"
I was speechless, save for an affirmative grunt.
Mom drew in a deep breath of air, which puffed up her chest and made her tits look even bigger. "I'm gonna be your first raw pussy?"
My ears began ringing, my brain disoriented from the shockwave of the bombshell she had just dropped, then amplified by the use of a word I had never heard leave her lips. "Uh huh, yeah."
Her smile spread from ear to ear, her toothy grin on full display. "I think you're really gonna like it in there, Bear. Ready to go back inside?"
The rush of adrenaline made my heart want to climb out of my throat. "Fuck yes, Mom."
Mom leaned back and pulled one of her arms out from behind my head. With it, she reached between her legs until she had my tall, powerful erection secured in her grip. "There he is."
She shifted her weight onto one knee and tilted her body to the side. It was just enough to make space between us so that she could pull my dick off of my belly and point it where it needed to go. She eased herself back into position and, still holding onto my cock, settled into place with the head lodged between her pussy lips.
Her cunt billowed hot steam against me, its breath dousing my cock in a dense, muggy heat that welcomed me in. She widened her knees to lower her stance, intentionally using gravity to ease the entire knob into her at once.
The head disappeared inside of her, and even if I hadn't seen it, I still would've felt it. Her hot, velvety walls plastered themselves against me as soon as I crossed the threshold into her body.
"H-holy fuck, Mom," I whimpered.
She kissed my forehead and rooted her palms against my shoulders, using my body to support herself. "I know, honey. It's nice, isn't it?"
"More. Please, more." I didn't care how greedy it made me sound. I barely registered it, in fact.
Mom let go of my dick and swayed her hips side to side a few times, slowly dropping her weight so that she accepted a little more of my cock into her birth canal with each pass.
The torrid tunnel convulsed around me, strangling my cock in a sweltering vice whose grip only relented long enough to engulf another inch. She rocked back and forth at a confident pace, as though she already knew the limits of how slowly she could go before the anticipation drove me insane.
"Honey," Mom said urgently, "will you kiss me, please?"
It was my pleasure - literally - to oblige her. I searched blindly for her tongue, thrashing about in her mouth until she greeted me with an equal passion.
We sought to prove the depths of our depravity to each other, and could do so no other way than by messily mashing our lips together to see who would break first. I wanted so desperately for her to drop her ass into my lap, but continued to kiss her with discipline while she tortured me with the agonizingly slow descent to the bottom.
Mom huffed through her nose a couple of times. "Oh, jeez."
"Wutisit?" I mumbled from somewhere in La-La Land.
She rubbed my chest to comfort me, ensuring that I stayed lost in the horny haze. "Nothing, Bear. It's okay, it's just... big, is all."
She took a deep breath, then released it as she lowered the rest of the way onto me. Though her breathing fluttered at the end, right when my cock head nudged against her cervix, she did not falter until I was safely embedded inside.
Her body collapsed against me, leaving her head to rest on my shoulder while her pubic hair tickled my tummy. "F-fuck! Oh my God, honey."
The plush pocket seized around me, hugging my dick so hard that I was sure that the folds and ridges inside her cunt would imprint themselves along my shaft. "You feel fucking amazing, Mom."
Mom sat up and braced herself against my shoulders again, making enough space between us so that her sagging breasts - which had been pressed flat against my chest ­- were finally dragged off of me. Their heat had been tremendous, but the breeze on my chest, while a welcome respite from the warmth, only made me wish to have them draped over me once more.
"You do too, Bear," she squealed, writhing in my lap to drive my dick harder against the mouth of her womb.
"This is so much better than with a condom."
She clenched her cunt muscles around me. "I thought you might like it. I missed having you in there."
My spine shivered. "I missed being in there. You're so fucking warm."
She ground against me, using my dick to stir about her insides. "What else?"
Another sensation came to mind, and it had been dripping onto my thighs before she had asked about it. "Wet. You're so wet, Mom."
She gave me a seductive growl just as a droplet of her nectar, clinging to my skin, ran down the underside of my ball sack. "What else, sweetheart?"
I did not have time, or a need, to think very long about my answer. As if to direct my interest, she constricted her pussy so firmly that I wondered if my dick would be bruised when I pulled it out of her.
"How are you so tight, too?" I exclaimed. "It's crazy!"
She thought about it for a moment, then found a way to turn my query into a compliment. "Maybe you're just that big. Big ones are easier to squeeze." She wiggled in place with her brow furrowed. "And I have to admit, this is a pretty darn big one, honey!"
I grinned awkwardly. "You're just saying that."
She shook her head. "Nuh uh, Bear. It's a mother's job to tell her son that he's handsome, not that he has a big dick."
I gave her bottom a gentle squeeze, sinking my fingers into the mounds of pale putty. "I'm glad you like it."
Mom giggled, her eyes fluttering. "I like having your hands on me, too. Keep them there, sweetheart." She then jutted her rump out, pushing it down towards my knees so that my dick slithered out of her a couple of inches. "Good boy. Grind with me, Bear."
Using my grip on her cheeks, I pulled Mom pussy-first onto my cock and closed the small space she had made between us when she had stuck out her ass. The sudden thrust made my dick plunge into her pussy, delving into the tiny burrow in one fell swoop.
"Ooooooh," Mom groaned, ignorant to her rising volume. "That feels so nice, honey."
She pushed her ass away from me again, but that time I did not need a word of encouragement to pull her against me again.
"Just like that, just like that," she chanted.
It was remarkably natural to fall into the pattern that Mom had set for us. Her body and the bed together created a metronome; her rhythmic grinding made the headboard knock against the wall, making it easy to keep time by following the beat.
She would push, making just enough space for my dick to breathe. Then I would pull her back in and drive it back into the depths of her soggy sheathe. It was easy to fall into a trance, and I would have happily stayed at that pace for as long as I could. Were we to go any faster, I knew that it would not be long before she made me cum uncontrollably.
Unfortunately that was exactly what Mom had in mind, and after a few dozen patient strokes, she sought to up the ante. Rather than wait for me to pull her in once she had pulled away, as per the rhythm we had established, she disrupted the flow by throwing her ass back into my lap before I had the chance.
Her forward thrusts were so forceful that I did not need to bother keeping my grip on her chubby bottom. Though I loved the way it squished around my fingers, I wanted to give Mom the chance to perform on her own. I looped my arms around her midsection, lazily tethering myself to her while she rode me with ever greater speed and force.
I recognized the sounds coming out of her mouth, but I had only ever heard them through a pair of earbuds while watching porn. Her fervent whimpering and breathy, guttural groans sounded completely foreign in her voice. It was heavenly to hear her soft, bubbly cadence traded in for one so vulgar.
"Oh, oh, ooohhhh, God! Fuck me!" she wailed, pleasure contorting her face into one that a son should never see on his own mother.
The headboard slammed against the wall so loudly that I feared Cassie might wake up early. In an act of boldness, I tightened my hold around Mom's waist just as she completed a pussy-plunge into my lap. Without a word of warning, I rotated my body ninety degrees - bringing her with me - so that I was no longer sitting upright against the wooden wall behind me, but instead laying parallel to it with my head flat on the mattress.
She fell forward and placed her hands on either side of my head to hold herself above. She hardly missed a beat. As soon as we were settled, she tossed her ass back and submerged my dick back inside.
While I was lying down, I knew she would have more control over her movements, which she had proven by dropping her pussy onto my body with a mighty heave that had almost knocked the wind out of me.
The increased range of motion was a blessing, and she made excellent use of it, rotating and twisting to firmly drive my cock against her spongy walls. She would tighten and loosen her cunt muscles, using the alternating grip to accent the wild gyrations of her hips as she rocked side to side.
It was a pleasure so pure that nothing in my two decades of life had ever come close to matching it.
Mom looked down at me, hair falling to the sides of her face as a blonde waterfall. "I want your mouth. Now, please."
She towered over me, her massive breasts swinging above my head. The bloated blimps looked even heavier once she had leaned over. Gravity took full hold and dragged them towards my face with enough strength to draw thin stretch marks on their sides. A bead of white milk was clinging to the tip, though I was not sure if it was left over from earlier or if her breast was still so full that it had continued to leak out all the while.
"Still full?" I asked.
She nodded and gestured towards her right breast with her chin. "She is, honey. You didn't finish, remember?"
I opened my mouth, gawking like a baby bird while my mother hovered breakfast over my head. Mom maneuvered her tit to align it with my mouth, then leaned forward a little so I could pop the fat cap into my mouth. I instantly began to nurse, drawing on my previous training to extract a thin trickle of milk, but it was not enough to satisfy me.
I pursed my lips, engaging the muscles around my jaw to draw out a torrent that sprayed against the roof of my mouth, followed by a sister stream that splattered the inside of my cheek.
So much was coming out of her that it became hard to swallow any given mouthful of the sweet cream before another eruption soaked the back of my throat. Her flavour was on every taste bud, my senses on high alert to savour every morsel of milk that passed over my tongue.
I stopped swallowing, but continued to suckle. I wanted to fill my maw to the brim with her essence just as I had before, even if that meant some of it would overflow and run down my chin when my bloated cheeks had reached their limit.
Mom had not been too busy riding me to notice my attempt at drowning myself on dry land. She slowed her rampant riding to a halt, but did not cease her snug, signature pussy hugs.
She clicked her tongue disapprovingly. "Such a messy baby, aren't you?"
"Ah-gah!" I warbled with the mouthful of milk, struggling to make any coherent sounds while my gullet was still full. I closed my mouth and braced myself to swallow, and a few more trickles managed to sneak out the sides to run down the sides of my neck.
I mustered one big, greedy gulp and gobbled down her milk. "All gone."
She gazed down on me. "Want Mommy to clean you up, little bear?"
I felt a dull heat emanating from behind my eyes. "Y-yeah."
Mom cocked her head to the side, soothing me with a peaceful smile. It was warm and comforting, and seemed wholly unsuited to a woman whose laboured breathing was a result of riding her own son's cock.
She blew a stream of cool over my face. "You wanna be Mommy's little again?"
I whimpered. "God, yes."
Mom lowered her face next to mine; her breasts squished against my chest. She stuck out her tongue, which she then placed against my neck. She flattened it against my throat to catch the tail of one of her milk trails, then slowly traced its path upwards - first over my jaw, then across my cheek.
When she reached the corner of my mouth, she loudly slurped the small helping of milk that she had collected as though she were sucking it off of a countertop.
She swapped to the other side of my neck and cleaned another dribble much the same way as she had the first. She took her time, battering her slimy tongue against my skin after each audible gulp.
When she was done, she leaned in next to my ear and whispered in her sexiest voice, "All clean, baby bear."
"Wow," I sighed. "Thank you, Mommy."
She lifted her body off of mine and sat down so that her ass was on my thighs. When her blubbery cheeks landed on my legs, they acted like pillows for her to rest on, but the act of falling back on them so haphazardly had made her drooping breasts sway back and forth for a few seconds before coming to a rest.
It would have been difficult not to stare at such beautiful bouncing under normal circumstances, but with my dick still firmly embedded in Mom's pussy it was sincerely impossible.
Mom looked down just as they had performed their final wobble to see what I was fixated on, then turned her attention back to me. "I think it's cute."
I cocked my head to the side. "What is?"
"How much you like my boobs."
Rather than think of something clever or endearing to say to her, my brain was haunted by a comment she had made earlier. I felt I could not rest until I had gotten a satisfying answer. "Can you really suck on your own nipples?"
She smiled fiendishly. "Want me to show you?"
I licked my lips. "Yeah."
Mom lifted one of her boobs, demonstrating that, without even much effort, the enormous, floppy udder easily reached her mouth. She stuck out her tongue to greet her nipple as it neared her lips, and fluttered it against the perky ruby to apply a glistening coat of saliva.
Then she sealed her lips around her nipple, leaving the edges of her gigantic areola to peek out from the corner of her mouth. Even when she opened her jaw to its widest point, she could not manage to engulf the entire strawberry-coloured cap.
I watched with bated breath as tension lines appeared in her pliable flesh. She sucked in her cheeks, plastering them against her teeth as she started to nurse. She used her hands to massage her breast on both sides at once, ushering milk toward the spout. I noticed that she was not swallowing, but rather storing the cream in her cheeks until they were slightly puffed up.
With a coy smile, she slid her lips off of her nipple and sealed her mouth to ensure nothing spilled out. She leaned in for a kiss - or so I believed - but stopped when her lips had just barely grazed mine. She hovered there, her eyes closed; I closed mine, too. I felt, rather than saw, when she slowly part her lips.
It was only a small opening, but it was enough to allow the first few droplets of milk to filter through and drip into my open mouth. Little by little, she widened the opening so that more could drip out. I had just enough time to gulp whatever she had given me just as I was fed another dribble.
She licked her lips, her tongue nudging against mine. "All gone, honey."



All I could say was, "Wow."
She sat back on my legs again, dragging the blanket of sultry breast meat off my chest. "You can say that again, Bear, but I don't think you'd have to."
I opened my eyes to see her wiping a milk moustache off with the back of her hand. "What do you mean?"
"I mean that I could feel him--" She gave my dick a decidedly firm hug. "--twitching like crazy while you watched me. I thought you were gonna cum for a second."
I gritted my teeth, afraid that the mere mention of my orgasm would summon it forth before I was ready. "I'm pretty close, actually. Are you sure I can do it inside of you, Mom?"
She rolled her eyes playfully. "What, afraid that you're going to make yourself a new baby sister?"
My dick throbbed with excitement. I was surprised at how powerfully my body reacted to the idea of getting Mom pregnant with a baby of our own.
She gasped. "Oh! I sure felt that, honey."
"Me too," I admitted.
"You like that idea, huh? Being the next one to put a bun in Mommy's oven?"
"Jesus."
She shook her head with a chuckle. "I'm kidding, Bear. I wouldn't let you get me pregnant unless you wanted that."
"And what if I did?" I asked, sure that I would be calling her bluff by doing so.
She pretended to think about it, placing a finger on her chin as she looked up to the left for dramatic effect. "I suppose we'll have to see, won't we?"
I was so near to the point of orgasm that I was not sure if I would have been able to stop myself anyhow. Even faced with the reality of knocking her up, I was powerless to resist the voice in my head screaming at me to breed her.
Mom gently caressed the side of my face. "But today you don't have to worry about that. It's a, uh-- well... it's a safe day!"
"Good," I grumbled, "because those little squeezes of yours are killing me!"
She released an adorable titter. "Little, huh? You think you could handle a big one right now?"
I shook my head. "Fuck no."
Mom dropped back down so that her elbows were planted on either side of my head to keep her from crushing me under her bulky breasts all at once. Her lips lingered over mine, close enough that she could tickle me with little flutters of her tongue.
She bore down with all her might, her weight sandwiching me to the mattress as she used her entire body to grind into me. When she would press down on me, burying me dick to the hilt, she would perfectly time the clenching of her buttery soft cunt walls to accentuate the warmth that surrounded it.
My cock dug against the bottom of her pussy, prodding her cervix while she used it to churn her guts. I could have sworn that I felt every bump and ridge nudging against it with complete clarity. Every soft fold along her tunnel, however tiny, seemed to be doing it part to cuddle my dick.
She kissed the side of my cheek, but her face remained next to mine while she rode me. Into my ear, she whispered, "Tell Mommy when. I'm ready, Bear."
I thought I would have been able to withstand a few more seconds of her riding me, but the spellbinding hex of her coaxing me to empty my balls activated it almost instantly. No sooner had the words left her lips than I felt my balls tighten up.
"Now!" I cried. "Now!"
I shut my eyes tightly and released a primal groan, seeing only a galaxy of bright, white stars. My booming voice echoing around Mom's bedroom, but I was too far gone to consider things as trivial as waking the dead. It was an animalistic passion that made me crave her like never before.
My secure hold around her waist ensured that she was as close to me as I could get her. I fell over myself worshipping the magnificent woman whom I had lusted after for decades, thrusting my hips up to meet her downward pressure as though - with enough force - our bodies would meld into one harmonious being.
With my cock pressed firmly against her cervix, I hurled a hot, sticky rope of cum into her and glazed the spongy wall. I felt cum surge through my cock again, engorging my piss slit as a chunky cable erupted from the tip and sent another helping to mingle with the first.
It felt like my soul was being pulled out of my body, each stream of baby batter reducing my faculties so drastically that I felt but a shell by the time the third powerful flex, and the tether of glue that it produced, were coaxed out of me.
Mom curled her arms around my head, cradling me affectionately. It seemed to me that our lecherous encounter had done nothing to dull her maternal instincts.
"Good boy," she purred lovingly. "Let it all out."
I howled ferociously, my legs trembling all the way down to my tightly curled toes. Were it not for her voice calling to me through the dense, euphoric fog hanging around my head, I knew that I would have thought I was asleep once again. I did not believe that the mortal realm would allow a person to experience such fantastical pleasure, but Mom's pussy squeezing around me made an apt replacement for pinching myself to ensure it was real.
"M-mom, holy fuck," I whined at a worryingly high pitch.
She raked her nails along the back of my scalp. "I know, I know. Mommy's here."
I bucked and writhed for another minute, trying to withstand the marvellous waves of rapture that threatened to reduce me to a babbling heap.
All the while, Mom calmly kissed the sides of my neck and my cheeks, nibbled gingerly on my earlobe, and explored my face for any spots that her smooches may have missed.
Her grinding finally ceased, allowing me the first moment of actual calmness to absorb what we had just done together. I waited for the clarity to fill me with regret, but it never came. That typical disdain for all things sexual that often followed my orgasm was nowhere to be found. All I wanted was more - more of her, more of us.
My dick swam in the hot, bubbly paste that I had pumped into my mother. It was still hard, and throbbing erratically, but slowly began to soften as it marinated, as though shriveling slightly from soaking too long in the dense pool of cum.
"Christ, Mom," I marveled. "That was amazing."
She folded her hands on my chest, then rested her chin on top of her fingers so she could peer at me through the loose hairs that had fallen in front of her eyes. "You liked it, Bear?"
I sighed deeply, which was not easy to do with such heavy breasts laid on my chest. "I loved it. Did you?"
She stretched her neck to kiss the underside of my chin. "I did, sweetheart. You really know how to use that thing."
I chuckled. "Likewise."
"Well, if you liked it that much, maybe this doesn't have to be the last time we do it."
I rubbed the small of her back with my palm heel. "Don't tempt me. If I keep soaking in your pussy for another minute I probably will get hard again."
She laughed. "I don't think either one of us could handle that right now, Bear. Truce?"
"Truce," I agreed.
She laughed again, but it did not last long. I could see a thought cross her mind and wipe the smile off her face. "Honey..."
"What's wrong?"
She chewed pensively on her tongue, digging her with her teeth. "Can I be honest about something?"
"Of course."
"But you can't get mad."
My heart began to race a little. "Um, okay. What is it?"
She took a deep breath to puff up her chest. "I might have lied to you."
"About? Come on, Mom. You're scaring me!"
She shrugged her shoulders up around her ears as though they would protect her from whatever shameful revelation about which she intended to come clean. "Today is not a safe day for me. I should have told you, but I just... really wanted you to cum inside."
A chill ran down my spine. "It's not safe? What does that mean?"
She winced. "Actually, I'm pretty sure that today was a very dangerous day."
When I did not ask a follow-up question, Mom regretfully filled in the blanks for me. "I'm ovulating, honey. It doesn't mean it'll happen, but--"
"What will happen?" I needed to hear her say it.
Mom brushed her thumb over my cheekbone, her eyes halfway to watering as she announced, with a weak smile, "Don't panic, but you might have just gotten me pregnant."
My stomach almost fell out of my butt. "B-but you said it was safe."
She rubbed my chest with her hand, her fingers spread out to cover as much area as possible. "Mommy lied. Oopsie. Are you mad?"
I did not have the wherewithal to be mad at her. "I'm gonna be a dad?"
"Not necessarily," she insisted. "We'd have to do it a couple more times just to be sure, but yeah. You might be."
My heartbeat was akin to the galloping of horse hooves. "Why aren't you, like, nervous about that?"
She shrugged. "I dunno, Bear. Maybe it just feels right to do it with you. I just listened to my body."
"And your body told you to have me get you pregnant?"
She huffed through her nose a few times. "I guess so. Does that mean you don't want to do this again?"
I did not have time to think of a decent answer before the familiar sound of Cassie's insistent wailing struck my ears. Curiously, I heard it coming down the hall, but the baby monitor was deadly quiet.
"Did you turn it off?" I asked.
She nodded. "I just wanted it to be you and me. After she interrupted us the first time, I took precautions."
I chortled at the insinuation. "You took precautions for her crying, but not for me accidentally getting you pregnant?"
Mom seemed completely unfazed. "Maybe it wasn't an accident, Bear. Fate has a funny way of working out in the end."
She lifted her body off me. "Now, duty calls. Somebody else needs Mommy to tend to them."
Mom rolled off of the mattress and stood at the foot of the bed, momentarily taking in the image of my cum-covered cock, which was still half-erect, throbbing on my belly.
The look on her face told me that she was proud of her handiwork. "If you wanna talk about this some more, I'll meet you in your bedroom, but either way, I think you should go get cleaned up."
Just as she turned to leave, she quickly spun back around and bent over to kiss me. Her hair fell around us like a blonde veil, shutting out the entire world for just one more blissful second.
"I love you, Bear," she whispered between smooches, then finalized her kiss by tugging gingerly on my lower lip as she pulled away.
I went back to my room alone and found it clad in those familiar shadows. For the first time in a while, it did not feel right to have my bedroom in such darkness. I pulled open the blinds and let the afternoon light filter through my window.
The pad of paper on my desk, littered with the names of jobs for me to apply for - all of which had been ceremoniously crossed out when they'd fallen through - gave me new inspiration. I tore off the top sheet and crumpled it into a ball that I then threw in the garbage.
At the top of the next page, in a black felt-tip marker, I wrote a new job title that spoke to me in ways that the others never had.
It said "Dad," and I never crossed it out.
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I wiped my finger through the layer of dust that had accumulated on the desk in my father's office. He had only passed away a couple of weeks prior, but nobody had entered the room - which he had once dubbed his "man cave" - since his passing. After the funeral, and well after Mom had come to terms with his absence around the house, we had agreed that it was time to move on.
I missed him terribly, but I knew that Mom did, too. I'd volunteered to help her clean out some of his stuff in order to preserve her sanity. We had planned to have a yard sale that weekend, which had given us a couple of days to gather everything of value and try to recoup some of the daunting funeral costs. I'd originally told her that I would clean out the attic first, but had changed my mind after she'd left to run some errands.
I looked around the room with my hands stuffed in my pockets. I was too afraid to touch anything, worried that I would disrupt whatever oddly serene balance the room had settled into. Dad's passing had been abrupt, and his office had been left as a snapshot of the past that, if I did not go rummaging through, would remain exactly as he had left it.
I sighed and pulled my hands from my pockets. "Sorry, Dad."
There was something formidable about Dad's office that took me back to when I was a little kid, snooping around for birthday presents that I hoped he had hidden somewhere obvious enough for a ten-year-old to find them.
I chose a large, metal filing cabinet as my first target. It seemed as good a place as any. I was only mildly surprised when my search uncovered just about everything but files. The contents ranged from sports memorabilia to the birthday cards I had made him as a child, but it was what I found in the bottom drawer that interested me the most.
Tucked away underneath a musty, wooden cigar box -- the fragrance of which made me feel like he was still in the room with me -- was a brown, leather-bound CD storage book. The extensive fraying around the outside told me that Dad has used it often, but I could not recall ever seeing it in his hands. None of the discs had identifying information on them, so as far as I knew they could have all been pirated movies from a bygone era.
Next to the book was an old camcorder that was similarly unfamiliar to me. I had never seen him use it, so I had no idea what kinds of things he had used it to record.
What the hell is on this thing? I wondered.
I felt as though I had to see what was on it before I put it up for sale. Even if it did not work, I thought the memory card might have contained something to reminisce over. I set it aside so that it would not accidently up in the "for sale" pile that continued to grow as I scoured the rest of the room for things to sell.
The camera left my mind as quickly as it had entered it, and I did not think about it again until a few hours later when I was moving some other valuable items to my bedroom. Once I had placed everything in an orderly fashion around my room, I remembered why I had rescued the archaic CD book to begin with.
I grabbed the book and sat down at my desk. Since there were no names to differentiate the CDs, I was not picky about which one to first pop into my computer. I opened to a random page and fished one of the flashy circles out of its plastic casing, then slotted it into the CD player.
Maybe I should grab some popcorn for this, I thought excitedly, hoping I had stumbled across something amazing.
The video began with Mom, dressed in what I will conservatively describe as provocative lingerie; she is still my Mom, even after everything. If someone else were to describe it as "slutty," well... if the electrifying baby-blue garment barely fits.
The way she was posed on the bed - knees up to her chest and her large, drooping breasts separated from each other by her legs - did not compute at first. It was entirely at odds with all of my memories of the warm, nurturing woman who had raised me from birth.
"You ready, Charlotte?" my father's voice asked from behind the camera.
Mom gave him a smile of genuine delight. "Ready!"
My heart leapt into my chest with such force that it pulled my stomach along with it, making me feel in an instant as though I were going to pass out from the sudden rush of adrenaline. I knew that I was looking at something extremely private, but there was something so alluring about Mom that I could not take my eyes off of her.
"Hands and knees, please," Dad instructed in time with a slow zoom.
Without a moment's hesitation, Mom rolled onto her side and propped herself up on her knees, then stuck her ass out like she were in heat and waiting to be mounted.
I sucked in a sharp breath, fearful that time would begin to move again once I exhaled. The tiny handful of seconds that it took Mom to get into position slowed to a crawl, affording me a physics-defying opportunity to soak in every hint of her nudity... which, I'm somewhat ashamed to say, I did eagerly.
While she had been sitting down, her legs had acted as a barrier that had shielded anything behind them from view. In her new position, my brief consideration of what underwear she might have been wearing was suddenly answered in one word: none.
There was a large, circular opening in the lingerie around Mom's butt that, once she had bent over, left nothing to the imagination. The cut-out section of her missing panties rendered her plump, wobbling bottom completely bare, and the framing fabric was so tight against her chubby cheeks that it dug into them.
The crease of her pussy, with a fluffy crown of dark brown hair, was highlighted in such breathtaking definition that I thought it might leap off of the screen to nip my nose. Nevertheless, her mere near-nudity was not the most exciting thing on screen.
There was no mistaking the fact that, lodged between her fat butt-pillows, there was a bright pink chunk of plastic in the shape of a heart directly where her asshole should have been. The heart squirmed in place, slowly dancing in front of my eyes as Mom repeatedly clenched up to tighten and loosen the snug pocket.
She peeked over her shoulder for a second and blew a kiss to the camera. "When do I push?"
"Whenever you're ready, dear," Dad commanded.
Mom buried her head in the mattress and, once steady, put both of her hands on either side of her globular ass cheeks. She dug in hard enough for the tips of her fingers to turn white, making long stretch marks in her skin as she slowly pried apart the twin mounds of dough.
Each time I thought that she had reached her limit, she widened another inch, as if eager to prove the extent of her stretchiness. She did not stop spreading until the distinctive pink, wrinkled edges of her asshole peeked out from around the width of the plug. The puckered star looked like chewed bubble gum stuck under a heart-shaped shoe, but had already proven itself twice as pliable.
Mom gave an ugly groan at the same time that the plug, whose size was still a mystery, began to creep towards the camera. It was a slow ejection, as though the walls of the cozy burrow were clinging to it with such desperation that her muscles were struggling to push it out. I thought that a hand would have done a better job, but it would have ruined all the magic of watching her - the kind, compassionate woman who had raised me - debase herself by pushing a hunk of heated metal out of her guts.
She curled her toes into fishhooks, pressing their bottoms to the pads of her feet as she bore down with all her might. In between her labored breathing, she asked, "Is... it... coming... out?"
"Let me see. Keep it there, Char."
Mom crossed her feet over each other and whimpered, "O-okay!"
Dad walked a couple of steps towards her so that her entire bottom took up the camera frame. There was not a single pixel of the screen that was not dedicated to display Mom's plugged butthole in all of its raw, juicy detail.
Her strained whinging was barely audible with her face in the sheets, but there was no doubt in my mind that she was fighting tooth and nail to keep the large metal bulb from sinking back into her strained butthole.
"Why did you have to pick such a big one?" she grumbled.
Dad extended his left hand and patted her ass cheek a few times, which sent some sizable ripples spread through her skin. "Because you like it so much."
Mom wagged her tail back and forth, her chipper tone hinting at the gleeful smile that was surely plastered across her face. "Shut uuuuup!"
There was a telltale playfulness in her tone that made it clear she was, contrary to my initial assumption, genuinely enjoying the ordeal. The pain, the pleasure, the submission, and whatever else came with it seemed to delight her like nothing I had ever seen.
After a few seconds of appreciation, wherein Dad captured various angles of Mom in her compromised position, he finally told her, "You can push now."
She released a pent up breath and relaxed her body as she sucked in another. She buckled down, her body going rigid once more as she prepared to expel the plug.
"Hhmmmmppff!" Mom grunted in an unladylike manner.
The rim of her asshole became bloated as it oozed around the sides of the plug. She kicked her feet against the bed. "God! F-fuck!"
"Just a little more. You're so close!"
Dad's encouragement must have given her the boost she needed, as her next attempt finally dislodged the plug from her bum. It broke the vacuum seal with a slimy pop and tumbled onto the mattress, leaving behind a dark stain where the lube - plenty of which had begun to drool out of the then-gaping socket it had vacated - soaked into the sheets.
I had seen hardcore pornography in my life before that, but none of it compared to the magnificent visual of my mother subjecting her asshole to such debilitating punishment. All she had done was simply push out a plug, yet the brutal aftermath of her work implied that she had been stuffing the poor, bludgeoned hole long before the recording had started.
The enflamed donut, its slackened rim bulging from abuse, seized as though it were breathing, gasping for air once its mouth had finally been unsealed. The ritualistic clenching from earlier in the video returned, although that time - with nothing to block the view - I could see deep into the ravaged den to bear witness to its red, fleshy walls collapsing on themselves each time she tightened up. No matter how hard she squeezed, she could not manage to get the sides of the wet, gaping sinkhole to touch.
I thought about dribbling saliva into those depths, which were still glistening with the remnants of the lube that soaked her insides. I imagined that the glob of spit would have touched the bottom before it ever touched the sides.
Mom's body decompressed, the stiff statue she'd been not so much crumbling as melting and deflating. She soon resembled a cage fighter that had lost her last match. Her arms and legs were limp and her body was slumped against the bed as she breathed a sigh of relief. Her deep, guttural groans were not those of pain, but instead told of the satisfaction she seemed to feel for having done what was asked of her.
"That's my girl!" Dad cheered. "Ready for round two?"
Before Mom could respond, the video ended and the screen went black.
My reflection blinked back at me. I hardly recognized the look of astonishment on my face, and could not recall a time in my life where my heart had beaten as fast as it was at that moment.
"Fuck," I sighed solemnly.
I looked down, but I did not need to. I could tell without looking that my dick was harder than it had ever been in my life. It was hard to wrestle with the fact that my mother had elicited that visceral reaction. I was confused about the things I was thinking, but my body was not. It knew exactly what, and whom, it wanted.
As though summoned by the yearning in my heart, the garage door opened, then closed, followed by a pair of tiny, extremely familiar footsteps pitter-pattering into the kitchen-- directly below my bedroom.
I would have gladly spent another hour poring through those digital annals, but Mom's unannounced arrival had made that a supremely risky proposition.
I was not even sure if I would have been able to bring myself to masturbate to it, but every little piece of me was desperate to watch another video. I do not know if I would have used the word "obsessed" at the time, but in hindsight, that's what I was.
"Dominic?" she called to me. "I'm home, honey! How's the cleaning?"
I knew she would come looking if I stayed silent. I tucked my dick into my waistband and made sure it was snug against my stomach, then shut off my computer. I did not feel safe leaving my room until I'd hidden the CD book under my bed.
Mom had warmed up some leftover soup for us to have for lunch, and by the time I got downstairs she was already serving it into bowls.
I was starstruck, much the same as my mother would have been had she stumbled upon Brad Pitt serving lunch in her kitchen. I tried not to ogle her, but it was near impossible after the footage I had seen.
"H-hey, Mom," I stammered nervously.
"Good afternoon, sweet pea," she sang in the most beautiful cadence that had ever blessed my ears. "Didja miss me?"
"Yes!" I yelped before realizing that my volume was completely out of place in the quiet kitchen.
Mom was taken aback by my sudden outburst, but laughed it off anyway. "Jeez, honey. I missed you, too! I was gone for a whole hour. I don't know how you survived without me."
It sure didn't feel like a whole hour! I screamed internally, wishing I had been given more time to consume her content.
We sat down to eat, which, for a time remained a relatively sedate ordeal - but an ordeal for me nonetheless. Then Mom started getting nosy.
"How did the search go?" she asked.
I almost choked on my soup. "Uh, good! Good, for sure. I started in Dad's office today."
Mom froze mid-bite, then forced a fake smile onto her face. "Oh, how fun! I thought you were tackling the attic today. I was going to clean out the office by myself, though. Remember we talked about that?"
I would not have normally been suspicious of her, but a lot had changed. Anxiety trickled in, making my blood run cold as a fiendish idea crossed my mind. "Is that okay? You're not trying to hide anything from me, are you?"
That time, it was her turn to choke on her soup. "No! There's nothing like that in there. It's fine. Don't worry about it. It's fine!"
I shrugged casually, but knew she was backed into a corner. "If you say so. I can probably finish the office today and move into the attic tomorrow."
"No!" she cried out. "No, it's fine. I will finish up your dad's office tomorrow."
"As long as you're not bummed out. Everything is ass backwards in there, but I will butt out if you want me to." I knew I was being incredibly bold by making such obvious innuendos, but her ability to call me out successfully rested on her admitting that the videos existed.
If she caught my drift, she did not let on, but I nevertheless got the sense that she was biting her tongue while trying to figure out a way to save face. One reason was that she couldn't take yes - even a very coy, smarmy yes - for an answer. Atop her insistence, she added some lame excuse about how the dust in the attic would make her sneeze.
I spent the rest of the afternoon tending to the attic, and it genuinely felt like a small eternity. That kind of work would have made time stretch out in the worst possible way regardless, but a terrible temptation was taunting me from underneath my bed, and my memories of what I'd seen provided no solace -- only further torment.
Mom's asshole was all I could think about as I reluctantly organized a lifetime's worth of stowed-away junk. I had seen her dolled up in lingerie - and gotten a clear view of her pussy, too - but the only thing on my mind was the raw, gaping spectacle that I already feared had fundamentally altered my psyche.
I caught myself spying on her almost a dozen times throughout the day whenever I would haul items from the attic to the garage, which I did so with greater frequency than I needed to in the hopes that I would catch a glimpse. Of her. Whether she was bending over to pick something up, or stretching to grab something off a high shelf, my eyes would be instantly glued to her backside. It was the first time in my life that I had ever seen her as a sexual being, and I knew within an hour of my compulsive leering that the change was irreversible.
I tried to focus on boxing up some things of Dad's that I thought might sell, but it was a half-hearted attempt. I knew that I should be feeling sad as I rooted through memories of him, or guilty that I was lusting so greatly for his wife, but none of those feelings held a candle to the way my heart raced when I pictured Mom pushing out that plug.
It was my deepest fascination, and no matter how hard I tried, I could not rid my head of the glorious, torturous images. After about an hour of trying to distract myself with packing, I gave up entirely. I knew I had to watch more of those videos.
I also knew that Mom would come looking for me if she did not hear me moving around in the attic, so I waited until I heard her go into the bathroom to make a mad dash to my bedroom. There was no way of watching the CDs in the attic, so I had to settle for whatever had been stored on the memory card that Dad had left in the camera.
I scurried back to my cave with my treasure and powered it on. There was still half a bar of battery left in it, giving me ample time to pore through the footage at my leisure.
I made sure to walk in circles and kick around the occasional empty box so that it sounded as though I were working hard. In reality, I spent the next several hours analyzing every frame of my mother's naked body that I could find. It should go without saying that time went from crawling to speeding by. Just when you need an eternity, hours turn into minutes.
I had expected there to be a wide variety of lecherous content hidden on the device, but that was not the case. In fact, in nearly every single video -- with only a few kinky exceptions - Mom's asshole was the star. Even the ones that did not solely focus on her bum - such as one that I really liked wherein she had been hogtied on the bedroom floor - prominently featured the illustrious hole.
I guess Dad was as much of a freak for anal as I am! I thought with an inward chuckle.
I could not bring myself to actually touch my dick, and it definitely tried to punish me for that restraint. I was tremendously hard at first, but after ignoring the erection for long enough it finally went away. The urge was still there, but I did not want to compound the rampant guilt that I felt every time I opened a new video.
I would have stayed up in the attic until the sun rose again the following morning, but fate had other plans. I was so enthralled by the videos that I did not notice when the battery light began to flash red, but I certainly noticed when it cut out in the middle of a spicy part that saw the camera approaching Mom's red, gaping asshole with a can of whipped cream aimed directly at the center.
"Fuck!" I exclaimed angrily. "Dammit. That was gonna be good, too."
I reluctantly dragged myself out of the attic and tucked the camera under my shirt. I carefully peeked around every corner on the way to my bedroom, but saw no sign of her.
I made it back and congratulated myself on the successful stealth mission. Since the camera was nothing more than a hunk of plastic and glass without a battery, I plugged it into the outlet near my desk and sat it on the floor next to my desk so that it would be out of sight.



I knew that there was plenty of footage hidden on the CDs, but I was already formulating a plan to spend the following day tucked away in the attic with the camera again. For that, the camera would need a full battery.
I had some school work to finish, so I busied myself with an essay that felt ultimately pointless compared to what weighed on my mind. I wondered if I was a bad son -- or worse, a bad person -- for obsessing over Mom's ass.
I tried in vain to dive into the work for about half an hour, to no avail. I was just about to throw in the towel when Mom knocked on my door. Her arrival had not been preceded by her recognizable footsteps trotting down the hall, so it made me jump in my seat.
"C-come in!" I squeaked.
Mom poked her head into the room and smiled at me. "Hey, sweet pea. How's the homework coming?"
"Oh, you know. It's coming."
She squinted her eyes, but maintained the warm grin across her face. "Uh-huh. Sure, sure. Can I come in for a second?"
A little voice in the back of my head warned me of danger, but I ignored it. "Yeah, sure. What's up?"
Mom entered my room and closed the door behind her. It was wholly unnecessary since we were the only two people in the house, but I recognized it as a holdover from when she would come for a private chat with me while Dad had still been with us.
She sat on the bed and rested her hands on her thighs. She squirmed in place, seemingly unsure of where to start. Her visits were never without purpose, so I knew that something was on her mind.
"Honey," she began, "did you happen to find anything today? Anything at all that we could put up for sale this weekend?"
"Nope!" I answered far too quickly for it to be credible, but with no proof, she could not challenge me.
She chewed the inside of her cheek. "Right, okay. It's just that... you said you started in the office, right?"
"Yeah."
"And you didn't find anything in there that we could sell?"
I pretended to think about it for a second. "I mean, I did make a pile of stuff that looked worthwhile. But then I switched to the attic, remember?"
She nodded along, but looked unconvinced. "Mmhmm. I know you did."
I felt a sliver of panic when I realized how close I was to getting caught, and without thinking twice I began to wheel my desk chair towards the charging camera so that I could cover it with my foot.
Something on the floor - which, upon reflection, was likely the blinking green light on the camera that indicated a full charge - caught her attention. The color drained from her face, betraying the terror that she truly felt.
She pointed to the camera, her smile a façade that I saw straight through. "Whatcha got there?"
I tried to play it off as common forgetfulness. "Oh? Oh! Oh, that. Yeah, I guess I found that, but I don't think it even works anymore."
It was clear that Mom wanted to be absolutely sure of what I had actually seen before she got upset. Less clear was how willing she'd be to believe the unbelievable: that my recklessly stupid remarks earlier in the day had been pure coincidence, and that I hadn't actually seen any of the incredibly vast archive of footage that my father had assembled-- almost all of which involved spreading, stuffing, stretching, and fucking her asshole.
She gulped nervously. "Looks expensive. Maybe we should sell it? Here, I'll put it with the other stuff."
She made for the camera, but I swiftly snatched it off of the floor and cradled it against my chest like a newborn baby. When I looked up at Mom, still shielding the camera from her grasp, I knew that she knew that I knew. The mask had dropped had completely. All that was left was horror. Her son had seen; her son knew.
She got up off of the bed and stepped towards me with her hand outstretched. "Dominic, I think you should give me the camera."
I did not have many moves left to make, yet I still made the decision to go with a stupendously bone-headed response. "No."
She recoiled a little, then put her hands on her hips. It was a scolding position that I had seen many times in my youth, just never while in possession of a totem that could turn the tides in my favor.
"Dom," she said, her voice softening. "Please give me the camera."
My mind raced to make up a good excuse. "There might be some videos with Dad on there! Like, childhood memories from when I was growing up."
Mom gritted her teeth. "There aren't."
I realized that I was out of good options. I knew there were still bad ones - "bad" as in "evil." It wasn't really blackmail - not at first - but there's no sense lying about it now. That's where it was headed. That was what was in my heart.
"But... there are videos on here, right?"
Fear forced her furrowed brow to unstitch itself. "Did you watch them?"
A deer in oncoming traffic would have had a faster reaction time than me, and it might even have been a better liar. "I... um... no?"
Mom did not buy my poor performance for a single second, and had already begun to defensively hug her shoulders before I had finished my incredibly lazy fib. "Oh, God," she whimpered quietly. "W-what did you see?"
The jig was up, and the sincere vulnerability plastered across Mom's face convinced me to be honest with her. "I... I saw everything. I'm sorry, Mom."
She sniffled and pinched the bridge of her nose with one hand. "No, I'm sorry. I shouldn't have- wait, what do you mean 'everything?' How much did you watch?"
"Well... the camera needed recharging for a reason."
Her eyes were wide and unblinking. "What? So, you watched it until the battery died? Jesus Christ! I can't believe you watched more than a minute! How many was it, huh? Ten? Twenty? Thirty?"
My stomach sank. "It would be more accurate to measure it by the hour."
Her enraged shock turned into sincere disbelief. The color drained from her face and her eyes grew hollow. "You watched for hours, Dom? Why? I know what's on that camera. If you've seen one video, you've seen them all!"
"I don't know, Mom!" I cried, and it was even a halfway honest response. "I just... couldn't stop."
She rolled her eyes with a heavy sigh, but I felt some of her fury dissipate. "Well, now you sound just like your father."
I wanted to capitalize on the scant relief she appeared to be feeling, but could not think of anything witty to say. "I guess the apple doesn't fall far from the... like, anal-loving tree?"
Perhaps it was the stupidity of my attempted joke that made her laugh out of sheer pity. "God, honey. That is so, so dumb." She said it with a smile, though. I clung to that as a faint hope that she wouldn't outright disown me. Then the smile faded, replaced by something familiar - normal, even, considering the circumstances. "You know, he probably would have laughed at that, too."
It was awful of me to be so focused on my own neck and how it might be spared, but I was. It was even more awful to be entertaining thoughts of where else our conversation might lead... but I was.
"I'm sorry, Mom," I said. "I should have stopped watching once I realized it was you."
"But you didn't. Most boys wouldn't want to see that side of their mom. Didn't it bother you?"
It was a good point, and it did make me feel guilty. Somewhere deep down, though, I knew it that that guilt wasn't going to be enough to stop me from getting turned on all over again - by the memories of what I'd seen, if nothing else.
"I guess it was weird at first," I said, "but after the first couple of videos--"
"Stop, stop!" Mom winced and looked away, then put her hands in the air like she was surrendering to a police officer. "I don't even want to know which ones you watched. This is so embarrassing!"
"We don't have to talk about it."
"No," she said definitively. "I want to know the truth. Did you... I mean, did you like that it was my bum?"
I hung my head. "I guess so, yeah. It made it-- uh, well..."
"Sexier?" she offered, to which I could only nod with a crown of shame resting atop my head. "Wow, sweet pea. Freud would have skipped the couch session altogether and just paraded you around the market square."
I cringed. "Gee, thanks, Mom. Is there any chance we can stop talking about this now?"
Mom tilted her head to the side with a comforting smile. "Of course, honey -- but I'm not leaving without that video camera -- or the CD book."
Once she revealed she knew about Dad's entire trove, I accepted defeat. I had not downloaded any of the videos to my computer, so I knew that once I handed everything off, it would be gone forever.
As disappointed as I was to know that all of that footage was to be erased, I knew that it was for the best. With a heavy heart, I handed her the camera, and then the digital trove of depravity I had hidden under my bed.
She cleared her throat, her arms encumbered by hundreds of gigabytes of self-incriminating pornography. "Thank you, honey."
"I'm sorry, Mom. I really am. I don't know what came over me."
She scoffed, tightly clutching the CD book against her bosom. "I sure do! Your father was the same way. I've never seen a man go as crazy as he did for-- well, you know. I didn't know you shared the same... interest?"
I nodded solemnly. "You can just use the word 'obsession.' It's fine. I deserve it."
She raised her eyebrows in disbelief. "Wow. Now you really sound like him. He used to use that exact word, and I never understood it."
I shrugged. "Guess it's just a guy thing."
"Like father, like son," she said.
I believed that her intent was to lessen the blow, but all it did was make me jealous of my father for having found the perfect woman to satiate his kink. I had no dating prospects on the horizon, and thus felt particularly hopeless about achieving the same life for myself.
Mom wished me goodnight and then disappeared down the hall, her footsteps getting faster as she neared her room before I heard her slam her door shut.
Well, I guess that's over and done with. Good job, you big perv!
I went to bed hoping that, at the very least, I had not irrevocably damaged my relationship with Mom. In my wildest dreams, she would sleep on the conversation and decide to return the entire collection after hearing how infatuated I was with her remarkable talent.
I could not recall getting a lick of sleep throughout the entire night. If I'd had dreams, I could not remember them. From the second that I was conscious, however, I was stricken with vivid mental images of Mom's asshole - not dreams, but rather memories.
I knew right away that I was in for a rather difficult day.
When I pulled out my phone to check the time, I was astounded to find that it was already ten, which was much later than Mom would usually allow me to sleep in without barging into my room to scold me for wasting such a beautiful day.
I guess I'm not the only one feeling a bit awkward after last night, I thought with a sad sigh. She couldn't even bring herself to see my face this morning!
I got dressed in solemn silence; I did not even play music on my phone in the background. I knew that I would have to accept whatever fallout awaited. That harrowing reality made me wish to escape into an even deeper and darker hole. Even with the blinds sealed shut, my bedroom wasn't nearly far enough away from the ultimate reminder of my shame.
I threw on whatever t-shirt was at the top of the clean but unfolded pile of laundry in my hamper, then fished out a pair of grey sweatpants. I knew that I wanted to be comfortable when I faced what I assumed would be the incredibly uncomfortable situation waiting for me downstairs.
With a deep breath to relax my nerves, I opened the door to my bedroom. I was so certain of the ensuing awkwardness, and so preoccupied with how I would approach it, that I did not bother to look where I was stepping as I exited my room. Before my foot landed on the floor, I readjusted my footing and narrowly avoided stomping on the large, brown CD book that sat in front of my door.
My mind raced. What is this doing here? Did Mom forget to take it with her? How could she forget that, but not the camera? Did she put the book here on purpose? Why would she do that?
I didn't have a good answer to a single one of the questions that popped into my head, but I knew someone who would.
I picked up the CD book and made for the stairs, which I took three at a time so I could reach the bottom faster. I almost rolled my ankle halfway down, but even that did not slow me down. I was a bloodhound sniffing out her location, which was made easy by the scent of vanilla-blueberry tea - her favorite - wafting out of the kitchen.
I entered the room to see steam still rolling out of the kettle on the stove, and Mom seated at the kitchen table a few feet away from it. Similar coils of heated vapor rose from her signature mug, which read "#1 Mommy <3." It had been true when I'd made it for her in third grade, and remained so to that very morning.
The thick, ruby-red rims of her glasses were barely visible over the top of the book in which her nose was buried.
I cleared my throat to get her attention, but she did not so much as glance at me. "Good morning, sweet pea. How did you sleep?"
I waved the CD book in the air. "What is this?"
She lowered the book and peered at me over the top of her glasses, but did not say a word.
"Sorry, Mom" I said. "Good morning, I mean. Now, what is this doing outside my door?"
She looked back to her book, where I saw her eyes dart around for a second before her belated reply. "I put it there."
"Why?"
"For you."
I huffed through my nose. "But why, Mom?"
For the second time in our conversation, she looked at me with her eyes half-hidden by the book of puzzles. "I thought you might want it."
The exchange was getting us nowhere, so I cut to the chase. "Of course I want it! I wanted it last night, but you took it from me. What changed your mind?"
She performed a deep, dramatic sigh, closed the book, then patted the chair next to her. "Come here, honey."
I was skittish, as I imagined anyone else would have been, but I sat down next to her anyway, set down the CD book, and folded my hands.
Her demeanor was strangely calm, as though she had already processed the previous day's traumatic events over the course of one evening. There were only a few words filled out in her crossword, however, so I suspected that she was more preoccupied than she was letting on. It was past ten in the morning. It normally would have been finished well before nine.
Mom turned in her chair so that her body was facing me. "I spent a lot of time thinking last night, after you'd gone to bed."
"Me too," I confessed. "What did you think about?"
She chewed on the inside of her cheek, her mouth shoved off to the side. It was an odd look, but I found it extremely adorable -- mostly due to the way it scrunched up her cute button-nose.
"Well," she began, "I realized that, as weird as it was, seeing those video made you happy."
"Mom, I--"
She placed one of her hands on top of mine on the table. "Let me finish, please. When your dad was alive, nothing used to make me feel as happy as giving him that happiness. It was, as he described it, 'a satisfaction like no other.' When you use the word obsession last night, it reminded me of him, and how he used to talk about my butt."
I gulped. "And?"
She tilted her head to the side as she wrestled with how to answer me. "And... I don't know. I guess that I hated seeing how disappointed you were when I found the camera." Her eyes flicked back and forth. "Maybe I just hate seeing you sad. Maybe I miss having somebody looking at me like that."
My mouth was hanging wide open, my eyes laser focused on even the smallest change in her body language. "Like what?"
She pointed at me with her first finger and squinted one eye to draw attention to how I had been staring at her. "Like that, honey. It was strange at first, but as I was lying in bed, I guess I kind of came to terms with it. I like knowing that I can turn a man on; every woman does -- and at my age, that goes double when it's a young man such as yourself."
The reality of her offer was so ludicrous that I felt as though could not take it at face value. "So... you want me to have the videos?"
"I do," she replied with a soft, toothless grin, "as long as you don't think it's weird to see that side of me."
I shook my head as vehemently as I could. "No, no. It's not that. I actually kind of like that it's you, Mom. You were a completely different person in those videos."
"Not completely different, honey. I'm still your mother, no matter how much of me you've seen. I don't mind you watching as long as you remember that."
I knew I had to be absolutely sure that she knew what she was signing up for. There was no point in continuing to beat around the bush -- not after she had displayed such vulnerability.
"Then you also don't mind that I'm probably going to jerk off while I watch them?"
The admission made her blush, but she did not get cold feet. "I-- yeah, I thought about that, too. I guess I'm okay with it. Hell, maybe once you get it out of your system you'll realize that it isn't all it's cracked up to be."
I laughed at the absurd notion. "And what if you're wrong?"
She sank her teeth into her lower lip and dragged her canine across it while she considered that possibility. "I'm not sure yet. Let me think about it." She pushed the book closer to me. "But for now, you can watch whatever you want. They're just videos, after all. If they make you that happy, then I don't want to be the one to ruin it."
I picked up the CD book. "Well, I'll be down in a bit."
Mom shot me a look of confusion. "Are you going to clean the attic already? I thought you would at least have breakfast first."
I grinned sheepishly and patted the book a couple of times. "Er, no. I was gonna..."
Her modest confusion was abruptly replaced by genuine surprise; she clapped her hand over her mouth to stifle the accompanying gasp. "Oh! Really? You mean, like, right now?"
"Unless there was something else you wanted to talk about?"
She seemed bewildered, mostly. Her face was nearly twitching - overloaded from all the emotions it was being told to express. "I-I guess not. It's a bit more sudden than I expected, that's all. Just... well, I hope you like them. Have fun, sweet pea."
It was an oddly sincere send-off considering what I planned to do, but authentic nonetheless. She really did sound like she hoped I enjoyed pleasuring myself while watching pornographic videos... of her.
I slunk out of the kitchen with the CD book close to my heart, but not as any kind of shield or defense. It was my new prized possession, and if a hail of bullets had come flying through window, I would have turned around and protected it with my very life.
I brought the holy relic to my room and set it gracefully on my desk. I could hardly believe I'd almost stepped on it earlier that morning. I shuddered to think of that other, terrible timeline.
I heard Mom climbing the stairs, and my heart sunk when I considered that she had changed her mind and was coming to retrieve the CDs before it was too late. Instead, her footsteps headed past my room and into her own, where she shut the door without another word.
She never gives up on the crossword. Why would she quit so abruptly? I don't deserve much credit for that fleeting moment of concern. The very next, I was wholly occupied with selecting a CD to watch on my computer.



I popped one from the first page into my CD drive, then kicked off my pants.
It was strangely exciting to be watching the videos on such archaic technology. I felt that it was more private than the slew of pornography that was readily available to anybody with a smartphone. As far as I knew, I was only the third person who was going to watch what I was about to.
My dick was already starting to pulsate at the first frame, wherein my mother - wearing a lurid shade of red lipstick - blew a kiss to the camera, which I unthinkingly accepted as being directed towards me. From that point on, my brain was nothing but a pile of mush.
I do not recall how long I sat there for with my hand wrapped around my dick, for time quickly became illusory. I tried to stroke myself as slowly as I could in the hopes that I could fit just one more video in before I popped, but that was harder than expected.
Mom made it particularly difficult to stop myself from cumming by doing everything in her power to make each video more alluring than the one that had come before it. As she had said earlier, it was indeed a different side of her, yet somehow she also remained true to the woman who had raised me with such love.
She did things I had never seen her do before, but it was all born of a heart that wanted nothing more than to make others happy. I had never seen someone so eager to please -- to be of service -- in my entire life.
Based on Dad's reactions, she'd consistently done a damn good job. I even had to mute a couple of the videos so that his constant groaning would not distract me. That left me in a den of silence with only my mother's smiling face - or, far more often, gaping butthole - to focus on.
I bore witness to it all, carefully observing every clench, every new position, and each exploration into the cavernous depths of Mom's asshole. It seemed like she had said yes to everything.
No matter the vulgarity of any given video -- such as the first one wherein she had masturbated with a modestly sized dildo --I was always unprepared for the one that followed it. It seemed the intensity had been ramping up from the beginning, and after just a few exponentially-more-erotic videos, I knew I would not be able to last much longer.
The video that finally sent me over the edge was unlike any of the others I'd watched, though I imagined, and hoped, that if I were to dig further into the book there would be many more like it. I slowed my strokes to a crawl, my leg quivering as I fought my body's natural desire to cum. It was a strong urge, and it had been preceded by the visual of Mom's bottom being filled to the brim with a milk enema, which was something I had never seen before. I decided that I would not allow myself to finish without watching the finale, and so tried my best to hold on.
I watched Mom climb to her feet, her ass full with enough milk to start her own dairy farm, and then walk over to a coffee mug, which she then squatted overtop of.
The front of the mug read "#1 Mommy <3," and I realized that it was the exact same one that I had made her as a child -- and, to my bewilderment, the one that I had seen her drinking tea out of less than an hour earlier.
Mom treated it as nothing more than a receptacle for her to empty her milk-soaked bowels into. Her knees were bent so that she could get as close to the mug as possible, which left just enough room for the camera to get a good view. Even with her appearing to clench as tightly as she could, there were a few rebellious, white droplets that seeped out. They trickled between the bumpy folds that made up the exterior of the wrinkled ring, giving hint to the enormous amount of pressure that had built up inside of her guts.
"R-ready, honey?" she asked the cameraman with a soft whimper.
"Ready," he confirmed.
Mom pushed hard, her asshole distending outward until she had forced the concave hole into a fat, swollen donut. From its center she produced a long, unbroken stream of pearly liquid that landed in the mug with an audible splash.
She released a barbaric groan as an entire litre of milk came flooding out of her. The rim of the mug was quickly eclipsed as the waterline - or rather, the milkline - rose far beyond its limit, at which point the liquid began to run over the sides and form a large, bubbly puddle around the base.
I could not make it to the end of the video without cumming; my dick had gone into overdrive as soon as the cup had overflowed, and I, myself, was already a puddle by the time she was waving goodbye to the camera.
The entire front of my shirt was caked in so much cum that it made the fabric stick to my stomach. It was more than I had ever seen, and I had Mom to thank for it. I'd never been happier that I'd long since graduated to doing my own laundry. I didn't want to give her any new reasons to change her mind.
Nevertheless, there was a part of me that thought she would be happy to know that I had been so impressed with her work. That part of me even wanted to go and express as much to her. I felt as though I had just watched a breathtaking cinematic masterpiece and needed to tell someone -- especially its leading lady -- how deeply it had affected me.
Then again, a voice in my head whispered, you could watch a few more first.
I took no further convincing, and inserted another CD into the drive before I even bothered changing my shirt. My dick had begun to soften, but that process slowed when Mom's face reappeared on the screen.
Whatever magical power of arousal she possessed, I knew that I was well and truly in its thrall. It was only disrupted -- though not before bringing my dick back to its full rigidity -- by a knock on my door behind me.
I knew exactly who it was, as I always had, but still asked, "Who is it?"
Mom chuckled on the other side of the door. "Room service, sweet pea. Who else?"
I straightened up in my chair, but did not take my hand off of my cock. "Sorry, yeah. Hi, Mom."
"Hello, honey. Have you, um... finished up?"
"Yeah."
"Oh." Her tone was one of dejection. "Well, never mind then. I can come back."
I spun around in my chair to face the door. "No! No, Mom. You can come in. I started watching more, actually."
Her voice perked up. "Really? You liked them that much?"
"I loved them!"
"I'm glad." Then she paused for a second. I saw her feet shuffling under the door, indicating that she was nervously shifting her weight back and forth. "You're sure you didn't mind that it was me you were watching?"
"I'm sure."
There was a distinct uptick in her tone that sounded as though she were smiling at that answer. "Okay, good. Can I come in?"
I chortled, thinking the self-invitation had been a joke. "Um, I was kind of in the middle of something. I don't even have pants on!"
Her voice fluttered when she bluntly replied, "Me neither."
I became freakishly aware of each adrenaline-fueled heartbeat that followed her revelation. I could hear the bass thudding in my ears. It drowned out whatever she said next, and I had not even realized that she had spoken until she called to me.
"Honey? You still there?"
"W-what?"
"I said, 'Me neither,' so can I come please in?'"
I clenched my fist and dug my nails into my palm to try and stop my hand from jittering. "Wow. You-- well, I mean, sure. Yeah, you can come in."
"Are you suuuuure?" she sang as she slowly pushed the door open.
"Ye-ah!" I was so wound up that I did not even care about the voice crack undercutting my confidence.
I did not want to look like a complete pervert, which I knew was incredibly silly given the circumstances, but being caught with my cock out felt like a hat on a hat. She already knew why I had locked myself away in the darkness of my bedroom. I didn't think there was a need to also give her an eyeful.
I hurriedly grabbed a blanket off of my bed and threw it over my legs. It was not particularly heavy, so my dick made an extremely obvious tent in the cloth that I had to cover by folding my hands over it.
"Uh, come in, I guess," I grumbled.
Mom opened the door just enough to stick her head inside. "There he is."
She stepped inside and closed the door behind her. True to her word, she was not wearing pants that I could see. What I could not see was the rest of her, which was wrapped entirely in a pink, silk nightgown that ended just above her knees. A belt made of the same material was tied around her midsection to keep the loose garment from falling open. I had seen it many times before over the years, but it had never looked better on her.
Based on the comment about being bottomless, a little piece of me had expected her to enter completely nude. I knew that it made far more sense for her to simply be wearing a nightgown, but I was still disappointed that the woman from the screen - and of my dreams - had not materialized in her perfect form.
She leaned against the closed door with both of her hands behind her back. I could hear her fiddling anxiously with the knob as she took a deep breath. "So, you watched more than one, huh?"
I used a fake itch on the back of my head as an excuse to look away while I pretended to scratch it. "Uh, yeah. I guess I watched a couple."
She hummed. "That sounds like obsession, alright. Like father, like son!"
I looked at her, then realized that my dick was sticking upright, so I rushed to cover it again. "You're not mad? Or like, I don't know... something?"
Her eyes floated down to my crotch, but then drifted back up to me. "Why would I be mad or something? You did exactly what I wanted you to do."
"You wanted me to? But why?"
She shrugged so casually that one would have thought I had asked her about her plans for lunch. "I haven't had many opportunities to feel good about myself since he passed. I missed having someone think I'm... well, I'll just say it-- sexy!"
She pulled both hands out from behind her back, then crossed them in front of her chest in a way that looked suspiciously as though she were trying to give her large, heavy breasts a little boost. "You do think I'm sexy, right? I mean, I've all but flat out asked you, but I need to be sure."
I almost leapt on her to prove my point, but stifled the urge to jump out of my chair. "Fuck yes, Mom. I think you're the most incredible woman in the world."
Her beautiful smile stretched from ear to ear, putting two deep, shadowy dimples on each of her cheeks. "I thought so. I love you, sweet pea."
My throat was bone dry as I croaked out, "I love you too, Mom."
She cocked her head to the side, unintentionally doing a fantastic impersonation of a curious puppy. "Do you know just how much I love you, Dominic?"
The invocation of my full name made my balls tighten. "I think so."
She shook her head and took a step towards me. "No, honey. I don't think you do. I love you so much that I'm prepared, or at least--" She shook her head again and tightened the hug around her chest. "--I think I'm prepared to do something incredibly stupid -- something no mother is ever supposed to do for their son." She pursued her lips. "But..."
"But?"
Mom took another step towards me, and while doing so uncrossed her arms so that she could grab onto the knotted belt that kept her nightgown from opening up. "Can I show you something, honey?"
"Yes," I spat out as quickly as I could.
She tugged on the long string until the belt came undone and fell freely to her side. Without it tying the gown together, it looked like it could have been blown off of her by a gust of wind.
Mom placed her hands near her bosom and grabbed the nightgown as though she was about to rip it off in one go. Instead, she took her time parting the silk curtain, all the while intently studying my reaction.
The pink covering dropped to the floor in a crumpled heap. By casting it off, Mom had revealed the true nature of her visit without having to say another word.
She was clad in a spectacular blue lingerie bodysuit, with sheer stockings of the same shade. One feature, however, was quite familiar; a large section around her pussy had been cut out to invite prying eyes to gaze upon her womanhood. The wide window through which she was exposed encircled her entire pubic mound and revealed the triangular crown of brown fur that sat atop it.
It appeared to have been fiercely manicured. The shape was perfectly uniform, with the exception of a few wiry strands that, likely due to their length, curled off far beyond the others. Other than those few outliers, the border of the chocolate rug appeared to have been carefully shaven down to the skin to firmly define its triangular shape.
Did she do that for me? I wondered.
There was something I found profoundly sexy about a woman dressed in lingerie that did not even bother to cover her most sensual places. Even the bits that were covered, such as her breasts, were miles away from modest. I did not often see Mom wearing a low cut shirt, and so was surprised to see that the large cups containing her breasts - while technically a proper fit - struggled to do so properly. As she swayed in place, the loose piles of dough threatened to slosh over their edges - or at least that's how it appeared.
She flattened her hands against her tummy and pushed them downwards towards her pussy. "Do you like it?"
I was speechless. "Uh-huh."
That made her smile with unabashed glee. "Just wait until you see me from the back."
I pinched myself through the blanket. "Why?"
She pouted playfully. "You know why, goofball. So tell me, how do you want to see it?"
"Your ass?" I could not believe the ridiculous deal I was being offered.
She took a big step towards me, encroaching on my personal space. "My bum, yes. It's up to you how we do it."
The way she had stepped towards me felt intentionally geared to make me feel like a fragile young boy again, dwarfed in the shadow of her tall figure.
I wanted to move, but I felt glued to my chair. I knew I was being given the opportunity of a lifetime - another one, on the very same day! -- and I did not want to waste it, so I picked the classiest position I could think of. "On your hands and knees, maybe?" I suggested meekly.
Mom bent down far enough to make her tits - which appeared to be growing bigger by the second - dangle just inches away from my face, then kissed the top of my head. "I like that one best, too." She straightened herself up. "Just remember, if this is too weird, we can stop. Okay?"
"Uh-huh." Real words were once again beyond my ability, and that did not change when she turned around.
To my delight, there was an equally large window on the back of her outfit that left nothing to my imagination. The entirety of her large bottom was exposed through the opening in the lingerie, the edges of which appeared to be stretched to their limit to accommodate both of her humongous, swollen cheeks.
Mom started to walk towards the bed, rolling her hips so that her plump cushions would grind against each other with each step. "You know, I thought you'd at least wait until the sun went down before you watched them."
"Is that bad?"
She turned her head to the side so she could see me out of the corner of her eye. "No, but it meant I had to rush upstairs as soon as you left the kitchen."
"To get dressed?"
She planted her feet and turned her body so that she could get a good look at me. With a hand on her hip she asked, "How long do you think I was gone for? I did a lot more than that." With a soft purr, she turned back around and crawled onto the bed on her knees. "I had to get clean, too. Been a while since I did it by myself, but I remember how. And I had time to put this in!"
At last, Mom bent over and arched her back, folding her elbows, onto which she laid her head. The object in question was immediately obvious, as it was sandwiched between the exact same chubby cheeks that I had been staring at on my computer screen.
Nestled in the middle of those gigantic, white globes was, just as I had been hoping for, the handle of a large buttplug. It was in the shape of a bright red heart.
Dumbfounded and stricken with horniness, I asked, "Is that the one from the video?"
She giggled into the mattress, which muffled her laughter slightly. "I don't know which videos you watched! I have a lot of toys, honey, and a lot of the plugs look like hearts."
I almost face palmed out of embarrassment. "Right, my bad."
"Do you want to pull? Or do you want me to push?"
"Uh, both?"
She tittered under her breath. "Men really are all the same."
One could have taken it as a slight, but I actually felt good that I was reminding her of Dad. "We're easy to please."
"Lucky me! Do you want to get a bit closer to me? She won't bite unless you ask her to."
I chuckled awkwardly as I threw off the blanket covering my lap. "Doesn't even have any teeth."
Mom snorted like a happy piglet, her whole body shaking from spontaneous laughter. "Don't make me laugh! It feels weird to laugh with my butt plugged."
I crouched down to kneel at the edge of the bed so I would have a better view. "My bad."
She drew in a deep breath that she breathed out slowly through her nose. "Okay, I'm ready. Watching?"
I had not stopped watching for even a fraction of a second. I realized that my eyes were moist, but I did not know if it was due to the fact that I had forgotten to blink or if tears of joy were welling up, preparing to spill over.
"Watching," I confirmed with a racing pulse.
Mom appeared to be in no rush. She gave a quiet murmur, but it was barely audible over the sound of her juicy butthole squelching around the toy as she squeezed it out.
Its long, thin stem became visible as it was pushed out of its resting place, exposing the base of the fat bulb it was attached to. When she had pushed it out an inch, she reversed course and sucked it back inside until the stem was gone again. Then she did it again. By the second time it sunk back into her ass, I was completely hypnotized.
After she had grown comfortable moving the toy with her butt muscles a few more times, she challenged herself to push it out a little further. She delivered a hearty grunt that saw her birthing the shiny, metal egg until her asshole was stretched around the toy's widest circumference, but she did not eject it.
The red, puffy rim strangled the toy in a death grip, its edges clinging to the metal toy as it eased out of her. Her body did not appear to want to relinquish it.
Mom held the toy in place, as if to impress me by demonstrating how long she could stay stretched around its widest part. She did not even seem to struggle, and although it was not the largest toy I had seen go inside of her bum, I was still amazed that such a tiny-looking hole could perform such a feat.
With the plug hanging halfway out of her, I could not wait any longer to see the finale. "Can you push it out now?"
"Mm-hmm," she said. "Hold out your hands under my bum."
Mom adjusted the arch in her back so that it was as curved as she could make it, presenting her plugged asshole to me like I was to inspect every individual wrinkle around the puckered ring.
"Ready?" she asked.
"Ready."
She buckled down. "Catch, honey!"
Since most of the plug was already outside, it only took a tiny push for Mom to eject it, at which point she collapsed on the bed. "Been a while since I did that."
I could not believe how heavy it was when it landed in my hands. I rolled it around, analyzing it from every angle. I felt like I was having an out-of-body experience. It was genuinely surreal knowing that I was touching - cradling, even -- an object that had just been lodged inside of my mother's bowels.



I closed my fingers around the metal bulb, its entire surface still aggressively radiating heat - her heat, one profoundly sexual step removed. My temple throbbed, my body unable to contain its palpable excitement to feel it steaming in my palm.
I began to salivate, finally ridding me of the dry mouth that I'd been plagued with since she had entered my room. "It's so hot, Mom."
She wagged her bottom back and forth. "So am I, on the inside. Wanna feel?"
I placed my middle finger against her opening, which still appeared relatively tight despite her best effort to convince me otherwise, and applied pressure until she accepted me inside.
The texture confounded me. It was like nothing I had ever felt before, and I could not comprehend how something as trivial as the inside of an asshole could feel so remarkable soft and smooth. I dragged my fingertip against one velvety wall. It glided along it, encountering no resistance other than the occasional convulsion-- though those hugs seemed designed as a greeting rather than a warning.
"Warm in there, huh?" she cooed. "You wanna use one more?"
"Can I?"
She shrugged. "Try it and find out."
I straightened my first finger alongside the middle one and eagerly pushed. Thankfully, she was so well lubricated that they easily sank inside until it looked like her asshole had chomped its toothless maw around them.
I had been less cautious with the added digit since she had engulfed the middle one so easily, but there was a distinct difference in her tightness once they were both inside. The double dose of fingers had exaggerated how intensely she was straining, and I could feel the burden I had put on the elastic hoop.
Mom clenched around my fingers rather powerfully, which made my knuckles grind together. "Ta-da!"
"Fuck," I muttered in wonder. "Now I see why the plug was so warm."
"Wanna put him back where he belongs?"
"God, yes." I knew I would have given my right arm for the privilege.
I curled my fingers slightly so that they would claw at her warm, slimy flesh as I dragged them out. I popped them out of her and watched as her modest-sized gape shrank in an instant. Fingers alone had not been enough to truly loosen her, but I was undeterred. I knew that, with a little effort, I could have made the tunnel twice as wide before it sealed itself shut.
"Sweet pea?" Mom called to me. "You okay back there?"
"Y-yeah," I stammered. "Just got a bit distracted."
"Hard to think when I'm making it wink like that, isn't it?"
My eyes widened. "You're doing that on purpose?"
"Duh! It doesn't just do this--" She treated me to a triumphant clench that shrank her asshole to the size of a pinpoint. "--on its own! Plug her, please."
Just as I was about to align the toy with her entrance, she said, "Wait! One second, honey."
I heard her make a spitting sound, which did not compute until she reached around and smeared a fat glob of saliva onto her asshole. She made sure to massage it in so that not a single wrinkle around the donut was neglected. Every individual fold glistened in the light from my desk lamp.
I held my breath while I watched the nail from her middle finger disappear into her butt, with its bulging rim so bloated that I could have chewed on it like it was made of pink saltwater taffy.
She pulled her finger out and straightened it to be parallel with her ring finger, both of which she then tapped against the puckered, saliva-coated halo to make a small squishing sound.
"Hmmph," she fussed as she prodded around. "Not enough. Can you help me?" She made a "V" with her fingers, flanking her asshole on either side. "Right there, please."
I gathered saliva at the front of my mouth, then spat it onto her with enough force to splatter her fingers as well. She, in turn, painted my contribution onto her butthole until it was again evenly coated. "Okay," she said, "I'm ready for him."
I had been too attached to the plug to let it go, and so mindlessly followed her command the instant she gave it. I placed it against her butthole and inserted the pointed tip, then gave a tiny shove that, in my mind, would have been barely enough to push it in.
To my surprise, the fat bulb quickly sank into her body as soon as the widest point had passed through. I did not truly push it into her; rather, it appeared to sink into the loosened pocket as though I had dropped it in quicksand.
"Wow," I said in amazement. "It just... slides in so easily."
She wagged her tail. "Thank you, honey. I'm pretty good at this. Wanna pull it out on your own this time?"
Drool trickled from the corner of my mouth. "Yeah, yeah."
I mistakenly thought that, since Mom had proven her asshole could handle any kind of treatment, I could get away with upping the ante. I did not tell her of my plan, and that could likely be attributed to me having reverted back to a state of childlike wonder that told me to play with my toys the way I always had: hard.
I pinched the base of the plug with two fingers. When I was sure that I had a good grip, I swiftly withdrew it from its sheath in one firm, unannounced tug.
Mom squealed and kicked her feet against the mattress as she wailed into it. "Ow! Ow! Not like that!"
Oh shit! I thought in a panic. What should I do? Would Mom do whenever I got hurt?
The answer to that question came to me as quickly as I followed through on it, which I did without spending half of a second to consider the line I would be crossing in doing so.
In accordance with every impulse my brain was screaming at me, I thrust my face forward to plunge my tongue between Mom's ass cheeks to soothe the wounded hole, and I did not stop until she was clenching it around the wiggling pink snake.
"Whoa!" Mom cried out. "O-oh, wow!"
With my tongue still planted in her bottom, I used both of my hands to pry her cheeks apart so I could dig a little deeper. I wanted to go in as far as I could, fearing that at any minute she would tell me to stop.
Mom summoned a deep, rumbling groan. "This was just supposed to be a show. I didn't-- oh! Right there, sweetheart! Keep going!"
I pulled my tongue out for just long enough to take a breath and say, "You didn't what?"
"Forget it!" she cried out.
I had some semblance of power, and it instantly went to my head. "No, no. I'm curious."
Mom groaned in annoyance and tried to push herself back onto my face. "I didn't think you'd want to shove your fucking tongue in my asshole! Happy?"
Very! I thought as I parted her cheeks and dove in for another taste.
I rummaged around inside the cozy compartment, probing the cushy padding with my tongue. I wished for one that was twice as long so I could get closer to the rich, muggy heat that wafted out of her deepest reaches. Even the plug, which had been piping hot when it had fallen into my hands, seemed lukewarm in comparison.
I slithered my tongue out of the boiling sinkhole and performed long, patient licks that stretched from the bridge of skin between her two holes all the way up to the divot below her tailbone. Each pass brought me dangerously close to her pussy, which I deduced the moment I tasted a flavour that was at once new and familiar.
It reminded me of other girls I had eaten out in the past, but there was a remarkable sweetness to Mom's nectar that made me want to sink my teeth into the ripe peach from which it dribbled.
As though she had read my mind, Mom piped up, "It's okay. You can lick it." It sounded as much like a request as it did permission, and I would not let her down by denying it.
I crouched down so that my face was level with her pussy, then stuck out my tongue so that it laid over my chin. With the red carpet rolled out, I dragged it through Mom's succulent folds like I was trying to memorize her signature flavour.
I placed my lips over my teeth and nibbled gingerly on the flabby wing as though I were trying to tenderize it through suction. The pink curtain was of such a delicate texture that I imagined it as butter melting on my tongue.
I sloppily made out with her pussy like a horny teenager who had gotten their hands on a woman for the first time. I expressed that hunger through sort-of-unconscious moans as my senses - touch, taste, and smell - were sincerely flooded.
Mashing my face into her pussy so messily had caused beads of tangy cunt honey to run down my chin. I did not care; I wanted to be marked with her scent.
I could not believe what was happening. I imagined that there were very few souls alive that knew how their mother's pussy tasted, and I felt like a god among men to have joined their ranks. I knew that her flavourful syrup, its tart bite undercut by a sweetness that danced on my tongue, would be a memory that I forever cherished.
"Put your tongue inside," Mom hissed urgently. "Just for a second, then you can put it back in my butt."
I found it endearing that she thought I needed the encouragement, but I was happy to let her think that she was still directing me.
I stiffened my tongue to a point and poked it against the narrow mouth of her birth canal, the same one I'd passed through after nine months of Mom having tended to my every need. I knew that I was my turn to repay her generosity, and I was prepared to do so with gusto.
I reached between her legs with both arms and then curled them upwards until my hands were on her ass, creating a locked loop around her body that rendered her pussy a wet, drooling feedbag. I didn't care to sugarcoat it by thinking of myself as a horse or a cow. I was a hog, and I was in heaven.
With the entrance to her molten center firmly affixed to my mouth, I thrust my tongue out to drive it home. She immediately clamped down, smothering it in a powerful hug that she surely stamped the imprint of my taste buds onto the supple surface of her walls.
"Just like that!" Mom yelped as she tried to close her thighs.
I held them apart with my arms, refusing to let her clench up and potentially push me away while my tongue was still trying to hit bottom. It was an impossible destination, but the journey was such a pleasurable one that I did not mind taking stops along the way to scrape my tongue against the slippery lining.
Mom's left leg began to quiver in a way that seemed beyond her control. I dug at the spot that had made her tremble, provoking a more furious shake that made her thigh rub vigorously against my ear.
"M-more, more," she begged. "Don't stop."
My tongue had grown sore, but her insistence gifted me a second wind. I doubled down, furrowing my brow in deep concentration as I fought against her thrashing.
My tongue carved deep grooves into the walls of its sodden prison, stirring about in her cunt as though its frantic flutters would churn her delicious juice into a frothy cream.
Just as I was opening my mouth to try and take a breath through the mushy face mask, she bucked her hips and made me bite down on my own tongue. Even the pain that followed was not enough to break my concentration. I knew I had a mission to complete, and the reward for doing so was tantalizing enough to push me through any trial.
"Oh my fuck, Dom!" she roared as her body grew rigid.
Mom's pussy convulsed wildly around my tongue, drenching my maw in a deluge of fragrant juice that hit the back of my throat. Her body lurched, but I held her down with an iron grip and refused to take another breath until she was done.
She crushed my skull with her thighs, pinning them to my ears so that I could hear hardly hear her high-pitched wailing as she came. I closed my eyes and submitted myself to the feverish combination of suffocation and claustrophobia. For someone that usually did not like small, enclosed spaces, I felt right at home wearing her thighs like a pair of pudgy ear muffs.
I lapped at the flowing fountain, greedily consuming its lavish outpouring. I wanted all of her, in whatever form she would give it to me. I had rarely been able to make my previous girlfriends orgasm -- especially not with such force -- so to have brought such incredible pleasure to my own mother was a gift unto itself.
Having the woman whom I respected more than anyone on the planet writhe against me like an animal gave me a feeling of unparalleled power. The knowledge that I could make her orgasm so strongly made me feel as though I could do anything.
That feeling persisted while I licked and suckled during the comedown. I gradually reduced the intensity of my indulgence, hoping that my momentum somewhat matched how the waves of pleasure were easing her back towards the shore. I relaxed as she relaxed, but even when her body fully unwound, I continued to carefully explore with my tongue.
"Oh, honey," Mom whinnied as she fell onto her stomach. "That was amazing. I haven't cum like that in a long, long time."
I finally released the hold I had around her legs and pulled my face out from between her cheeks. I licked my lips, scooping a tiny dribble of nectar onto my tongue. "That was fun. Can we do it again?"
She rolled her eyes. "Okay, mister. I'm already impressed! You don't have to try so hard."
I sat back on my knees and wiped my chin free of juice. "Speaking of hard..."
Mom lamented my sacrifice through sarcastic whinging. "Poor, poor baby. Did you get all big and hard from eating me out?"
"I was already hard!" I complained.
"Just like your father," she said giddily. "Next thing I know you're going to ask me to sit it right on your face!"
I had never considered that possibility. "Is that an option?"
"It is if you want it to be, but I think you can be a little more creative than that, can't you, sweet pea? What do you really want to do?"
"I want to fuck you." The words came out of me by accident, as though my body had taken the wheel away from my brain.
"You want to fuck my pussy, sweetheart? Is that what you mean?"
I stood up. "No."
She wiggled in place excitedly. "Tell me. I want to hear it. Tell me exactly what you wanna do."
"I want to fuck you in the ass, Mom -- more than anything in the fucking world!"
"Who's stopping you?"
I grabbed a heaping handful of ass meat and squished it until my fingers turned white. To encourage my advance, Mom made her asshole wink at me a few times, its vulgar gawking beckoning me to stuff it with something.
She got back up on her elbows and arched her back to shove her ass into my face. "I think she needs more lube, don'tcha think, sweet pea?"
I got up onto my feet so that I had a bird's eye view of her superbly fat bottom. "Fuck yes."
My dick bobbed up and down in front of me, its tip pointed to the ceiling with unyielding rigidity. Every flex made it smack against my tummy, and I marvelled at how long it had been suspended in a state of perpetual arousal. It seemed that hours had passed by without it being granted the release that I'd just gifted to my mom.
I pulled her cheeks apart with both hands and gathered spit, which I then dribbled out as one large glob that landed on her asshole with a loud splat. The bubbles pooled around it, frozen in place for a second before - with a wider spread that sought to truly open the tired hole - I provided it with a place to go, with a little help from gravity.
I lined the head of my dick up with her butthole. The inflated knob prodded her slackened hole, then lodged itself snugly inside.
Mom clenched around the tip to give it a kiss, welcoming her new guest. "Okay, honey. Now gimmie a big push."
Even with the effort that we had already put in to loosen it, the tiny hole still looked far too small to fit my wide, bulging mushroom cap. I knew, however, that it was just an optical illusion - the mere appearance of tightness - that would be dispelled the moment I applied pressure to the ring of weakened muscle.
I pushed through the thick glaze of saliva coating her backdoor to embed the whole head inside in one satisfying thrust. The raised rim of tenderized meat protruded from her body, forming a circular, bulging cushion into which the entire head of my cock had disappeared.
I tensed up to try and make my dick flex inside of her, but she had such a secure hold on it that it barely moved at all.
Mom snickered. "Nuh-uh, honey." The only place you're going is deeper."
I fed another girthy inch into her hungry bottom, pushing more saliva out of the way that escaped around my cock in the form of tiny air bubbles that popped along the sides as I sank in deeper.
"Ooooooh!" Mom moaned.
"Too much?" I asked with concern.
"No!" she insisted. "I'm just getting used to your size. The plugs don't reach that deep."
"Can I keep going, then?"
"Of course you can."
"Thanks, Mom. I think you're doing a great job."
She made a noise that was part laughter, part a sigh of relief. "I'm really trying, sweet pea. Does it feel good so far?"
"Fucking hell yes!"
She rocked her butt side to side, setting the two heavy slabs of putty to wobbling. "Just wait until you're at the bottom. Ready to slowly go a bit further?"
In hindsight, she was probably wise to remind me of her fragility. She had witnessed my brand of obsession before, and thus knew how best to deal with it.
Right then, however, I did not pay much heed. Whatever I'd chosen to hear, I told myself it was nothing more than nerves. With less caution than she had requested, I eagerly crammed another meaty portion of dick inside of her.
Her compact walls seized up as I pushed them apart. "Oh, ooohhh! Oh, wow."
"Was that slow enough?" I asked with concern, though not enough to stop me from venturing deeper as I did.
"N-not really, no!" Mom squirmed in place, shifting her weight between her knees. "It's a little different than I remember. I don't think your father was quite so-- oooOOoohhh, fuck!"
Her sentence was interrupted when I stuffed another pulsating inch into her guts, once again without heeding her request for patience. My dick had entered her so effortlessly that I had neglected to consider whether she might have wanted a word of warning beforehand. With such a well-trained hole, and so much saliva saturating it, it was easy to forget that it had been a while since it had been invaded - and, apparently, never by a cock quite so large.
"Quite so what, Mom?" I asked. I definitely wanted to hear her say it.
She slapped an open palm against the mattress. "So damn big, sweetheart! God! He was no slouch, but you're just... bigger."
"How much bigger?"
She chuffed under her breath. "You wanna know? Well, I have a toy that's about your size that I had to stop using because it made my tummy ache."
My cheeks were lit aflame. "Really? I'm that big?"
"It's the width, honey. It's like trying to shove a baby's arm in there, but I'm trying my best."
I rubbed the small of her back in slow circles. "I know, Mom. Can I go in a little more?"
She turned to the side to look at me over her shoulder. "I'm a big girl; I can take it. How close am I to the bottom?"
I gazed down to find my dick half-stuffed into her. I had never seen it in such an advanced state of arousal. It even looked big to me. "Um, sure. Almost there, Mom!"
She did not buy it for a second. "You're such a liar! I can't even feel your balls against my pussy yet."
"Want me to put them there?"
She groaned apprehensively. "If you promise to do it nicely, yes."
I had already planned to, but only so that she would enjoy the experience and hopefully allow me to do it again in the future. In my heart, I knew I wanted to thrust the rest of the way into her so hard that my dick would push her belly out. It was a foolish fantasy, but still, every neuron in my brain screamed for me to jam myself into the gorgeous woman submitting herself before me.



I considered it extremely gentlemanly of me to ignore those urges, and I continued to do so as I gingerly ushered one, then two, then three inches into my mother's asshole.
The heat was astonishing. Had the rest of my body been the same temperature as my dick, I would have been dripping head to toe in sweat.
She did not ask me to slow down a single time, and gobbled the following portion into her crammed bottom without anything other than a few breathy whimpers.
I felt her feet kicking the mattress and saw her gripping the bedsheets in an attempt to fight against her body's natural inclination to eject the enormous intruder slowly worming its way into her bowels.
"Ohmygod!" she squealed. "Oh my-- fuck, Dom!"
When I felt the heat from her cunt lapping against my balls, I knew that I was close. I thrust forward and pulled her into me at the same time, sealing our bodies together with every square inch of my dick cooking inside a wet, sweltering furnace.
She hugged my cock with her butt, and I swear it felt like she were swaddling me like she'd done when I'd returned home from school as a kid. In the midst of a veritable hurricane of incestuous lust and sodomy, I suddenly felt safe - a moment of serenity that made no sense at all, but felt perfectly natural and right.
I patted her butt a couple of times. "Good job, Mom."
She pushed her butt backwards and ground against my stomach, churning my dick in the depths of her tightly packed asshole. "Can you - and just tell me if this is stupid - but, can I ask you to call me something else?"
That caught me up short. "Do you want me to use your real name?" I asked.
"No!" she replied quickly. "I hate that. You don't get to call me Charlotte, sweet pea." I could practically hear her blushing when she gave me a hint. "There's something else you used to call me, though."
My heart skipped a beat. "I used to call you 'Mommy.'"
She hummed happily. "Yeah, that. I miss that."
I leaned down and looped my arms around her midsection, then placed a kiss below her shoulder blade. "I can do that, Mommy."
A deep, gratified groan came out of her mouth. "Thank you, sweet pea. That's perfect."
With my dick fully inserted into Mom's bum, our bodies were as close as could be. My thighs were pressed firmly against her butt cheeks, making them bulge out when I tried to push in just a little bit deeper, as though fitting my body between them would allow me to worm further into the heated abyss.
She squeezed around me, caressing the meat plugging her asshole. "It feels good to be full again."
I peeled my stomach off of her back and stood up straight. "I can't believe you can fit all of me, Mommy."
"Well, honey, you know what they say." She accented each of her following words with a rigorous convulsion. "Seeing-- is-- believing!"
Peering down, I was gifted with a sight that few men could ever claim to have seen. My cock had completely vanished inside of her, and though the heat and pressure surrounding it made it obvious that it was still attached to me, such otherworldly sensations made it hard to believe that there was not a portal to some other plane of paradise buried at the bottom of her bum.
"Can I make a suggestion?" she piped up.
"Of course."
"You should pull out--"
"What?" I asked, interrupting her. "Why?" That's how out of my mind I was, and how desperate I was to stay joined with her forever. I'd literally forgotten what fucking involved.
Mom hissed at me. "Listen! Pull out just to the head, then push back inside in one go. Can you do that?"
I thought for a moment about whether she was asking for my benefit or hers. "Do you want me to?"
Mom nodded affirmatively with her entire body. "Yes! Yes, please!"
I slithered my dick out of her slimy innards with a noise that was strangely akin to the sound one's shoe makes when peeling it off of a sticky movie theater floor, but far more drawn out, since I took my time withdrawing. Per her request, I stopped when just the head was still inside of her.
My dick had been cooked so thoroughly that I could feel a notable breeze coming from the overhead fan. Even the smallest gust of wind was an ice storm compared to the warmth of Mom's asshole.
She arched her back and pushed her face back onto the mattress, then spread her legs wide enough for me to fit between them.
She delivered a swat to her left cheek, then gave both of them a generous jiggle. "Back inside, sweet pea."
"Okay, Mommy," I said in a low, rumbling tone.
I took a moment to soak in the garish sight of my cock sticking almost all the way out of her like a fat, veiny tail. I rubbed my hand over the goosebumps that had appeared over her cheeks, smoothing them out with my palm before I grabbed her by the waist.
That time I was not gentle, but only because I knew that she did not need me to be. Her body had gotten used to my size rather quickly, giving me confidence that she could handle something a bit rougher, so I thrust forward and pulled her into me at the same time. In an instant, my dick plunged through the soggy channel so fast that she seized up when I bottomed out.
"Christ!" she yelped.
I pulled my dick out. "I thought you could handle it--" Then I drove it back to the root. "--Mommy?"
The force of me colliding with her ass carried enough momentum to shove her forward. Her cheek - no, the other kind -- rubbed hard against the bedsheets.
A mess of cascading blonde hair fell over her eyes. "I-I'm doing my best!"
I grabbed at her doughy ass fat, digging my fingers into the soft flesh. I used the flabby reins to guide her, pushing her body away from me slightly as I withdrew my dick from its hovel.
I could not muster the patience to pull out all the way, as the desire to stuff myself back inside was too great. I also didn't want to give her time to appreciate the sudden absence, so I hurriedly drove my piston back into her half-vacant chamber.
Mom bellowed in time with the lewd clapping of her plump ass cheeks against my thighs. Flesh hit flesh with cracks of lightning, but her continued bellyaching was far louder.
"Fuck! Oh my God, that hurts!" she screeched.
"Should I--"
"Don't fucking stop!" she screeched, making it clear that, for her, the pain was inextricable from her pleasure. As long as something was being pushed into, pulled out of, or birthed from her asshole, she appeared to be happy to play the role of an obedient butt-slut who would endure whatever punishment I thought her asshole deserved.
I hammered my cock into her, delivering repeated blows against the curved wall of slippery flesh at the bottom where her asshole sloped off into her colon. I had naively thought that so many years of training would have rendered her essentially bottomless, but my dick - specifically the sensitive helmet - was delighted to have a barrier cushioning the impact.
I put more strength behind my movements, yanking her ass-first onto my dick. I fucked her with the aim of hitting the headboard with my cock, and though it was an impossible dream, I knew its pursuit would still yield glorious results. Each concussive blow against the inside of her tummy made her body heave forward, generating ripples in her creamy flesh, but I was always there to pull her back onto me.
Mom had become so loose that it no longer felt like she was gripping me. She seemed unable to engage the muscles that had once squeezed me so tenderly. All she could do was hold on for the ride while I effortlessly pumped my dick in and out, each time evoking another ridiculously loud clap when my thighs struck her bottom.
Clap!
Clap!
Clap!
I picked up the pace, gritting my teeth to focus all of my energy on trying to turn my mother inside out.
Clap-clap-clap!
Mom squealed at a brilliantly high pitch in response to each of my thrusts. "Oh! Oh, honey! Oh! Fuck me!"
I was breathing so hard that I found it difficult to speak, but still managed to state the obvious. "You're so loose now, Mommy."
I wonder if she's ready to gape yet. I thought fiendishly, enthralled with the idea of gazing into my mother's open asshole after I had bludgeoned it into a soft, red paste.
Despite how thoroughly I thought I'd done the same to her filthy, horny brain, she nevertheless proved that she was right there with me in that sex-crazed headspace. "D-do-- you wa-- want to-- see it?" she croaked.
We both knew exactly what "it" was, but I knew how good it would feel to hear her say it. I had to hear her say it.
"See what?" I slowed down the pace of my frantic fucking to a crawl so that she could speak more clearly.
She took a much-needed breath, then brushed the hair out of her eyes and peered at me over her shoulder. "My bum, sweet pea. Do you want to see how loose it is now?"
It came as no surprise, but nevertheless, my jaw literally dropped. "Fuck yes I do!"
Mom grabbed onto both of her ass cheeks and spread them wide open with my dick still wedged inside of her. "Go ahead. Take a look."
I steadily withdrew my dick; the head popped out with a soft squelching sound. It was barely loud enough to be heard over the meditative groaning Mom had taken to when I had begun to pull out, but I still picked up on the audible evidence of how gooey her asshole had become.
I could not believe what my eyes were seeing, so I blinked hard two times to try and clear my vision. When I opened them, I realized that I was staring into the largest gape that I had ever seen from my mother-- including her videos.
One cannot truly stare at a gape. It is simply empty space, and that truth became clear to me when I realized that I was no longer staring at my mother's asshole. I was staring into it, and into the vacuous space I had left behind after beating the shape of my dick into the tube of raw memory foam.
I guess she was telling the truth about me being bigger than Dad. That thing is huge!
The deep, steaming pit seemed bottomless. No matter how far I gazed into the abyss, there was simply no visible light able to reach deep enough to provide anything but shadow. It felt absurd to draw connections between Mom's gaping asshole and the depths of the Marianas Trench, but it was more absurd to me that it was such a fitting comparison.
The coloration around Mom's asshole was that of a richly hued rose, and that shade grew darker as my eyes wandered closer to the center. The fat, pink rim surrounding the hole was engorged from what it had endured, and gleamed from the glaze of saliva that had kept her so wonderfully lubricated.
She shuffled back and forth nervously, awaiting my appraisal. "How does it look?"
"How does it look?" I salivated without remorse. "Incredible, Mom."
She cleared her throat in a not-so-subtle manner.
"Sorry. It looks incredible, Mommy."
She giggled happily and wagged her tail back and forth. "That's more like it."
The rim had been beaten so mercilessly that it had puffed up and turned into a reddish-purple marshmallow, forming a small, bumpy ridge around the mouth of her asshole. I fit the head of my dick, nothing more, inside the loosened meat sleeve and rotated it in circles, savouring the supple plumpness of her rubbery butt ring rubbing against me.
"No, that's more like it," she said, correcting herself. "That does feel nice. But..."
"But you want me to put it back inside?"
She feigned thoughtfulness. "Hmm. I guess that's a good idea, if you liked it in there."
"I don't know how much longer I'm going to last. It's a stupid question but, like, I can cum in here, right?"
"Of course you can cum in my butt if you want, sweet pea... unless... you wanted to try something else first?"
"What else is there?"
Without answering me, Mom lunged forward to pull her ass out of reach. She rolled onto her side and cocked her head with a flair of mischief in her eyes. "Ever had a girl ride you on her feet before?"
I stared at her blankly, feeling my confusion written across my face.
"I'll take that as a no," she said as she patted the empty pillow beside her. "I'm pretty good at it! Here. Come lay down. You're gonna like this."
I hurried to lie down on the pillow next to her, at which point she rose to her feet on the mattress and asked for me to reach out my hands. When I did, she placed her palms against mine and interlocked our fingers.
"Okay, honey," she said. "Can you take my weight?"
I nodded.
Mom stepped over me, carefully eyeing the placement of her feet so she did not stomp on me. She found her balance, rooted them to either side of my torso, then began to lower herself.
"Keep me steady, honey," she ordered.
My first thought was that her feet were too close to my head, but Mom proved that she knew exactly what she was doing. As her ass descended, I realized that she had arranged the perfect position for herself on the first attempt.
Damn! She really is good at this.
I did not even need to touch my dick to assist her in lining it up with her gaping asshole. It was a flagpole pointed straight to the sky - the stiff arrow become a bullseye for hers, and one she seemed more than capable of hitting.
Mom impaled her rump on my cock with a slight flutter in her left eye as she drove it to the bottom. "Oh, my. There he is."
The few women who had ridden me before -- and it was a short list -- had never done so while flat on their feet. I was amazed at how much control Mom had over her movements, and she used that agility to religiously ride me as soon as I was safely inside, tucked away at the bottom where she was hot enough to melt glaciers.
Slap!
Slap!
Slap-slap-slap!
It had started slow at first, but hadn't stayed that way for long. Mom fucked me without mercy. It seemed that her only objective was making me cum as fast as possible, and her chosen technique was not squeezing pressure on all sides, but a frenzied in-and-out provided by her olympian up-and-down.
I heard someone's knuckles crack under the pressure of our held hands, but I was not even sure whose had. All I knew was that I needed to keep that tether secure so she wouldn't bounce right off of my dick, off the bed, down to the floor, and probably through it.
Every time Mom dropped her fat bottom onto my lap, I would only be able to draw sporadic breaths in between each of her plummets. There was such strength behind them that they would knock the wind out of me each time she landed, so I quickly trained myself to exhale on her downswing.
"Oh my Gooooooood!" I howled. She lifted her ass off of me to threaten another dive, but I was not yet ready.
"Wait, wait!" I cried out.
Mom batted her eyelashes at me, her ass looming over my shaft with the head still inside. "What's the matter?"
I took a refreshing breath. "Can you, like... can I see your boobs?"
Even with her spacious asshole wafting its luxurious heat onto my cock and balls, I still felt greedy for asking her to further expose herself.
Mom clicked her tongue. "Shoot! I forgot that you might want to see those."
"Forgot? How?"
She giggled and rolled her eyes. "I'm just so used to wearing lingerie when I do this kind of stuff! My boobs were never really the focus."
"They are now!" I cheered excitedly. I laid on the praise so that she would feel as beautiful as I considered her to be. "I think you've got gorgeous tits, Mommy."
She pouted playfully. "Thank you, honey. But you haven't seen them yet! One second." She let go of my hands and fell onto her knees. "I need both hands to get them out."
I chuckled. "That big, huh?"
She sneered jokingly and stuck out her tongue. "Just you wait and see, mister -- probably the biggest boobies you've ever seen!"
I put my hands behind my head as casually as I could, pretending I wasn't in danger of cumming if she moved in the right way. I knew I was dancing on a razor's edge, but I also knew that I had to see them.
Mom reached behind her neck and untied the ribbon that kept her breasts from falling out of the loose hammocks in which they lay.
"One... two... three!" She tugged on the string to set them free, triggering an avalanche of the most immaculate pair of breasts I had ever seen.
They tumbled from her bra, carried forward by their weight and casting away their cover as they fell. The enormous udders thudded against her tummy, making one hell of a slap when they landed.
Mom's rosy nipples pointed straight ahead, each nub staring daggers at me. Her areolas were astonishingly small, even considering how wide her nipples were. As it was, they could hardly define themselves independently. I didn't really care. I was too busy imagining popping my lips around one of those fat, pink erasers and suckling until my jaw was sore.
She picked up her tits and cradled them delicately. Then she gently rolled them around in her hands as if comparing their individual weight against each other. She sloshed them back and forth a few times, then spread them apart, only to send them careening back into each other to create that lovely slapping sound again.
"What do you think?" she asked.
I grinned with abundant joy. "Even better than I remember!"
She snorted like a piglet. "You were quite a little milkhound back then. I used to have to tear you off of me just to get laundry done!"
"Guilty as charged."
She released the armful of breasts. "I bet you'd still like that, honey. Wanna nurse like you did as a lil' baby?"
My mouth involuntarily watered, though if it hadn't, I would've forced it to somehow. "I do, Mommy."
She squirmed on her knees. "I don't think I can get on my feet, though. I'd have to lean over too far. Is that okay?"
"Fine by me."
I knew that I would not have survived more than a few more bounces without orgasming. I'd been lucky to get her to pause when she had, so I was happy to switch to something with a slower tempo.
Mom leaned down and brought her low-hanging breasts close to my face. She held herself above me with her arms on either side of my head, and I stared up at her with every molecule in my body seduced by her charm.
"Hi, sweet pea," she said.
I gulped. "You look beautiful, Mommy."
"You make me feel beautiful -- and you're not too bad looking yourself." She added a wink for good measure.
I grinned and wrapped my arms around her midsection, then gave her a hug. "Of course you would think so! I'm made of you!"
"Hush," she said with a shake of her drooping tits. "Mouth, please."
I parted my lips and waited; Mom fed her right breast to me, gently placing the nipple into my mouth while she towered over me.
I latched on and made a tight seal around the budding nub, then instantly began to nurse in whatever form came naturally to me.
"Good boy," she mewed. "Just like that, sweetheart."
I flicked my tongue against her nipple, then laid it flat against the stiffened button. I gave it a long lick that made her squeeze my torso with her knees when she tensed up.
"Oh!" she squeaked. "That feels so good -- even better than I remember!"
I gently dragged my front teeth across the bumpy surface of her areola, then pinched her nipple between them just lightly enough to make her squirm.
"Sweetheart? Can I start moving again?" She reminded me of the exact location of my dick with a sturdy butt hug, though I'd definitely not forgotten.
"Uh-huh," I grumbled with my mouth full.
Even while I had been nursing on her, it had taken every ounce of my willpower just to stop myself from cumming. I did not want any part of that impossibly wonderful scene it to end, but spared a thought for Mom's efforts.



She resumed her patient grinding, gyrating her hips as much as she could without tugging her tit out of my mouth. She made the engorged head scrape against the slickened walls, furiously burrowing it into a particularly cozy little corner where the ridges along the interior massaged me in truly magical ways.
My leg spasmed momentarily when she accidentally stumbled upon the perfect angle. It had rubbed her walls against the sensitive bridge of skin below my cock head and caught both of us by surprise.
I spotted a wicked glimmer in her eye as she adjusted her ass back into the same position. She had to dig around again to repeat the trick, but she did, and elicited the same result from my twitching body.
Mom appeared genuinely enthused with her discovery. "Oh, honey. I found a special spot, didn't I?"
"Uh-huh!" I blurted out, my brain going haywire from the influx of pleasure.
"You mean 'yes, Mommy!'" She punctuated the final word by lifting and then, without a second of hesitation, slamming her ass onto my lap.
The explosive shivers that it sent through my body made me jolt upright in bed and knocked her boob out of my mouth. "Fuck! Okay! Mommy! Mommy!"
Mom pointed all five of her fingers at once and placed them against my chest, then shoved me back down onto the mattress. "I told you, honey: the only place you're going is deeper!"
I'd already passed the point of no return had already been passed, and could do nothing more than warn her of the impending eruption.
I shut my eyes as tightly as I could. "M-mom! I'm gonna fucking cum!"
She mewled faintly. "Are you suuuuure you can't wait a--"
"Mom!" I screamed like a petulant child who was having their wishes ignored.
I knew what I was wishing for the most at that moment, and it was nothing as vulgar as the sensation of her slackened asshole doing it best to loosely coddle my spasming cock.
I opened my eyes and saw twice as many gorgeous mommies sitting on top of me as I knew truly existed. The hazy double images coalesced in the center, forming the outline, and then the detailed face, of the most enchanting woman I had ever been blessed enough to touch.
"Mommy," I whimpered helplessly, "will you kiss me?"
The devilish smile on her face melted away to reveal sincere shock. "Oh, honey. You want kisses?" I suppose she'd been expecting me to ask for some dirty talk or something similar - not a naked, vulnerable plea for romantic and intimate connection.
"I'm gonna, I'm gonna," I chanted, unable to manage a coherent response.
Mom must have recognized my inability to function, and thus took over to fulfill my request. "Let it out, sweet pea. Mommy's here."
She leaned down far enough for our lips to meet, then seemed surprised when her timid kiss was returned with one so primal that I must have looked like I was trying to devour her whole.
I thrust my tongue haphazardly into her mouth with no regard for rhythm, but Mom instantly matched my chaotic thrashing. Her closed lips quickly flew open and her tongue came darting out, seeking mine so that the twin snakes could writhe together in their dens of drool. We passed saliva back and forth, slopping and slithering against each other as we poured moans into the open maw of the other.
She nibbled on my bottom lip and tugged it gingerly. "Are you gonna cum for Mommy?"
"Uh-huh!"
She dragged her tongue against the roof of my mouth. "That's a good boy. Squirt all that cum into Mommy's bum."
I do not quite remember what sound I made after that, since the ringing in my ears had reached a fever pitch that made it hard to hear anything else. My vision grew too blurry for me to see anything but dancing stars, and so I closed them again to zero in on the unfathomable pleasure she was gifting me.
Lightning coursed through my cock, its tingling surge spewing forth a cable of sticky cum that ejected from my piss slit. The gooey syrup splattered the bottom of her ravaged asshole, followed by another generous dollop that I painted over top of the first.
I thrust upwards to try and get just a little bit deeper. "Uhhhh! UUUhhhhh, Mommy!"
My heels dug into the bedsheets as I used everything at my disposal to instinctively drive my dick as far to the bottom as it could go. True, it wasn't going to increase the odds of impregnating her, but the animal in me was heedless of facts and reason. All it craved - all it understood - was intensity. It would've be supremely gratified to see my cum shooting out of her mouth.
Mom's asshole clenched madly around me, meticulously extracting every drop I had to give her. I could not have held anything back if I had tried, as the sheer force of her compressions felt like it was wringing my dick dry.
I held onto her with my arms looped around her waist and my legs twitching erratically throughout the whole ordeal. Her bulky breasts lying flat against my chest made for an ideal weighted blanket, and I felt positively swaddled underneath the cozy quilt.
One by one, my muscles began to unwind from their frenzied state. My legs stopped trembling, the ringing in my head quieted to a dull buzzing, and the violent throbs of my cock slowed down to match my heartbeat as it returned to normal.
Mom continued to milk me for a few minutes, though I knew I was well and truly spent. All I could do was lay there, tuckered to full submission by the remarkable talent of her asshole. Just when I would think that I was growing limp, she would reinvigorate my flagging staff with another tender snuggle that brought it partway back to life.
"Mommy..." I whispered in a dreary daze.
She caressed the side of my face with her hand. "I'm here, sweet pea. You did such a good job."
"Did... I did a good one?"
She kissed my cheek with a quiet chuckle. "Brain still mushy, huh?"
"Yeah," I said dreamily. "Were you-- was it good? You liked?"
Mom slid beside me so she could rest her head on my shoulder. "I liked, honey. I liked a whole lot."
I wrapped my arm around her back and pulled her in closer. When my breathing had returned to normal, I finally had a chance to ask the only remaining question whose answer I actually cared about. "Can we do it again?"
Mom huffed through her nose, then realized I was being serious. "What? Now? I don't think I have it in my heart to let this butthole be the death of you, even if it would feel good to stuff you back in there."
I guffawed. "Not now! I'm not made of cum, you know."
She kissed my chest, then reached down to grab my half-erect cock - still wet with cum and cunt nectar - and give it a reassuring squeeze. "I know, honey -- not anymore, at least. I made sure of that!"
"But, tomorrow?" I asked hopefully.
Mom traced small circles through my chest hair with her fingernail. "If that's what you want, sweet pea. I don't want to put ideas in your head, but I'm a pretty clingy gal, if you know what I mean."
"I don't think I do."
She sighed and patted my chest. "I lied to you, a little bit."
"How?"
She hesitated for a second. "Your Dad wasn't the one with an obsession for butt play. Well, he was, but not at first."
"Mom? You?"
"Me, honey. I got him hooked on it, and when I saw that look in your eye after knowing you'd seen our videos, I knew that you were hooked, too."
"So... you didn't do all this for me?"
"Not exactly, no. It was more selfish than I let on. I was like, 'Oh, hey, my son has a big dick and likes anal, too. Maybe I can work with that!'"
I snorted with laughter. "Wait, you already knew I had a big dick? I thought that was a surprise!"
She laughed along with me. "I had an idea. A mother always knows these things." She rolled off of me, then pushed herself up off the mattress. "Now come on. We need to get clean."
"In the shower?" I asked moronically. "Together?"
She rolled her eyes, then stuck her hand out. "If you'd like to join me, yes. There's plenty of room."
Even if there were not, I knew that it would not matter. The only thing in the world I cared about from that point forward was being close to Mom in every sense of the word, and I knew I would do whatever I needed to in order to make that possible.
I climbed off the bed and took her hand, than gave her a quick kiss - and an equally quick swat on her doughy bottom - before we headed into the bathroom.
I closed the bathroom door behind me and stepped into the shower with Mom, where we instantly wrapped our arms around each other and let the warm water pour over our naked bodies. I had never felt close with her in my entire life and - thanks to her loose caboose - I knew that close-knit bond would only grow stronger.
For the first time in a while, life was good. Dad's passing had hung over our heads ever since we had put him in the ground, and from that moment on it had felt like nothing would ever be the same again. For whatever reason - fate, luck, or serendipitous coincidence - Mom and I had turned that harrowing truth into an unexpected blessing.
Nothing would ever be the same between us again; it would be even better. I was unbelievably excited to see what lay ahead for us, knowing that we would face it together with an even stronger bond than we had shared just one day prior, but that connection was not the only thing growing.
With each passing minute in the shower I added more and more items to the mental checklist I had created. The list of things that I longed to do to Mom's asshole was extensive, consisting of milk enemas, even larger gaping, food play, and a whole slew of other raunchy ideas that would have made her recoil in shock just twenty-four hours earlier.
After spending time buried inside her asshole, and seeing the depths of pleasure she had experienced by letting me in there, I knew that she would probably be equally excited about those intensely vulgar ideas.
There was only one question remaining on my mind, and I was sure that it would have made my father proud that I entered the showering thinking, I wonder if she'll let me film the next one.
I would not have to wait long for an answer to that question.
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It was the middle of summer vacation. I was in the heart of the Caribbean, lounging poolside with a Long Island iced tea. That powerful combination had me feeling relaxed and carefree, determined to take advantage of the Sun. Our family rarely had the money for fancy vacations, so they were a big deal. My sister, Chelsea, had just graduated from high school a few months ago, and that qualified.
As far as I knew, the only reason we had gone on vacation at all had been because Mom had insisted. She had always been more involved in my life than Dad. Whether she'd been packing my lunch with handwritten notes or blessing me with some time-tested life advice, she'd always made a greater impact on my life than anyone else.
At the moment, the illustrious matriarch was lying beside me on a green beach towel, as she had been for the past several days since we had arrived at the resort. Dad and Chelsea were swimming in the deep end of the pool, leaving Mom and I to keep watch over the four lounge chairs we had laid claim to that morning.
There was a loose smattering of clouds in the sky, though they did very little to protect us from the Sun. Every so often one would pass in front of the bright, orange inferno and grant us a moment of reprieve, but it was not enough to stop my skin from wanting to melt off of my bones. I was thankful for the relief provided by the crisp breeze blowing through my hair. It rustled the leaves of the palm trees behind us, arranged in a single-file line and stretching as far as the eye could see.
Even under the shade of our large umbrella, Mom had insisted that we douse ourselves in suntan lotion so that we would not fry. She had not taken the same precaution for herself, however, and had proclaimed to know her body well enough that she needed only a light coating on her skin so that she would, in her words, "actually get some dang colour."
When Mom and Dad had announced that we were going to spend a week in the Caribbean heat that summer, my brain had immediately hyperfixated on the array of curvaceous women that I'd imagined I would be able to leer at. I had always harbored an affinity for sun-kissed skin, and had been intrigued by the idea of being surrounded by women with prominent tan lines. I loved them - the tan lines, to be precise. In fact, I went fucking crazy for them! The borders of opposing color had long pushed buttons in my brain like nothing else.
I had figured that beautiful, tanned women would be everywhere in the presence of such infamous heat, and I'd gotten myself wound up simply picturing the onslaught of half-tanned hotties who would be walking around in an equal state of undress at all hours of the day. I'd been wrong all the way around; there hadn't been that many women to gawk at in the first place, not all of them had tan lines or even tans, and calling many of them "hotties" would have been generous even for a horny college kid like myself.
But then there was Mom.
I'd seen a few other girls with subtle tans, sure, but they could not hold a candle to my mother's coloration. Many long hours in the sun had turned her a shade darker nearly everywhere, and with that darkening had come the appearance of incredibly distinct tan lines-- prominent enough to appear drawn on with a marker.
I think I I'd known right away that there was more to it than just the novelty. Still, she'd only ever been milky-white Mom to me. I'd been taken aback the first time I'd caught myself salivating at a glimpse of her pale cleavage, juxtaposed with the deep shade of mānuka honey that the rest of her body had turned. For a woman who had never had a visible tan, she wore hers with confidence.
At that moment, with the sun hovering overhead, staring was exactly what I was doing. Still hoping that my sunglasses would obscure my wandering pupil, I soaked in every inch of Mom's marbled perfection that I could without being too obvious about it. I also said a silent thank-you to some random literary goddess that she was distracted by the same novel that had captivated her since we'd landed.
Mom wore a baby blue bikini that did not fit her properly, but the only person who had complained about it had been Dad. I had overhead a squabble between them over how revealing it was, which had no doubt been spurred by the sheer amount of her breasts that were left uncovered. She had clearly won the argument, since she had exited their shared room wearing the controversial swimwear-- the least amount of clothing I had ever seen on her in my entire life.
Mom's tits were quite large, and while not the biggest pair around the pool, they were certainly the most impressive. Time had given them a slight sag, but her thin bikini top made it clear that they were still perky enough for her nipples to point directly forward, rather than down at the floor.
Through the sides of her top, just above the string that she had tied tightly behind her back, was a liberal spillage of soft, pasty flesh. Her upper chest was dotted with dozens of dark freckles that typically stood out against her fair, untanned skin, but they'd faded quite a bit into her delicious, burnt-caramel tan.
Even under the spaghetti straps on her shoulders, it was easy to see exactly where the sun had touched her and, more importantly, where it had not. The long, white lines underneath her bikini strap were brushstrokes that seemed to have been placed by a divine hand. Beginning at her shoulder, I traced one of those line with my eyes to its natural end - her breasts - then continued to stare as though I would be able to see straight through her swimsuit with enough patience.
"Honey?" she said.
I snapped to attention, pretending that she had just roused me from a nap. "Huh? What? What's up, Mom?"
She sighed happily. "Oh, nothing. Just wanted to make sure you were alive over there."
"Just barely," I grumbled.
That made her laugh. "Well, I'm sure you'll feel a lot better when you stop hydrating with alcohol. Your body wants water, Jason!"
I picked up my small plastic cup, its sides dripping with condensation that almost made me lose my grip. "I'll drink to that!"
She rolled her eyes, but I could tell that she was still entertained. "Very funny, sweetheart. Maybe you could have one glass of water for me?"
I lowered my sunglasses and peered at her over the top of the frame. "For you, Mom? Anything." I downed the rest of the drink and held up the cup triumphantly. "Water it is! After this next one, I mean."
She closed her book and rolled her eyes. "Fine! But I'm going to turn over to tan my back, and when I flip over again you had better be sipping something else."
I knew she was not being wholly serious, but there was a touch of sincerity in her tone that haunted me all the way to the bar to grab another drink. For her peace of mind, I grabbed a water, too, though I knew there was very little chance I would actually drink it.
With the drinks in hand, I waddled back to the lounge chairs while avoiding the occasional speeding child that elected to run in my path moments before they leapt - screaming madly - into the pool.
I spotted Dad and Chelsea still casually swimming in the deep, where the children were less bothersome. I waved to the two of them, but received only a brief head nod in return. I figured they were deep in conversation about the theory of psychology, or whatever else nerds of their calibre typically cared about - above my pay grade, without a doubt.
Truthfully, even if I could have understood them, I would not have wanted to join in; I wanted to get back to Mom as fast as I could. The morning show - her partially nude front half - had just ended, and I wanted desperately to see as much of the afternoon show as I could.
I returned to find her face down on the lounge chair with her arms folded under her head to act as a pillow. Her entire body was immersed in a luminous robe of yellow sunlight that made her skin shine like it were made of diamonds, with some help from the layer of tanning spray she had applied once the towels had been laid down. She had done so each of the previous days, and the darker she became, the more brilliantly she would glisten post-spritz.
The bottoms of her blue bathing suit had been swallowed into the long crease that ran between her plump ass cheeks. The thin runway of fabric covering her pussy had been pulled tightly enough between her rounded cheeks that a sizable portion of her untanned flesh had been exposed.
I doubted that Mom had intended to put so much of her bottom on display. A narrow crescent of unsullied, lily-white skin close to her crack peeked out from beneath the blue bottoms.
My brain seized upon the idea of how miraculous she would look if her bottoms were to be removed, exposing the entirety of her generous tan. I even tried to visualize it, though not with much success. As it stood, I was permitted but a tiny glimpse that had me salivating for more.
"Honey?" Mom said. "Are you just gonna stand there all day?"
I visibly cringed, though thankfully she had not yet turned around to look at me. "Oh, uh, me? Sorry! Just looking at the... well, all the beautiful sights around us! This place is gorgeous."
Mom shuffled around on the lounge chair, making her doughy bottom wobble back and forth like it was trying to drag the string of her bikini bottoms in even further. "Uh huh, sure."
I quickly sat on the lounge chair beside her, my legs quivering from the rush of adrenaline her wayward comment had sparked. Sure, she had not caught me staring, but I did not think that she believed my lie about stopping to smell the Caribbean roses. If she did suspect that it was her I was staring at, she chose not to press me any further.
"What did you get to drink?" she asked as she turned her head to face me.
I raised the cup of water with my eyebrows raised. "This."
She arched one of her own brows in suspicion. "And what else?"
I guiltily held up the second cup beside its water filled twin. "Uh, this, too."
"I knew it!" She rolled onto her back and bolted upright on the lounge chair to snatch the cup of alcohol from my hand. "This is for me! You can have water, mister. Got that?"
"Fine! You win. It's a good thing this water is so delicious, otherwise I'd be mad at you."
She winked at me and took a sip from the drink that made her nose scrunch up. "Oh, my. That's strong! And no, honey, I don't believe you could ever stay mad at me."
I shrugged. "Well, maybe one day."
She took a longer sip, then asked, "Have you seen any cute girls around here? I know you're not seeing anyone."
I made a big show of looking around the pool, my eyes lingering just long enough on the series of women that populated the poolside. I hoped it was a convincing act. "Er, well... not really, no." I knew I could not tell her the truth, no matter how badly I wanted to come clean.
When I looked back, Mom had surprise plastered across her face. "What, none? There are girls everywhere! I'm sure tons of them would wanna talk to a handsome young man like you."
"I'm happy where I am," I replied casually. I hoped she could not see through the lie, or see me staring at her tits through my tinted shades.
Our conversation was interrupted by Dad and Chelsea. They climbed out of the pool and hauled their soaking-wet bodies over to the empty lounge chairs beside Mom.
She did not so much as turn her head to look at them, or bother lift her head off of the lounge chair. "How was it?"
Dad slumped into his seat with a noise that was unmistakably that of an aging father, with everything from his creaky knees to the audible grunt he made when he had landed. "Hot one today, isn't it?"
"Sure is," Mom replied. She turned her head to look at him. "I'm practically boiling!"
Dad pointed to her prominent tan. "More like burning, if you ask me. You sure you aren't gonna fry? That tan is getting awfully dark."
She shook her head. "I know what I'm doing. I'm just getting some color, that's all."
Dad shrugged casually. "It's your body, hun." With that, he rolled onto his side to face my sister, turning his back on me and Mom in the process. "Anyway, Chel, I think your theory is strong, but redundant."
Chelsea rolled her eyes. "He was a hack, Dad!"
"Maybe, maybe not, but his psychoanalytical theories were paramount in leading psychology to where it is today. That's why we call him--"
"Yeah, yeah," Chelsea interrupted him with a wave of her hand. "'The father of psychology.' I know, Dad!"
Mom tried to insert herself into their conversation. "Who are you guys talking about?"
Dad waved her off. "Just science stuff, dear."
Chelsea put twice the effort into rolling her eyes that time. She was smart like Dad, but thankfully lacked his ignorance of social niceties. She leaned forward to look address Mom over Dad's shoulder. "Freud, Mom. He was a cocaine fiend pretending to be scientist."
"Oh, okay," she said, making sure to telegraph slight annoyance at Dad's attempt to keep her on the sidelines. "Was he at least a smart one?"
Chelsea smiled. "Depends on who you ask."
Dad threw up his hands and turned to lay flat on his back so that he could defend himself from both sides. "He was brilliant! He might've been wrong about--"
"Was wrong about," Chelsea interrupted.
Dad's left eye twitched, a telltale sign that he was getting impatient. "--about some of the weird stuff, sure. But his ideas changed psychology for the better! We should be thankful."
Something clicked in my mind that had been locked away since high school. "Wait, isn't Freud the incest guy?"
Dad sighed heavily. "That's reductive, Jason. He was a brilliant man, just a little misguided at times."
I looked back and forth between all three members of my family. "So then... he was the incest guy?"
Dad pursed his lips. "Sure. That's all he was. Just some literal motherfucker! I'm going to get a damn drink!" He stormed off to the soundtrack of poorly stifled snickering from the three of us.
"I love when he gets all riled up like that," Mom said once he was out of ear shot.
"I know!" Chelsea agreed. "It's even funnier that he doesn't know we're doing it on purpose."
Mom sipped her drink. "Of course I know 'the incest guy,' but your father is so adorable when he gets all pouty like that."
I felt a pang of jealousy strike my chest. "Well then, maybe I should start pouting more!"
Mom turned her attention to me and cocked her head to the side. "Uh, why is that, honey? So that I'll think you're adorable, too, you mean?"
My heart lurched into my throat. "I-- well, no I didn't mean that."
Chelsea giggled. "Sounds like you really have been reading Freud. Somebody got the hots for Mommy?"
I blushed. "Fuck no! That's not even funny to joke about. That's... that's... gross!"
Chelsea cackled wildly over having put me in a tiff, but Mom's tilted head implied that she was rife with curiosity. "Oh, leave him be, Chel. Poor boy has had so many drinks that his mommy had to cut him off a few minutes ago."
They laughed, but I found it no laughing matter the way my dick began to harden at that playfully deployed title.
The Sun was still high in the sky, indicating that we had plenty of time left with which to enjoy ourselves. To me, that meant several more hours of gawking at Mom's boobs while she worked on her tan. Unfortunately, that prospect dried up the moment Dad returned with a round of drinks for everybody.
"Ugh," Mom groaned as I landed on the lounge chair next to her. "I hope I'm not expected to drink one of those."
I lifted my sunglasses with a fiendish grin. "So you want me to drink them all, then?"
"No! But I'm getting a headache, so I don't think I'm going to be doing any more drinking today. In fact, I might just go take a little nap so I don't feel so crappy later."
I wanted to tag along, but knew that I wouldn't be able to explain why I was following her around like a puppy chasing after its owner.
I hated to see Mom leave the pool, but I loved watching her gigantic, bi-colored ass cheeks grind against each other as she did. Her plump bottom swayed side to side as she sauntered off, leaving me hypnotized by its alluring wobble until both of her gigantic cheeks were out of sight.
I could have sworn that her presence left a physical void around the pool. The sunlight seemed dimmer, as though the color had been sucked out of the world around me. Despite the raucous laughter from the three dozen other patrons around the water, my ability to appreciate the jovial community dwindled the moment she left my eye line.
I breathed a deep, solemn sign from the realization that I had been sentenced to listening to my dad and sister bicker about psycho-babble that I would never begin to understand.
The only way I could think of to keep myself from pouting was to distract my brain - which was still fixated on the lingering visual of Mom's jiggling rump as she had walked away - so I fished my phone and wireless earbuds out of my pocket. I did not care about song selection, so I hit shuffle and closed my eyes.
The last thing I heard before the music came on was Dad insisting, quite adamantly, that Carl Jung was... something. Honestly, I did not catch the end of his sentence and I did not care to.
Two songs passed by, neither of which stopped me from fantasizing about Mom in ways that I knew would have gotten me pushed off the family tree if they were to become public knowledge.
I wanted to touch, kiss, lick, fondle, suckle, and whatever other slew of verbs one might engage in when presented with tits as glorious as my mother's. With their staunch border of color separation fresh in my mind, it was easy for me to imagine what would be laying underneath the tiny blue bikini that had kept her (mostly) modest.
Just as the third song began to play, my phone vibrated alongside a ding that informed me of an incoming message. I opened my eyes and spent a few seconds adjusting to the harsh brightness of the blistering Sun, then focused on the message at the top of the screen.
It was from Mom. Hi honey I need your help with something can you come to the room please?
My room? I texted back.
No. My room.
I was suspicious as to what she would need help with, but initially assumed that a rat or some sort of gross bug had snuck its way into her room. Either way, I knew that I would never decline such a direct invitation, so I packed my earbuds into their carrying case and got up off of the lounge chair.
Dad did not even pause their conversation. In fact, I was not sure if he even noticed that I had stood up, but Chelsea did.
"Going somewhere?" she asked.
I stretched my arms up over my shoulders. "Yeah, just gonna--"
Bzzt. Bzzt.
I absentmindedly checked my phone before I finished, but I was thankful that I chose to do so. Several message popped up on the screen came just in time to stop me from revealing the reason for my sudden exit, and their rapid arrival made it clear that Mom was rushing to send them.
Done tell ANYONE.
*Don't
I hate autocorrect!
My suspicions were mounting. I could not think of a single logical reason as to why she would want me to sneak away to meet her, but I had never been one to go against Mom's wishes.
"Just gonna... um, you know. Go for a walk?" I was not sure if I sounded convincing or not, but the way Dad waved me away - like I was a waiter at a fancy restaurant - gave hint that he did not care why I was leaving. "I'll see you guys in a bit, then."



Chelsea winked at me. "Get out while you still can."
"Yeah, yeah," Dad said hurriedly. "Have fun, Jase."
I slid my feet into my flip flops. "I'll try my best."
If I had left without saying a single word, I doubted that Dad would have even noticed.
Every step I took covered another inch of ground that brought me closer to Mom, and thus made my heart race a little bit faster. By the time I reached her room, I had to lean against the door frame for a couple of seconds to steady myself before I had the courage to knock.
Why am I so nervous? I thought. It's probably just a mouse or something! Relax!
With a slight - but quite noticeable - quiver in my hand, I reached out and knocked on the door.
"Who is iiiiiit?" Mom sang from behind the door.
"H-housekeeping!" I exclaimed with a stutter.
Mom unlocked the latch and opened the door, but only enough so that she could stick her head out to scan the scene. "You weren't followed, were you?"
I chuckled, which offered a nice break from the tension in which I had wound myself. "I don't know! I'm not a spy, Mom. I told them I was going for a walk, if that makes you feel any better."
She opened the door all the way and made a hurried motion for me to step inside. "Come in, come in."
I entered the room and was instantly greeted by the welcome presence of air conditioning. The shades were closed, letting in just enough light to make out Mom's beautiful, smiling face as I walked past her. The carpet under my feet was soft, and more welcoming than the hardwood floors I was used to at home. Despite the chill in the air, I had felt my soul begin to warm up as soon as I had laid eyes on her toothy grin.
"It's nice in here," I remarked.
Mom shrugged and closed the door behind me, then locked the deadbolt. "I like to keep it brisk. You don't mind, do you?"
"Nope. I love getting to see my breath in the air!"
She rolled her eyes. "Oh, hush. Now you sound like your father."
I feigned surprise. "Dad knows how to make jokes? First I've heard of it."
"I'm sure there is tons about your father that you don't know. One of the things that you do know is that he is not very perceptive of social cues."
I narrowed my eyes. "I guess not. What does that have to do with--"
"But I am," she said abruptly. "I notice things, honey -- lots of things."
I did not know why, but I began to grow even more uncomfortable. "Um. Okay? What kinds of things?"
She did not answer me right away, but rather backed up until her legs bumped into the foot of the bed, whereupon she promptly sat. "Can you come sit with me?"
I was thoroughly perplexed, but intrigued even more so. I obeyed her wish and sat down beside her, our combined weight making the mattress sag in the middle.
"Well, sweetheart," she began, "I'm going to ask you something and I just want the truth. I won't be mad, or upset, unless you lie to me."
"Okay..."
Mom reached over and took one of my hands in hers, then placed our interlocked mitts in her lap. "Are you having fun? Like, here?"
I nodded. "Yeah, it's pretty awesome."
She gently rubbed the back of my thumb with hers own. "Good, good. I'm happy to hear that. We've been here for a couple days already, and recently I've been noticing some... well, let's just call them 'patterns,' shall we?"
I did not get the hint that she wanted me to respond, so I waited silently.
"I didn't notice it at first, but over the last day or so you've been acting different. I just want to make sure that everything is okay, I guess. Do you know what I'm talking about?"
I shook my head.
She faked a smile that seemed designed to put me at ease, but there was worry behind her eyes - perhaps one of those thing that Dad wouldn't have noticed. "Then I'm just gonna say it, even if it's weird."
"O-okay, Mom." An influx of anxiety made my heart race in an entirely different way.
She licked her bottom lip, then bit down on the corner while she pondered her next words. "I've never noticed it before, so I feel like the heat may be getting to me... but I also know that I'm not crazy! I've been seeing things, honey -- things that make me wonder, and I just need answers. So, I guess I want to know..." She took a deep breath. "... if you've been looking at... well, me?"
I clenched my teeth so hard that I was certain they would crack under the pressure. "I mean, like, yeah? Sure. It's like, you know? I look at lots of stuff!"
Mom tilted her head. "Please, honey. No lying. You know what I'm asking, and I just want a straight answer. Yes or no?"
It felt like somebody had ripped my heart out of my chest. "Um. Okay I-- yeah, well, I guess... yes?"
"Yes?"
My jaw trembled, and I turned away from her in shame. "Yes. I... I don't know what to say. I didn't think you saw me."
"I did, honey," Mom said. "I saw, and if you're not careful, your Dad is going to see, too."
"I know!" I shouted much louder than I had meant to. "Sorry, Mom. I just mean, like... I know. You're right, I'll stop."
Mom tightened her grip on my hand. "I didn't call you in here to scold you. I'm not mad, I promise."
My brain was going haywire. "So... but, okay, so why did you call me?"
With her other hand, she reached behind me to rub the small of my back reassuringly. "I wanted to know why, honey. I was, like, ninety-nine percent positive that you'd been staring, but I just didn't know why. You've never done that before. Have you?"
I shook my head violently. "No! No, I haven't. I swear I haven't."
Her hand travelled up my back and came to a rest on my far shoulder. "Then why, Jason? What's going on with you? Talk to me, please."
I was frozen with such horror that my limbs refused to work. I was thankful that I had already taken a seat. Otherwise my quivering legs would have likely sent me tumbling to the ground. "It's the tan lines. I've always liked them - like, really liked them - and when I saw yours it was like someone flipped a switch in my brain."
"Oh, my." Mom was visibly flustered. "I didn't know I even could flip switches on someone your age. It's really all just because of my tan lines?"
I found it intriguing that could not deny herself the pride of having turned on a man who was half her age, regardless of our relationship. "It sounds silly, I know. But once I saw yours, and how pronounced they are, I couldn't stop thinking about them. I've imagined them a hundred different ways, which makes me feel like a crazy pervert, because you're my mother!"
Mom pressed her thumb into the center of my palm. "We can't control our bodies, honey. If my breasts turn you on, that's not your fault. Maybe it's my fault for flaunting them so much."
"Don't blame yourself, Mom," I insisted.
She thought for a moment while she continued to absentmindedly push her thumb into my palm. "Well, I have an idea, I think."
My heart skipped a beat, but I did not overplay my hand. "Oh yeah?"
"Yeah," she said softly. "Would it be helpful if I let you see them a little more? I don't want you to be so obsessed with my boobs - or, sorry, honey, my tan lines - that you end up missing the whole trip."
My heart skipped several beats that time. It as though it was pumping an emergency supply of blood directly to my cock, which was becoming semi-erect. I positioned my left hand -- the one that she was not holding on to -- over top of my burgeoning erection so that she would not see how pathetically hard I was getting over the mere mention of having her breasts displayed to me in all of their multicolored glory.
"I-- what? Are you-- y-you're being serious?"
She shook her head with a quiet chuckle. "I think you're giving them too much credit, sweetheart. They're just boobs!"
"But they're yours!" I argued.
"Do you... I mean, like that they're mine, rather than somebody else's?" The sincere curiosity painted on by her tightly knitted brow told me that she was not as disgusted as I had expected her to be. In fact, she seemed quite intrigued by my revelation.
"I don't know, Mom. I didn't feel this way - at least, I don't think I did - before the vacation. But now... all I do know is that I can't stop thinking about you!"
Mom shook her head and gestured to her bikini with a wave of her hand. "Serves me right. I thought this would get your father's attention, but I guess I caught yours instead!"
"Well, I think he's a moron for not giving you attention when you look this sexy."
Mom tilted her head to the side inquisitively. "You really don't have a problem calling me that?"
I shook my head so vehemently that I became dizzy, and was thankful that I had already sat down. It dawned on me that I had consumed enough alcohol to invite the spins, which, coincidentally, turned out to be the same amount that was required for me to be fully honest with my mother.
"I think you're gorgeous, Mom. Even if I did care that you were my mom - like, if my brain cared, I mean - my body wouldn't. Once I saw you tanning it just... everything changed. I felt like I was losing my mind!"
Mom shuffled about anxiously. "What do you mean your 'body would not?' Are you talking about--"
"Yes!" I cut her off curtly. "Yes, I am. That's exactly what I'm talking about."
She tried to stop the corner of her mouth from curling into a sheepish grin, but failed. "Wow. That's, uh-- that's a lot, honey."
I threw up my hands in defeat. "I know! I'm not in control here, Mom. I didn't want this to happen, but it did."
She sucked in a long, patient breath through her nostrils. "Can I see?"
Adrenaline momentarily spiked my heart rate. "W-what?"
"You heard me. Can I see it?"
I can only assume there was a very long pause before she spoke again. I wasn't in any state to count the seconds or eons.
"If you're uncomfortable--"
"I'm not," I said insistently. "I just wanted to make sure I heard you."
"You did," she said meekly. "Just move your hand, honey. Let me have a look."
I could not measure the dosages of fear, shame, excitement, and rampant horniness that were coursing through my body. It felt as though I were nothing but a concoction of those conflicting emotions, each warring to be the forward-facing feeling that drove my actions.
I suppose excitement grabbed the wheel for at least a moment or two. It guided my left hand away from the tent in my shorts that had been steadily growing for the past couple of minutes. Thanks to the loose fit of my swim trunks, there was nothing to stop my rigid cock from forming a vulgar bulge that made the fabric stick out nearly seven inches in front of me.
I looked to Mom, whose eyes had not left my lap for a single second, and found her stricken with awe, her mouth agape as she soaked in the scene before her.
"Wow, honey," she said breathlessly. "It's... yeah, wow."
I smirked arrogantly. "You're just saying that."
She scoffed in a manner that was borderline condescending, as though she considered me a fool for suggesting that she would ever lie about something so important. "I am not just saying that, Jason."
"Saying what, exactly?" I knew the answer with relative certainty, but I knew it would feel so much better to hear her say it aloud.
Mom huffed through her nose. "Saying that your dick is big, honey. Like, really big."
"Bigger than--"
"Yes," she cut me off curtly, as I had done to her moments prior. "A lot bigger, actually. But you cannot tell him I told you that."
"Deal."
I was surprised how casual - how oddly nonchalant - Mom seemed to be about admiring my erection while we held hands. She had not even so much as loosened her bikini string, and already my dick was pulsating with more life than I had ever felt.
The soft pads of her fingertips poked into my palm. She was sitting close enough to me - our thighs touching - that I could smell the faint chemical scent of her tanning oil singeing my nostrils. Her golden hair had fallen onto my shoulder and cascaded down my back like threads of silk whose ends tickled my skin whenever she moved her head.
"Lemme guess," she said. "You wish you were alone right now, huh?"
"Fuck no!" I insisted adamantly. "I wanna be right here with you."
She snickered, then pointed to my dick. "I just meant so that you could take care of this, sweetheart."
"I'm serious! I just... I dunno, Mom. I don't even want to go back to the pool if you're not with me, ya know? Does that make sense?"
"It sure does, honey. I believe it's called 'puppy love,' and you've got a really bad case."
I blushed. "Is it that obvious?"
"Extremely." She turned her head briefly to plant a kiss on my shoulder. "Are you really going to, you know... do that while thinking about me later?"
I grimaced awkwardly. "Is there a right answer here?"
"Just the truth."
I swallowed the dry lump in my throat. "Okay. Then... yeah, probably."
Mom clicked her tongue. "I guess I picked the right bikini, then."
I chuckled nervously. "Well, in the interest of honesty I should warn you; I'm gonna picture you out of the bikini."
Mom gasped a little. "Oh! Um, okay, that makes sense. But you don't even know what my boobs look like! Is it normal to just use your imagination like that?"
"Hey! You were the one that mentioned letting me see them."
She pulled her head off of my shoulder with a soft gasp. "I meant, like, to take a peek at the tan lines! I wasn't gonna just flat out show you my boobs! I didn't-- well, yeah. I mean, honestly, I didn't think you would be comfortable with that."
"I am!" I declared with full confidence.
She went quiet again, her tightly knitted brow informing me that she was weighing something heavy against the balance of her normal sensibilities. "So, what if we just get it over with, then? If you really want to see--"
"I do!" I insisted.
"--and if I really want to show you--"
"Do you?" I interrupted a second time.
"I... think I do, yeah. So... maybe it's not the worst idea in the world."
My jaw dropped. "You're saying you want to show me your boobs?"
Her leg was bouncing anxiously as she hurried to explain herself. "Well, I don't want to, exactly. I'm doing this so you don't spend the rest of the vacation obsessing over my breasts. You'll waste the whole trip! I figure that, if I show them to you, you'll realize they're just normal, boring boobs."
I did not buy her attempt convince me that she was being selfless. She'd already let too much slip: having tried and failed to catch Dad's eye during one of their - well, our -- extremely rare getaways, not to mention the compliment she'd given my cock. The prospect of seeing her boobs suddenly had me thinking like a dead-sober evil genius; if she needed to pretend she was doing nothing more than helping a horny goon get past an obsession, I was more than willing to play along.
"Maybe you're right," I said. "Maybe I'm overhyping them in my head, but... there's only one way to find out."
Mom offered a tempered smile, one that she did not permit to blossom into the full, toothy grin that I imagined it would have if she were not acting so coy. "I guess you're right, honey. Our hands are tied." She turned her body so that she was facing me and crossed her legs on the bed. "Is this okay?"
"Y-yeah.," I stammered. "I-- er, it's perfect."
Mom straightened her back and reached both hands behind herself to untie the bikini. First, she loosened the tether that looped around her chest. The two strings fell to either side of her body, dangling freely while she moved to untie the one around her neck. Then she pinched the knot with the fingers on one hand and used her opposite forearm to pin her loose bikini top against her breasts so it would not fall away once she finished her work.
My eyes were glued to her chest, but I could see in my peripheral vision that she was studiously observing my reaction to each of her movements. It easily came undone with just one tug, leaving her arm as her last line of defense against my unabashed leering.
"Okay, honey," she said softly. "Are you ready?"
I nodded and licked my lips. "Fuck yes."
She, too, nodded eagerly. With a deep breath, she opened her bra like she were pulling apart the flap of a trench coat. Her arm - with her fingers gripping the side of her bikini top - swung in a wide arc, bringing the top with her so that the entire blue garment was removed at once.
Her boobs hung low on her chest, full and heavy with the weight of time. They were not firmly sculpted, but softened and - most enticing of all - real, having been shaped by gravity and the many decades over which she had carried their tremendous burden.
The drooping udders bore pale markings, making it obvious exactly where her bikini had rested. The contrast between the sun-kissed bronze and white, virgin skin was bold enough that I imagined it could have been seen from outer space. The untouched flesh appeared soft -- almost porcelain -- against the surrounding area that had adopted a remarkable caramel hue.
The border separating the two zones was crisp, and so perfectly segmented that I would have ventured to call it geometric. Across her upper chest - just above her sternum with the smattering of light brown freckles - the tan had spread. The contrast in color operated as a map that showed precisely where she had allowed the light to reach, and where she had not.
"Wow, Mom," I whispered.
"What do you think?" she asked sincerely.
"I-I... yeah, wow." I could not think of anything smarter to say, but I believed that my facial expression was sending a clear message.
"I guess you like what you see?" Mom asked quietly.
"Yeah," I admitted without averting my eyes. "How could you tell?"
Mom chuckled, which made her tits jiggle a little bit. "Seriously? Honey, you've been touching your dick for the past thirty seconds."
I have? I looked down to see that my hand had subconsciously begun to paw at the growing tent in my shorts. Holy shit! I have, and I didn't even notice! That's so embarrassing.
I prepared to defend myself. "Oh, I guess I'm getting ahead of myself. My brain just went on autopilot or something!"
She arched an eyebrow. "And that autopilot made you start touching your dick in front of your mother?"
The mention of her title made my dick flex. "I'm not gonna 'get over it' - as you said - by just looking."
"You need to masturbate?" she asked bluntly, almost as more of a statement than a question.
"Er, yeah. That. Otherwise I'm just gonna feel wound up all day."
"Well... I mean, do you want to?"
My brain took control to answer her with a definitive "Yes!"
She was taken aback slightly. "You don't want to think it over for a second? I thought maybe you'd be embarrassed."
I shook my head. "I probably should be, but honestly right now I'm just too horny to care."
That straightforwardness made her laugh a little and diffused some of the tension. "Wow. My boobs are making my own son horny. Now that's something you don't hear every day!"
I would not be sidetracked by her attempt to lighten the mood. I was laser focused on giving my brain what it craved so deeply. "So... can I?"
She nodded with uncertainty, but seemed intrigued enough to let me proceed. "Sure, honey. Go ahead."
She had barely finished speaking by the time I had dropped my bathing suit around my ankles, leaving me completely naked from head to (mostly) toe when I sat back down on the foot of the bed.
Mom glanced down briefly, her eyes wide with shock. Then came the double take, which she performed with astonishment plastered across her entire face. "Jesus, Jason!"



"What?" I asked.
She gawked like a fish out of water a couple times, searching for the words. "I-I, uh... yeah. I just don't remember it looking so... um, like that."
"Like what?"
She shrugged so that her shoulders were up around her ears. "I don't know! All, like, big and hard... and veiny!"
I raised an eyebrow as I tried to see my dick in the same admirable light she had. "Uh, thanks, I guess. I didn't think it was that big, to be honest."
She smiled, and added a soft purr. "Yeah, it is. Trust me."
"I guess I'm not the only one with big, like... things." Damn, that sounded way smoother in my head.
Mom tilted her head to the side with a curious twinkle in her eye. "Big blessings, you mean?"
I licked my lips hungrily. "Huge, gigantic, tanned blessings!"
She used the insides of her elbows to push the heavy, drooping twins together so they met at the center of her chest. "Well, they appreciate the appreciation, honey. Did you want to start touching yourself now?"
I knew that I sure as hell did, and at her suggestion I hastily wrapped a hand around my cock and began to slowly stroke it, fueling my already-raging horniness by unabashedly staring at Mom's exposed tits.
Besides her extraordinary tan, which rivaled any I had ever seen on the internet, my eyes were drawn to her nipples. They were striking, and jutted out at least a full inch in their puffy, enlarged state. They were a faint, rosy hue, but that color deepened towards the center, becoming darker like the pistil of the flower. Both of the pink nubs stood at attention, though I was not sure if it were the air conditioning that had made them stiffen, or the excitement of having my eyes ravenously scour her naked flesh.
Surrounding both of the perky nubs were two wide, rubbery areolas that looked to be larger than my hand. They were truly enormous, and I loved how they encompassed nearly a third of the surface of her sagging breasts. The edges of the muted mauve caps were not as boldly defined as her tan lines, but I admired how their border seemed to melt gently into the surrounding skin like watercolor seeping into wet paper.
Mom summoned me out of my hypnotic trance. "Is this okay? Should I... I mean, do you want me to do anything special?"
I grunted my approval and motioned to her breasts with my chin, my hand already a flurry as I beat off to her enchanting nudity. "Touch!"
"Touch?" she asked.
"Touch them!" I instructed urgently.
"You want-- oh! Like, play with them?" She feigned innocence, as if my caveman-like request had not been obvious enough. "I mean, I guess I could try that. Are you close yet?"
I knew by her inquiry that she was hoping that - in the event she did play with her tits - it would be a short stint, so I slowed my rapid stroking in order to encourage her to play along-- literally! "Come on, Mom. It would really help if you jiggled them around a bit. Please?"
She sighed and chewed on the corner of her mouth. "Fine, but only because you asked so nicely."
Yeah, that's totally the only reason! Deep down, I figured that Mom relished having someone marvel at her nudity. It was something she needed, apparently, and Dad wasn't providing it. I was more than happy to pick up his slack.
She placed her palms flat against her nipples, leaving the edges of her wide areolas to peek out from the sides of her hand, and splayed out her fingers as widely as she could. With each of the extended digits, she dug in hard enough to draw thin creases in her pliable flesh where the pressure was at its strongest.
I watched with bated breath as she leaned forward slightly. The full weight of her drooping breasts responded to gravity, shifting downward only to be drawn up again by her steady hands. Their sheer weight made them slump and spread under their own mass, distorting with gravity as if slowly melting from the warmth of her hands.
"Like that?" Mom asked quietly.
I nodded. "Yeah, like that. Can you, like, squeeze them more?"
With a grin, she said, "I sure can, sweetheart."
She straightened her back and continued to massage each bulky udder, following an alternating pattern of squeeze, squish, and knead, as though she were thoroughly working two enormous heaps of softened dough. Her forearms flexed slightly as she lifted her breasts upward, letting them billow, sag, and settle before molding them back into shape.
There was a certain elegance about my mother that was simply captivating. She had not spoken, nor had she looked up after a few seconds of silent massaging. Her breathing had quickened slightly, but I did not think that it was from the strain of carrying such weight in her arms.
Mom held up the wobbling piles of tenderized meat, one in each hand, with their rosy nipples pointed towards me -- presenting them as though her palms were serving platters. Her first finger and middle formed a "V" that flanked the stiffened nubs on either side. She then closed her fingers, firmly trapping her nipples between the insides of her digits.
It had been almost two decades since I had nursed from her, and seeing her nipples sandwiched between her fingers made me long to have them dribbling milk into my mouth. I began salivating at the mere thought, even though my throat had felt like a desert just moments prior.
"Should I go slower?" Mom asked. "Faster?"
"Just keep doing what you're doing," I insisted.
She clicked her tongue with disapproval. "Uh-huh, sure. Are you even trying to cum? You're going so slowly!"
I knew she was right; I had been taking my time in the hopes that the moment - and my view of her brown-and-white tits - would last for as long as possible.
"This is how I do it! It always takes a while." I was lying, but she did not know that.
"Okay, just... hurry up, sweetheart. Your father might come back to check on me at any minute."
She was right; I could not stall forever, but I wanted to see just how much further I could take things before she formally refused my advances.
"Well, Mom. If you really want to help--"
"Tell me!" she interrupted with excited urgency.
"Maybe... could I try touching them?"
Mom starred at me, her face blank and eyes unblinking. "I don't know if that's a good idea, Jason."
"Please, Mom? Pleeeease can I touch them?"
She smirked, entertained by my desperation, though it looked as though she still possessed the good sense to be at least somewhat ashamed that she was considering it at all. "I mean, you're only going to use one hand, anyway. Is that even worth it?
"Fuck yes!"
She rolled her head side to side, likely playing out the possibilities in her mind. "I don't know, honey. Maybe we should just-- oh!"
Against my better judgement, and driven by lustful urges, I impulsively reached out my left hand and grabbed onto her breast before she could finish talking. In my mind, I had convinced myself that she wanted to say yes, and just needed a bit of coaching.
Mom's mouth hung open even after the shock of being touched had subsided, but even then she did not tell me to remove my hand. She looked down to see her adult son kneading her doughy breast, undeniably enchanted by the sight. "W-wow. This is really happening. You're touching my... my boob, honey. Wow."
"I can't believe it either," I said, though it was obvious that Mom was having a tougher time processing the sudden groping.
Mom's skin was terrifically smooth, and the texture of her massive breast uniquely pillowy. As my fingers sank in, the malleable putty oozed between them, reinforcing just how soft and supple she was. Her breast was heavy and dense, but easily shaped by my firm squeezes. Each one molded it around my rigid fingers, whose tips sought to leave a swirled imprint in her pliable flesh.
I could not believe that I was awake. It was positively surreal to have my hand freely groping my mother, and even more bizarre that she seemed to be into it. The more I fidgeted with the firm, pink peak, the further Mom expressed her enjoyment by making soft, barely audible whimpers. As she watched me fumble around with her breast, she seemed to become antsy, squirming around on the bed while my fingers prodded her naked flesh.
"Oh, sweetheart," she mewed quietly. "You... wow, you're really touching me. But... it's okay. This is okay, right?"
I nodded. "I think so. Can I keep going?"
"Mmhmm!" she murmured through pursed lips. "Yeah, just... it's been a while since anyone else touched them like this! Do they, um..."
I looked up at her, reluctantly tearing my eyes away from the warm, doughy handful into which my fingers were still embedded. "Do they what?"
She looked away with a slight redness upon her cheeks. "Do they feel, like, good?"
I was unsure of how to process such an absurd question, and instinctively chortled as though taken aback by an off color joke. "Do they-- what? Seriously? They feel fucking amazing, Mom! This is awesome!"
Her shameless grin revealed the entire top row of her teeth. "Yeah? I kind of thought they'd gotten a bit saggy."
"No, Mom. They're beautiful. You have the most amazing boobs I've ever seen!"
She blessed me once again with her beautiful smile. "Oh, honey. Thank you, that's nice to hear. Are you getting any closer now?"
"Er, not really," I lied.
Had I wanted to, I would have been able cum on command, but since I had been taking it slow, I still had some control. I knew that lying would allow me to push things even further, and I was curious as to what else Mom would allow me to get away with.
"Maybe you could use both hands?" she suggested.
"But then I couldn't... you know," I said with a gesture toward my cock. "Unless you're offering to take over for me."
Her cheeks turned a shade of red so fantastically dark that it appeared almost purple in the dim light provided by the drawn curtains. "I... I certainly wasn't. I don't even know if I could do something like that!"
I batted my eyelashes innocently. "Please, Mommy?" I had hoped that invoking her matronly name would awake some kind of deep-seated instinct to coddle me.
"Honeyyyyy," she groaned. "Are you really asking me to jerk you off? You don't want that, right?"
I got the impression that she wanted me to push back so that she felt less guilty about giving in to her lustful urges. It seemed that she was only resisting so that I would work extra hard to convince her to drop her guard, so I arched an eyebrow and prepared to call her bluff. "I really, really want that. Are you saying you don't want to?"
"I..." She huffed, then thought for a few seconds. "It's not about what I want; it's about what you'll think of me if I do. Touching you would be... well, it's something we could never take back. I feel like a bad mom for even letting you see me like this, let alone putting your hands on me-- or mine on you!"
I energetically shook my head. "No! No, Mom. No. You're an amazing mom, trust me. You don't have to do anything you don't want to do."
She sighed deeply. "That's what scares me, honey. I do want to, but I know I shouldn't. You're my son and I can't just... I shouldn't want to touch you that way."
"But you do, don't you?"
She nodded with a head that seemed weighed down by the plethora of heavy thoughts swimming through her brain. "Yeah, I do. I miss feeling like this -- feeling... sexy, I guess. The way you look at me makes me feel like I'm twenty years old again."
"Well," I said, "I'm already touching you! I wouldn't blame you for wanting to get even."
Mom scrunched up her nose. "My god, honey. I can't believe I'm think about saying yes to touching your penis!"
"But you are, right?" I asked eagerly. I had been all for playing games, but my cock was growing impatient.
Mom raked her teeth across her lower lip with a subtle nod that grew more pronounced as she came to the realization. "Yeah. Yeah, I am. I'm on vacation, so screw it! You only live once, right?"
I had never been happier to hear another series of words in my life. "Really, Mom? You mean it?"
She gave a bashful smirk. "Better start before I change my mind! Hands off, mister. Mommy wants a turn."
I shuddered at the use of that word again. There was something fantastically erotic about her referring to her position in our familial hierarchy while she agreed to jerk me off. The contrast of those conflicting energies tied my guts in a knot that refused to loosen.
I removed my hand and lifted it up alongside the one that was still groping her. It had been a dream come true to touch her with one hand, but using both felt right. Being able to move them in unison - pushing her tits together like two great, white waves crashing against each other - was a spectacle that I knew would never be matched.
Mom responded to my attentive squeezing by applying pressure of her own around my cock. She firmly wrapped both of her hands around it, using all ten tiny fingers to simultaneously massage the fat pipe. Even with her fists stacked on top of each other, the reddened mushroom head at the tip still stuck out from between her curled fingers.
"Wow," she remarked, though I did not feel as though the utterance was for my benefit; she was truly in awe. "I think I need a few more fingers for this thing. Either that, orrrr..." She gestured, with a flick of her head, towards her bedside table. "Grab me that brown jar, please. I think you're gonna like this."
I leaned back and stretched my arms out to grab hold of the plastic tub. I opened the lid with one sharp twist that instantly had my nostrils inundated by the scent of lotion infused with cocoa butter. "You use this stuff?"
"Mmhmm," Mom replied. "On my boobs, especially."
I gave one of her hanging breasts a firm squeeze for emphasis. "So that's why they're so soft!"
Mom reached into the jar with one hand while the other stayed obediently wrapped around the root of my cock. She coated four fingers with the yellowish goop, then smeared it across her fingers and palms by rubbing them together. Then she extended her hand towards me. "Does that look slippery enough, sweetheart?"
I could nearly see my slack jawed reflection staring back at me in the shiny surface of her palm. "I-I think so, yeah."
She held my dick in place with her clean left hand, which was still tightly secured against my pelvis. With the slimy, lotion-covered hand, she slowly tightened each of her fingers, one by one, around the knob at the end. First she coiled her pinky, then her ring finger, and so on until the throbbing behemoth was completely cocooned.
Mom pulled her left hand off of me, which made space for her lotion-covered fist to plummet to the base of my dick in its place. The lotion left behind a glossy shimmer that glistened even in the low light. She quickly replaced her clean hand around the pulsating, red crown - where the slimy one had originally been - so that it, too, could be coated with a slippery layer of lotion.
"F-fuck, Mom," I grunted. "That feels amazing."
"Just wait, honey. I haven't even started yet."
To prove that she was not bluffing, Mom began to rotate her wrists in opposite directions, applying an alternating corkscrew motion to each half of my erection. It might have stung had she done it dry, but the copious layer of lotion saturating my dick made it so that her fingers effortlessly glided back and forth. She worked herself into a pattern of long, attentive strokes and did not slow down once she found a comfortable rhythm.
Every few strokes, she would gingerly raise her clenched fists toward the head of my cock as though she were trying to squeeze the cum out of it like toothpaste. She tugged with both arms, her touch rhythmic and methodical.
"Whooooaaaaa," I said as I exhaled all of the breath in my lungs.
"Good, honey?" Mom asked perkily.
"Your hands feel so silky! Fuck, Mom. You're good at this!"
"Thank you, honey." Mom pinched the excess skin against my pelvis with her lower hand, which made the already-bloated head inflate even further. "I'm just trying to hurry before somebody comes snooping around."
"I'm not trying to hold back," I lied insistently. "It feels amazing, but I'm not quite there yet."
"Shhhhh, honey." She squeezed until the fleshy balloon grew to a size that she was satisfied with, then wrapped one hand squarely around it and pressed down until lotion oozed through her clenched fingers. "Don't rush. Just focus on Mommy's hands touching you."
My eyelids fluttered madly, and a guttural groan escaped my throat. "Why is that so sexy?"
She giggled with glee. "I thought you liked it when I used that word earlier. You like Mommy's slippery fingers, sweetheart?"
"UUuuhhhHHH!" I wailed, overwhelmed with pleasure that made my dick throb mightily.
Mom must not have expected such a powerful flex, and seemed genuinely surprised at the muscle trying to break out of her secure grip. "Jesus, Jason! Are you sure you're not close? It sure feels like you are!"
"Not yet, not yet," I chanted. I knew there was still time for her to explore me before I reached my limit, and I wanted to use every second that we had to its fullest.
"Do you like having your balls played with? I can do that, too."
"Holy shit, for real?"
"Of course, sweetheart," Her voice - soft and comforting - carried me back to my youth, imbuing her offer to juggle my balls with a confusing yet enticing hint of nostalgia.
She did not wait for a response, and instead inferred by my excited reply that it was something I wanted desperately.
My spine turned to butter as she encircled the base of my dangling sack with her left hand, securing my plump testicles in her palm when she closed her fingers around the root. She had wisely left her other hand around my cock, which she treated to a repeated flurry of short squeezes, although it was clear that her main focus was on my balls as she began to gingerly roll them around in her fingers.
"They're so heavy," she remarked giddily. "I've never held a pair of balls this big before."
It may have been both sick and stupid, but her comment filled me with pride. "That feels fucking amazing, Mom."
"Yeah?" she piped up. "You like when I do this?" She then tossed my balls up and down like she was weighing a sack of coins in her palm. Each time they landed against her soft palm heel it felt like she was giving them a gentle pat; it was enough for me to feel each impact without being enough to hurt.
I emitted an unseemly groan. "Oh, Christ. That's fucking awesome."
She lazily juggled them a few more times, then reaffirmed her grip around the base with her thumb and first finger. She then pulled downward on the hefty eggs, proving once again that she knew exactly how to walk the line between pain and pleasure. "Good, sweetheart. Good boy."
Though she had paused her stroking routine while she'd grown acquainted with my balls, the hand gripping my dong had not remained idle for long. Once she'd become familiar with how to properly massage my balls, Mom had combined the two techniques into one performance.
The bottom of her clenched fist drew an imaginary line halfway up the length of my cock -- one that her hand refused to cross. She focused her stroking solely on the upper portion of my dong so she could zero in on the fat, puffy helmet. Her greasy fingers tenderly hugged the sides of my shaft. She closed them around the mushroom head over and over again, each time twisting her wrist in a different direction, at a new speed, and with varying degrees of strength. Her movements were wildly unpredictable, yet expertly practiced.



In one moment she would subject me to a calm, clockwise rotation that made her fingerprints loosely scrape against my sensitive cock head. Before I'd gotten used to that sensation, she would rapidly change direction just as she tightened her slippery, makeshift sheath.
I wailed like a banshee being exorcised. "F-fuuuuuck, Mom!"
"I'm good with my hands, huh?" she boasted. "It's different with a big one, though."
"D-different h-how?" I stammered between breaths.
She mused over the considerable differences, but did not pause her disciplined tugging - or tear away her wide, fascinated stare - for a single second. "More fun when there's this much to play with. And your balls, honey! How do you even walk around with these big, fat things between your legs?"
I laughed, which made my balls pull tighter to my body despite the firm grip she had around them. "I've wondered the same thing about your boobs before."
Mom giggled with her eyes trained on my cock. "They're more than a handful, that's for sure. Speaking of handfuls, honey, are you getting close? I don't mean to rush you, but my arms are starting to get a bit tired."
I knew that the end was nigh, but there was one thing that I felt I needed to do before it was all over. "Uh, I guess so. But..."
The force of her fervent stroking made a speckle of lotion splatter against her chin on the upstroke. "What is it, honey?"
"Can I..." I swallowed nervously. "Can I kiss you?"
Mom closed her eyes for a bit longer than a standard blink, and when she opened them again she was looking over at me, rather than down at my cock. "You want to kiss me?"
"Yeah."
She looked astonished, her mouth shaped in a perfect circle and her eyebrows raised high on her forehead. "Like, really kiss me?"
"God, yes!"
"Good." She relaxed her brow. "Because I want to kiss you, too - but I have an idea first!" She slid down off of the mattress and slumped onto her knees on the floor, where she rested her butt on her calves.
"An idea for what?"
Mom looked at me like I was a moron with her head cocked to the side. "For your cum, sweetheart. I thought maybe you'd want to shoot it on my boobs?"
The thought of decorating her spectacular coloration with cum immediately took root in my brain. "Uh-huh! Yeah! Yeah, I wanna do that!"
Mom was grinning ear to ear. "That's my boy."
By the look of happiness on her face, she seemed elated to be a canvas that I desired so desperately to grace - or sully -- and I did not blame her.
Given Mom's position on the floor, I would have needed to bend over quite far to reach her there, so she closed the distance between us by sitting up to rest her weight on her knees instead. That brought her tummy flat against the foot of the bed and made it so that she - along with her large, drooping udders - were tucked closely between my parted legs.
My spot on the bed made me almost a foot taller than her, and looking down on my doting mother gave me a wicked rush of dominant energy. I felt invincible having her hands dutifully tugging, squeezing, and caressing my cock while I stared down from above. That captivating sight was made even better thanks to her naked breasts - painted with the immaculate bronze marbling that I so adored - as they wobbled back and forth in tune with her energetic stroking.
Mom tilted her head back and looked up at me. Her eyes were alive with crackles of lightning that made the once calm, blue pools buzz energetically while she studied my face. "Lean forward, honey."
I craned my neck and arched my back so that, when I lowered my face, it was only a couple of inches away from Mom's. I could feel tiny gusts of hot air tickling my nose as she drew deep, haggard breaths. Mine was ragged, too, though not from exertion. I was nervous, and for good reason.
The loud, repetitive squelches made by her tiny hands as she furiously jerked me off became background noise to the rush of blood to my head. Rather than distract me, it made it easy to focus on the secluded reality that Mom and I had retreated into. Right then, I genuinely forgot that anything outside of her bedroom existed, or ever had.
I brushed my nose against hers; that elicited an adorable, high-pitched giggle from the woman whom I felt thoroughly compelled to kiss, and I considered it an invitation that I would not dare ignore. I was clearly not the only one who enjoyed pretending that we were young, horny lovers who had escaped to the privacy of our bedroom.
Mom slithered her tongue out and licked the opening of my mouth, trailing its tip through the slit between my lips until I inched mine out to greet her. She cooed happily when they connected, then pushed hers forward to breach my defences and make her way inside.
She needn't have forced the issue. I welcomed her, ushering her tongue in as deep as she dared to go before using my own to flatten hers against the roof of my mouth. She took that as a bid for control that she would not willingly concede, and fought against me to be the leader in the dance of saliva-laden dominance.
Something in the back of my head urged me to reach out my hands, and I did not question it. It told me to cradle her face -- to gently coddle the sides of her head while we made out. It felt natural to hold her steady while her tongue thrashed wildly around my mouth, but it felt even more fulfilling once I began to let my hands wander.
I moved my left hand to the back of Mom's head, then dug in with all five fingers to firmly root them in her mane of golden hair.
The moment I took hold of her, she released a satisfied groan from deep in her stomach. "Oh, m-my," she whimpered between sloppy kisses.
I growled seductively as I pulled away just enough to make her want to chase after me. "You like that?"
"I like having your hands on me." Mom lurched forward, desperately trying to find my mouth for another kiss. She was panting with her eyes closed tightly. Her mouth hung open, and had she not licked her lips with unquestionable hunger, there would have been a trail of saliva drooling down her chin. "More kisses, please, and--" Mom drew a raspy breath through her sodden gullet. "--pull my hair, honey."
I wove my fingers into her flowing blonde hair, then pulled down so that her nose was pointed towards the ceiling. The faint, fluttery gasp that escaped her mouth was at an unrecognizably high pitch. I had never heard a woman moan with such overt lust, but she clearly thrived on being manhandled and did not want to conceal that truth.
I mashed my mouth against Mom's while keeping a tight hold on the reins, ensuring that she stayed in position while I mauled her open mouth with an onslaught of hungry kisses.
I felt as though I could devour her whole. I towered over the woman who had given me the divine gift of life, holding her frail head in my powerful hands, riddled with an insurmountable hunger to consume her. The affection she gave me was of such purity, and so encompassing, that I quickly realized I did not want to ever go another day without being satiated by it-- by her.
It was that unprecedented sense of comfort -- one that only a boy's mother can provide for him -- coupled with the surreal pleasure of her throttling my cock that finally brought me to the edge. I knew that I could have lasted a couple more minutes had it not been for the serendipitous peace that she gave me-- a feeling so strong that it could only be compared to magic.
"M-Mom!" I spat out between a flurry of lashing tongues.
"I know, she whispered breathily. "I know. Do it, honey. Shoot it all on Mommy's boobs."
My dick throbbed in response, as though her encouragement - the permission to add a dash of white to that canvas of sharp contrasts - had summoned it forth.
I released a passionate roar into Mom's open mouth, the might of which evoked a small gasp from her. I clung to her skull, surrounding it in a tight hold that forced her to remain stationary, though her hands were not bound by the same restriction.
My cock head bloated to the size of a full, ripe strawberry - with color to match, as Mom coiled a slippery mitt around it and began giving it a series of quick, cozy clenches. With that technique, she began to drag the cum out of me one hot, sticky rope at a time.
I buried my tongue as deep in her throat as I could reach, hoping that her mouth would muffle the eccentric wailing that I'd taken to when the first of many eruptions had come flying out of the engorged bulb. I was not sure how many times I actually fired cum from my piss slit. I was lost in the sensational feeling of Mom's milking to keep track, and the same could be said for time. It could have been a minute, or two, or an entire hour. The very concept of passing seconds became nonsensical, and I would have floated blissfully for an eternity in the void where only she and I existed.
I finally relinquished my hold on her head and allowed my body to relax. My eyes fluttered as the final shockwaves of pleasure rang out through my body.
"Baby?" Mom called to me, her voice cutting through the dense fog of palpable pleasure that hung around my head.
I opened my eyes and lifted my head, but it took another few seconds for my vision to focus. "Holy fuck."
She giggled and gave my cock -- which had barely begun to deflate -- a loving squeeze. "You can say that again. I thought you were gonna pass out, honey."
"No, no," I said wistfully with half of my brain still lost in dreamland. "Feels good. So, soooooo good."
She purred with glee. "You made quite the mess."
"I did?"
"Uh-huh. Take a look at my boobs, sweetheart."
To my delight, I looked down to find that she had not exaggerated. An utter mess of thick, sticky cum had been pasted across her sagging breasts like streaks of white paint. In addition to the gluey globs, there was a heap of watery, translucent seminal fluid that, unlike its opaque counterpart, was dribbling down over the swell of her drooping tits, following their curvature until the glistening droplets reached the undersides where they hung like beads of sweat.
I had never made myself orgasm that hard in my entire life; Mom had clearly coaxed my dick into giving her literally every drop my body had made.
The staunch, solid borders of conflicting color drawn onto her udders had been coated indiscriminately with cum, lending a sense of homogeneity to the once segregated shades. It looked as though the pristine purity of her raw flesh and the darkened, bronze finish of her magnificent tan were melting together. I thought she looked truly beautiful, and must have communicated that by the look of wonder that was apparently stuck on my face.
Mom joined me in gazing longingly at the masterpiece of splattered cum that was dribbling down her tits. "I didn't think you'd cum that much! I'm gonna have to take a shower now."
I gave her a wry smile. "Room for two?"
She flashed me a sly grin of her own. "Not on your life, mister. I need to actually get clean, and somehow I don't think you'd help me with that!"
"What am I supposed to do, then?" I whined.
Mom hopped to her feet and stood up abruptly enough to shake loose some of the blobs of baby batter. The globs that had been trickling slowly up until that point began to race towards their inevitable endpoint, wherefrom they plummeted off of her tits and fell onto her tummy below. "Wait here for me!" she said. "We can walk back together."
I groaned in annoyance. "Do we have to go back?"
"Yes, honey," Mom said sternly. "At some point we will have to see your dad and sister again."
With an exhausted sigh, I laid down on the mattress. "Well, if I'm lucky, my heart will have stopped racing by the time you're done in there."
Mom blew me an audible kiss, then turned to walk towards the bathroom. "Good luck with that, honey."
I heard the door click shut, followed by the shower water beginning to run. I knew that the smart move would have been to get dressed in case someone came around - Dad did have his own key, after all - but I could not find the energy, or perhaps the willpower, to get off of the bed.
All that I wanted to do was to wait for Mom to come back so we could further explore whatever it was that we had just embroiled ourselves in. She was all I could think about, and I had no problem with that; she was all I wanted to think about.
I had expected post-nut clarity to kick in once the ordeal had ended, and perhaps to feel a bit of shame that Mom and I had broken such a sacred boundary, but there was nothing of the sort for me to feel. I felt happy and fulfilled... but that wasn't all.
How am I already horny again? I silently asked myself. Am I just that obsessed with Mom?
I knew I had never experienced such profound lust for a person before, whether in real life or through a screen, which made it clear to me just how special my love for Mom truly was.
"Ahem." Mom cleared her throat from the doorway to the bathroom, where she stood with a towel wrapped around her body that covered everything below her chest, including her tits.
I flung my eyes open and turned my head to look at her. "Hey, Mom."
She smiled and tilted her head, gesturing to my groin with her chin. "I thought I took care of you, Mr. Horndog."
I looked down to see that, for the second time that day, I had begun unconsciously grabbing at my cock while I fantasized about my mother. That time, however, I felt absolutely no guilt after being caught. "I can't stop thinking about you, Mom. It's not my fault!"
She put on a pair of doe eyes and batted her long eyelashes at me. "Are you blaming Mommy for making your penis all big and hard?"
"Well, if I wasn't before, I definitely am now! I was satisfied, but then I started to think about you in the shower."
She smirked playfully and walked towards the bed. "Oh? And what did you think about, exactly?"
My heart thumped against my ribcage. "How I bet your tan is just as sexy on the bottom half as it is on the top!"
She tittered and gave me a sympathetic pout. "Poor baby. Were you hoping Mommy would show you her bum before we left?"
I shook my head. "Not just your ass, Mom."
She was taken aback momentarily. "I mean, I probably shouldn't be surprised. I guess your fascination doesn't stop with my boobs."
I shook my head again. "It does not, no."
Mom seemed tickled by my boldness, but the brief smile was washed off of her face in exchange for a wince. "Sweetheart, I haven't... I'm not, like, shaved or anything. I tidied it up a bit before we left for vacation, but--"
"Good," I said as I licked my lips. "I want to see you as you are."
"You really wanna see my pussy that badly?"
"More than anything in the world, Mom."
She blushed a staggering shade of red, but could not hide her enthused smile. "I, uh-- okay. Okay, sweetheart -- as long as you don't mind a bit of fur."
"I want to see you, whatever that means." It was completely true; I had never longed for a singular woman with such determination. I felt that Mom was the center of my universe, and I wanted to keep it that way.
Her goofy grin told me that she thoroughly enjoyed being ogled so brazenly. Her body language told me that a piece of her - quite a large one, too - craved to be the center of someone's attention.
Mom turned her back to me and swayed her butt back and forth, and I'm sure my eyes were bulging out of my head like I was a cartoon character. She clutched the edge of her towel, which was pinned under her arms, and slowly opened one side of the cotton curtain, then the other.
I was forced to stare at the back of her towel while she slowly, at a painstaking pace, began to lower it. I was once again greeted by the immaculate etching of her bikini top that the Sun had branded onto her skin, leaving behind a ghostly outline of where its spaghetti straps had once rested whilst the surrounding flesh had been cooked to a tantalizing golden-brown.
The towel dropped another foot, exposing the swell of her gigantic breasts that, due to their incredible size, were already partially visible. Even the faintest jostle made them wobble in such a way that I could see them trying to peek out around the sides of her body, swaying one way and then the other in a bid to remain in the spotlight whilst the exposure of her plump ass cheeks loomed on the horizon.
The small of her back came into view. The slender curve of her spine made me want to run my tongue along it until I reached the back of her neck. Just below it, right where her ass began to bow outward to form her two huge, blubbery cheeks, came the faintest hint of creamy white skin that mirrored the hue left behind by her bikini top.
Mom kept her ass hidden mostly behind the towel, but began to drop it slowly, dragging it side to side to slowly reveal more of her pasty flesh with each pass.
She tucked the edge of her towel below the swell of her cheeks, then pulled the fabric as tightly as she could so that it formed a long, makeshift pedestal for her fat rump to rest upon. The swell of her ass was so great that, with just a little effort, she was able to snugly embed the hem of the towel beneath the crux where her the bottom of her cheek met her upper leg.
The overlapping pudge made her ass appear visibly heavy, and I imagined that, if she'd wanted to, she could have used her large cheeks to pinch the towel and hold it in place without using her hands at all.
My heart quickened its already frantic pace. "C-can you bend over?"
"Of course, honey," she said cheerfully.
Mom bent at the waist without bending her legs, forming a right angle with her body that I was sure would cause gravity to drag her breasts straight down to the floor. If she'd not still been holding up the towel - which I longed for her to drop - I could tell that she would have been able to touch her toes easily. I'd had no idea that she was so flexible but hardly had a moment to be properly surprised.
"Should I let go of the towel?" she asked with a soft, upward curl in the tone of her voice.
"Y-yeah," I stammered.
"I thought soooooo," she sang happily as she dropped the cotton curtain.
Her full nudity -- at least that of her backside -- was offered up to me. It was sensational to look at Mom in all of her natural, unashamed glory, and knowing that she wanted me to look made it twice as delicious to do so.
Mom patted her bum with one hand a few times, giving her cheek a light spanking whose impact did not make nearly as much noise as I had hoped it would. Then she dug her fingernails into her swatted cheek and pressed down until they sank in. She squeezed a couple more times, treating the dense, juicy putty like a stress ball to clench and release, each time leaving red finger markings in her flesh.
"Are you watching?" Mom asked rhetorically.
She knew that I was, and so did not wait for a response. She gripped one plump cheek with each hand and began to spread them, correctly assuming that I was transfixed by the evolving scene.
Mom pulled herself apart slowly, allowing me to soak in each passing second of further exposure until her thin, pink slit had been fully splayed open. It was a blooming flower whose lush, ripe petals stretched open in a deep "V." She was slightly open from how wide she had spread herself, and that small, gaping mouth called to me like a siren to a sailor.
The gap between her thighs was narrow, yet I could see wisps of long, dark pubic hair peeking out between them. The coils that had been wetted by her juices clung to the inside of her leg, while the tendrils that had remained dry seemed as soft as the wool on a black sheep. The hair was either black or dark brown; I could not yet be sure, but I knew that I wanted to find out as soon as I could.



"Holy shit!" I exclaimed.
Mom released her pudgy cheeks and stood up straight, then peered at me over her shoulder. "Wanna see the front now?"
"Hell yes I do!"
Mom crouched down to pick up the towel again and tied it around her waist before she turned around, making absolutely no effort to conceal her breasts while she did. "Gotta put on a show for you, sweetheart."
I nodded eagerly. "I'm watching, Mom."
"Good boy," she said as she blew me a kiss.
She grabbed the corners of her towel again and held it up in front of her like a matador flashing a white cape, daring me to charge her. The edge of the towel rested just above her pussy, hiding the fur-covered mound behind the curtain for just long enough for me to get impatient.
"Hurryyyyy, please!" I begged with a pout.
She knew she had my attention, and did not waste time when she knew she could make good use of it. Little by little, inch by inch, she gradually lowered the towel and exposed more of her furry cunt and - as I had been imagining for days by that point - the chalky delineation that her bikini bottoms had left behind.
Lower and lower she dropped the towel, until she saw no reason to hold it up at all. It had not taken long for her entire pussy to come into view, and once it had, there was no sense in hiding what we both wished to be the centerpiece of the unfolding scene.
Mom's pussy sported a magnificent triangle of dark brown fur. Her pubic hair was surrounded by the crisp, creamy whiteness of her untanned skin -- the V-shaped memory of her swimwear, which lingered long after the garment had been removed.
I adored the fact that she remained unshaven. It appeared to be not out of rebellion, but of comfort and ease in her body. The hair atop her pussy was full and coarse, growing naturally across her mound, and though I had expected it to be gray in places, I was delighted to discover a singular shade of earthy brown.
She raked her fingers through the dense bush and lightly tugged on her fur. "What do you think?" she asked.
"Perfect. You're perfect, Mom."
She scrunched her nose. "Don't flatter me! Just be honest. Do you really like it?"
I stated at her quizzically. "That has to be a joke, right? It looks fucking awesome!"
She grinned sheepishly and turned her heels outward so that her toes were laid over one another. "Well, okay. You can keep flattering if you want to."
I stepped closer with my hands outstretched. "Can I--"
She slapped my hands away and stepped back. "I think you've done enough to my boobs for one day, sweetheart. I don't want your father to see all these--" She pointed to several faint red markings that I had drawn into her skin whilst groping her. "--when we go to sleep tonight. It might be hard to explain whose hands made them!"
I rolled my eyes playfully, though I was somewhat annoyed to be denied what I sought. "Fine, fine. Just... let me look at you, then."
Mom stood as she was, wholly herself in the presence of the boy she had birthed. Whether it was the soft texture of her pudgy abdomen, the way her shoulders sloped gently forward, or the subtle wrinkles that had gathered at her elbows and knees, all was laid bare for my eyes to obsessively admire.
"You're staring, honey."
I licked my dry lips, trying to seal the cracking skin with saliva as my cement. "I can't help it, Mom. You look phenomenal."
"They're just tan lines! I don't know why you're so obsessed -- although, I do miss having someone to appreciate... you know... me!"
"And I appreciate all of you. I just wish I could appreciate it even more!"
A flicker in her eye told me that she was intrigued by the idea. "I think I know where this is going. Okay, honey, I'm listening."
"Well, you look fucking beautiful, Mom-- at least, on the outside."
She sighed. "Oh, dear."
I froze my thought process. "What? What 'oh, dear'?"
She gave a timid smile. "Let's just say I had a funny feeling this would happen."
"I... er..."
"Let me guess; you wanted to know if Mommy feels amazing on the inside, too?"
I cringed at the fact that she had me pegged to a tee. "Yeah, that's pretty much it."
With a devilish smile on her face, Mom stepped towards to the bed and hiked her left leg up onto the mattress. She then turned the rest of her body to face me and excitedly thrust her mane of fluffy cunt fur towards my face. The hairy maw was mere inches away from me, and wafted its heated steam against my cheek. I could see every individual coil of hair that made up the lush, sprawling forest.
"Give me your hand." Mom held hers out, so I placed my wrist in the curve of her outstretched fingers. She closed them, then guided my hand between her legs. "Feel, sweetheart. Feel Mommy."
Together, with my hand in hers, we combed my fingers through the dark brown thicket. It got caught a couple of times on some of the knotted tendrils, but a short tug dislodged it each time. The tip of my finger wandered further under her body, searching for the source of the warmth that tickled it.
I straightened two of my fingers and pushed them through her soggy lips, nudging apart the curtains of plush meat so that I could wedge her bulging clitoris between each of my outstretched digits. "Christ, Mom. How are you so warm?"
"She's been warming up for you," Mom groaned. "I haven't been this fucking wet in years. I don't know what's gotten into me!"
"Me neither, but I know what's about to!"
Mom giggled with the jubilant glee of a woman half her age. "I hope it's that big, fat fucking cock of yours, honey."
I could have sworn that I witnessed her shedding years like snake skin as she slithered beside me onto the mattress, then up towards the headboard. Once there, she spun around to face me and slowly spread her golden legs, all the while studying me like I was helpless prey that had wandered into her nest. "You made Mommy awfully horny. You should do something about that."
Mom's legs were splayed out on either side of her body and bent at the knee, forming an alcove with her tuft of dark pussy hair framed in the center.
I got on my hands and knees to crawl towards her, but could not tear my eyes away from the magnificent mane crowning her cunt. I felt compelled to venture closer, summoned forth by the spellbinding trance that her pussy had cast on me.
Mom curled one of her fingers and beckoned me forth. "Come, honey. Get on top of me."
I crawled closer, then closer still, my dick a divining rod that guided me every step of the way. I inched forward until her outstretched legs flanked me on either side, at which point she drew them in so that she could lock her ankles behind the backs of my knees.
"Gotcha," she whispered. "Mine, now."
I towered above my mother. My forearms were unyielding pillars that supported me as I loomed overhead, staring down at a woman twice my age who, at that moment, appeared to be half my size. She was dwarfed under my menacing frame, but the look of unabashed glee on her face carried no hint of nervousness.
"Hi, baby," she cooed warmly.
"Hi, Mom."
I pushed the head of my dick through her dense bush, which tickled the sensitive underside of my throbbing helmet as it carved a path through the fuzzy jungle.
Mom thrust upward with her hips so that her pubic hair brushed against my cock with greater force. "Are you just gonna keep teasing me with that thing, or are you gonna put it back inside of me?"
I gulped anxiously. "B-back inside?"
She nodded with a fierce smile. "Back inside, honey. You haven't been in there in a long, long time. Do you wanna see if it's as warm and wet as you remember it?"
Obviously she knew that I did not have any actual memories of the nine months that I had spent growing inside of her womb, but the implication that I was revisiting the narrow channel I had once passed through - the one she had fought through tears and pain to deliver me through - was a powerful one.
Mom wrapped her arms around my back and pulled me against her so that my chest laid atop her sagging breasts. "Put your weight on me, sweetheart."
They had flattened against her chest due to gravity, the once-billowing udders a single, condensed heap of wobbling flesh that sloshed to the side of her chest at the slightest roll of her shoulders.
"I'm not too heavy?" I asked.
Mom's eyes sparkled at me. "I can handle it."
My heart was racing so fast I feared it would burst, but I knew that I would do everything in my power to make it back inside of Mom's pussy before that happened. It felt like my destiny to be reunited with her in that fashion.
I reached down with one hand and aligned my cock with the mouth of her pussy. I dragged the head through the sodden curtains that surrounded her tiny opening, painting her nectar across the fat knob as I lodged it inside the entrance.
I held it there to tease us both with what was to come. Though it was inevitable, I still wanted to take my time and make the moment perfect. I let go of my dick, but it was easily kept in place by her snug grip. With both arms, I suspended myself above Mom, hovering my face close enough to hers that the tips of our noses touched.
I breathed in her scent, which was a delightful mix of tanning lotion and her raw, natural musk. It was a heavenly aroma, and I craved it just as deeply as I loved having her so close to me that she became my sole focus.
It was the opposite of sensory deprivation - taking in as much of her as I could, hoping to immortalize every detail so that I would never forget how it felt to be that close to her-- physically and spiritually.
She slid her hands further down my back until she was cupping my ass with both hands. "Push slowly, baby."
I thrust forward as slowly as my body would allow, barely restrained by her alluring plea. Her pussy was not merely warm, but exuded a kind of heat that I had only experienced from sitting in a sauna for too long. The briskly air conditioned room emphasized that sensation via sharp contrast - not exactly a tan line, but having much the same effect on me. I slowly inched my way inside, and I was not the least bit surprised to find that the torrid tunnel grew hotter as I crept deeper along its wet, convulsing walls.
Mom was soaking wet, allowing me to gently slide my dick into the tightly compacted pocket without pausing a single time-- though she did treat it to a plethora of lovingly tight hugs when she would constrict her cunt muscles. At a steady pace, my dick pushed aside her silky folds as it ventured into the depths that boiled at the bottom.
"Good boy," Mom chanted in my ear. "Goooooood boy, that's it."
I dug at the bedsheets with my feet, trying to find the leverage that would allow me to jam another girthy inch into her. All I wanted was more, and if I'd had it my way, I would have climbed all the way inside of the cozy chamber to feel her velvety lining compressing around my entire body.
I unleashed a mighty groan as my cock head wedged against her cervix. I pushed it against the spongy wall, instinctively trying to burrow my way as deep as I could go even though she had already proven that we were perfectly matched. Just as I had felt the mouth of her womb kiss the knob, so too had I felt the fluffy carpet atop her pussy mound tickling my groin.
"Oh, honey," Mom mewed seductively. "You made it all fit, didn't you?"
"Y-yeah," I panted. "Jesus, Mom, you're so fucking hot."
I did mean it the other way, too, but it was literal heat that was melting my brain and probably my cock. I imagined there would be wisps of steam curling off of it when I eventually pulled out of her, evidence that even the jealous, equatorial Sun had competition.
She squeezed my butt a couple of times. "I'm glad you like it, sweetheart."
Mom tightened her leg lock around me, securing my dick against her womb so that we could jointly savour the sensation of a pussy that had been stuffed to the brim. She squeezed around me again, welcoming her guest into the passageway that it hadn't returned to in almost two decades.
She flicked her tongue out of her mouth and battered my slightly parted lips with a series of little licks. "Are you gonna fuck Mommy now?"
I did not have the wherewithal to return her affection; I was too enthralled with the sensation of her insides coiling around me. Thankfully, she seemed to find it cute that I had lost my faculties-- or rather, that she had taken them from me. I imagined it must have been quite the compliment for a woman to be able to reduce a man to a blubbering heap by virtue of her pussy alone.
Mom raked her fingernails up my spine, then returned her hand to cup my ass with a firm squeeze. "I don't have all day, honey."
I knew that I could not - I would not - let her down. I wanted to be the man who made her feel young again, and summoned the strength to fulfill that role even as my dick began to whisper to me that it was already -- despite my wishes for longevity -- nearing the limit of what it could handle.
I pushed those hazardous thoughts to the back of my mind and focused on doing what Mom had asked of me. I was aware that I would not last long, and so made it my mission to push myself right up to the brink for the sake of her pleasure. It was pride, too, that made me want to impress her-- to be the cock that made her feel better than she ever had. It was a lofty dream, but Mom made me feel like I could do anything.
I pulled out a few inches, making space in her pussy only to thrust forward and fill it back up again before she had time to miss me. When my dick plunged through the tiny tube of squelching, pink meat, my entire nervous system went into overdrive.
I could have sworn that I felt every soft little fold along the interior of her cunt massaging me on the way down, and when I reached the bottom, it took some serious mental fortitude to not devolve into a whimpering husk.
"Fuck, Mom," I grunted. "Holy fuck you feel so good."
I knew that she was comfortable with my weight resting on her, so rather than suspend myself over her with my arms, I laid flat against her breasts and tucked my hands underneath her bum. Just as she was doing to mine, I sank my fingers in to the pudgy globes until my knuckles cracked, then used the grip to empower my next thrust.
I drove my dick to the root, plunging the entire piston to the base in one fell swoop that evoked a deep, guttural groan from both of us. Our harmonized moans filled the room, and only became louder when I doubled my efforts for another revitalized thrust.
"Fuck me, honey!" Mom squealed. "Just like that! Good boy!"
I fucked her as hard as I could without blowing my load, or popping a blood vessel in my neck from how hard I was concentrating on not cumming early. The mushy fuck-tunnel convulsed mightily around me, as though trying to strangle the life out of my furiously throbbing cock, but Mom was so profusely wet that she could not stop my forceful fucking no matter how tightly she might squeeze.
One pump at a time, her juices were churned into a rich, creamy broth that saturated my entire dick when it was safely embedded inside. Regardless of whether I was thrusting into her or withdrawing, soupy nectar oozed out from her cunt, each of her powerful convulsions serving to eject another frothy dollop.
I could feel each bead trickle down over my tightly pulled ball sack when I bottomed out, which encouraged me to further bludgeon her cervix with my spongy battering ram. It pulsated happily each time it sunk into her depths, silently confirming that the bulging red knob was exactly where it wanted to be.
Mom dug her nails into my butt. "Such a good boy. Keep going, honey."
"I dunno if I can," I admitted, though to my surprise, that seemed to delight her.
"Really?" she asked eagerly. "Gonna cum for Mommy, sweetheart?"
"If you talk like that, yes!" I cried out, my brow furrowed in concentration.
Mom rubbed my butt with one of her hands, then gave it a reassuring pat. "Let it all out, honey. It's okay, Mommy's here." Her soothing voice was a slow waterfall of honey, coating first my eardrums and then my brain.
I was but a handful of seconds away from fulfilling her wish, and would have done so without even asking whether or not she was on birth control, but our momentum was brought to a screeching halt by the sound of a key card unlocking the door to her suite.
Click-- whiiirrrr. Bzzt!
"Fuck! Not now!" Mom exclaimed with equal doses of fear and white-hot rage.
I was in such a daze that I had hardly noticed the sound, and could have easily written it off as trivial if doing so would have allowed me to cum.
Mom, on the other hand, was quick to leap into action. It was a good thing she did, too, since I would have continued to lie on top of her while Dad, without having announced his entry, stepped into the room.
There were a brief handful of seconds before he would round the corner from the entryway, at which point he would see the rest of the room, which included the bed where his naked wife and son were canoodling. There was no time to waste, and Mom took action just in time to save our skins.
"Roll with me," she demanded curtly.
She wrapped her arms around my back like a seatbelt. Once I was sure she was secure, I did the same to her. As a singular entity, we rolled our bodies in unison so that she was the one on top.
Just as the door closed behind Dad, followed by a casual greeting that he assumed was aimed strictly at his bedridden wife, Mom swiftly pulled the comforter over top of our naked bodies.
I was still partly in shock. "What do--"
"Shh!" she hissed into my ear as she threw a pillow on top of my face to muffle the end of my sentence. By the feel of things, it seemed as though Mom folded her arms on top of the pillow, and then rested her head atop her crossed arms, likely to downplay the bulky figure trapped underneath her.
The weight on my face was intense, but not unbearable. Truthfully, I was a bit concerned with how deeply I enjoyed having Mom take control of the situation. I could hardly breathe, both from the pillow facemask and from her heft pinning me against the mattress, but I did not make a peep. I was unsure how we looked from Dad's perspective, and could only hope that Mom had covered us up in a way that looked inconspicuous.
"Hey there, hun," I heard him say. He sounded drunk.
Mom's breasts were pressed against me so firmly that I could feel her heart thumping against the inside of her chest. "H-hey, dear. Back so soon?"
Dad began to urinate, but did not pause the conversation. "Yeah, I guessa drinks jus went riiiiiight through me. I haven even seen Jason for a while."
Dad had never been able to hold his liquor. I wondered if I owed my little sister a 'thank you' for an unintentional assist, or if he'd done it to himself.
Mom stifled a gasp, but I was close enough to hear the tail end of it slip through her pursed lips. "Well, me neither!"
"Hmm. He's gon be ogay. Mighta been he gotta hot date!"
Mom squirmed on top of me. "Yeah, uh, maybe!"
"Psst," I whispered through the pillow. "He's in the bathroom! I can sneak out!"
Mom lifted the pillow for a quick second, just long enough to sternly say, "Stay there, and do not cum until he leaves."
Is she fucking crazy? I thought in a panic. Dad is right there! If he comes to check on her, we're gonna be totally screwed! I figured it was only thanks to how soused he was that he hadn't stopped by the bed straight away.
As it was, with Mom lying on top of me, I figured that it must have looked incredibly suspicious for her to be resting so high up off of the mattress. She was not a particularly big woman, so with my body underneath hers she must have appeared to be situated atop a whole spread of big, fluffy pillows. All I could do was pray that she had arranged the comforter and pillows in such a way that it Dad would not question the awkward, lumpy shape if he came to check on her.



The surreality of the scene was not lost on me. Though I had been momentarily distracted by the horror of Dad's arrival, that fear was quickly quelled by a few loving squeezes of Mom's pussy. I got the feeling that she was using those tight hugs to reassure me that everything would be okay - that "Mommy" was right there.
While I had not necessarily forgotten that I was inside of her, the sensation of her walls hugging me had taken a back seat while I had wondered if we were about to be exposed. Once it was clear that, despite the risk, Mom was going to keep fucking me anyway, the overwhelming pleasure came rushing back all at once. I was too entranced to catch my groan before it escaped my mouth. "Ohhhhhh, God."
Mom lifted the pillow again, and I knew by the stern look on her face that she was not playing games -- well, except for the most dangerous one. "Hush," she said, and it brooked no dissent or disobedience - but then, she was also still squeezing me with her pussy.
"Be quiet, honey," she whispered. Then she bent down to give me a quick peck on the lips before burying me under the pillow again.
"Mixed messages" would have been putting it mildly. The woman on top of me was unrecognizable as my mother-- or even as a mother. At that moment, she was not. She was purely a woman -- one that had already given up control to her raging horniness, succumbing to the intoxicating lust in which we had embroiled ourselves.
I knew it was a bad idea. At the very least it was risky, and at worst it had the potential to tear our family apart, but there was a quiet confidence in her assertive approach that made me fall in line. Coupled with the submissive state I found myself in thanks to the repeated clenches of her soft, slimy cunt walls, I was in no position to resist her.
I heard the toilet flush, indicating that the moment of truth was nigh.
Is he going to catch us? I was concerned, but not enough to do the smart thing, which I knew would have been to roll out from under my mother's naked body so I could hide under the bed. I trusted Mom, so even as my brain screamed at me to take action, I refused to listen.
"You feelin' any beddur?" Dad's voice warbled from just outside the bathroom door.
I knew that he was probably looking straight at Mom - at us, and the lump our piled bodies made under the covers - and wondering why she was in such a strange position.
"Oh, yes. Much better, but I'm probably gonna keep lying down for a little while to be sure."
Dad murmured something unintelligible, then said, "Whyur you up so high?"
"Oh, uh, I'm lying on a bunch of pillows! See?" Mom grinded against me, but disguised it as a steady roll of her hips. "It helps offset the back pain if I can sort of wiggle like this."
She accented her point by forcefully pushing her cunt against my crotch, burying my dick as deep as it could go.
I knew right away that she had messed up the details of her lie, but she did not catch it right away. Even in his lumbering state of drunkenness, Dad still called her on it. "But... I thought your head wus hurting?"
Mom stopped grinding and her muscles tensed up in a panic. "I-- oh, did I say that?"
"Ye-uh," Dad slurred.
"Sorry, honey. My back was hurting, too. I must have misspoken."
Dad did not seem like he was buying it, but that could have just been the fact that it was hard to properly read a person without seeing their body language. "Well, ogay. I'm jus habby youre feeling beddur. Gimmie a kiss 'fore I go."
"No!" Mom shrieked, clenching her legs to smother my dick in a creamy cocoon of hot, sultry pussy meat. The sudden convulsion tightened her grip beyond what she had ever achieved intentionally, and I wondered for a brief second if the circulation in my dick was going to be cut off.
"No?" Dad echoed with heaps of confusion in his voice.
"No, I mean, uh..." Mom searched for an excuse that would justify her outburst. "It's just my head, that's all. I'm not in much of a kissing mood, I guess. I'm sorry, honey."
Dad groaned in frustration. "Ogay, ogayyyy, fine. Ranchek? Or--" He hiccupped grotesquely. "Rain check?"
Mom faked a laugh. "Rain check, you got it."
"I lobe you," Dad said as he turned to leave.
Mom hesitated a little, then forced herself to say, "You too, dear."
After a few footsteps that grew gradually quieter, I heard the door open, then close.
Finally, I thought with a sigh of relief. We're--
"All alone, honey," Mom mewed as she lifted the pillow off of my face and set it aside. "Hi, baby."
I smiled up at her. "Hi, Mommy."
She bit her lower lip with a cheeky grin. "That was fun."
"That was scary!"
That made her giggle. "That's why it was fun! I thought you were gonna wimp out."
I shook my head. "I trust you."
Her face lit up. "Thank you, honey. Now, I think you should rewarded for being so good. Don't you agree?"
I licked my lips to communicate back to her the same insatiable hunger that I saw burning passionately in her eyes. "What do I get, then?"
Mom set back on her haunches, shedding the covers off of her body to expose her naked breasts. She cupped them from below and dug her fingers into the soft, pillowy pudge. "What do you want?"
There was only one thing in the world I truly wanted at that moment, and I knew that it was exactly what she wanted to hear. "Can I cum inside you? Please, Mom. I can't last much longer and I really want to."
Mom purred lustily. "Really, really?"
I nodded emphatically. "Really! Please, Mom, just say yes so I can stop holding back!"
She rolled her eyes playfully as she shuffled her ass from side to side. "Now, how could I possibly say no to such good manners like that? You can cum inside whenever you're ready."
My heart leapt into my throat. "Oh my God, thank you, Mommy!"
She lifted her ass off of my legs a couple of inches. "Here we go, honey. Don't hold back."
I had already felt my balls tightening up in such a way that I knew it would not be much longer. I was so close to the edge that merely hearing her condone the act of inbreeding had made me want to cum, and that inevitability came rushing at me head on when Mom threw her ass backwards and engulfed my dick back into her birth canal.
I groaned so loud that I feared the pictures on the walls might have been shaken loose. "Jesus, Mom!"
Her blubbery bottom smacked against my bare thighs again, making a dull, bassy thud when she landed on me. She tossed it back with every ounce of strength she could muster, plunging my dick to the hilt.
Mom repeated the pattern and quickly fell into a smooth rhythm that saw her slowly ascending the length of my dick, massaging the length on her way up towards the tip. Then she would plummet back down to the root and swallow my entire dong back into her buttery sheath.
Mom held out her hands, palms facing me. "Hands, honey. Gimmie your hands."
I obeyed and interlocked our fingers so that she had something to steady herself against while she rode me. Her thumbs were locked so tightly that I thought she would leave behind a bruise when she was done with me, but I was willing to endure any amount of pain for the pleasure that was just about to come.
Her tits bounced around chaotically, swinging back and forth from the tremendous momentum she was generating. They slapped against each other, then against her tummy, then back into each other again. The collisions created a cacophony that, when paired with the almost metronomic pattern of her ass clapping my thighs, created a deeply lecherous symphony.
Mom was so wet that I sank effortlessly to the bottom with every stroke. The snug tunnel clung loosely to my shaft, greasing the length on its long descent the bottom.
My balls were being doused with the droplets of nectar falling freely from her cunt. Its slackened mouth had become so loose in the wake of her energetic bouncing that it was making loud squelching sounds every time she dropped her ass. The interior of the slippery tube squeezed around me, trying in vain to tighten its stranglehold, though it was but a fraction of the grip strength she had demonstrated earlier.
Mom's intense gyrations were so energized, and had such power behind them, that I could feel my cock head being flattened against her cervix each time she drove her hips downward. Were the bottom of her pussy - where the mouth of her womb lay saturated in a thick glaze of honey - not so spongy, it would have hurt to be shoved against it so roughly.
My dick pulsated vigorously as a last-minute warning to Mom-- a warning that she recognized immediately.
"Oh, honey!" she chirped. "I felt that! Already, huh?"
I unearthed a moan from deep in my stomach. "I can't, I can't wait. I'm gonna f-- oh God, Mom, I'm gonna fucking cum!"
Mom released my hands and fell forward onto me, bringing her enormous tits crashing down onto my chest. They bulged out so far that they blanketed my shoulders, with their tops tickling the bottom of my chin.
She pressed her forehead against mine-- hard -- as she summoned my orgasm forth with a spellbinding plea. She had stopped riding, but continued to dotingly squeeze her tired cunt around my throbbing cock. "Do it, baby. Cum for Mommy."
Then she mashed her lips against mine, sloppily thrusting her tongue into my mouth, but my mind was elsewhere. I could not even return her generous kisses; I could only cry out under the weight of insurmountable pleasure.
I closed my eyes, though it didn't make much difference. I was blinded not by darkness, but by galaxies of frenzied stars. "F-fuck, Mom!"
My dick became hard as tempered steel and spewed from its bloated head a thick, gluey rope of semen, pasting Mom's insides with what I could only assume to be enough cum to instantly get her pregnant. The wicked idea of implanting my seed in my own mother -- breeding her to create life of our own -- stuck in my brain as another tablespoon of baby butter exploded out of me.
"Good boy, good boy," she chanted between kisses, none of which I had the faculty to return. I simply laid there and allowed her to fawn over me while my dick released another healthy dose of cum.
The veins on my dick felt poised to tear, pulsating with such palpable energy that the entire length felt foreign to me. The sensation of having Mom clench around me while I came was causing me to produce more cum than ever before. As the next few ropes flew out of me, they felt so inexplicably voluminous that I could feel my piss sit expanding to accommodate the width of each fat, chunky cable.
The ring of muscle around the mouth of her pussy felt loose, as though the elasticity had been beaten out of it. From that raw, worn hole came a trickle of cum that ran over my balls, leaving a slimy trail behind on its way down. I felt Mom try to tighten up when she, too, surely felt it begin to seep out of her, but she could not muster the strength.
She released a breath that sounded as though it had been held for the past minute. "I think I might be leaking."
I grinned from ear to ear. "I think you are, too."
She tilted her head to the side and dropped it onto my shoulder, where it rested comfortable as her body deflated to a state of relaxation. "You came too much, honey. I can't keep all that cum inside, even if-- oh!" She jumped a little when my cock flexed inside of her. "Oh, hello, sweetheart."
"Even if what?" I asked innocently.
"Even if I want to keep it all inside, you made too darn much. I can feel more dripping out already! I'm gonna have to take another shower."
I could not quell my cheesy grin. "Sorry!"
She huffed into my neck. "You certainly are not sorry. That much I know. Besides, I'm not complaining. I haven't been this full in years."
"And... you like it?"
Mom snuggled against my chest. "I missed it. Feels nice to be full again."
She kissed my upper chest. "Whatcha thinking about?"
"Just how we're gonna have to change the sheets after this."
She snickered. "You let me worry about laundry, young man. At least one of us has to go back to the pool before the others get suspicious."
"But Mooooom!" I whined in a fake petulant tantrum. "Can't I stay here with you instead?"
"Why, so we can have sex again?"
I stayed quiet through her obviously rhetorical question.
"That's what I thought," she concluded.
"Just a few more minutes. Please?"
Mom sighed deeply, filling her lungs to the brim before she responded. "Okay, sweetheart. Just a few more minutes, but then we have to go before the sun goes down."
"Oh, yeah? Why's that?"
Mom curled up tighter against my body and draped one of her legs over mine. "Because I have a tan to work on, honey. I wanna see how dark I can get for you."
My mind was instantly flooded with images of exactly that. Her tan - or tan lines, I suppose - had been what had brought the two of us together, and while I never would have forced my kink on anybody - certainly not my own mother! - fate had woven a strange web around us, and everything had changed. I had her. She had me. We knew what made each other tick; she'd put in the work to drive me crazy, and I'd praise and compliment her endlessly for it.
I could only hope that wherever we were - or wherever we snuck off to - we'd wind up joined together again, and again, and again. Even if our family couldn't afford full-on vacations more than once every few years, there were still summer seasons back home, and tanning salons, and cheap motels.
They'd been the key factor that had brought the two of us together. It had not been my intention to turn a simple kink into something so powerful, but it was something that I knew I could no longer live without. I had Mom, and I intended to keep her.
Life with Mom had always been good. From then on, I knew it was going to be great. With a few tan lines in the mix, it was going to be absolutely fucking amazing.
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"Trust me, Jonny," my uncle insisted on the other end of the phone. "You're gonna love it!"
I threw one last pair of socks into my suitcase, then zipped it shut. "Thanks, Uncle Leo. I still don't know what all the fuss is about, though. It's just one night."
"Hey, hey," he fussed. "You're gonna change your tune when Sunday rolls around. Your grandma really knows how to spoil a guy!"
I rolled my eyes. "Great! That means I can go home with an extra six pounds of pie weighing me down."
"Just go in with an open mind."
"With all due respect, Uncle Leo, it's a night at Nana's for-- what did she call it? A 'transition into manhood,' or something like that."
Leo cleared his throat. "It's gonna help make you into a man, kiddo -- a successful one, too. There's a reason all the men--"
"I know, I know. All the men in our family are sooo successful and confident because of some magic, spiritual awakening ritual that Nana's obsessed with."
I could practically hear Leo shaking his head. "Not just her, Jon. It's a family tradition that goes back a long, long time. It's part of our history."
"Really? Then why does my Dad know nothing about it?"
Leo scoffed. "He married in, you know? He's still part of the family, but this tradition is just for our side of the tree. I went through the same thing with Mom - Nana, to you - and my grandmother when I was your age. It changed my life, Jonny."
"So... whatever the ritual is, it really works?"
"Hell yeah!" he said boastfully. "If you can call seven figures a year successful! All thanks to your grandmother, and mine, when she was still with us."
Maybe there's something to this after all, I thought. I sighed to release a breath of stale air. "Anyway, I just finished packing, so I think I'm gonna head out. I appreciate you talking to me, Uncle Leo, even if you didn't actually tell me what the hell to expect."
He chuckled. "Wouldn't wanna ruin the surprise for you. Enjoy, kiddo!"
I finished packing and went downstairs, backpack in hand, to see if Mom was ready. Her stuff was by the front door, but I heard her voice coming from the living room around the corner. I put my stuff next to hers and followed her voice to find her arguing with Dad about his lack of invitation.
They were both sitting on the couch with a football game playing in the background, their backs to me.
"This is bullshit, Fiona!" he exclaimed to Mom. "I know I can't go with you, but I want to know why! I'm his father, for crying out loud!"
"You know why, dear," Mom replied calmly. "It's an old family tradition, and you know my mom is a stickler for traditions. We're only doing this to appease her, and she was pretty clear that this was between me, her, and Jon."
Dad grumbled something under his breath. "You know what? Don't worry about it. I wouldn't want to tag along and ruin your special little tradition, anyway."
Mom's shoulders sagged forward. "We can do something together when we get back tomorrow, if you want to. It's just that this is really important to her, so I want to do it right."
Dad waved her off. "Have fun, then." Then he turned his full attention back to the television.
I slunk out before either of them noticed that I was there and went to go wait by the front door.
Mom rounded the corner with a sour look on her face. She was so deep in thought that she did not notice the few seconds that I spent ogling her when she came into view.
She was wearing a fantastically tiny pair of jean shorts that tightly hugged her plump backside. They were short enough to leave plenty of her thighs exposed, displaying a large portion of creamy white flesh that seemed to have been hidden from the Sun for decades. Her tank top was equally snug, giving the appearance that it had been glued to her torso in order to cling to every one of her delicious curves. Her shoulders were covered, thus hiding her bra strap - though not its outline -- and forcing me to imagine the color for myself. Naturally, I imagined her in red: my favorite.
I closed my slackened jaw. "Hey, Mom!" I made sure to put some extra pep in my voice so she would not think I had overheard their argument.
She flashed me a weak but well-intended smiled. "Hey, honey. Are you ready to go?"
I patted the side of my backpack with an eager nod. "Sure am! Race you to the car? Just give me a head start so I don't get totally creamed."
Mom finally gave me a real smile, and though it was a small one, it told me that my charm was working to lift her spirits. "I don't think you have to worry about that."
The way she emphasised "you" had confused me. "So, do you want a head start, then?"
Mom's smile grew wider. "You're cute, sweetheart. Just forget I said anything -- but, still: no racing!" She pointed to her suitcase. "You and those big muscles have some work to do."
I scrunched up my nose. "So I get to be the luggage man, then?"
Mom gave me a wink. "For now you're just the luggage boy-- until tonight, at least."
"Hooray," I cheered sarcastically. "Something to look forward to, I guess."
I packed everything into the car in two trips, the second of which Mom spent in the driver seat picking out songs to score our drive. Nana lived about an hour away, which gave us plenty of time to talk before we let Taylor Swift fully take over. I was not particularly into her music, but if it made Mom happy, then it made me happy.
What made me even happier was watching how tightly the seatbelt between her breasts dug into the soft, pillowy flesh over which it was strapped, making the bulging dough ooze around the belt more and more as it squeezed her tighter.
Mom had exceptionally large tits, and thus often triggered the mechanic in her seatbelt that made it lock in place. All she had to do was lean forward a few inches and her bosom would take care of the rest. Any time that happened, I was quick to soak in an eyeful before she fixed it. It was not the first time I had noticed the staggering size and heft of her boobs, either.
As far back as I could remember, picturing my mother came part and parcel with imagining her enormous breasts. They had set the precedent for what I looked for in any given pair, and though I had originally felt ashamed for lusting after my own mother, that guilt had eventually gone away. With time, I had stopped feeling bad for admiring something -- or rather, someone -- so objectively beautiful. Her boobs, I'd reasoned, were just an extension of the overall beauty that I found so captivating, so it was perfectly natural for me to drool whenever I saw them wobbling around.
I suppose it shouldn't be so important to me to insist upon it, but I was not some sort of horny hound who saw my Mom as an object for my lust. I admired all of her, from her effervescent wit and personality, to her intelligence and sense of humor, to the waves of smooth, chestnut-brown hair that cascaded magnificently over her shoulders.
I knew it could never be, but Mom was everything I had ever wanted in a woman, and I had often wondered if the pedestal I placed her on had made it hard to find a girl that could even begin to hold my interest.
Mom fiddled with her locked seatbelt yet again, her tits jiggling as she tried to plug the buckle back in. She muttered something about the "stupid thing being too small," but I was only half-listening.
I faked a big stretch - with a yawn to sell the charade - so that I had an excuse to look at her cleavage while she fussed with the belt.
One of Taylor's songs ended, and Mom turned down the volume so we could talk. "How are you feeling, Monkey? Excited? Nervous?"
"Er, neither? Nobody has told me anything, so I don't really know what to expect, good or bad."
She rocked forward and back a couple of times to test the readjusted belt, then settled back into her seat. "What do you think we've got planned?"
I was quiet for a second, mentally listing all the things that I imagined could be waiting for me at Nana's house. "With what I've seen of rituals in the movies, I'm just hoping this doesn't end with me eating someone's heart, or whatever."
Mom laughed so hard that she made an ugly little snort, but I found it endearing. "It's not that, don't worry. I think you'll have more fun than you expect, and you won't have to eat any or-- well, any internal organs."
Something about her comment read like a joke, but I could not find the comedy in it. "I don't want to eat any organs! Hell, I don't even like eating the skin off my chicken."
"Don't worry, honey. We've got something much more delicious planned." With that, she turned the music back up and began to sing along.
Nana's place was not too much farther ahead, and after only fifteen more minutes of driving, we were pulling down the street into her quiet subdivision.
We pulled into the driveway, and Mom gave the horn a few quick honks. In the large bay window that overlooked Nana's driveway - which was easy to see into due to her house being a bungalow - I saw the silhouette of a tall, slender figure, backlit from a hidden light source, get up out of her famous reading chair.
My grandmother had an illustrious head of white hair that had been as pale as moonlight as far back I could remember. Though it was quite the sight thanks to the sunlight piercing through it, there was something far more prominent on display through the window-- her enormous boobs.
Nana bent over, presumably to bookmark a page in her book, and in doing so turned sideways to reveal her breathtaking side profile. I was blessed by the sight of her large, drooping udders as gravity took hold of them.
She waved to us through the window, then disappeared from view so she could greet us at the front door. For some reason I could not explain, my heart began to beat a little faster, as though I were full of an anticipation that I hadn't felt once during the entire drive - nor ever before when we'd visited her in the past.
While I began to unpack our stuff out of the car, Mom got out and rushed to greet her mother with a big hug. "Hi, Mama!" she added with equal parts excitement and adoration.
"Hi, Fifi," Nana said back with an affectionate smile.
I slung my backpack over my shoulder and pulled Mom's suitcase behind me. When I reached the front door, she and Nana cut their conversation short so abruptly that it was obvious they had been conversing about something private. Hell, they all but yelled, "Psst, he's coming!"
Nana pushed Mom out of the way and opened her arms to me. "Hi, Peanut."
She was wearing an outfit that looked as though it had been ripped straight out of the wardrobe of an influencer one-third her age. It was a sleeveless yellow sundress whose cups - each adorned with a frilly, white lining of decorative lace - were struggling terribly to contain her gigantic breasts as they wobbled to and fro.
The bottom of the dress cut off above her knees, giving me a peek at the faint tanning on her lower legs. It was obvious enough even at a distance that she had spent time in the sun to gain some color on her arms and legs; upon closer inspection, she hadn't given her cleavage or inner thighs the same treatment - intentionally or not, I couldn't say.
Her stark white hair was tied up in a tight bun, though a few errant stragglers had escaped their shackles to fall freely to the sides of her face. A faint breeze gently tossed the wispy curls about, causing one of them to stick against her presumably wetted lips before she tugged it away.
Nana had taken incredibly good care of herself throughout the years, leading to a tight, toned body that stood out amongst those of her peers. I did not imagine it was easy for a woman of above-average height to maintain that physique, but she had clearly found a way. Although there were some slight wrinkles on her forehead, and creases beside her eyes, those imperfections - I even considered it a stretch to call them that - told stories of the experience she had gained over the course of sixty or so years.
I dropped the luggage on the asphalt and gave her an enormous hug, during which I paid special attention to the way her billowing breasts squished against my chest. "Hi, Nana. I missed you."
"I missed you too, sugar," she said, "but you're here now, and that's all that matters. Once you bring that stuff inside, we'll sit down for some lunch. Does that sound good?"
My stomach growled. "Sounds amazing."
The ladies scampered inside while I brought our things. By the time everything was relocated, they were already gabbing excitedly around the circular dining room table, each with a cup of tea. They were both leaning forward in their seats, and Mom looked particularly engrossed with whatever Nana was saying to her.
Mom had both arms crossed and was using them as support to lean in as far as possible so she did not miss a word. Her bare feet were pressing into the leg of her chair with such force that her tiny toes - each painted a dazzling shade of red - were splayed out on the cross-stretcher.
Nana noticed my arrival and motioned for me to unburden myself. "Come, Muffin. Have a seat."
"Thanks, Nana." I sat down between them, flanked by two of the biggest pairs of tits I had ever laid eyes on.
Nana had made were sandwiches and soup for us to fill up on, but I was the only one that had more than a nibble. While the two of them talked, I remained preoccupied with thoughts of what the rest of the night would hold for me. I could not even focus on what Nana and Mom were talking about, and it took the latter addressing me to snap me out of my stupor.
"Isn't that right, honey?" Mom asked.
I shook my head and looked up from my bowl of chicken noodle soup. "Er, yeah? I mean, no. Maybe? Sorry, what was the question?"
Nana giggled and reached out a hand, with which she rubbed the inside of my elbow. "Your mother was asking you if you're excited for the ritual."
I smiled faintly. "I guess so! Still don't really know what's going to happen, though."
"I know," Nana said with a wink. "Don't worry; no sacrifices."
I cringed a bit. "She told you about that, huh? I mean, I was at least half joking."
Mom offered me a sweet smile, but I was far more intrigued by her foot reaching over to prod the side of my leg. "I thought it was cute. I like that you're nervous."
I did not know what to say, so I asked a question that I knew at the time was probably a stupid one. "Are you excited, Mom?"
She and Nana shared a look that left me puzzled. I glanced back and forth between their faces, unable to put any pieces together at all. Whatever coded message they were sending were too strongly encrypted for me to crack.
"I suppose I am," Mom said after her brief nonverbal exchange with Nana. "A bit nervous, too. But don't worry, Nana has done this before, so she can guide us through the weird stuff."
A strange tingle at the back of my scalp put me on edge. "'Weird stuff?' This is starting to sound kind of... witchy."
Nana put a hand on my shoulder, but her eyes were trained on Mom. "Maybe it's time we show him, Fifi?"
Mom squirmed in her seat. "Um, now? Like... now, now?"
"You're not getting cold feet, are you?"
"No!" my mother insisted. "No, Mama. I just didn't think we'd start this early."
Something fiendish flicked in Nana's eye. "No time like the present. I think he's ready now, Fiona. Show him."
I gulped nervously. "S-show me what?"
Nana scooted closer to me in her chair so that our leg were touching. "Watch your mother, sugar."
I turned my head to look at Mom. She gave me a comforting smile, but that reassurance was betrayed by the nervous twitching of her upper lip. She was clearly anxious about something, and though I was unbelievably curious as to what it was, I did not want to disobey Nana, so I did what she told had told me: I watched.
Mom took a deep breath, likely intended to steady her nerves, then stood up.
My eyes widened as she ascended to her full height. Though she was not as tall as Nana -- who easily had six or more inches over her -- she felt like a skyscraper looming over my head. Her locks of wavy brown hair were backlit by the ceiling lamp, its golden glow creating a halo of warm light around her head as she looked down on me. "Remember that I'm doing this because I love you, honey."
"Mom, I--"
"Shhhhh," Nana purred in my ear. "Just watch."
Mom clenched her fists, digging her fingernails into her palms. I don't know if that was what was making her hands shake, or if she was trying to steady them. Without uttering another word, she unclenched her fists and pinched the hem of her white tank top between her fingers. She peeled the tight-fitting garment off of her body, shedding light upon her bared navel. She then lifted the cotton barrier further, bringing her tummy into view before, seconds later, revealing a slim slice of the underside of her bra.
My pulse was going haywire, stirred into a frenzy that became more hectic with every new inch of her bare skin I saw, but my brain was quiet. One may have expected a flurry of racing thoughts, but mine had fallen silent the moment she had begun to strip.
Mom pulled her shirt up over the swell of her tits and threw it onto the floor. She had to tug on the tight tank top to make it stretch over the massive mountains, at which point it had become obvious that she was not wearing simple, everyday bra; she was wearing lingerie.
It was a deep, sultry crimson-- designed for seduction. The rich hue glowed beautifully against her porcelain skin, subtly highlighting the faint red undertones in her deliciously creamy flesh.
The cups containing her breasts were made of sheer mesh, granting a red-tinted peek through the thin fabric. It was stretched taut, presenting a playful dichotomy of fragility and tension as it struggled to contain the massive weight she had loaded into it.
There was a series of delicate lace flowers stitched onto the front, though its pattern of swirling stems and leaves had been distorted by the weight of her enormous bosom, its petals losing their shape as the fabric strained under her bust. I admired the visual reminder that the bra was slightly too small for her, but it was the shiny yellow buckle affixed between her tits that caught my attention the most.
It was not simply the bright, flashy metal clasp that I was fixated on, but rather the fact that it was not resting flush against her body. Due to the profound size of her breasts, the central gore onto which the buckle was attached was unable to rest against her sternum, instead hovering slightly from the strain applied to the taut fabric.
There were further hints that the bra did not fit her perfectly, and I relished each and every one of them. Its tight fit made her breasts spill generously over the top and sides of her bra, creating a soft swell of skin that rose past the edge. The side bands, which were too narrow to provide ample support, dug into the flesh beneath her arms. The straps cut slightly into her shoulders in a visible display of tension, inadvertently tugging the cups higher than they should have sat, making her already impressive cleavage bulge forward from the immense pressure.
"Jesus, Mom," I muttered under my breath.
"Wanna see the bottoms, too?" she asked cheerily, though her chipper tone was undercut by a noticeable warble in her voice.
"Yes, please."
Mom unbuttoned the front of her jean shorts, which burst open the second the tension was released, then tugged on the zipper to fully open them. She hooked her thumbs into the sides and pulled down, shaking her ass side to side to wiggled out of the snug denim, then bent over and dropped them to her feet.



Her underwear was the same bold color as her bra, and equally tight. They rode low on her hips, clinging tightly to her fat bottom. The sides around her hips dug into her skin as the elastic fought to accommodate her wide curves. There was a small, dainty red bow directly above her pussy mound, which was distinctly highlighted due to how far it bulged out from between her legs. Her swollen lips had swallowed a portion of the red fabric, dragging it between them to form a dark crease.
"Well?" Nana whispered into my ear. "What do you think?"
My dick began to stir, brought to life by witnessing a side of my mother that no son ever expects to see. "Of... of Mom?"
"Yes, Monkey," Mom squeaked awkwardly. "Of me."
"I... I... I don't know," I stuttered, my voice trembling.
Nana rubbed my shoulder from behind. "Just listen to your body. What is it saying?"
The answer to that question was undeniable, and was supplied when the three of us jointly looked down to my crotch to see the formidable tent that had been erected in my shorts.
Mom tittered playfully. "I think he likes me."
I winced from the awkward comment. "Oh my god, Mom! Don't say that!"
Nana gave my shoulder a firm squeeze. "It's okay, Jon. This is why you're here."
"For... for--" I gestured to Mom's exposed lingerie. "--this?"
"No," Nana said conclusively, then pointed to my erection. "For that."
My chest rattled from the thunderous force of my heartbeat. "I don't know if I can do this."
"That's okay," Nana said reassuringly. "You don't have to. It can be a lot to take in at once."
"What if I say no? What happens then?"
Nana shrugged as though the consequences of my pending decision were a minor concern. "I dunno, Peanut -- but I do know that you'd be the first man in a long, long lineage to turn down the opportunity."
Mom twiddled her thumbs nervously. "It's okay to be uncomfortable. We'll get over that together, and after all of this is done, you'll finally be the man I know you're supposed to be." Her reassuring words seemed designed to soothe not just my worries, but hers, too.
I blinked hard a couple of times just to double check that I was not dreaming. "I'm definitely uncomfortable! But... oh, I dunno."
"Say it, honey," Mom encouraged. "This is a place where you can feel safe. Say whatever is on your mind."
I winced a little. "Even if it's gross?"
A red flush bloomed across her cheeks, likely spurred by the promise of what perverted thoughts I may have been harboring. "Even then, sweetheart."
Rosy heat crept up my neck and face. I felt something deep inside of me being slowly drawn to the surface, and I wanted to explore it. "I mean, I-- um... I really like your lingerie, Mom."
Her bright smile was contagious, and despite my mounting anxiety, I felt one spread across my face simply by gazing upon hers. "That's not gross! But I'm glad you think so. I picked it out for you."
"I do like red a lot."
She tilted her head to the side. "That's why I picked this one. Wait until you see what Nana's wearing."
My eyes darted over to my grandmother, who was sporting a devilish grin of her own. "You, too, Nana?"
Nana perked up. "You wanna take a peek, sugar?"
I figured that if I was going to go through with their crazy scheme, I might as well jump in with both feet, so I gave her a decisive nod.
Despite my history of lecherous glances, the idea of Nana inside of my head up until that point had been that she was a saint. Needless to say, that was changing quickly.
Nana stood up from the table and straightened her back as though posing on a pedestal, then bunched up the bottom of her yellow sundress in both hands. She pulled it up over her head in one swift motion to reveal her own remarkable set of lingerie.
Unlike Mom's outfit, Nana's consisted of only one piece. The see-through bodysuit was a cool, deep blue - landing somewhere between midnight and sapphire - and appeared to elongate her already slender form by pasting itself to her curvature. Its hue was wonderfully contrasted against the warm undertone of her skin, which bore a slight tan from the days she had likely spent sunbathing by her pool.
It was mainly constructed of sheer mesh, providing a glimpse of skin that would have been fully revealing if not for the embroidery that decorated it. Throughout the transparent fabric were interwoven patterns of bold lace that could not be seen through. They were strategically placed to offer exposure and coverage in careful balance, toying with my desperation to see her completely naked.
The lower half of her suit was perhaps the most enchanting, and my wandering eyes made that clear to Nana. As though prompted by my unwavering stare, she slowly spun in a circle so that I could see the back.
The cut was high at the hips and narrow at the back, designed in the style of a thong to sit snugly between her cheeks. The fabric was pulled to its limit, with the back seam disappearing entirely into the deep crevasse to fully expose every inch of her plump rump. On Nana's gigantic bottom, the coverage was minimal, allowing me to freely admire it in all its glory until she turned around again.
"Sorry it's not red, Muffin," Nana said. "Your mom called dibs on red."
"I like blue, too." My mouth was dry, each word scraping against my throat on their way out.
"Good," she said happily.
The two of them were pillars of insurmountable beauty, each striking a pose befitting of their large blessings-- Mom with her arms crossed under her billowing breasts, and Nana with her arms folded behind her so that her enormous bust bulged out towards me. I had never seen either of them in anything so scandalous, and I soaked in every inch of their lingerie-clad bodies so that I would never forget the sight.
Mom blew me a kiss. "Ready to get started?"
I stared with astonishment. "Y-yeah, I think so."
They extended their hands in unison, and I placed mine in each of theirs. Together, they pulled me out of my chair. They led me at a painfully slow pace down the hallway that trailed off towards the back of the house, where the bedrooms were.
When I was young, Nana's bedroom had been off limits during visits, so it had always held a kind of mystery to me that had persisted into adulthood. It was surreal, then, to have her guide me - hand-in-hand - to the very room that had been shrouded in secrecy for almost two decades.
Inside the room, Nana's bed looked enormous since its sides were so close to the walls, leaving just enough room on either side for her to have placed a thin table. Each of them bore its own lamp that was emitting warm, yellow light, which lent an alluring atmosphere to the dimmed den.
Nana let go of my hand so that she could rub the small of my back. "I think you should get naked too, sugar."
"Um, okay, I guess." I was apprehensive, but I obeyed her wish. I pulled my shirt off as quickly as I could, followed by my shorts, so that I was left with only boxers to cover me.
"Hmm," Nana hummed. "That's fine for now. You wanna get a little more comfortable before you take those off, too?"
I nodded. "If that's okay, yeah."
"Of course, Muffin, and I know just the thing to do it."
Mom smiled with nervous excitement. "Oh boy. Here we go."
"Come, Fifi," Nana instructed. "Give Mama a kiss like we talked about."
My eyes must have been all white from how wide they went. "Kiss? Like, each other?"
The women left my side to walk closer to each other, then their hands on each other's waists. They seemed to not have heard me at all, but I was content to be a silent observer as they each slowly leaned in, drawing out the moment until their lips finally touched.
Just before they did, Mom said, "No tongue, Mama."
Nana responded with a sarcastic roll of her eyes. "Fine, fine. Pinky promise."
With their deal in place, I heard Mom suck in a sharp breath just before Nana sealed their lips together. It began as a light peck, but neither of them pulled away, allowing the brief awkwardness of their first kiss to transcend into something more. Nana opened her mouth slightly, providing space for Mom to wedge her top lip into like a puzzle piece. Their clumsy kiss only lasted a few seconds, and when they finally broke apart, they shared a brief, breathless kind of laugh.
Mom's eyes darted frantically in different directions - door, floor, and ceiling - anything but forward at the elderly seductress she had just kissed. "One down, I guess."
Nana brushed a coil of brown hair out of her daughter's eye. "Should I go next? With him?"
The furrow between Mom's brows deepened, drawing lines of concern on her forehead. "No. No, I... I want to kiss him first."
My breath was shallow, my shoulders rising slightly with each inhale. "Me?"
Mom peered at me over Nana's shoulder like a shy child hiding behind their protective parent. "If that's okay with you, I mean."
"Yes!" I exclaimed. "Of course it is!"
A bright laugh bubbled out of her. "Well, then, come here, honey. Have you, um... done this before?"
I shook my head. "Only in my dreams."
She fiddled with the hem of her underwear, tugging on the elasticity. "So, I'm gonna be your first kiss? That's-- wow."
I winced. "Is that bad?"
She walked towards me until she was close enough to latch her hands onto my forearms, which she then rubbed with the intent to calm me. "Not at all, sweetheart. I just thought a handsome man like you would have kissed a few girls already, that's all -- but I'm kinda happy I get to be your first one."
Mom then assumed the role of the gentle guide that her mother had just taken with her. She took my hands and placed them on her hips, sternly advising that I hold onto her, then she looped her arms around my neck. She needed to stand on her tiptoes to reach my height, but even then I had to tilt my neck down in order to look her in the eye.
"It's okay, sweetheart," she said with a voice that settled something inside me. I did not know if I was actually ready, but I knew I trusted her and that that would be enough. "It's just a kiss."
I looked deep into her eyes, then down at her plump, succulent lips. I did not say anything, but was certain that she could read everything on my face.
Mom leaned in slowly, each inch seemingly taking a full minute for her to cross, until I felt the tip of her nose brush against mine. As she nuzzled me, her proximity allowed a waft of her perfume to infiltrate my nostrils. I breathed in deeply, which sent the fragrance of sweet, juicy oranges deep into my brain. It was as bright and zesty as she was. It was perfect.
Her lips grazed mine; then she committed to the kiss by fully leaning in and sealing our lips together. Mine were slightly open, and I was unsure of what to do next, but my awkwardness did not dissuade her.
Mom stayed close, holding her mouth against mine with the breath from her nose tickling my cheek. Her lips parted so that her tongue could dash from between them and flutter against mine, inviting my tongue to join in as well. I timidly opened my jaw wider, unsure of what would be considered appropriate for a first kiss. I probably made a fool of myself by transitioning so quickly to a sloppily exchange of saliva.
Mom did not resist, moving with certainty as she showed me the steps without uttering a single word. I followed her lead as best I could, mirroring the way she gingerly suckled on my lower lip between every kiss until we were swapping smooches back and forth.
For a few brief moments here and there, it even felt like I was the one charge, but then she would take back the wheel by eagerly thrusting her tongue into my open mouth. We traded kisses back and forth, falling into a steady tempo that I found to be positively natural. I may have been a kiss virgin - as well as every other type - but Mom made me feel like I could do no wrong.
When she finally broke the kiss, the tether of glistening saliva between our lips took a few extra seconds to sever. She did not pull away. Instead, she pressed her forehead to mine and once again rubbed our noses together, her hot breath curling against my nose as she deeply exhaled. "How was that?"
A frantic thud beneath my sternum told me that it had been pretty damn good. "That was awesome, Mom."
She raked her fingernails down the back of my scalp. "Good, honey. I'm glad you liked it. Feeling a little less awkward now?"
I grinned sheepishly. "A little, I guess."
She planted a quick kiss on my chin. "That's good to hear. Wanna give Nana a smooch now?"
I could not hold back the wide-eyed stare. "Really? Can I, Nana?"
"Of course, sugar!" She wedged an arm in between us, which took some effort considering how closer we were standing, and used it to push Mom away. "My turn."
Mom stomped her foot and gave a grunt of playful annoyance. "Mama! We were having a moment!"
Nana waved her off without even looking at her. "I know, Fifi, but I want a turn, too!"
I barely had time to react before Nana stepped close, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She was near enough that one breath, drawn through my nose, was all it took to flood it with the rich, decadent aroma of her vanilla perfume. It did not smell like fake vanilla, but rather close to the kind I would have expected her to use whilst baking cookies. Her scent was divine, inviting feelings of nostalgia and comfort that brought me back to the carefree days of my childhood.
Nana's hands encircled my neck, tugging me toward her with an energy that caught me completely off guard. Her hands tangled in my hair, steadying me as a confident announcement that she was the one in charge.
My heartbeat quickened and pounded even harder against my chest, the world narrowing to the feel of her mouth and the heat of her touch as I laid my hands on her hips.
She did not simply place her lips upon mine; her mouth moved with confident purpose, her tongue teasing the edge of my lips before swiftly darting inside. It was an unexpected plunge that revealed the extent of her urgency, and that revelation sent a shiver down my spine.
Her kissing technique was bold and unreserved - a stark contrast to than the gentle and methodical approach that Mom had taken. Nana erred on the side of wild abandon, caring not a whit for how well an inexperienced man would be able to follow her pace. I tried to match her as she drove her tongue into my mouth, but she was always one step ahead-- guiding, teasing, and coaxing me into her chosen rhythm.
I could barely keep up with the barrage of sloppy kisses, and submitted to the pace she set, mindlessly worming my tongue around in her mouth while she devoured me with a hunger that could only have been present in a woman who had long been deprived of intimacy.
Nana's eager whimpers told me as much in a different way. There was a horny, desperate woman underneath the years of experience that had long made her - to me, at least - a loving, dotting grandmother. That image was in stark opposition to the woman who was melting into my arms. She poured passion into each of her chaotic kisses, each breathy moan shedding another layer of her mask.
When she finally pulled back there was a knowing smile plastered on her face. "You're getting the hang of it, sugar."
I swallowed hard, my heart still racing. "T-thanks, Nana. You kiss a lot different than Mom."
Nana tilted her head to the side so she could kiss my cheek. "I like to get a little messy, if that's okay."
I flicked my tongue out of my mouth to catch a dribble of drool that threatened to run down my chin. "I like messy."
"Me too," she said with a wink, then turned to Mom. "I think he's ready for the fun part."
I gawked idiotically, dumbfounded by the outrageous claim. "That wasn't the fun part?"
The women snickered amongst themselves, tickled by my continued naivety.
"Where do you think this is all heading?" Mom asked coyly.
I'd been too overwhelmed - and distracted - to consider it. Once I did, well... I did not want to appear greedy, so I decided to play it safe with my answer. "Maybe I'll get to see your boobs, too?"
That made them break out into a brief fit of laughter at my expense, but I considered myself to have gotten the last laugh, since I got to watch their tits bounce around as they did.
"No, honey," Mom said sweetly. "It's going much further than that. Can you get on the bed for us?"
"Boxers off," Nana added.
I was nearly paralyzed with anxiety, but found solace in reminding myself that I was simply following instructions. They wanted me naked, and I was merely obliging them, which meant they hopefully would not be surprised to find that my dick was so outrageously hard that it was pointing straight up to the ceiling.
Mom gave one of those laugh-gasps that one would make when they could not decide between either reaction, though either one would have been fitting on its own. It was clear that she was both shocked and amused to see me at my full size, which filled me with an undeniable sense of pride. Sure, one cannot control how big their dick is, but seeing two women of their stature staring at it with what could only be described as admiration made me feel like royalty.
"Jesus, honey," Mom said. "I made that?"
I shifted me weight back and forth on my feet. "Um, well, it's been a while since you've seen it, so..."
Nana licked her lips then winked at her daughter. "Good job, Fifi."
Mom appeared tickled by the compliment and gave her a smug smile. "Thanks, Mama." Then she pointed a finger at me, then traced a line to the bed. "Now go, sweetheart. Get comfortable."
I crawled onto the bed and flipped onto my back, then scooted backwards until I was sitting upright, my back supported by the headboard and my legs stretched out in front of me. "Ready."
Mom arched an eyebrow. "For?"
"Um... I don't know, actually."
She rolled her shoulders. "Then just sit back, relax, and let us have some fun."
Both of the women placed their hands on the bed and began to slowly walk them towards me, then took to crawling on all fours once their knees reached the mattress.
The sight of those four fleshy pendulums swinging back and forth as they approached me, jiggling when they bumped up against their outstretched arms, was one that I knew I would never forget.
From my perspective, it was impossible to tell whose breasts were actually larger. Gravity pulled on them, making the enormous, heavy udders droop downward, and the different material of their lingerie compressed them in distinctive ways.
Nana's skin-tight onesie provided a little more support than Mom's bra, giving her breasts a hammock to rest in that inadvertently made some of their pudge spill over the sides.
Alternative, my mother's tits sagged further towards the mattress than Nana's, the sheer weight of them making her bra straps dig even further into her shoulders. The narrow, red band was flanked on either side by a raised ridge of chubby flesh as a visual representation of the strain they put on her by being so cumbersome.
I feared -- or hoped, really -- that their weight would be sufficient to snap the straps and send them tumbling out for my viewing pleasure.
Both of their eyes were trained on me with pinpoint precision. I was frozen -- a helpless gazelle being stalked by the pair of lustful lionesses whose hunger would not be denied another minute.
Mom went on my left side, and Nana on my right. Then they both patted the inside of my legs to get me to spread them. Between my parted thighs they crept, then settled onto their stomachs so that their faces were mere inches away from my hardened cock.
Nana kissed the top of my thigh while massaging the inside with smooth strokes of her hand. "Ever had a woman suck your cock, sugar?"



A nervous knot formed in my throat that made my voice crack when it came out. "N-no. Never."
"I thought so," she said with a grin that grew even larger as she turned to her daughter. "Where do you wanna start, Fifi?"
My mother's pupils dilated. "Can I suck his dick first, Mama?"
Their heads were so close together that Nana only needed to turn her head to the side in order to give Mom a quick peck on the cheek. "Of course you can. I wanna get my lips around those fat balls of his, anyway."
I felt like they were talking about me as though I were not in the room with them, but I did not dare pipe up. I didn't want to say or do anything that would divert them from their chosen course.
Mom latched her right hand around the root of my cock and peeled it off of my stomach, pointing the menacing baton towards the sky. Her grasp spoke volumes: equal parts firm and tender, mirrored by the poise with which she then planted a puckered kiss on the inflated head. Her wetted lips wrapped around the bulb just long enough to give it an audible kiss, after which she looked up at me as if to ask, "How was that?"
"That feels insane, Mom," I squeaked.
She blew cool air over the small bead of saliva that her lips had left behind. "I bet it does, honey. Want another smooch?"
I nodded with the utmost resolve. "Uh-huh!"
Mom opened her lips a little wider than before and plugged her open maw with the head of my cock. She pursed them a couple of times, nursing on the spongy crown, then widened the gap even further and swallowed the entire knob.
The heat, the warmth, and the softness of her tongue brushing against the underside felt absolutely heavenly. There was nothing in my history of sensory experiences that held a candle to the feeling of her mouth.
It must have looked as good as it felt, because Nana was clearly enthralled watching her daughter slurp on me with such servitude. "You look good with a dick in your mouth, Fifi."
I imagined that it must have been as surreal for her to watch as it was for me to experience, since she left no part of the scene untouched by her attentive gaze. I do not recall seeing her blink for that entire time; she refused to miss a single second of the ritual that she had set into motion by giving birth to my mother over forty years ago.
Mom popped her lips off of me loudly when she released the suction. "Mama? You wanna play, too?"
Nana's lips were glistening, but that time she did not lick them clean. "I'd love to."
I expected them to trade places, but instead Nana dipped her head down and rested her temple against my inner thigh while Mom continued to suck on me. Nana's breath was heated steam against my balls, making it clear just how close to them she was.
Nana curled her tongue and slid it underneath my balls, then pointed the tip and used it to gingerly coax one of my balls towards her mouth. She used her tongue like a luscious red carpet, stretching it as far underneath my testicles as she could, then closed her lips to form a vacuum seal with her tongue still flattened against my skin. Her mouth was stretched open so widely that one firm bout of suction was all she needed to pop the orb inside.
"Oooooh, fuck!" I exclaimed. "That feels amazing, Nana!"
Nana did everything in her power not to take her lips off of me when she said "Juff hou wai!"
I felt like a lecherous pervert for how deeply it turned me on to hear her try to talk with her mouth full. Her words were muffled, and while I had pieced together the words she'd tried to utter, I was not prepared for just how good it would feel when she pushed on the back of my second ball with her middle finger.
She ushered it forward to align with her already-stuffed mouth, but it was clear that there was not enough room inside for the two of them unless she tried to unhinge her jaw.
Luckily for me, my grandmother was devoted to her craft, and so she did just that-- or rather got pretty damn close! She was a snake greedily swallowing a fat, round egg, her hunger unfulfilled by the one that she had already gobbled up.
I felt a bit of pressure as Nana pushed, but she managed to inch her lips around the two swollen balls without hurting me, then sealed the entrance around the base of my sack and wiggled her lips back and forth.
"Jesus Christ, Nana," I said with astonishment.
"Hmph! Mmmphmm!" Her voice caused her entire mouth to vibrate, making my balls tingle as their cozy new home began to buzz.
Perhaps spurred by envy -- that she was not receiving as much praise as Nana -- my mother ejected my dick with another resounding pop -- louder that time -- as she broke the suction. "How about my mouth, honey? Do you want me to do anything special for you?"
I had never expected to be in such a commanding position, but planned to use all of my power while it still remained. "Can you go deeper, Mom?"
There were no words necessary to communicate her willingness; it was perfectly encapsulated by the urgency with which she dipped her head back down to swallow my cock again. That time, however, she continued to lower her lips until half of my dick was submerged in her throat.
"Ih hah gooh?" she gurgled.
"That is good, Mom," I said. "But..."
"Hmph," she huffed. "Ou wan me duh guw deefer?"
I felt ashamed to ask her for more, but not enough to stop myself from doing so. "Yeah, Mom. Go even deeper, please."
"Ogah, thweehearth," she murmured.
After that, words must have been impossible for her. She worked the head of my dick through the soggy tunnel, gradually accepting more and more of the length into her gullet with a few noisy gags when it brushed her uvula, but she did not waver. With inspired determination, and a brow that was as tightly knit together as the walls of her throat, Mom opened her jaw to create extra space into which she could worm the rest of my cock.
Her nose was pressed flatly against my stomach. With her tonsils scraping the sides of my cock, we could all hear the sounds of her muffled sputtering as she struggled to keep the formidable beast in its den.
I was truly fascinated by the noises, which itself was all the more sickening because they were being made by my mother. The same sweet, beautiful voice that had once called me in for suppertime was warped into a sickly gurgle as its owner fought desperately for air while my fat log of meat pushed closed that vital pathway from inside the one right next to it.
She stifled an instinctive gag, resisting her body's reflex to rid her esophagus of the pulsating obstruction. She coughed to clear her throat, making saliva rain down on my cock as it flew from her mouth. I felt the droplets run downward, and imagined that Nana must have felt them peppering the sides of her lips as she quietly nursed on my balls.
"W-was that b-better?" she asked between deep breaths that made her entire body heave.
"That was perfect," I said in awe.
She wiped the back of her hand across her mouth. "Thank you, honey. Wanna give Nana a turn?"
The woman in question popped my balls out of her mouth to answer for me. "Yes, please! Trade with me, Fifi. I got his balls nice and wet for you."
She was right; I could feel the slight breeze made by her breath tickling them.
"Okay, Mama," my mother chirped happily.
Mom put my balls into her mouth and took to suckling like Nana had, her eyes closed in bliss as the rolled the heavy orbs around with her tongue like she was trying to melt a jawbreaker. There were subtle differences between the heat and texture of their mouths, but ultimately my balls were just happy to be back inside someplace safe, wet, and warm.
Nana wrapped her lips around the head of my cock and instantly fell into a routine that spoke of much experience. She noisily slurped with her hand against her mouth, using her partially-clenched fist to form a snug passageway for my dick to fit through. She wisely dribbled saliva into the opening made by her curled fingers in order to keep it slippery, and with that lubrication, she became a well-oiled machine.
Nana would plunge my dick halfway into her throat while her hand performed a corkscrew around the bottom half of my shaft, effectively working every inch of me at once. She moved with such ferocity that it took my breath away; she was clearly trying to upstage her daughter and prove that age had not diminished her skill. Seriously, I forgot to breathe a couple times, and I was not the only one for whom air was a secondary priority.
Nana fought to keep me deep in her throat for as long as she could. When she could finally take no more, she pulled her head back and snaked my long, rigid cock out of her gullet. She took to stroking my entire lubricated length with a long, patient massage that went from the base all the way up to the puffy head.
She took drawn-out breaths, sucking air through the mouthful of saliva that had previously been oozing around my cock head. Rather than swallow, as I expected her to do, Nana gathered the slimy goo at the front of her mouth. It formed a veil, one that she pierced with the tip of my cock, but that time she did not stop until I felt the head tickle the back of her throat.
"Whoa," I said in a fog.
She gave a raspy sputter, then said something that I truly did not understand.
"What? I can't hear you, Nana."
Mom momentarily slid my balls out of her mouth to inform me that Nana had said, "Watch this."
No sooner had the echoed words left her mouth than I felt the two of them, in almost perfect harmony, put me back inside. For Mom, that meant slurping my balls back into her mouth until her cheeks were puffed up, and for Nana it meant driving my dick to the back of her throat so roughly that we both groaned when it hit the bottom. Over and over she repeated the process, bludgeoning the back of her throat with the bulbous tip - and I wasn't the only one shocked by her ferocity.
"Jesus, Mama," my mother uttered. "Don't hurt yourself."
Either Nana could not hear her or did not care enough to listen. Ultimately, it made no difference. There was an elegance in her detachment -- a strange kind of mastery that one only could only gain through decades of practice. Nothing seemed like it would be able to stop the loud gulping sounds that escaped her loose lips whenever my cock collided with the spongy wall at the back.
Gulp! Gulp! Gulp! Nana pushed herself with the intensity of a woman half her age, making a boisterous show of her talents that would have put professionals to shame.
There was rhythm to her movements. There was purpose. She had full control-- never crossing a line, never panicking. Despite the garish gurgles she was making - which, to some, might have sounded a lot like struggling - Nana seemed right at home. I imagined some woman would have been ashamed to be heard making such lurid noises, she did not seem to mind one bit.
She performed for us, but not in a showy sense. There was no real audience besides me and Mom, and she wasn't playing to us in that way. There was no smile, no eye contact. She was not trying to shock or seduce-- those things were simply by-products that occurred as a result of her eager servitude. If anything, she seemed entirely alone with herself, even in the room with us - a solitary sportsman, committed to convincing only herself that she still had what it took.
Nana engaged in a particularly rough plunge that made her cough, forcing her to withdraw my dick. When it emerged from her throat, slick with the result of her focused effort, she held it loosely in one hand, shifting her focus away from it so that she could take a few deep, manually drawn breaths. Her shoulders sagged as the air filled her lungs.
Mom and I were speechless for a few seconds. The only sound in the room was that of Nana fighting to stabilize herself through meditative breathing, but it was music to my ears.
"Wow, Nana," I said. "I didn't know you could do that!"
She sucked some of the drool off of the corner of her mouth. "I can do lots of stuff, Muffin, but I think I need a little break. Either that or--" She turned to Mom. "Maybe someone could help me out?"
Mom's eyes twinkled excitedly. "Wanna share the load, Mama?"
"That would be lovely, Fifi. Let's take turns."
The mommies laid their outer hands flat against my pelvis - Mom's right and Nana's left -- positioned in such a way that their index fingers and thumbs each formed one half of a circle that, when joined, put my dick in a snug chokehold to keep it upright.
With it held firmly in place, they turned their heads to the side so that the slits of their lips became vertical, matching the orientation of my erection. Then they pushed towards it, creating a wet trench within which it was nestled.
My cock was sandwiched between the fluffy, pink buns, each mother tending to her respective side. By lifting and lowering their heads, they sawed my dick back and forth in unison with their conjoined lips wrapped around me. Their lips were pressed right up against each other, their tongues occasionally fluttering against the underside, effectively treating my dick as nothing more than a fleshy obstruction around which they could kiss each other.
With my eyes closed, it was impossible to tell where one mouth ended and the other began, effectively subjecting me to what felt like dozens of wet, slimy tentacles painting saliva on my shaft.
Once I was fully drenched with spit bubbles, they began to pass my dick back and forth between their mouths, sharing the burden so that neither would have to work too hard. I popped out of Mom's mouth and slid into Nana's, the rapid hand-off giving my sensitive cock head little time to cool off from the heat of one mouth before it was thrust into another.
When Nana pulled my dick out, long, gooey strands of spit were strung like translucent ropes between her mouth and the shiny helmet, connecting us for the briefest of extra moments before they were severed by Mom's next plunge.
It was a display of practiced teamwork. Whenever one mommy would pop me out of their gasping mouth, lips glistening with a glossy layer of saliva, they would then point it towards their partner to help them quickly and smoothly - and ravenously! -- engulf the bulging head. Sometimes they would plummet to the base and hilt me against the back of their throat; sometimes they would merely nurse greedily on the spongy bulb. It never lasted longer than a few seconds before I was offered up yet again to the other volunteer.
For a brief moment, I looked past the bobbing heads of dual-colored hair and saw the miraculous sight of their plump ass cheeks wobbling side to side as they nursed. I did not know if it was simply a result of their happy squirming, or if they were doing it to intentionally hypnotize me with the entrancing jiggle, but if the latter, then mission accomplished.
Nana's dark blue onesie -- the thong portion of it, at least -- was riding so high that the lower portion had been completely swallowed into the swell of her gigantic cheeks. The trail of blue fabric was a pathway. It led from the shallow dip in the small of her back towards the enormous mountains until it vanished between them, and it led to a very odd stray thought: I bet I could hide my whole fucking arm between those massive things!
Nevertheless, it was my mother's ass that I found to be the most intoxicating. Her vibrant red underwear was not as narrow as Nana's, which allowed the garment to actually cover a decent portion of her blubbery bottom despite the inevitable riding-up. The edges of the rouge cloth were teeth that sank into her soft flesh. They had clearly been doing so for quite some time; they had already left behind several imprints in the wake as they had ridden up over time.
There was something beautiful about how the red cloth created such a bold contrast in color between its hue and that of her lily-white skin. Though Nana was showing notably more of her ass, I considered the hint of what lay underneath Mom's underwear to be far more erotic.
It forced my mind to fill in the blanks with my imagination, lending an air of mystery that I found positively magnetic. My dick, too, was charmed by the sight, and flexed powerfully to communicate that to my grandmother-- who at that moment had her mouth tightly sealed around the knob to feel that mighty pulsating.
Nana slid her lips off of me, then pointed my dick toward her daughter. "He's throbbing, Fifi."
Mom made a low, rumbling growl as she admired my cock with unabashed awe. "I know, Mama. I can see it. Looks like he's gonna cum soon."
"I can't help it!" I did not want to just then, but the moment was creeping up with more strength than I could handle. "Could you slow down, maybe?"
Nana chuckled. "We are going slow, Peanut. Do you want us to suck on your balls for a minute instead?"
"At the same time? That would be awesome!"
"What do you think?" Nana asked Mom.
My mother peeled her lips off of the swollen crown, keeping the silken cushions glued to it until the very last second. "Okay, Mama."
The mommies nuzzled their faces into my balls and each latched their lips around the one that was closest to them, sharing a duty that they had once performed solo. Their fat tongues caressed my heavy eggs, basting them with a thick glaze of spit, while they each looked up at me with nothing short of unending affection in their eyes.
I adored being the center of their attention. I knew they were studying my facial expressions; by the feel of it, they were using that information - and more besides - to calibrate their methods. Whenever I would groan or furrow my brow, they would narrow in on the spot that had made me do so.
With technique that seemed too good to be accidental -- though I could not imagine they had pre-planned such a move -- Mom and Nana began to glide their hands further up my cock. Rather than continuing to pin their fingers against the base - which they had been doing in order to hold me upright - they instead each took responsibility for one half of my dick.
Nana tended to the lower portion while Mom worked on the head, ensuring that no part of my cock was left untouched. The slippery coating of saliva that their double-blowjob had left behind allowed their fingers to glide easily up and down the length, lubricating the piston so that they could stroke or rotate their clenched fists at whatever speeds they saw fit.
I put a hand on either of their heads and used my fingers to comb the hair out of their eyes, tucking it behind their ears so they would not be bothered by the stray strands. Although I still maintained the composure to recognize that the two of them had complete control over me, I felt an alluring sense of power. Holding their frail heads in my large mitts -- one full of Mom's vivacious brown hair and the other digging into Nana's thinner, pale-white threads -- gave me the sense that I was a king being tended to by his most devoted servants.
It became clear that I was not the only one enjoying that momentary power shift. Mom was tittering quietly while she nursed. She unlatched her lips and said, "You've got big hands, sweetheart."
"And a big dick!" Nana added with glee as she, too, released me.
Mom faked a gasp of surprise. "So the legends are true!"
"I think that saying is about feet, Fifi."
I was too flabbergasted, both from the sight and the sensation, to partake in their playful banter. "You two look fucking beautiful."
The ladies cooed happily, their silliness momentarily sidelined by the earnest compliment.
Mom beamed happily. "Sweetheart, that is so nice."
"Thank you, Muffin," Nana said. "I hope you mean it."
"I do!" I exclaimed. "Absolutely I do. You're, like, the two most beautiful women I've ever seen."



Nana clicked her tongue against her teeth. "Sounds like somebody is trying to get some brownie points."
Mom planted a quick kiss on my ball. "Mission accomplished, I'd say. How should we reward you, Monkey?"
"Uh... well..." I stammered, trying to buy time so I could think of a reward that would not make me instantly orgasm the second they gave it to me. I couldn't think of anything, so I decided that honesty was the best policy. "To tell the truth, I don't know how much more I can take. I'm already pretty close to cumming."
Nana buried her nose into my ball sack. "That's okay, sugar."
"It is?"
"Of course!"
I scowled. "But, then the ritual is over. Right? I don't want this to end!"
Nana kissed my ball a couple of times, accenting her smooches by smacking her lips loudly. "Why not?" She tilted her head to the side so that her noggin tapped against Mom's. "Think about how good it'll feel!"
All I could think about was the fact that the fascinating new chapter we were exploring was about to come to a close. "I just want to make it last as long as I can."
Mom gave me a puzzled look, but then her eyes widened seconds later. "Oh! Honey, no. Do you think you only get to cum once?"
I paused. "Um... yes?"
A delightfully fiendish giggle rose from beneath my balls. Then Mom asked a question that was so obvious I actually felt embarrassed for needing the prompt. "Why do you think we packed overnight bags?"
"I dunno. To sleep here?"
She nodded, making the tip of her nose nudge my balls up and down. "Uh-huh. The ritual lasts all day, Monkey-- and all night. We can do this as many times as you want to."
A tremor danced along my spine. "Really?" Then I looked at Nana. "Seriously?"
The white-haired temptress nodded, too. "Of course we can. There's no need to rush. Just let it out, Muffin. Your mother will take care of it."
"You will, Mom?" I asked her.
She gave me an affirmative nod then dragged her tongue, laid flat against my shaft, upwards until she reached the tip. "I sure will, honey. Put it all right here!" Then she opened her mouth as wide as she could, stuck out her tongue, and pointed to the back of her throat.
"O-okay," I said. "If you say so."
Mom fully took over tending to my cock, taking the reins from Nana so that she could watch her daughter suck the cum out of me-- a scene that she and I both watched in fascination. Mom closed her mouth around the head, surrounding it in a sweltering cocoon that beckoned me forth with a twirl of her tongue.
I unclenched my ass cheeks and let my body relax. I knew that my orgasm would surface the moment I stopped holding it back, but its sudden onset nevertheless managed to surprise me.
"Mom!" I yelped with my eyes closed. "I'm gonna cum! Holy fuck I'm gonna fucking cum!"
"Mmhmm!" she murmured through her stuffed maw, refusing to relinquish my dick to utter a single word.
My cock became steel, stiffened by a magnificent pleasure that made the backs of my eyes tingle. Wave after wave of bliss washed over me. My entire skull was alight with warm vibrations, every nerve buzzing in unison.
I spewed ropes of cum so thick that it felt like jelly when it came flying out of the tip. I could only imagine that it felt the same against the back of Mom's throat. She made a vulgar gagging sound, but quickly hardened her resolve in time to accept the next salvo with a smile on her face. Her tiny fist corkscrewed around the bottom half of my pulsating length, coaxing forth one hearty serving of heated goo after another, draining me of resources until I felt deflated-- emotionally and physically.
Were I not already sitting on the bed, I would have collapsed in an exhausted heap. It felt like Mom had sucked the life force out of me, rendering my muscles useless bulk. I did not even have the energy to lift my head, and could only groan when Mom released my dick out of her mouth with a lurid pop!
"Ooooooh," I wailed in ecstasy with electric tingles sizzling throughout my limbs long after she had removed her mouth. "OOoooh, oooHhhhH!"
I finally opened my eyes again and gazed upon the face of my mother, her chubby cheeks bloated with my cum. I was sure that she was exaggerating the size of the mouthful, but the illusion worked.
Nana looked at her daughter like she was the proudest mother in the world. "Wow, Muffin! Looks like you made a lot for her."
"Yeah," I mumbled.
"You want her to swallow for ya?" Nana asked with a sugary sweet voice.
I shook my head to try and think straight. "Could she do something else instead?"
Nana gestured towards Mom with a tilt of her head. "Ask her yourself, sugar."
I looked into Mom's hazel eyes and took a moment to appreciate the flecks of green that were peppered into her iris, then asked her a question wholly unbecoming of a son-- or any family member. "Could you and Nana, like, kiss?"
Mom cocked her head to the side like a curious puppy, but Nana only laughed.
"Lemme think," Nana mused. "It's probably going to be awfully messy if I kiss her with all that cum in her mouth..."
I nodded urgently. "Uh huh!"
Mom knit her brow together. "Mphm! Mmhm hmpf hmm?"
Nana rolled her eyes sarcastically. "It's rude to talk with your mouth full, Fifi."
Mom growled with annoyance, then sat up on her knees. She angled her head up towards the ceiling so that nothing would slosh over the sides when she spoke. "Ah haid: aww ou ure?"
"He's sure, Fifi." Nana had taken the words right out of my mouth. "Besides, I think it's sexy. I wanna try it -- and we're gonna use tongue this time."
Nana sat up, wearing her excitement on her face, and inched closer to Mom. The milky haired matron made a showy display of puckering her lips and blowing kisses to my mother to further tease her, but I was sure that if Mom really did not want to take part, she would have chosen not to.
A sticky bead of cum clung to her quivering lip, but it was only one that managed to escape. Just as it began to roll down her chin, Nana leaned in and pushed her mouth against Mom's, sealing the rest of my load inside with the kiss.
Their embrace deepened, driven in no small part by Nana's one-sided advanced. Their tongues moved in slow, circling strokes, slipping and retreating to draw one another in. Between their mouths, where they made wet, slovenly gasps for air between kisses, my pearly white cum danced along their tongues. Every curl, prod, and thrust served to slowly churn the dense paste into a froth.
They pulled their heads back to each take a small breath, causing the viscous glue to stretch between them in an elongated string before they rejoined their lips. It moved slowly, tugged and coaxed by subtle jaw movements, tiny pressures, and the rolling guidance of their tongues as they passed it back and forth. The bubbly syrup seemed to have a mind of its own, resisting and obeying in equal measure, as if it did not want to be passed, but yearned to be taken by force as deeply as I ached to see it swallowed.
I gulped nervously "C-can you... uh... swallow it?"
They parted again, but that time it was with a lingering pause. A strand of cum refused to let go at first, trembling between their lips like a string of molten honey before it finally snapped.
It appeared to me that they had shared the load equally, having transferred enough cum from daughter to mother such that neither could respond to me with words. They both gave a nod of their heads, then looked at each other awkwardly.
"Mmhmm?" Nana asked.
"Mmhmm," Mom responded.
Nana tilted her head back slightly. I watched the muscles in her neck shift and flex with deliberation as she ushered the cum to the back of her throat. With nothing more than a slight flutter in her eye, she swallowed it with a slow, visible contraction, like she was letting the rich butter melt down her throat.
I knew that some women disliked cum, but Nana was apparently not one of them. She took her time, but she was not hesitating; she was savouring. There was a look of satisfaction on her face that I found enchanting, and it was made all the more enticing when contrasted against her daughter's lack of enthusiasm.
Mom's shoulders were tense and drawn up around her ears, and her forehead was furrowed in much the same way. Her lips twitched faintly; she was still holding it, not yet accepting of her fate. She lasted a few more seconds, but then came the inevitable: a tremor of compliance.
Mom's throat tightened, her jaw grinding as she worked to force the cum down. She trembled like she was swallowing a sob, fighting against her natural instincts in order to seduce me with her exemplary obedience. Her body gave a nearly imperceptible jolt, urging her to reject the substance, but she held it down.
When the last drop fell into her stomach, she opened her mouth and gave a long, exasperated pant. "Oh my g-god! Honey that... wow. That was so much!"
Nana licked her lips clean just in case she had missed a spot. "That was so naughty! I liked that."
"Me too," I admitted, though it was not much of a secret.
Mom cleared her throat with a cough. "Jeez. You made enough for both of us. Is it always like that?"
I shook my head in disbelief. "Never. Must've been because of you two."
There was a dribble of cum on Mom's chin that Nana spotted; her eyes widened when she did. "Hold still, Fifi." She swooped in to lick it off.
Mom whined like a bratty kid having ice cream wiped off their face, but sat still to let Nana clean her. "Mamaaaaa!"
It was oddly entertaining to watch my mother reduced to a petulant child under the parental maintenance of her own doting mommy. I was brought back to memories of her licking a napkin to wipe a smear of food off of my face before sending me back to play at the park.
The mommies flopped down onto the bed, still clad in their lingerie, and cuddled up against either side of my chest. Mom was breathing a bit harder than Nana, but I found their asynchronous tempos to be strangely relaxing. The three of us laid in peaceful silence, which I had no problem with. I was content to stew in the afterglow of the most amazing orgasm I had ever been given, but my brain had other plans.
After being subjected to such a remarkable torrent of pleasure, I was running on fumes. I had heard comedians tell jokes about men falling asleep soon after sex, and discovered that day that the same went for blowjobs. As I slowly began to drift off, I heard the mommies talking to each other, but could not even find the energy to open my eyes.
"Mama," my mother said to Nana in a hushed whisper. "Look."
I felt Nana gingerly rotate her head, then heard a soft mew. "That's adorable. Poor Peanut fell right asleep."
"I guess we did a good job."
"We sure did, Fifi."
"Should we wake him up?"
"No, no. Let him sleep a bit. He needs energy for the next part."
"Okay, Mama."
I did not necessarily want to sleep. In fact, in the back of my head there was a voice telling me to get up and see what Nana had meant by "the next part," but it was a battle that I could not win. My body was as heavy as molasses, and I was too weak to crack an eyelid. What I did know - and what I fell asleep thinking about - was that whatever they had in store for me was going to make the best day of my entire life even better.
Maybe I was dreaming it, but I think I fell asleep with a smile on my face.
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I was not sure if a name existed for the state of peaceful relaxation that was experiencing. I teetered on the edge of sleep, my eyes closed in a sort of meditative trance as I took deep, steady breaths. With Mom and Nana lying on me -- on my left and right side, respectively -- each of my inhalations flooded my nostrils with their powerful perfumes.
Their scents mingled together to take on a whole new profile. The juicy, succulent orange aroma from my mother had been delightfully blended with Nana's heavenly vanilla. The aroma filled the air around us with a smell akin to a creamsicle.
"Did I fall asleep?" I asked groggily.
"You sure did, honey," Mom said.
I blinked hard a couple of times. "For how long?"
"Long enough for me and Nana to take our clothes off."
My eyes shot open, my gaze wandering past my mother's head of slightly-tousled brown hair to gaze upon a fluffy bush of even darker fur between her legs. In fact, it was jet black. She had her knee hiked up a little so that it was half-straddling my thigh, placing the fuzzy nest directly against my skin -- though it was not the only thing she had pressed against me.
Mom's heavy, naked breasts were serving as a stand-in for the duvet. They blanketed my chest, their weight pinning me to the mattress. Along with that bulk came a stifling degree of body heat that had caused sweat to form along my hairline.
Mom lazily ground her pussy on my leg, brushing me with the silky threads. She kissed my shoulder without lifting her head. "I wanted to get into something more comfortable while you were asleep: my birthday suit!"
It was a truly wonderful coincidence that her idea of comfort aligned with my idea of what was sexy. Her nipples were larger than I had imagined - each of them more than two inches wide. They had an almost translucent tone -- a pale, creamy rose that barely stood out against the surrounding skin. The edges of each areola faded gradually into the rest of her respective breasts, with only a faint line of separation marking their border. Her nipples were slightly flattened at the tip, and the base of each was dotted with dozens of tiny bumps that looked like they would have felt wonderful on my tongue.
Excitement made my stomach flip. I could not think of anything to say besides, "Wow."
She ground harder against my leg, wafting the warmth of her naked cunt against me. "You like?"
"I love, Mom."
"Excuse me," Nana interrupted. She then placed a finger on the bottom of my chin and manually turned my head towards her.
Just like my mom, Nana had also shed her lingerie in exchange for something far less restrictive. She'd also mounted my thigh in a similar way, but the similarities did not extend much farther than that.
They both had large breasts -- that much had clearly been passed down genetically -- but my eyes were drawn to Nana's perky little nipples, which seemed downright adorable when compared to my mother's. Her areolas were smaller, too, and their starkly defined borders made their vivid pink hue stand out boldly against her fair skin.
Unlike the fur on her daughter's pussy, which still retained its original color, Nana's had faded to the same lilywhite shade as the hair on her head. Her pubic fuzz was rougher than Mom's, and while it was not necessarily scratchy, I was intrigued to feel such a noticeable difference between their individual textures as they slowly ground on my leg.
I had not intended to ignore my grandmother. It was just that I had been so captivated by Mom's nudity that my brain took an extra couple of seconds before acknowledging hers, too. "Nana! You too?"
"Me too, Peanut," she replied.
Mom lifted her head to blow a stream of cool air through my hair. "Close your eyes, honey. Just relax. We're not in a rush."
I shut my eyes and let my body melt onto the bed, at which point Mom and Nana began tracing their fingertips across my chest. While not quite a massage, it felt incredibly to have them paw at me, their hands melting into one cohesive being whose end I could not surmise.
In the meantime, their lips peppered my neck, cheeks, and shoulders with a series of kisses that became increasingly slovenly, leaving behind small dribbles of saliva that felt cool on my skin when they caught a breeze from the ceiling fan.
Someone gently rubbed my stomach with large, slow circles while another raked their fingers through my chest hair. I felt as though I had a dozen servants tending to my every need, and was all the more amazed that such a feeling had arisen from just two - admittedly amazing - women that I had known my entire life.
I was almost ashamed at how quickly I got hard thanks to their tender touches. I rarely bounced back so quickly after cumming, and I figured that it was because I had also never had two beautiful, naked women fawning over me like I was the last man on earth.
Mom took notice before Nana did. "Looks like he's ready for round two."
"My, my," Nana said with a chuckle. "He got hard again so quickly."
"That's my boy!" Mom boasted to her mom. Then she turned her attention back to me. "Ready for it to get even better?"
My lip quivered. "Is it... what I think it is?"
Mom caressed the side of my face with one hand. "It is, baby."
It was positively surreal to have something so ludicrous offered to me, but Mom did not seem to be acknowledging the absurdity. "Are you sure?"
"Of course. That's why we're here, after all. I'm ready if you are."
"I'm ready! But, I mean, shouldn't I wear a condom or something?"
Nana purred seductively. "Not with us, sugar. We want you to know what our pussies feel like-- really feel like."
"But..." I hesitated. I did not want to argue with them, but could not shake the idea that Mom could accidentally wind end up pregnant by the end of the night.
"Buuuut?" Mom asked with a loving kiss on my cheek.
"What if I get you pregnant?"
They laughed, then said in perfect unison, "You won't."
"So, when I cum," I asked, "what do I do?"
Mom brushed her nose against my cheekbone, then planted another smooch from her pillowy lips against the side of my face. "What do you want to do, sweetheart?"
"Can I-- uh, well... i-inside?" I squeaked.
The women lifted their heads, presumably to look at each other for a second, pausing as though silently conferring over my request while I waited with my eyes closed.
Mom put her head back down and whispered into my ear, "I think we can do that."
Nana kissed my cheekbone, then brought her lips towards my ear so as to make my spine tingle when she spoke. "Is that what you want, muffin? You wanna dump your babies deep in your Mama's hot little cunt?"
The flurry of butterflies in my gut made it feel like they were about to come flying out of my mouth. "J-Jesus Christ, Nana!"
She laid her tongue flatly against my cheek, then drew a straight line up towards my temple. "You like when I talk dirty like that?"
"I-I- uh, well, I don't-- oh, fuck!" My train of thought was interrupted when Nana coiled her fingers around my cock and gave it a tender squeeze to coax an answer out of me. "I like it, Nana! I like it!"
"Good boy," she purred seductively. "Tell your Mom want you want to do."
Mom nuzzled against the side of my neck. "Go ahead, baby. Tell me."
I summoned the constitution to deliver my plea with full-chested confidence. "I want to fuck you, Mom!"
She gingerly nipped at my skin with her lips folded over her teeth. "How bad?"
"More than anything in the world!" I asserted. "Please, Mom. I want to fuck you so bad it hurts!"
Mom tisked a couple of times with her tongue. "Well, well. We can't have that, can we?"
I shook my head.
"Then I guess Mommy better help you with that big, hard cock, honey. Are you okay if I get on top?"
Okay with it? I thought incredulously. I'll beg for it if I have to!
Nana grabbed a pillow and slipped it under my head so that I would not have to crane my neck to watch my mother mount me.
Mom threw a leg over me, pinching my thighs together, then sat down and rested her full weight upon me. Then she scooted further towards my chest, allowing me to spread my legs a little once she was hovering over my cock. "Hold him steady for me, Mama."
"Sure thing, Fifi," Nana said as she wrapped a hand around the midsection of my cock to hold it upright. She waved it back and forth, using Mom's fluffy cunt fur to tickle the underside where I was the most sensitive. "Soft, isn't it?"
"Y-yeah," I panted. My senses were in overdrive from the physical sensation, but was nothing compared to what was happening inside of my head. My dick was mere inches -- and fewer seconds -- away from being back inside of the very vagina that had delivered me into the world.
Mom lowered her body until my cock was sandwiched between her gooey cunt lips. They loosely hugged the sides of my dick, providing two slippery buns for the throbbing sausage to comfortable nestle into.
"Oh, Mom," I groaned.
She pressed down with her weight to pin my cock against my abdomen, then began to grind back and forth to drive it between her lips a few times. "I've been waiting for this for a long time, honey."
"You have?"
She nodded, towering over me. "Eighteen years."
The realization hit me like a ton of bricks: Mom had known all along. She'd grown up knowing.
Perhaps she had not anticipated every single detail of our eventual mating ritual, but she'd certainly been aware that she was duty-bound to have sex with me to complete my transition into manhood. Perhaps that sudden clarity would have or should have made me uncomfortable, but Mom looked for all the world like she wasn't merely fulfilling an obligation. She looked like she was enjoying herself thoroughly.
I wondered if it was the same for other women in the family. Though it was based on nothing but biased admiration for my own mother, I somehow believed that she was a different breed - that none of the other women in my family tree had ever come close to rivaling the lustful hunger that I saw in her eyes.
"Whatcha thinking about, Monkey?" Mom asked with a deceptively sweet smile -- one that was far too innocent when compared with how eagerly she was dragging my dick through her sodden pussy lips.
"Just..." I took a deep breath. "How beautiful you are, Mom."
The two ladies cooed affectionately, as though they were watching a puppy take its first steps.
"That's adorable, Peanut," Nana said. "Down, Fifi."
Mom lifted herself up a little, putting just enough space between us that Nana could align my cock with her pussy. Then she sat down again -- but only just enough to lodge the head inside of her opening.
She squeezed around the bulging helmet a couple of times. "There he is."
Satisfied that I would be held in place by the grip from her daughter's pussy, Nana let go of my dick. She laid her hand on my cheek -- the one opposite her -- and gently pulled my face towards her so she could kiss me there. "How does she feel, sugar?"
"Fucking amazing!" I exclaimed in disbelief. Only the head was inside, but I was already bewildered by the heat and pressure compressing it on all sides.
I wrapped an arm around Nana's body to hold her against me. With her being up so far towards the headboard, her pudgy bottom was in the perfect position to rest in my hand. As soon as I felt the doughy globes under my fingers, I gave them a slight squeeze.
Mom dropped down a little more and stuffed more of my dick into her body. "Oh, honey!"
Nana licked her lips. "He feels big, doesn't he? I can tell just by looking at him."
"Y-yeah, Mama," my mother grunted. "Pretty big."
I grabbed onto her hips with the hand that wasn't kneading Nana's ass. "Can you take more, Mom?"
She smiled down at me. "I can, sweetheart. I just have to get used to how big you are first. Your father doesn't stretch me like this."
My heart was beating so fast that I felt like it ricocheting around in my chest. "Really? I'm-- for real? He doesn't?"
She nodded as she wiggled further down the swollen length of pipe, embedding - by the feel of it - half of my cock into the warm, cozy chamber. "Really, really, so don't rush me."
Nana tugged on my chin with enough force that it encouraged me to turn my head, where I saw her riveting blue eyes gazing lovingly into mine. "Here, sweetheart. Kiss me while she puts the rest inside."
Nana swiftly thrust her tongue into my mouth, penetrating my lips before I could slither my own tongue out to greet her. They tumbled restlessly in the dark den of saliva, coiling together like strands of DNA. She mewed quietly into my mouth, emitting little whimpers of satisfaction to show her appreciation.
I knew that I would have had to have been a fool to decline, even though I would have been perfectly happy to watch Mom's ever-changing facial expression as she packed more and more meat into her body. It had already contorted into shapes and angles that I had never seen in person. I wanted to see what further ways she could transform her face from one of the most recognizable in my brain to one of pure, unabashed pleasure.
I opened one of my eyes and saw - in the view that was not obscured by Nana's face as she kissed me - Mom's eyes defocusing momentarily, her mouth hanging wide open in extended bliss, as she engulfed another inch of my cock with a soft sigh.
Her eyebrows knitted together, joining in the center of her forehead as she buckled down in concentration and plunged another few healthy inches of dick into her pussy.
"Ooooooohhh, gawd, fugging ohmigaaaawd," she muttered mindlessly, seemingly to herself as Nana and I preoccupied ourselves with furiously swapping spit.
Nana stopped kissing me for a moment, but only long enough to lean in close to my ear and deliver a message that Mom was not meant to hear. "Is Mommy being a good little whore for you, muffin?"
I quickly closed my eyes for fear she would catch me peeking. "So good, so good."
While I hadn't said anything particularly salacious, it still felt oddly exciting to be talking behind Mom's back while she was right next to us, her mind adrift as she dropped further onto my lap.
Nana's breath tickled me when she nibbled on my earlobe. "Tell her, then."
"Now?" I asked urgently.
"Mmhmm, yeah," Nana insisted. "Tell her how good she is; she wants to know."
"M-Mom?" I gasped.
"Yes?" she squeaked.
"You're... uh, doing a good job."
"Thank you, honey. I'm almost done, just one more and--" She dropped her ass onto me the rest of the way and gobbled the remainder of my cock into her slimy sheath. "--there we go."
The surprise drop made me tense up - all of me, which meant my fingers that were already gripping into Nana's backside dug themselves in so hard that I felt my hand start to quiver with tension. "Holy fuck!"
She squirmed side to side to accentuate the fact that her plump ass cheeks were resting on my thighs. "All gone. Told you I could do it, Mom."
Nana chuckled. "I guess you were right."
I finally clued in to how hard I was squeezing Nana's rump and released it, but I still kept my palm pressed flat against her cheek. "Knew what?"
"Well," Mom said in a singsongy voice, "I had a feeling that you were gonna be the perfect size for me, and I was right. You fit like a-- well, I guess I fit you like a glove, don't I?"
I grunted in confirmation, but I could not offer much more beyond a faintly uttered, "Glove."
Mom giggled and constricted her cunt muscles around me. "Poor baby. Did Mommy's pussy fry your brain?"
"Uh-huh," I grumbled.
She rubbed my stomach with the heel of her palm. Her fingers started off curled, but she slowly extended them until they, too, were flat against my skin. "See? Take a look, honey."
I looked down at our conjoined bodies. I could not see a single inch of my own cock. Where my body ended, Mom's began. She had sat down so firmly into my lap that it appeared as though my dick had completely vanished into some otherworldly portal between her legs.
The remarkable sight made me clench up, causing my dick to flex against the interior of Mom's pussy.
She gave a little jump. "Oh, my! Hello there, Monkey."
"You felt that?"
"Duh! If I squeeze hard enough, I could probably feel those fat veins of yours throbbing, too."
I could feel that my balls were pulled tightly against my body, but even more than that, I could feel the way that Mom's chubby ass cheeks had wrapped themselves around my ball sack when she'd sat all the way down. Whenever she would clench her pussy around me, it would make her cheeks do the same, tightly swaddling my dick and balls with magnificent levels of comfort. I felt as though my entire body could have melted right on top of Nana's bed.
I was lucky it didn't, though. If it had, I would not have gotten to experience the remarkable sensation of Mom slowly pulling my dick out of the hot, muggy depths of her cunt when she began to sit up on her knees.
The time she had spent squeezing felt as though it had molded her pussy around me, setting up her slickened walls to caress every inch of my cock at once. As she sat up, my dick was pulled out of the slippery tunnel, and each and every one of her soft, luscious folds dragged against me-- a sensory overload as thousands of tongues individually glazed my length with little licks.
"Fucking hell, Mom!" I cried out. "That's... that's..."
Mom drove her ass back down so that her fat cheeks clapped against my thighs and plunged my cock back into her warm, buttery cunt. "Spit it out, sweetheart."
"That's fucking amazing!" I wailed.
My dick was embedded so deeply that I could feel it nudging against a spongy barrier; she'd sat down so hard that the head had even flattened slightly. No sooner had I felt that strange, new sensation than Mom - with an audible heave - lifted her blubbery rump off of me to repeat the move once more.
After only a few lazy bounces, her movements became clockwork. One loud, lewd clap would come seconds after the last, their hypnotic consistency lulling me into a trance that felt dreamlike. She impaled her sodden cunt over and over again, growling with hunger for more, more, and more still, each heated snarl serving to further invigorate her bouncing.
Nana strapped her arm over my chest like a seatbelt, holding me to the mattress while her daughter rode me like a beast in heat. "Can I play with your balls, muffin?"
"Uh-huh!" I yelped.
Nana reached around behind Mom's back and deftly snuck her hand underneath her daughter's bouncing ass while it was still in mid-air. Then, she made an "O" with her fingers and thumb that placed my balls directly in her palm.
Since the bulky eggs were pulled so tightly against my body, she had to spend a few seconds gingerly coaxing them to settle into my sack again so she could get a good grip. Even once they had descended, she continued to gently tug on them every couple of seconds, performing a slow, steady milking that I could tell was coaxing forth my orgasm.
"Nana!" I squealed. "Slow down!"
She traced her tongue along my jawline. "Or what, sugar?"
"Or I'm gonna cum!" I whined.
Nana extended her middle finger and used it to tickle the bridge of skin between my balls and asshole, which made lightning shoot through my whole body. "Don't you want to come? Think of how goooood it'll feel."
"It's okay, Monkey," Mom said. "You don't have to impress me. If it wants to come out, then just let it out."
"I- yeah, it does -- like, right now!" Between Nana tugging on my balls and Mom gyrating on top of me, I was powerless to stop myself.



Some part of me knew it was naive to expect that I'd instantly be the best that Mom had ever had. Still, I'd wanted to impress her in any way I could. Apart from having a big dick, lasting longer had seemed the only option. Released from that self-imposed obligation, well...
My entire body went rigid, my muscles seizing up like Zeus himself had struck me with a bolt of lightning. My fingers sank into Nana's voluptuous backside, each digit made of steel and gripping her as though she were the only thing keeping my body tethered to Earth; my brain was already long gone. She did not ask for a hint of mercy. If anything, the instinctive cheeks squeezes seemed to spur her on even further.
"Good boy," she mewed into my ear. "Dump all that gooey cum into your mother, sugar."
My cock throbbed in perfect tandem with the convulsions of Mom's pussy -- which seemed to have only grown stronger over time -- flinging ropes of warm goo into the bottom of her birth canal with every pulsation.
My cock head was pressed so firmly into Mom's spongy cervix that there was nowhere for my cum to go but down, turning her already-wet insides into a mushy swamp of undulating muscle that grew warmer by the second.
I wailed with such unbridled passion that I could not even hear the dirty things that Nana continued to whisper to me. Blood rushed to my head, making it feel as heavy as my limbs as I crept towards the verge of blacking out from the overwhelming pleasure. Somewhere in the distance, I believed that I heard Mom making similar sounds, but was too lost in the throes of my orgasm to truly pay attention to anything else.
I was finally brought back to reality when Mom collapsed on my chest. Her breasts spilled over the sides of my torso like sagging beanbags, and her head came to rest upon my shoulder. Her breathing was rough and ragged, drawn in short spurts while she endured full-body tremors - or possibly enjoyed them.
"You did it, honey," she warbled weakly.
I wrapped one arm -- the one that was not gripping Nana's ass -- around her waist and held her tightly. "That was fucking amazing, Mom."
She rose and fell as my lungs expanded and deflated. Though it was slightly harder to breathe with her weight on top of me, I adored the feeling of safety that came from being underneath her.
"Good job, muffin," Nana whispered in my ear with a sultry drawl.
She kissed the right side of my face, and Mom joined in on kissing the left side once she heard Nana's lips smacking. The two of them decorated me with dozens of generous kisses, like they were competing for my attention.
"If you two don't stop I'm gonna get hard again," I exclaimed sarcastically, knowing that I would not be able to survive another bout that quickly.
Nana nibbled on my earlobe. "Maybe that's exactly what we want, sugar. You up for round three?"
I groaned as my dick, which had begun to soften and shrink, finally started to slide out of Mom's thoroughly soaked pussy. "I'm ready for a 'drink-a-glass-of-water' round, I think."
Mom snorted like a baby piglet. I found it adorable, and she followed it with a laugh that was cut short by the sudden gasp she made just as my cock fell out of its soggy sheath. She tightly sealed her legs, but it was too late to stop the deluge of cum and syrupy cunt honey that came spilling out of her loosened hole.
I felt it creeping down over my balls. The heated mixture pooled between my pinched thighs, though a few errant drips ran to the sides and dribbled over my waistline, their sticky trails tickling me on the way down.
"Oopsie," Mom said in a tone that did not all communicate regret.
Nana propped herself up on her elbow. "Did he fall out?"
A sly grin spread across Mom's face. "Uh-huh."
Nana clicked her tongue against her teeth. "Dammit, Fiona! I told you I didn't want his cum all over my duvet!"
Mom giggled and nuzzled her nose into my neck. "It's not just his, Mama."
I felt like I had been transported back in time: my mother, a rebellious teenager who freely sassed Nana.
"Fiona Ann Murray!" Nana playfully swatted Mom's ass, indicating that she was not truly angry with her. "You better stop gushing over your man and get that messy little cunt off my bed immediately, young lady!"
In another world, maybe Nana's vulgar speech would have hit me harder, but at that moment all I could focus on was how she'd referred to me.
'Your man.' Something about that hit me like a sledgehammer, and even as Mom rolled to the side to get off of the bed, my attention remained elsewhere. I had not really thought about what life would be like once we returned home, but hearing Nana refer to me as Mom's "man" had caused me to start creating elaborate scenarios about what our future relationship would be like.
Am I going to be her "man" once we get back home? What about Dad? I don't want to hurt him, but I also don't want to stop doing this with Mom!
It hurt to think so hard, so I was happy to be pulled out of my own head when Nana shook my shoulder a couple of times. "Well, sugar? What do you think?"
"I-- about what?"
The women exchanged a knowing look. Then Mom said, "About taking a shower with me? We both need to get cleaned up, and Nana can go make you her special tea while we're in there."
"Hell no!" Nana protested. "I want to watch!"
"Mama!" my bratty mother whined to her own birthgiver. "Just give us a few minutes? Pleeeeease?"
Nana rolled her eyes, but no matter how hard she tried to look annoyed, she could not stop a smile from breaking out on her face. "Oh, to hell with it. Fine. I'll give you lovebirds a few minutes -- but then I get to play, too!"
Mom wiggled gleefully then extended her hand. "Thank you, thank yooooou. Come on, honey. Come get wet with Mommy."
I nodded obediently and sat up so that I could take her hand and be led off of the mattress. I was excited to take a shower with Mom - I loved her body, so I knew I would love it even more when it was wet - but there was once again something else occupying my mind other than the overt taboo of what we were about to do.
"Lovebirds." That was what Nana said, wasn't it? Why would she say that? Does Mom love me? I mean, I know she does, but like that?
"Jon?" Mom called to me. She was already in the shower, her hair tied up in a high ponytail to keep it dry.. "Where do you keep disappearing to?"
I shook my head. "Nowhere, Mom. I'm here."
She smiled, and though I knew I hadn't convinced her of anything, it seemed that she was willing to leave the topic alone for the time being. "Okay, sweetheart. As long as you aren't regretting having--"
"No!" I interjected sharply. "No, Mom. It's not that, I promise."
That seemed to set her mood straight, as her smile suddenly became much more authentic. "Good. We can talk about it if you want, but you gotta get in with me first."
She once again held out her hand, and I took it - just as I knew I was always going to. I climbed into the bathtub-turned-shower near the faucet, blocking the water so that Mom's hair would not get wet.
Being able to admire her body in its full glory for the first time felt like a gift unto itself, made even sweeter by the fact that her deliciously naked curves were covered with thousands of tiny water droplets that made her glisten like a jewel. From the neck down, she wore a body suit of shimmering beads that dribbled down over the curvaceous swell of her breasts, then down her tummy until they trickled into the mane of dark cotton between her legs.
"You look amazing, Mom," I said.
She gave me a smile that exposed her top teeth. "Thank you, honey. Could you pass me the soap? The white one, please."
The implication that I was going to see her covered in suds made me reach for the bottle so hastily that I knocked it off of the shelf. "Shit!"
"Uh-oh!" she teased. "My baby's got butter fingers."
I crouched down to pick up the bottle and momentarily came face to face with Mom's thick, sodden bush. It was so dark that it seemed to literally swallow light. Unlike the water droplets dripping down her skin, those that clung to her black fur did not glisten while they seeped through it, and shimmered again only when they had finally filtered through the dense sieve.
"I like when you stare at me like that," Mom remarked.
I stood at attention, unsure of how long I had spent admiring her. "Oh, uh, you do? I didn't really mean to, just..."
"Just like what you see?" she offered.
I nodded. "I really do, Mom. Nice to know I don't have to hide it."
She spread her arms out to proudly display herself. "Stare all you want, sweetheart, but I would still like the soap."
I realized I was still holding onto the bottle and promptly handed it to her. "Whoops."
She popped the cap open and drizzled a long, tawny stream of opaque soap into her palm, then handed it back to me. "Hold onto that for me, please." She rubbed her hands together to create a rich lather, then slipped her soapy hands underneath her breasts until everything past her wrist had disappeared.
I sucked in a sharp intake of air. "Christ, Mom."
She smirked fiendishly. "Big, huh? I was a little afraid they'd be too big for you, but--"
"They're not!"
Mom jiggled her drooping udders back and forth in her hands, making them slap against her tummy. "Clearly, honey."
She slid her hands out and cupped her breasts on the sides, then pushed them together to form a long, shadowy slice of cleavage. With a firm grip, she pushed her hands downward, like she was trying to milk herself. Aided by the soap, her hands glided effortlessly across her skin, causing the built-up bubbles to cascade over her fingers.
Using her chin, she gestured towards the soap bottle in my hands. "You too, honey."
I filled my hand with soap as she had, then took to absentmindedly groping my cock and balls in a weak attempt to disguise my true intention-- touching myself while watching my mother shower. I did not care how obvious it was that I was focusing solely on one area, though it was surely obvious by the fact that I did not even put the bottle down. I had already started to harden again from the brief encounter with her wet fur, and could not be bothered to play pretend.
I sucked the water off of my upper lip. "Is my cum still inside you?"
"Yeah, baby," she murmured softly. "I can feel it in there."
Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Mom trying to subdue a coy grin, but I could not tear my gaze away from the hundreds of soap bubbles popping all along her slickened skin.
"Does that excite you?" she asked.
My brain was processing at half speed. "Uh-huh. Yeah."
She put on a playful pout. "Well, don't be mad, honey, but I need to get it out."
"What? Why? Is there too much? Did I do something wrong?"
She placed a finger on her lips and hushed me. "Nothing like that, sweetheart. I just want it to be clean for you next time, too."
My legs nearly gave out. "Oh. Um, yeah, okay."
She crouched over a little and stuck out her middle and index finger. She bent them slightly, then pushed both of the extended digits into her pussy and began to scoop out whatever semen had not been left behind to soak into Nana's bedsheets.
It felt strangely erotic to watch her pawing at her cunt. She looked vulnerable, like an animal trying to dig a thorn out of its paw, rummaging around with desperation to clean out every last drop of cum that I had left inside her.
Her cunt made sounds that were cartoonishly exaggerated, and I could not tell if that was for my benefit or a happy by-product of her self-cleaning ritual. The squelching noises were even louder than the shower - so loud that I wondered if Nana could hear them.
Mom didn't seem to care at all. She pulled out her fingers, both glazed with a murky coating of semen, and cleaned them under the water. Then she held out an open palm and said, "Soap, please."
I quickly squirted some into her hand, and before I could even close the lid, she was lowering her hand to mush the fistful of fragrant goop - whose scent I only then recognized as some sort of coconut - into her cunt hair.
She worked the soap into the fur with her fingers, each black tendril soaked to her skin with a thick lather of bubbles seeping through the tight coils. The bubbles didn't rush. They sank slowly, deliberately, through the weight of the strands.
The suds turned white as Mom worked them in, making a vivid contrast against the charcoal coloring of her hair. The frothy, white foam tangled amongst the dark curls, looked like snow falling on a carpet of black velvet.
I could have stared for hours and would have never found myself ready for the moment when she asked me to step aside so that the water could hit her. I took one last look, then begrudgingly braced myself against the shower wall to make way for the water. It flowed down her body, carrying with it the coconut-scented bubbles.
I watched until the final one trickled off of her pinky toe, then finally asked "Do we have to get out now?"
Mom cocked her head to the side. "I guess not. You wanna stay a while?"
"If we can, yeah. I really like how you look when you're wet."
A devilish look crept onto her face. "Oh yeah? I think I know something you'll like even more than that."
She took the bottle of soap from me and popped it open with her thumb. With her eyes trained on mine, it felt like she was challenging me to not look elsewhere. Then she slowly drizzled a stream onto her breasts. She drew long, unbroken lines across them, going one way then the other, generously painting a cream-colored trail across her skin that wound like the pathway up a steep mountain.
She tucked the bottle away behind me on the shelf. "Wanna make some boobie-bubbles?"
I chortled, caught somewhere between a surprised laugh and genuine gasp. "Holy shit, yes!"
The soap frothed between my fingers, bubbling up into a delicate foam that shivered under the lights. Bubbles blossomed where my palms dragged over her, clustering in translucent orbs filled with glints of pink and blue when they caught the light just right.
I squeezed her breasts with a confident grip -- or rather, what would have been had she not been slathered in a soapy gloss. My fingers slid uselessly along the slickened surface, making it impossible to dig them in the way I wanted to. They shifted and sloshed about in my hands, their weight uncooperative. They sagged in all the wrong placed for me to get a good hold; it was like they were playing hard-to-get.
Every adjustment of my hands turned into a slide, and every lift became a juggling act. It was like trying to hold two overfilled water balloons coated in oil, but I was up for any challenge that saw my hands on her breasts.
Mom had not taken her eyes off of mine for a single second. "Having fun?"
I grinned ear to ear. "So, so, so much fun."
"I can tell." She then gestured down with her eyes. "He's poking me, honey."
True enough, my dick was sticking straight out in front of me and jutting into Mom's tummy. "Yeah, he does that."
Mom giggled and took a step towards me. My elbows bent in so that I could keep my hands on her breasts, but she proved that she had other plans by taking me by the wrists and wrapping my arms around her waist so that I was cupping her bum instead.
I let out an audible whimper. "God, Mom. You have such a nice ass, too."
Mom tittered happily and wrapped her arms around my neck. Because of our vast size difference, she had to tilt her head back to look up at me. "Such a little charmer I raised. Now, please come down from up there so I can kiss you!"
I did not have to bend over very far, but I still found it adorable that she was small enough to require a boost in order to kiss me. I did so softly, taking my time to savor the way her wet lips slid between mine.
I relished having her slippery body pressed against me. She writhed in my grip, slithering in the hold that could not contain her no matter how tight I made it. My hands roamed away from her bottom, searching elsewhere along her shoulders and lower back for more of that same divine slickness. I held her so tightly that even the undersides of my forearms glided up and down her back, canvasing every inch of her to absorb as much of that sensory experience as I could.
We were so closely tethered that the head of my cock had lodged into her belly button, plugging it with the large plum. I longed to be able to plunge my dick between her greasy thighs to fuck them while she was all soapy, but her height made it impossible to do anything other than slowly grind inside of the shallow divot.
Mom nibbled on my lower lip and pulled on it gingerly. "Are you trying to fuck my belly button, sweetheart?"
"I-- uh, I mean... yes?"
"That's a new one for me."
"Does it feel good?" It was not my brightest moment, but I did not fault myself for being drunk on horniness.
Mom giggled at the absurd notion. "In my belly button? No, honey. Not really. But you can keep doing it if it feels nice! Orrrr..."
"Or?" I asked eagerly.
"Or I could use my hands?" she offered.
"Yes! Yes! One hundred times yes!" I figured that would be convincing enough.
I was once again surprised by my own virility. Usually after one orgasm I would roll over and go to bed, but that night my stamina was in overdrive. When Mom's hands wrapped around my dong again, it felt brand new, and I knew right then that I would never get used to the surreal sensation.
She held my cock with both hands like she was preparing to churn butter with it. Her arm tensed slightly, the muscles along her forearm tightening with effort as she pulled on my dick, bringing with it a froth of soap bubbles that climbed towards the bulging head along with her clenched fist.
Then she pushed down again, then pulled up, then pushed down.
The rhythm was deliberate, not rushed. She adjusted her grip, her fingers sliding lower, wrapping tighter. Her elbows drew close to her sides as she leaned her weight into the motion, using the strength of her whole body to avoid tiring out her arms too quickly.
It was a steady motion with which her breathing fell in time. There was something meditative about it-- the way her hips subtly followed the movement, the way her shoulders flexed and relaxed with each cycle. Though I'd performed a similar task upon myself hundreds - if not thousands - of times, she made the case that I was truly the amateur.
I stood there saying nothing, afraid that even a single word might break the spell. I was obviously reaping the benefits, but I could not rightly tell which of us was happier.
Mom coiled her fingers around the bulb to create a snug pocket. Her other hand dropped below my balls, where she accepted both of the weighty eggs with a delicate embrace. "Is that good, honey?"
"Uh-huh," I murmured.
"Can you thrust into my hand?"
I obeyed, pushing my hips forward to make my cock head pop out of the top of her fist.
"Good boy!" she cheered with a gentle squeeze around my balls. "Just like that. Again, honey."
I thrust forward, plunging my dick through the narrow tunnel of soapy fingers, as though her hand were a pussy-- and to be honest, I was shocked at how close it felt to one! The tight grip and copious lather were more than enough, but my favorite part was the way that she moved her hand to accommodate each of my thrusts.
Whenever I would push forward, Mom would rotate her wrist in unison so that the heel of her palm ground against the head. Each time, she was ready for me, paying special attention to my pace so she could match it. "Can you go a little faster?" she asked.
"Y-yeah," I said.
I picked up speed, and Mom rewarded me by taking her hand off of my balls and placing it alongside the one that was gripping my cock head, forming a sort of loose sleeve for my dick to thrust into.



"M-mom, I'm gonna--"
"I know, honey," she said sweetly without breaking her stride. "Let it out."
"Oh g-god fuck!" I hollered.
I held onto Mom for support, using the strength of her rocking body to steady my shaking legs. I locked my knees so that I would not be brought to them; no sooner had I done so than the first explosion of cum flew from my cock and splattered against her belly.
I looked down in time to see the second helping of cum erupt from the tip. Where it hit the soap running down her stomach, it broke apart into tiny bursts, settling over the bubble. Some droplets disappeared into the froth, swallowed whole, while the large ropes streaked through it and left long, winding trails.
The soap bubbles danced with light, flicking with brilliant colors, but my cum stood out boldly. The thick, sticky glue sat atop the soap, refusing to blend in even as it slowly began to drip down her belly. In some places, the bubbles collapsed beneath the weight of the dense baby butter, leaving craters and valleys. In others they held firm, creating domes of foam cradling the color like glass beads around milk. It was a strange combination of visual textures that I could not take my eyes off of, and even as I came down from my orgasmic high, I did not find it any less enthralling.
Mom took a step back and, against my wishes, removed her hands from my cock. With her freed hands, she framed either side of her painted tummy. "How does it look?"
I sighed. "Fucking beautiful. You look incredible, Mom."
"With your cum on my tummy, you mean?"
I shook my head. "Well, yes, that too. I can't believe you just made me cum again!"
Mom winked at me. "I guess you weren't too tired after all, huh?"
I leaned against the cool tile wall of the shower. "There's no way I'll be able to cum again for at least a week!"
"That's why Nana's making you that special tea, honey. Why don't you go see her about that while I dry my hair off? We didn't do a very good job of keeping it that way."
"Magic tea? I swear I'm starting to wonder if you two are witches or something."
Mom wiggled her fingers like she was casting a spell. "WooOOOoooOOoo! I banish thee to the kitchen to get some special tea from Nana. WOooooOOOo!"
I made a show of pretending to look myself up and down for evidence of her spellcasting. "I don't think it worked, Mom."
She shrugged and threw open the shower curtain, inviting in a rush of cold air. "Maybe I'm not that kind of witch. Just go see your grandmother before I turn you into a frog or something."
I faked a gasp. "You would do that? To me?"
Mom made a kissy face at me and pointed to the stack of towels she had laid out for us upon the vanity top. "But you'd be the most handsomest frog in all the land, sweetheart, which makes me the luckiest mommy frog!"
I got out and wrapped a towel around my waist. "Okay, here I-- ribbit! Holy crap, Mom, maybe you are a witch!"
She rolled her eyes. "Har, har." She held out a hand. "Help, please."
I took her hand, and then her weight, as she stepped out of the shower. I had to stop myself from whimpering sadly when she wrapped the towel around herself, completely shielding her naked body from my prying eyes.
She had noticed me trying to catch one last glimpse before they were locked away. "You'll see plenty of them later, Monkey. Promise."
"Can't we keep Nana waiting just a little longer?"
"No means no, mister! She's probably wondering where we are already!" Mom stomped her foot to sell her sincerity.
"Fine, fine. I'm going." With that, I trudged off down the hall in nothing more than a towel. I raised my voice so it would be heard before I rounded the corner into the kitchen. "Nana? You in here?"
"Sure am, Peanut!" she responded in a chipper tone. "Come sit down." She pulled back one of the chairs around the kitchen table -- the one closest to a steaming mug of gross-looking brown liquid.
I took a seat and gazed into the cup with a grimace. "What is that?"
"Hush. It's an old family recipe that'll help keep your stamina up, and then some! Drink up."
I stared into the mug of swamp water. Wispy curls of steam flowed out of it, their scent evoking memories of stale bread and unripen fruit. It was a pungent odor that made my nose turn up in disgust. "Nana, I--"
"Zip it, Jon. You're gonna need it." Then she pointed to my dick. "He's gonna thank you for it; otherwise you're gonna be sore by the time we start round three."
I did not like being the bearer of bad news, but could not bring myself to lie to her. "Actually, um... Mom gave me a handjob in the shower."
Nana scrunched up her nose with exaggerated scowl. "That little minx! I should have known better than to leave you alone with her. Figures that she couldn't help herself around you."
I blushed. "Thanks, Nana."
She walked behind my chair. "Maybe after you drink your tea you can show me what she's so fond of?"
A wave of heat flooded my body. "Like, you want to have sex, too?"
Nana chuckled and leaned in until her head was next to mine, then wrapped her arms around my neck like a scarf. "I would like that very much, sugar. Does that sound okay to you? I know I'm a bit older, so--"
"Fuck yes!" I shouted. "That would be fucking awesome!"
Nana rubbed her forehead against the back of my skull and tightened her arms around my neck. "That's why you're my favorite grandson. Don't tell your cousins, though."
My brain was not operating at full speed, so it took a couple of seconds for me to clue in to the implication. "Wait, are they going to get to fuck you, too? Have they already?"
Nana uncurled her arms from my neck and sat in the chair next to me. "No, no. They haven't, and they won't. I've only had your mother and your uncle Leo, and we only pass the ritual down through mothers. Since your Aunt Tracy isn't my daughter, I didn't invite her into... well, let's just call it a 'special little club.'"
"But you had sex with Leo, then, when he turned eighteen?"
Nana hummed happily as she relived the memory. "I sure did, muffin. With my mother - his grandmother - when she was still alive."
The weight of generation after generation of incestuous rituals leading to the moment where I, too, had been given a turn at the helm gave me a sense of perspective. Until then, I had not put much thought into the fact that my uncle had experienced the same thing I was in the midst of, but suddenly his words on our phone call made a lot more sense.
"It's so weird to think that you've done this before," I said.
"I guess it is a little weird at first, but it was as fun back then as it is now. We had an amazing night, me and Leo, but now I want to focus on you."
My thoughts from earlier resurfaced. "Did you and Leo ever do it again? You're living in the same house still, so did things just... go back to normal afterwards?"
Nana pursed her lips. "You're wondering if you and your mama are gonna ever have sex again after tonight, aren't you?"
I nodded, then hung my head. "I don't want her to think I'm greedy, but I don't want this to stop when we go back home."
"We did put an end to it. Leo was upset, but he understood. It wasn't as weird as you might think it was, but I did catch him stealing glances at me for a few years until he eventually moved out."
"You didn't want to do it with him again?"
She shrugged. "I did, kind of, but I would have considered it cheating to have sex with him outside of the ritual. It's a special night, but any more than that felt like I was being selfish, and that felt like a betrayal to your grandfather."
"Oh..."
"It sure helped that your grandpa knew a thing or two about getting down, though. I already loved the sex life I had, so I was happy to return to it. But..." She hesitated for a few seconds, then tilted her head to try and hear if Mom was coming. I didn't hear anything, and I assume she didn't, either. "Can you keep a secret?"
"Sure."
Her tone grew grim. "I'm serious, Jon. Not a word of this to your mother. She's told me - in private conversations - that your Dad is, shall we say, less than amazing in the sack."
I perked up. "Really? So, you think, like, maybe if I prove to Mom that I'm good at it she'll want to do it again?"
Nana chuckled. "I'm not saying that, muffin. Don't get any lofty ideas. I just felt like you would be happy to know that, based on what she's told me, your father has never seen the faces that you saw her making."
Is she being serious? I thought excitedly. Maybe she's lying to make me feel better, but what if she's not? What if Mom really does like having sex with me more than with Dad?
I did not have time to ruminate much more, as my train of thought was interrupted by Mom turning the corner and entering the kitchen. Just like me, she still wore her towel under her arms, but her with her hair mostly dry. "Didja drink your tea, sweetheart?"
I shook my head with a frown. "Do I have to?"
"You sure do! That stuff is supposed to be powerful. That's why it smells so strong, so drink up. I know it probably tastes gross, too, but you'll be happy you drank it."
I shuddered at the thought that the revolting beverage, whose putrid aroma still haunted my nostrils, would potentially taste even worse than it smelled. I plugged my nose with two fingers and, after taking a deep breath, lifted the mug by the handle. "Here goes nothing, I guess. Bottoms up!"
With my nose plugged, the tea was surprisingly palatable. It was not delicious by any means -- in fact, it barely approached "fine" -- but I managed to finish half of it in one gulp. Fearing that the smell would return in force if I took a break, I doubled down and finished the remaining tea with another mighty swing.
I slammed the mug down on the table and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. "Done!"
Nana clapped her hands excitedly. "Now we wait for it to kick in. No need to rush things. What do you say we go lay by the pool?"
I was gobsmacked. I had just chugged a cup of the grossest drink I had ever tasted, and was borderline offended that Nana had suggested we simply relax as a reward. "Seriously? We just go and chill?"
Nana grinned knowingly. "You didn't come here just to have sex with us, sugar. There's plenty of time for that. But until that tea starts working you run the risk of getting tired out, so let's just have fun and relax for a bit."
"You're saying I won't get tired once the tea kicks in?"
She shrugged. "Not if I made it right, and I know I did. It's supposed to make you extra super horny, with enough stamina to keep up with all those urges."
"It's gonna be fun, honey," Mom insisted, but I was already convinced.
I had never believed much in herbal remedies or alternative medicine, but I knew I trusted Nana. Whatever else she and Mom had in store for me, I wanted to be ready for it.
I walked back to my bedroom to get a swimsuit on, my stomach gurgling more and more with every step. I hope that's not a bad sign. What the hell was in that tea?
Being a guy meant that changing clothes took only a few seconds, but Mom and Nana were not so fortunate. When I left my room sporting a neon yellow suit, I could still hear the two of them tittering behind the closed door to Nana's bedroom.
I found it curious that they had bothered with privacy at all after what we'd already done together, but figured they were entitled to change without me ogling them. In my heart, I hoped that they were slipping into something slutty, so I hurried to the pool to grab a good seat for the impromptu fashion show. I just prayed that I was not getting myself excited over nothing.
I turned the corner into the kitchen and grabbed a beer from the fridge. I walked out the other side of the kitchen and entered the living room, where a large sliding glass door led to the patio in the backyard.
The tracks screeched in resistance as I pried the door open, and while I took it as a sign that Nana was in need of a can of WD-40, a more poetic soul might have said that it was the house warning me not to step foot outside-- out of the safe, air conditioned luxury to which I had grown accustomed. I ignored its warning and met the sweltering heat of the summer sun head-on.
I crossed the wooden patio and headed down the short flight of stairs on the other side. At the bottom was a section of pavement that split off in two directions: one towards Nana's garden, blooming with color from the heaps of vegetables sprouted under her green thumb, and the other towards the fenced-in pool area.
The wooden walls that encircled the swimming area - the same color as the back deck - were still taller than I was. As a kid, I'd needed a helping hand to get the gate open, and even as an adult I was surprised that I had to stand on my tiptoes to reach over the gate and access the lock.
I posted up in one of the four lounge chairs that flanked the back of the house. Each of them were pointed towards the pool and came with two umbrellas that were large enough to shade two loungers at once, but I kept them closed so I could soak up the Sun instead.
Beads of condensation trickled over my fingers from the beer bottle, so I quickly took a drink before it turned the same temperature as the pool water. Sunlight danced on its surface, shimmering so brightly that I cursed myself for not bringing sunglasses. There was a faint breeze wafting through the backyard, rustling the leaves of trees that Grandpa had planted on the far side of the pool, but it was not powerful enough to cool me down.
With a beer in hand, the Sun on my face, and a pool that was begging to be leapt into, many would have considered it a perfect day, but I did not. To me, it did not become truly perfect until I heard the sliding door open once more. Mom and Nana exited the house, chatting about something I could not quite hear, but just the mere idea of them joining the idyllic scene was enough to make my heart beat a little faster.
"Monkey?" Mom called to me. "You out here?"
"Yeah!" I answered. "The gate is unlocked."
She pushed on the wooden barrier and it swung open, but I could not yet see her. I craned my neck so that I would catch a glimpse as soon as possible; I did not want to waste another second imagining what she was wearing, I wanted to see it.
Mom entered the pool area first, her bare feet making soft pitter-patter sounds as they slapped against the pavement. She wore a stark white bikini that did not properly fit her, while still technically remaining modest. Sleek, low-rise bottoms hugged her plump ass, and while they were doing a half-decent job of keeping her doughy bottom contained, similar credit could not be given to her outfit's top.
Between the large, pale cups housing her breasts, there was a single gold ring connecting them. The enormous udders pushed the fabric outward and warped the cloth. The ring at the center tugged awkwardly, struggling to act as both decoration and structural support, but I secretly hoped it would fail at the latter. Nothing would have made me happier than to see Mom's gigantic bosom literally burst out of her top.
Nana, on the other hand, was far better dressed. That was not to say that she looked better, just that her suit fit her better. It was obvious that she had a penchant for the color blue, as the suit was an identical color - or at least very close - to her lingerie from earlier. Hers was not a bikini, but rather a single piece of cloth that clung to her curves like it had been painted on. It was rendered unique by a window that had been cut out around her tummy. It was the shape of an elongated oval whose opening stretched from just below her navel all the way up to her ribcage.
"Wow!" I exclaimed. "You two look amazing!"
The mommies struck a sexy pose, and Mom even blew me a kiss to top it off. "We never get to wear stuff like this at our age anymore, so we wanted to have some fun."
"Besides," Nana added, "it's way more fun with someone to actually appreciate it. Isn't that right, Peanut?"
"That's right, Nana! I like the little window on yours."
She used her index finger to trace a couple of small circles around her belly button. "I do, too."
Mom tucked her arms behind her and arched her back, making her tits bulge outward. "And mine, honey?"
I swallowed a mouthful of drool. "Really, really good, Mom. I think that ring is gonna break, though."
She rolled her eyes. "Oh, you'd love that. Wouldn't you?"
Well, she's got me pegged! I thought with a chuckle. "I sure as hell would."
Nana clicked her tongue and stepped in between us to block my view of Mom. "Uh-uh, muffin. Don't you go getting all worked up before the tea kicks in. You got that, mister?"
I slumped my shoulders forward with a whine. "How long is it gonna take?"
Nana gave me heaps of fake sympathy. "Oh, you poor, poor thing. You might have to wait a whole half hour before getting to fuck your mama again. How on Earth will you manage?"
I sneered at her playfully. "Fine! I'll be patient, but you two better make some damn interesting conversation."
To their credit, they did just that. I actually did end up losing track of time while we talked. We covered all sorts of topics, some of which would have never come to light during a normal family gathering, and some of which were shockingly mundane. At one point, Mom managed to organically segue from one of Nana's stories about her knitting circle to the topic of worst blowjobs they had ever given. I will not bother to hint at which entertained me more.
It was aimless conversation, but it was fun. It felt like nobody outside of Nana's backyard mattered more than the ants that marched along the pavement at our feet. I had everything I needed right there with them-- more specifically, with Mom.
Eventually, we all bowed to the heat of the Sun and decided that our best chance for survival was to sit by the side of the pool with our feet in the water.
I found it particularly interesting that Mom chose to stay so close to me. She could not seem to keep her hands off of me for more than a few seconds. She lingered on my arm, held my hand as we talked, and rested her head on my shoulder. They felt like little check-ins-- little ways to say, "I'm still here, and I want to be close to you."
As silly as I knew it may have sounded, I enjoyed the constant reminders that we were growing closer to each other. They gave me hope that I was in fact - in at least some capacity - her "man." It was a title I adored so deeply that I did not spend much time considering whether or not it was true. I simply felt it.
It had been over an hour since I had taken the tea, and I was beginning to doubt its efficacy. I got up to get my beer from beside the lounger, then plopped down on it and kicked my legs out. I finished the drink and stretched out on my back while Mom and Nana continued to kick their feet in the pool.
I sat up, preparing to announce that the tea had been a dud batch, but something caught my eye. "Hey, Mom, I--"
Whatever I'd been planning to say died on my lips.
Mom's body tilted forward, lifting her bottom off of the concrete to reveal a healthy portion of her blubbery white cheek. I noticed that the shape and pattern of the pavement had been imprinted into her marshmallow softness like a stamp.
A deep, primal lust boiled in my gut. I had never felt need like that. It was a ravenous hunger for her that made my body forget all about food, water, and air. In that moment, she was everything I needed, and I needed it as soon as humanly possible.
My dick hardened almost instantly, like someone had literally flipped a switch that controlled the organ. It pressed against the inside of my shorts so fiercely that I feared it would either rip right through them, or I would get a serious sprain-- neither of which sounded appealing.



Without even saying a word to the mommies, who still had their backs to me, I kicked off the shorts and flung them onto the ground. My cock had ballooned to the largest that I had ever seen it. An angrily pulsating web of dark blue veins stemmed from the root, their wiry branches stretching up towards the fat, puffy head. The latter was bloated to the size of a golf ball, its color a deep crimson. I feared that if it were to grow any larger it would look like the engorged shaft had speared a hulking red tomato.
"Oh, my!" Mom exclaimed.
I looked up to see her and Nana staring at me over their shoulders, their eyes locked on my raging erection. "I can't even...I-I gotta-- I've never seen it like this!" My brain felt like mush sloshing around in my skull.
"I told you," Nana said. "That tea is some strong stuff. Let's get you and that big dick back inside the house before somebody sees you!"
At that point I was so thoroughly entrenched in the throes of horniness that I would have followed any suggestion that came from a mouth as sweet as hers.
Mom and Nana pulled their legs out of the pool and made for the gate. They left a smattering of footsteps in their wake, branding the pavement with dark, wet imprints of their tiny toes. I followed the trail like a hunter tracking down its prey, and under the spell of the tea - which was growing stronger by the second - that was exactly how I saw them.
"God, Mama," my mother said as they began to ascend the back porch steps. "I'm already getting wet just looking at that thing."
"Me too, Fifi," Nana agreed. "I can't wait to know what he feels like."
They spoke as though I were not hot on their heels, and for some reason that made me want to act out. I wanted to grab their attention, and I impulsively went with the first idea that popped into my head.
I want to fuck her now.
Just as my mother climbed the penultimate step, with one foot still lingering on the previous stair, I reached out with both hands and grabbed hold of the sides of her bikini bottoms. With one firm tug, the white trunks fell to her feet and ensnared her at the perfect moment to catch her off balance.
She frantically waved her arms out, but could not stop from falling forward. "Honey!" she cried out. Luckily for her, she managed to shoot her hands forward at the last second to stop from faceplanting on the deck. Unfortunately for her, though, the position she wound up in looked suspiciously like she was ready to be fucked from behind.
Do it! My brain screamed at me. That's why you're here, isn't it? Do it now!
Since my shorts were already off, all I needed to do was climb a single step to place myself behind her. I grabbed her by the waist with one hand, then used the other to align my cock with her opening, which was miraculously even wetter than she had hinted at.
"Uh, sweetheart?" Mom asked nervously. "Are you doing what I think you're doing?"
I pushed my hips forward a bit. It was not much, but she was so deliciously soggy that a tiny shove was all that was needed for the bulging helmet to slip inside.
Mom released a frightful little whimper. "Oh, God. I thought so."
I put my other hand on her waist as well, then pulled her into me with full force, plunging my cock to the bottom of her cunt in one thrust. It all happened in the span of about a second or two, so my dick was inside of her before she had time to protest.
I groaned in ecstasy, both from the physical pleasure of penetrating her so fluidly and the emotional fulfillment that came from dominating my own mother in such a way. I knew right then that I could take her whenever I wanted -- at least for the rest of that day -- and that I was going to take full advantage.
"Are you two kidding right now?" Nana asked with incredulity.
I pulled out a little, giving Mom time to catch her breath. "N-no, Mama. Definitely not kidding."
"He's actually inside of you?"
"Yes!" Mom yelped as I drove my dick into her cervix.
Nana clapped her hands like she was trying to scare away a stray cat. "Fifi, no! In the house! Now!"
Mom reached around with one hand, still using the other to hold herself up, and tapped urgently on my thigh. "O-okay! That's enough now, Monkey. Little break for Mommy."
I grunted my disapproval and pumped into her even harder just to prove that I could. "Not yet."
She patted my leg more anxiously. "I-- okay, just... just stop for one second!"
"Just a little more." I felt her trying to pull away from me, but I could not override the instincts that demanded I fuck her with all my might, regardless of how loudly the sound of our bare skin cracked across the backyard.
"Jon," Nana whispered calmly into my ear from just a few inches away. "Take your dick out of your mother, please. I have neighbors, and I don't want them to see this."
Her somber delivery gave just enough pause to the rampaging horniness controlling me that I was able to finally listen to reason. I slightly loosened my grip on Mom's waist; she instantly lurched out of my grip, then sat down on the deck to protect her backside from me. The sudden release of tension made my dick fly up and smack against my belly.
Mom pointed a finger at me, trying to keep her cool even though her entire body was quivering under the strain of her haggard breathing. "You... are... dangerous."
I cringed. "Sorry, Mom. I might have gotten a little carried away. But can we still, like... go back inside?"
She pointed an accusatory finger at me. "So you can fuck me?"
"No," Nana interjected. "So he can fuck us, Fifi. Let's go, lovebirds."
Mom offered me a soft smile, then stood up and grabbed my hand. "Come on, horny baby. Come with Mommy."
I took her hand and followed her inside the house, with Nana shuffling in behind us to close the door. "Back to the bedroom we go."
I pointed to the living room couch. "No. Here."
The two of them exchanged a sheepish look, then Mom asked, "Really, honey? Right here on the sofa?" The way she bit her bottom lip after she spoke told me that she was into the idea.
"I need to fuck you now," I said matter-of-factly.
Nana sucked her teeth. "We had better not make a mess of my nice couch. Maybe if your mom was tighter, and didn't leak so much, that wouldn't be an issue."
Mom gave a pained gasp and stomped her foot with outrage. "Mama! That is so mean!"
Nana shrugged. "It was never an issue for me, Fifi. I guess that means I'm even tighter than you, huh?"
I stared in dumbfounded amazement. "Do you really think you're tighter, Nana?" That was apparently a stupid question, and set me up as the next target for Mom to get mad at.
"Honey!" she cried. "You're supposed to be on my side."
Nana chuckled. "Well, let's let him be the judge. Would you like that, sugar?"
Both of them looked at me expectantly, batting their large, adorable eyes at me.
"Well?" Mom asked. "Does that sound like fun? Do you wanna see whose pussy feels better?"
"Fuck yes!" I replied with gusto.
Without further ado, the mommies climbed onto the sofa cushions on their knees and leaned over the back of the couch. It was in the shape of an "L", with only one of the backs placed against the far wall of the living room. The empty space behind the other end of the couch allowed them to prop themselves up on their elbows and lean over the back, arching their backs to display their bottoms to me.
Mom turned her head and looked over her left shoulder, which was pressed right up against Nana's. "Is this good?"
"Amazing," I said.
She snickered giddily. "Good. Who do yo want to start with, sweetheart?"
Nana scoffed. "He already felt yours -- twice, now! He needs to try his grandmother's tight little cunt now -- don't you, sugar?"
It was an impossible decision, and made all the more difficult by the way that they both started wobbling their asses back and forth to try and get my attention. It was a prime position to be in, since the longer I waited, the more time I had to watch the waves rippling through their wide, wobbly rumps.
Mom's butt was shapelier, her curves pronounced and rounded, while Nana's was on the plumper side. I already knew from experience that that heavy slab of pale dough would swallow my fingers whole if I squeezed hard enough. It was also wider by at least a few inches, making her ass look somewhat dominant over my mother's backside. While comparatively slimmer, it was still undeniable that Mom, too, was dragging around a terrifically fat caboose.
I felt emboldened, likely from the effects of the tea ramping up, and did not stop to second guess my next words. "Spread for me." It was a command, not a question.
They shared a brief look and whispered something that I could not hear, but whatever it was made them both giggle.
"It's like he's studying us," Mom said with glee.
"I know, right?" Nana replied. "This is so exciting!"
I cleared my throat to get their attention.
They once again whispered something that made them titter, but rather than respond to me with words, they simply grabbed a hold of their pudgy cheeks and pried them apart.
I found carnal satisfaction in watching such proud, confident women debase themselves to objects for me to leer at. I soaked in the sight, gazing longingly at the visual feast my mother had presented to me. Her tiny, pink asshole was rather cute -- a canyon of shallow lines that led to the center of the circle, at which point the thin folds met to form a small, puckered star.
Mom's pussy lips were thin, too, as though someone had pulled back the curtains. Her large clit was already peeking out from under its hood, and her slightly pudgy mound seemed to perch upon the plush carpet of jet black fur nestled between her thighs.
Nana, on the other hand, was not as visibly tight as her daughter, but I did not mind one bit. Her asshole was light brown -- not much darker than the surrounding skin, but still prominent enough to stand out. It may have been my imagination, but looked almost twice the size of Mom's. The ring of muscle that surrounded it was puffy, protruding from her body a little bit to form a bulging circle of thick creases. It looked experienced, making it a delicious juxtaposition to the inward slope of Mom's that seemed completely untouched.
Similarly, Mom had a pussy, but Nana had a cunt. It was meatier, and messy in an odd, sensual sort of way. She had spread her cheeks so wide that the entrance gaped slightly, but before I could wonder what that meant about her claim of tightness, she clenched up and sealed the entrance to the pink, gooey pocket.
I was shocked at how deeply the tea was affecting me. I was not quite hallucinating, but I would have sworn that all of the colors in the room - their lily-white rumps, and the pinkness of their pussies, too - were twice as vivid as I had ever seen.
"Who do you wanna start with, honey?" Mom asked while swaying her rump back and forth.
My temple throbbed. I did not even need to think of the answer, I simply went with my gut. "I want to fuck Nana."
She scowled sarcastically. "Fine. If that's what you really want. Instead of Mommy's tight, hot pussy just go ahead and use your grandmother's."
"I knew it!" Nana cheered triumphantly. "I bet he can tell. Mine probably even looks tighter from behind."
"Shut up, Mama!" my mother whined. "Nobody likes a sore winner."
Nana waved her off. "Oh, hush, now. Let me gloat a little bit. It's not every day a woman my age has a handsome young man chasing her tail. Come on, sugar. Show Nana what you've got."
I stepped up behind her, gazing down between her cheeks, but something out of the corner of my eye caught my attention. I looked up to see the living room wall that sat a few feet behind the couch. Upon it, decorated in frames of varying sizes, were family photos that Nana had collected over the years. I saw myself, Mom, Dad, and my sister sitting around the tree at Christmas. I saw Uncle Leo posing with Nana around the time he was my age, with a big, cheesy grin on his face. There was a large, oval frame that housed a photo of Nana and Grandpa on their wedding day, situated right next to one of my mother and father on theirs.
It felt like the whole family had gathered to show their support of me bedding the then-reigning queen of the family -- our oldest living member and most respected. She had, on more than several occasions, done her fair share in helping raise each of us. "It takes a village," she had always said, and I believe that most of the people on that wall saw her as the leader of that village.
Nana shook her ass back and forth, bent over the couch in a provocative display of her womanhood. Her bottom beckoned me forth, enchanting me with the mystifying ripples that spread through her flesh as she swayed from side to side. Even her pudgy thighs jiggled a little bit due to the pronounced effort she was putting in.
I grabbed onto her waist with one hand and used the other to push my dick down between her cheeks. I felt the hot breath of her cunt against the head, bathing it in muggy steam.
"It's pretty big, isn't it?" she asked with another shake of her rump.
"Huge!" I growled. "I never noticed you had an ass like this!"
"I guess your mother raised you right, then. It's not proper to stare at your grandmother's ass, you know." She delivered a swift swat to her both of her cheeks, sending even thicker ripples throughout her flesh, then propped herself up on the back of the sofa again.
I was doing a lot more than just looking. My dick was firmly embedded between her ass cheeks, the underside pressed up against the pronounced wrinkles of her puckered asshole. Using tiny little thrusts, I used my dick like a saw, dragging it back and forth through the valley between her enormous butt pillows, but that was not enough to satiate me.
I use my left hand to lightly smack Nana's left cheek - just enough to make it dance. Then, before it stopped jiggling, I did the same thing to her right cheek as well, making waves in it just as the left cheek came to a rest, at which point I then delivered another firm spanking that made it ripple all over again. Back and forth, left and right, I smacked one plump cheek, then the other, tossing the huge handfuls back and forth like I was kneading a pile of supple dough.
I pulled my dick back and used one hand to point it at Nana's pussy. I prodded around a few times, searching for the opening. I knew I was close when I felt her wispy cunt hair tickling my cock head, and I knew I had finally found it when the head inched upward a little further and parted her lips. It nudged the slimy petals aside and sank into mouth of her pussy. As soon as the bulbous knob was past the threshold, Nana tightened up to seal it inside.
"You're mine now!" she cried in delight. "God, I have missed dick so much."
Mom peeked over her shoulder to watch as I pushed forward a little bit and fed a few girthy inches into my grandmother. "And that's just the head, Mama!" Then she turned to me. "How is she, sweetheart? As tight as me?"
I released a groan that needed to be set free before I could consider answering her. "Super tight."
"Tighter than me?" She was more insistent that time, and even accentuated her point. "Tighter than Mommy?"
Nana clicked her tongue. "That's cheating, Fiona! Now, Muffin, be a dear and put the rest of your dick inside of me, please."
She may have asked me to push to the bottom, but the powerful clenching of her experienced cunt fought me every step of the way. More than once during my journey to the bottom I felt like her squeezes were designed to push me out of her, rather than draw me in. Her slippery lining was pasted along the length of my dick, tightening into such a muscular vice that I wondered a couple of times if I would even make it to the bottom without having the cum literally squeezed out of me.
"Keep going," Nana pleaded. "Just a little more, a liiiiitttle more."
On the sidelines, Mom was jittering with anticipation. "Hurry up, honey. Get to the bottom so I can have a turn."
"The bottom is so deep!" I exclaimed.
Nana shook her bottom a couple of times. "You bet it is, Peanut. You're almost there, though."
"I know, but you've been mi-- oooh, fucking hell, Nana."
"I've been what? Spit it out, sugar."
I clenched my teeth and pushed my words through the cracks between them. "Milking me the whole time!"
She hummed a chipper tune that was surely intended to rub salt in Mom's wounds. "I toooold you, sugar. Nana's got a squeezebox!"
Mom huffed in frustration. "Get a room, you two." It was mostly an act - mostly. I was quite sure she still wanted my dick to be inside of her instead.
I ushered the last portion of my cock into my grandmother, at which point I was blessed by having my thighs squished against the pillowy softness of her ass cheeks.
Nana's convulsing, velvet sleeve was hot - incredibly so - but the very head of my cock was immersed in a dense, muggy heat that made it pale in comparison. It was not ambient warmth, like holding a hand over a radiator--it was rich and feverish. It enveloped me in a way that felt supremely intimate. The deeper my cock had gone, the more intense the heat had become, building with a slow, suffocating pressure that had a strange rhythm to it.
She gave the whole length a long, drawn-out hug that lasted for a full five seconds, molding her walls around my rigid shape. "Oh, Jon! That feels fucking amazing!"
Her vulgarity made my dick flex, driving the head firmly against the bottom of her baby box. "Christ, Nana."
She mewled with glee, and though she was clearly trying to maintain a frisky demeanor, it was obvious that she was not immune to the effects of having her grandson bottom out in her matured pussy. "See, Clo-over, I told you I was-- mmmm, oh fuck - that I was ti-ighter!"
My mother shook her ass to the side so that it bumped into Nana's. "Hard to sound tough when he's that deep inside of you, isn't it, Mama?"
"Yeeeeesss!" Nana wailed with her head hanging off the side of the couch. "God, I've missed dick so much!"
I knew she had meant it by how hard she was throttling my cock, and she was reminding me exactly how she felt with every squeeze. I made the naïve mistake of pulling my dick out for a bit of breathing room, but had to stop my knees from buckling when I did. Under the caress of Nana's wet, silky walls, I had been brought frighteningly close to orgasm from just feeling her pussy undulate around me.
Contract...
Release...
Contract...
It felt like I had shoved my dick into the throat of a living being that did not want to let me go. Her walls were slimy, saturated with cunt honey that clung to my dick. The insides were not smooth, but rather textured with soft, pulsing ridges that shifted in slow waves, flexing and rippling around me.
A dozen small, warm tongues, each one running in lazy spirals, massaged my length, as if trying to taste every inch of flesh. Her insides shifted, writhing and adjusting around my length as if she were mapping my anatomy. I could feel each slow wave of pressure moving around my cock-- squeezing, relaxing, then squeezing again with slightly more intensity.
I felt my orgasm come rushing forth, but I did not want the moment to end so suddenly, so I pulled my dick out of her with a swift tug that made her cunt produce a vulgar, unladylike slurping sound when the soggy tunnel collapsed in my absence.
"Whoa," I mumbled.
Nana swayed her hips side to side. "That was a close one, sugar."



Mom gasped. "Did you almost cum? Just from that? She cannot be that tight! Do I still get a turn?" She was pouting, but made sure to play into it in such a way that I could tell she was still being coy.
"Hell yes!" I answered.
My enthusiasm brought a smile to her face that cut through the half-sincere and half-ironic whinging. "Finally!"
I stepped to the side and lined my dick up with Mom's pussy, which I surely would have been able to find even if I'd been blindfolded just by following the scent of her nectar.
Since I had already warmed her up on the stairs outside, it took but one push for me to fully embed my dick back into the loosened hole.
Mom released an animalistic groan and arched her back even further. "Oooooh, fuck. Yes, honey. Put him all the way in there."
While I had plunged to the bottom rapidly, I rose out of the hot, soggy tunnel far more slowly. I could not tell which speed had felt better, but both had been difficult to endure without cumming. Going slowly allowed me to feel every individual bump and fold along the interior of her pussy with staggering detail, but plummeting to the bottom drove me against her cervix. The impact with the spongy wall had made my dick flex mightily the first time, which served as a warning that another might finish me off.
My balls tightened up, telling me that I was seconds away from cumming, and in that window I managed to drag my dick out of my mother before it was too late.
"I'm so--" I stopped to catch my breath. "--sensitive right now."
"Just take it slow," Nana instructed. "Wanna try going back and forth between us? I wanna see how long you can last before you pop."
"Uh huh," I grunted like a caveman who was guided by instinct to shove their dick somewhere warm and wet.
She nodded and gave her rump and little shake. "Think you can handle that?"
"Uh huh!" I grunted with greater enthusiasm.
Nana hummed happily. "I thought soooo, muffin. Come get behind me, and don't rush! Just try not to cum right away."
I dug my fingers into her pudgy ass meat so firmly that my hands were shaking, but she did not seem to mind being manhandled.
I only made it one stroke into Nana's pussy before I felt the familiar tingle that told me I was nearing the edge. With a heavy sigh, I pulled back out again and slogged through the channel of wet muscle.
Nana made a disappointed whimper. "You're teasing me, Muffin."
My dick rebelled against the repetitive edging, throbbing angrily as if to say, "Let me cum, dammit!" I knew I would give in to the urge before long, but while I still had control over it, I wanted to drag the new experience out as long as I could.
I stepped behind my mother's ass again and took a deep breath. "Ready, Mom?"
"Ready, sweetheart," she confirmed gleefully.
"You can do it, Peanut," Nana encouraged. "Slow as you like."
My dick throbbed in the open air; every slight touch - just enough to align it with her opening - elicited yet another surge of excitement that I struggled to resist. I removed my hands entirely and pushed my hips forward, lodging the head of my dick in the mouth of her pussy. I took a deep breath and held it for a couple of seconds, then slowly exhaled.
"Deep breaths, honey," Mom said. "In and out. Just like how you fuck me-- innnnn, then ooooout. That's a good boy."
I knew that the point of the ritual was to turn me into a man, but I still thrived on being called a "good boy" in ways that would have probably taken a psychologist several years' worth of appointments to fully treat. In my heart, I knew it was incurable. Nothing in the world had ever fulfilled me so much as fucking my own mother and having her praise me for doing it.
I sank into her pussy as slowly as I could, inching forward despite the instantaneous desire to empty my balls. I was only halfway inside when a full-bodied throb made my dick feel like it was expanding and pushing apart Mom's snug walls.
Mom felt it right away. "Oh, dear. That was a big one, wasn't it? Think you can make it to the bottom?"
"I dunno," I muttered through my teeth, still tightly clenched.
"One more push," Mom instructed. "Then you can cum in Nana. Okay?"
That made Nana light up, her face displaying how unabashedly desperate she was to feel her grandchildren swimming around in her pussy. "Really, Clo? You mean it?"
"If you want him to, Mama," she said giddily, seemingly tickled by the look on Nana's face. "And I know you do."
My grandmother looked over her right shoulder at me with a serious glare. "You better make sure that you make it back in me. Can you do that, muffin?"
I nodded. "Yes, Nana."
She held her arm up behind her with her pinky extended. "Pinky promise?"
I interlocked our pinkies and shook on it. "Pinky promise. Ready, Mom?"
Mom perked up at the mention of her name and gave her butt a little wiggle to signify her willingness. "Ready, baby!"
I gave her a quick jackhammer thrust that, while barely lasting a single second, was nevertheless greedy considering how close I was to cumming. My dick barely had a second to touch Mom's cervix before I was forced to pull out all at once. I did it so abruptly that even my own body had been unprepared for the sudden jolt, and so I stumbled backwards as I fought to find my footing.
Mom and Nana give me a dainty golf clap. "Good job, honey. You did it!"
Mom nudged Nana with her ass again. "See? You're not the only one in this family with a tight pussy!"
"I guess you take after me in more ways than one! Like mother, like daughter!" The ladies shared a small chuckle.
As soon as their laughter died down, Nana zeroed her attention in on me-- more specifically, the creampie that she had been promised. "My turn, sugar."
I wormed the head of my dick between Nana's velvety folds and pushed until it was buried in her. "Don't squeeze until I'm at the bottom."
Nana huffed in annoyance. "Okay, but you better hurry. I miiiight get impatient and squeeze before you're down there."
I clenched my teeth and breathed in through my nose to steady my resolve. With the head already inside of her, all I needed to do was push forward, but that was easier said than done. I nervously sank one inch after the other into her pussy as quickly as I could without blowing my load.
My entire body was tense. Every muscle had seized up, and I knew that I would not be able to relax until I was fully inside. "Oh, ooohhh, oooooohhhhh!"
"Almost there!" Nana cheered.
"Be strong, honey," Mom said. "Just a little more."
Nana remained true to her word, but even without her clenching I had to fight tooth and nail to plunge to her furthest depths, which remained as hot and humid as they'd been the first time I'd fully entered her. As my cock head settled into place against her cervix, I released a breath that I might have been holding for several minutes.
Mom gasped performatively when my dick disappeared into my grandmother. "Good boy, sweetheart!" To both of those she added another round of applause. I was deaf to any sarcasm or condescension; all of it made me feel like I was on top of the world.
Nana groaned in agreement. "Very, very good boy. Can I squeeze now? I promise to make it extra tight for you."
I felt a little bit dizzy, but in a good way. I managed a barbaric groan; call it a war cry, and an attempt to revitalize myself. "Fuck yes! Fuck yes fucking squeeze me, Nana!"
"Oh, my," Nana said with amusement. "Are you sure you're ready?"
My mother leapt to my side in protest of her playing with her food. "Quit teasing him! Just make him cum already, Mama!"
Without another word, Nana obeyed. She buckled down and began strangling my dick with her cunt muscles, gluing her slimy walls to every square inch of cock that I had fed to her.
Nana clenched up so tightly that I could feel her heartbeat thumping through her body; though racing, it was still only beating half as fast as mine. It was amazing to me that she could be in the same position as I was - somewhat, at least - without her adrenaline spiking through the ceiling. I was on cloud nine, but she was simply milking me like she had done it a thousand times before.
"Cum for me," she demanded.
Her command activated a release trigger in my brain, and I obeyed without question. My entire body went rigid, matching the unyielding steel piston in Nana's vagina as it began to erupt.
"Let it all out, muffin," she sang sweetly. "Let Nana drain those big, fat balls of yours."
I launched a large volley of hot, gluey cum against her cervix, painting the squishy wall with such a volume that I instantly felt it oozing around my pulsating cock. Nana was so tight that everything I dumped into her was, forced to seep towards the mouth of her pussy. My dick flexed, flinging another rope into her hungry cunt that was, just as the others had been, ushered towards the exit by one of her mighty squeezes.
"Oh my g-god, Nana," I whimpered, my voice warbling as pathetically as my shaking legs. I wished for the strength to stay standing so that I could continue to feel her clenching around me, but knew that I was mere seconds away from collapsing. I felt as though I had dumped more than just cum into Nana-- I had given up my entire mortal soul.
Mom must have noticed my quivering, since she scooched to the side, then patted the couch. "Come, honey. Sit down."
I stumbled away from Nana's ass, pulling out my dick as I did. Long, gloopy strands of cum oozed out of her weathered cunt; they looked right at home amidst the stark white pussy fur they trickled down into.
"That... was... awesome!" My chest rose and fell nearly a full six inches with each of my deeply drawn breaths. I could not believe how much had come out of me. "There was so much, and it was so thick!"
Nana ground her legs together. "Trust me, I know all about how thick it is."
Her comment made my dick twitch, and both of them noticed it starting to come back to life.
"Uh, honey?" Mom asked. "Should we get dressed so that you don't end up fucking yourself into a coma?"
I closed my eyes so the image of their naked bodies would not set me off again. "Just... let me rest for now."
The ladies tittered affectionately and curled up on either side of me to rest their heads on my shoulders. "You did so good, honey."
Nana kissed the side of my face, ignoring the beads of sweat that were running down my temple. "I'm so proud of you for making it to the bottom that time, Peanut."
When I felt then was a sharp contrast to the sex-fueled beast I had become when the tea had hit, but I did not mind returning to normal. After giving my body what it had wanted - what the tea had made it crave - it felt like I was finally beginning to settle down.
Even though I had just came, none of the expected post-nut clarity was hitting me. Specifically, the feeling of anti-horniness that would usually make me want to abstain from sex for a while was shockingly absent, and I did not feel any of the soreness in my cock that I would have guessed came with having sex as often as we had.
"What is happening to me?" I asked groggily. "It's just tea, isn't it?"
Nana petted my chest. "I tried to tell you how strong it was. You should calm down a bit now, but it's still in your system. It could flare up again at any moment, so just try to relax until you go fuck-crazy again."
I placed my palms over my eyes and pressed them down. "I'm so fucking horny, though! I feel like I could fuck you two until my heart explodes."
Mom nuzzled her nose against my earlobe. "That won't happen, honey. Nana wouldn't give you anything dangerous... right, Mom?"
Nana gave a low, hearty chuckle. "It's probably safe."
"That's not funny!" I bellyached. "I could be in real danger here!" I did not truly believe so, but enjoyed playing the role of the wounded animal for the doting mothers to soothe.
"Welllll," Nana began as she slid her hand down my chest and over my tummy until she had her fingers coiled around my cock, "what if I promise to take care of you no matter what happens?"
Mom cleared her throat. "We will take care of you, baby." She gave me a quick peck on the cheek. "Pinky promise."
"Pinky promise, Peanut," Nana echoed.
I believed them, and though I was so tired I imagined I could have slept for an entire week, I was already wickedly excited to see what they had in store for me next -- or, given what that tea was doing to me, what I had in store for them.
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Both of the mommies had thrown on large, oversized t-shirts that covered them like a smock, and I'd donned a pair of boxers. The cloth covered their breasts and pussies well enough that they did not need to put on underwear, and after a comment from Nana about "airing her out" I'd understood why. When they had returned to me on the sofa, the aroma of our heated fuck session had still lingered heavy in the air.
The living room stank of sex-- of sweat, cum, and Mom and Nana's juicy pussies. They were sitting beside me on the couch, all three of us half watching television and half chatting through it, but it was not enough to distract me from how horny I still was.
There was an ever present feeling that one small touch would turn my cock into a rigid length of pipe, eager for a pussy to impregnate, so I had asked the mommies to sit apart from me for fear that one brush with their soft, creamy thighs would reactivate the then-dormant powers of the Nana's tea.
"You want a beer, Peanut?" Nana asked on my left.
Mom, on my right, clicked her tongue against her teeth. "Are you trying to get my son drunk so that you can take advantage of him?"
Nana laughed. "Fat chance! I think he's gonna take advantage of me. I'm just a poor, helpless old woman, after all."
Mom scoffed. "Uh-huh, sure. A helpless old woman... with a load of her grandson's cum churning in her pussy. Right?"
Nana blushed with a gleeful grin and squeezed her legs together tightly. "I can still feel them squelching in there."
Mom rolled her eyes. "I bet you can! Stop rubbing it in. I get the next one. Deal?"
Nana pretended to not have heard her. "So, do you want that beer, sugar?"
Mom slammed her palm on the sofa cushion next to her. "Mama! Don't be greedy!"
The older woman strode out of the living room without responding. A few seconds later I heard bottles clinking around. "Is Stella okay, Jon?"
"Stella is great, Nana," I called back.
She brought the green bottle with the top already popped, and delivered it to me with a wet, slovenly kiss that left a speck of drool on the corner of my mouth. "I'll be right back -- just gotta go 'freshen up' a bit. Don't you two lovebirds get up to anything while I'm gone!"
I held my hands up defensively. "Hands off until you're back. Got it."
She winked at me. "Good boy." Then she left the room to me, Mom, Ross, and Rachael, but it did not stay that way for long. A commercial bumper took us to an advertisement for some type of kitchen gadget that seemed unreasonably complicated, if not entirely useless, so I was confused when Mom turned the volume up a few notches.
I arched an eyebrow. "You must really like this ad, huh?"
She rolled her eyes. "No, silly. Listen. I love your grandmother, but I want some stuff to stay just between us. Is that okay?"
Nerves made me fidget in my seat. "Uh, yeah. What's up?"
She turned her body so that she was facing me and lifted her feet off of the floor to sit cross-legged on the cushion. "Do you remember earlier, before we got in the shower, when you seemed a bit distant and I asked you what was wrong?"
I sure did, and I remembered exactly what I was thinking about - having to give up sex with her once we returned home - and how I had chosen not to share. "Oh, yeah. That."
She cocked her head to the side. "That, honey. Wanna tell me what was on your mind?"
I took a deep breath, and an even deeper swig of my beer. "I guess I just don't want this to end."
"This?"
"All of this! The touching, the kissing, the..."
"The sex?" Mom offered.
"Yeah. That."
Mom laughed and reached out to hold one of my hands. "You went eighteen years without my pussy before that, sweetheart."
Even with everything that had happened that day, it was not lost on me what an insanely odd thing that was to say to one's own son.
"Well, that sucks," I said. "Now the idea of going a single day without it feels shitty! I love feeling close to you."
She twiddled with one of my fingers. "You love sex."
"No, Mom," I said flatly. "I love you."
She lifted my hand to her mouth and kissed my knuckles. "I love you, too -- more than anything in the world, in fact. Why else would I agree to do all this? It's for you, honey."
"And for you, maybe? A little bit?" I hated feeling so needful of her validation, but I did. I needed to know that the incredible things I had been feeling were not one-sided.
"I-- okay, I think..." Mom gave a deep sigh and did not answer for a few seconds. "I do think that we have something really special. Do you feel that, too?"
I nodded. "Of course I do."
She pursed her lips. "I thought so. But that 'something special' isn't really something that we can take with us into the real world." My heart was broken and my hopes dashed, and they would have remained that way if not for a tiny little word that she added onto the end. "Right?"
"Wrong," I said defiantly. "Do you want to stop?"
"Honeyyy," Mom whined. "We have to!"
"Just answer me. Do you want to?"
She chewed her bottom lip. "No, I guess not."
"Then why stop?"
She threw her hands into the air. "Because of your dad! Can you imagine if he saw me sneaking out of your room one morning? It would crush him, and our lives would be over."
"Can you imagine if he didn't? Can't you picture all the fun we would have if he never found out?"
I saw the look on her face, and it told me everything that her words did not. I did not need her admit it to know that she was seriously considering it. The look of pensive frustration, earned from denying herself something she admittedly wanted, looked to be confusing her brain something fierce. She wanted it, and I just needed her to believe that she could have it.
Her brow furrowed, and I thought that it indicated she might break any moment, but before I could add another straw to the camel's back, our conversation was interrupted by Nana's reappearance in the living room.
She put her hands on her hips with a generous smile. "My, my. Aren't you two just the cutest thing?"
Mom blushed and rolled her eyes, then narrowed them on me. "At least she isn't calling us lovebirds anymore. Right?"
I shrugged. "I dunno. I kind of liked 'lovebirds.' I've been called worse!"
Nana pointed to the television. "Why is it so loud? Did you change the channel?"
Mom quickly dialed down the volume. "Oh, just a funny commercial that I wanted to hear. Don't worry, Mama. Friends is still on."
"Good," Nana said as she took a seat on my left, "because I like this one. Didn't want to miss the ending; Chandler goes to Yemen."
Mom nudged my shoulder. "You okay if I sit a little closer to you, or is your dick gonna go all haywire?"
I chuckled, genuinely unsure of the answer. "You can try. I wouldn't mind some snuggles."
Nana made a dramatic gasp. "And leave me out in the cold?"
I held up my left arm and wave her over. "Plenty of room for you, too."
The mommies cuddled up close to me. Even through their humongous shirts, I could still feel their body heat. I felt safe, like their warmth was a barrier of protection against the woes of the real world. All I wanted to do was stay as close to them as possible, for as long as I would be allowed.
We sat through the rest of the episode, then talked all the way through another that came on right after. It was more of the same meaningless yet ultimately enjoyable conversation we had shared around the pool, but I could not fully focus on it.
All I could think about was whether or not I would be able to convince Mom to carry on our new relationship after the night was over. Would she ever leave Dad? That could work. Wait, what the hell is wrong with me? Cheering for my parents' divorce? Come on, man. That cannot be healthy. I need to stop-- whoa, wait... what the fuck is that smell?
I took a deep breath that filled my nostrils with it. I knew almost instantly where it was coming from, and looked down at Mom's pussy as though that would somehow further confirm my suspicion. Without underwear on, and due to her sitting cross-legged up on the cushion, the sweet, pungent aroma of her cunt honey had begun to waft through the air like invisible smog.
Without thinking twice, I took another strong whiff. The bittersweet scent was undercut by tangy notes that made the backs of my eyes feel fuzzy. I felt dizzy simply from huffing her intoxicating pussy fumes, and I was already addicted.
I had intended to be subtle, but apparently failed miserably. "Smell something, boy?" Mom asked. Her tone was precisely that of a dog owner talking to their curious pet.
It was at that moment I noticed that I was so dazed that my eyes had defocused. The corner of my mouth felt wet, and when I went to brush it with the back of my hand, I realized it was drool.
Nana leaned forward to look past Mom on the couch. "Uh-oh. I know what he smells."
The sides of Mom's mouth curled up into a fiendish smile. "You caught Mama's scent, didn't you, baby?"
"Y-yeah," I said. "It's really... fuck, why is it so strong, Mom?"
Nana hummed quietly. "That would be the tea, sugar."
Mom untucked her feet from beneath her knees and stuck them straight out in front of her, then pointed her toes like a ballerina and held them in the air for a few seconds before letting them slowly sink to the floor. Her thighs, however, stayed widely parted the whole time. She knew exactly what she was doing.
Her decadent fragrance made my head spin. I craved her so badly that it hurt. "You smell fucking amazing. Like, really, really good."
Mom bit her bottom lip with a passionate glimmer in her eye. "Come find out why."
If only she had known of the beast she would release upon uttering those words, perhaps she would have been more careful in doing so.
I leapt into action, pushing her backwards onto the couch with such ferocity that she let out a startled yelp when she landed on her back. "Honey! Careful!"
I held onto her wrists, pinning them down above her head as I towered over her. She looked like a prey animal-- a small, frightened rabbit in the shadow of a wolf that wished to devour her whole. By the look in her eyes, I doubted that she saw anything in mine that she recognized.
"Uh, Mama?" my mother whimpered to Nana. "Is he gonna be okay?"
"He'll be fine," Nana said dismissively.
"Fuck," I grunted out. "I need to fuck you."
Mom's breathing was sharp, shallow, and irregular. "I-I know, honey. Mommy's here. Don't worry. I promised to take care of you. Remember?"
"Then let me fuck you!" I snarled, overcome with lust.
Mom recoiled in fear, but with her back already flat on the sofa there was nowhere for her to run. She slowly, meticulously hooked her legs securely behind my back while she talked some sense into me. "Hey, hey. It's okay. You can have me. I'm right here." Then she turned her head to the side to address Nana. "Mama, could you guide him into me?"
Nana purred. "I'd love to, Fifi."
"Pull my shirt up, too," she said, "so he can get inside." I found it laughable that she was trying to give anybody orders. A nervous warble in her voice belied her completely.
Nana got down on her knees and scooted over to us, then grabbed my turgid cock by the root. She dragged it through Mom's pussy lips a couple of times, basting the helmet with her cunt honey, then pointed me at her daughter's opening. "Give her a little push, sugar."
I gave a big push instead, burying my entire dick in my mother. She gave a yelp when I touched the bottom. "Jesus Christ, Jon!"
I made an ugly grunt. "So fucking tight."
Mom caressed the side of my cheek. "I know it's tight. Just take it easy, tiger. I'm not going anywhere. Remember who you're shoving that big thing into!"
All I cared about was fucking her as hard as I could, and I let my rampant horniness get the better of me. Despite her plea for patience, I fucked her with wild abandon, using her body for my own pleasure despite the occasional grimace on her face. It was different from when she had ridden me in the bedroom. That had been sensual intimacy. There on the couch, I was making her mine. It was the law of the jungle.
Every muscle in my body felt tense as I drove my cock into her. I was well aware that I was taking it too far, but powerless to stop myself from plowing into my mother's cunt with such strength that I began to sweat from the exertion. I could feel the veins in my neck expanding and my entire face turning red as I poured every ounce of my focus into fucking her.
Her face asked for mercy, but her voice did not. At first, my hardest and deepest strokes elicited boisterous yelps - equal parts shock and pain -- but after a time, she fell into a constant drone - a dull moan without end.
Our skin produced a thunderous clapping sound every time I slammed into her. Our previous unions had been weak raindrops on a tin roof in comparison. The only other sound that matched the deafening noise of our bodies colliding was rising volume of Mom's moaning as I picked up speed.
"OOoohhhoooOOoohHHooooOOOohHH," she bellowed. She squirmed around, digging her fingernails into my palms. It stung, but I would not let a bit of pain stop me from pinning her arms to the couch cushion above her head.
"Fifi?" Nana piped up from somewhere behind us. "Are you okay down there?"
"Y-yeah! I'm f-f-fine! Th--anks, M-Mama!" She could hardly get the words out. Either they were cut off by a particularly vigorous thrust that knocked that wind out of her, or she choked on them while trying to force her slackened jaw to move in order to speak. Whatever it was, it made her struggle through almost every word. "C-can I-- fuck! Can I p-please have my ha--ands back, honey?"
I grunted my approval and let go of her wrists, giving her the freedom to wrap her arms around my neck. With that tether in place I felt free to fuck her without mercy. I fell forward onto her chest; she hugged me tightly, accepting my full weight onto her body. I pressed all of it into her, trying to merge our forms.
I buried my nose into her neck and took a deep breath. "You smell fucking amazing, Mom." I reached underneath her butt and cupped one of her fat cheeks in each hand. With a firm grip on the doughy flesh, I pulled her into me in time to every thrust.
The net result was that I was fucking her even harder, and that pleased me. I used every ounce of strength I had to not only plunge my dick deep into her convulsing tunnel of soggy, pink meat, but to pull her body up to better meet the invader. I took pleasure in repeatedly battering Mom's cervix with my cock head, tearing through the passageway leading to her sacred place as though it were a silicone fuck sleeve.
"Oh god!" Mom hollered noisily. "Oh my fucking god! Jesus Christ, Jon!"
"I can't stop," I muttered directly into her ear. "I can't, I can't, I can't."
Mom shushed me, then sank her teeth into my neck. Her voice was a meager whimper, but its message was clear. "Then don't."
Everything else fell away. Nana, the room, the noise, the past, the ominous future... all of it dissolved into the softness of her breath against my throat and the way her fingers gripped my back.
My heart pounded so hard that it hurt. Every breath I took tasted like her, and every other thought burned away until she was all that remained -- her warmth; her essence; the impossibly intimate knowledge that she wanted me-- not just someone, but me. I did not just want to touch her; I wanted to worship her.
We moved together like two halves crashing back into place-- rough desperate. Her hands were everywhere, pulling, clinging, and urging me closer.
A telltale tingling in my stomach made it clear that I was not going to last much longer, though without the effects of the tea coursing through me I doubt I would have made it as far as I had.
I dumped a groan into the nape of her neck. "Oh, fuck, Mom!"
She knew what it meant right away. "Yes, honey! Do it! Do it! Cum for me!"
I howled triumphantly over my conquered prey and began to dump rope after rope of sticky goo into her deepest reaches. I marked her with my seed over and over, claiming and reclaiming the territory at the bottom of her clenching cunt as my own.
Mom caressed the back of my neck with one hand, using her thumb to gingerly tickle my hairline while she rubbed up and down. It calmed me -- brought me back to my senses. "That's it, honey. There you go. You did so good." Her lips were right next to my ear, and her whispered words of encouragement made the back of my skull tingle with frisson.
Bubbles of frothy cum oozed around the sides of my shaft, rising from deep in the plush pocket until they seeped out of her. It felt quite similar to how Nana's pussy had felt when I'd filled her with cum.
I replayed Nana's words in my head as I basked in the afterglow of my orgasm. "Like mother, like daughter."
"Are you feeling okay now, honey?" Mom asked.
Her question carried the same worry that any other mother would have shown after seeing my reaction to the magical tea, but that was where the similarities stopped. I wondered how many other mommies had ever had to console their son while his semi-hard cock was still squeezing dribbles of cum into their freshly-fucked cunt.
I burrowed my nose into her neck; it made me feel safe. "I'm sorry if I hurt you. That was kind of crazy." I took another deep whiff of her orange-scented perfume. My lungs burned not from the smell, but from the heavy breathing that made my entire body rise and fall as I fought through the lingering adrenaline.
She rubbed my back with long strokes of her palm. "I know, sweetheart. I know. But it's all over now." Then she tilted to her side, I assumed to look at Nana. "Right, Mama?"
"No promises," Nana said bluntly. "I've never heard of a reaction that strong. You looked like a couple of sex-crazed maniacs!"
I rolled to the side so that I was resting my spine against the back of the couch and looked up at my grandmother. "I felt like one! You should've warned me."
She threw her hands in the air. "I did! I said 'It's strong stuff' like three times!"
I still did not feel fully drained after my fifth orgasm. I glanced down at Mom's pussy, where I saw heaps of chunky, white goo oozing out. I was shocked I'd managed to produce that much.
I still didn't feel a single hint of disdain for sex. It was all I could think about, but at last my dick was sore enough to convince me to rest despite the little voice in the back of my head begging for "One more round!" It seemed to defy science, and I wondered if Nana's tea should be placed on a government list.
"I'm still horny," I grumbled.
Nana cooed softly. "My poor Peanut. You haven't had enough?"
"I have! Or, I mean, I should have, but... I dunno, Nana. I just want more!"
Mom rubbed two of her fingers through the glistening pile of glue spilling out of her cunt. "I think I could use a break, honey. That was... intense, to say the least. And you need to eat something! You're gonna go into a coma if you keep fucking without anything in your body."
"It would be worth it," I claimed.
Mom rolled off of the couch and stood up. "Still, I'm going to put some underwear on so that we don't have another episode -- not until you're ready, at least."
The corner of Nana's mouth curled up into a wicked grin. "We still have to get you ready, Fifi."



"For what?" Mom asked.
Nana raised her eyebrows. "For the next part. Remember?"
"For the..." A look of horror washed over Mom's face. "Oh. Right. The next part."
Mom's trepidation was palpable, but not as strong as Nana's excitement. The matriarch clapped her hands rapidly and made joyful little squeals. "It's gonna be fun! I can't wait."
"Me neither," Mom grumbled in an obvious lie.
Nana got off of her knees and smoothed down her t-shirt. "I'm gonna get dinner started, so don't get up to anything while I'm gone."
"Can we help at all, Nana?" I asked.
She mewed at the adorable offer, but did not seem to take it seriously. "That's sweet, muffin, but no. I got this handled. All I need you to do is not fuck your mother."
I scowled. "For how long?"
"An hour?"
I threw my hands into the air. "Just shoot me now!"
"You'll be fine, promise... oh, and, after dinner you'll have to wait for me to get her ready for you."
With the scent of Mom's pungent syrup still wafting through the air, I couldn't fathom that any further preparation was necessary. "I think she's ready now, no?"
Mom shook her head. "Just trust your grandmother. It'll be worth it... for you."
Nana rolled her eyes. "And you, Fifi. You're gonna like it, too. I'm sure of it! Like mother--"
I cut her off. "Like daughter! Right?"
Nana pointed at me, then at Mom, then back to me. "See? Peanut gets it."
The leadup to dinner was uneventful. Mom and I watched CSI while Nana put together a quick dinner of chicken soup that I could smell from the living room. My stomach grumbled in response, and I will admit it did feel good to crave something other than sex for a change.
Mom and I did not talk any more about what would happen when we got back home, but the awkward silence in which we watched television hinted that she was as concerned with the answer as I was. Even though we did not talk much, it felt surreal to be cuddled up on the couch with her wearing nothing more than a thin t-shirt and some underwear.
I sat normally on the couch, giving Mom my thigh as a pillow to rest her head on as she lay sideways. I raked my fingers through her luscious hair, combing the soft strands apart with my nails lightly grazing her scalp.
She squirmed happily. "That feels nice, baby."
"This feels nice," I said. "I like watching TV with you." I quickly realized that that sounded lame. "And, like, being close to you, giving you head pets and stuff."
Mom giggled. "How romantic. Did Shakespeare write that sonnet?"
Her teasing made me chuckle. "Nope. That's a Jon original! Won't find that on any bumper stickers." Then my curiosity finally got the better of me. I lowered my voice so that Nana would not overhear and eyed the doorway in case she returned. "Hey, so, what's this big surprise that Nana's got planned?"
The color drained from Mom's face. "It's, uh, well... you'll see."
"Seriously? No hints?"
She shook her head. "No hints. Just gonna have to wait and see."
"You don't seem excited for it."
She paused. "I'm nervous. I've never done it with anyone before!"
"Wow, lucky me. Is it, like, anal or something?"
Mom's jaw clenched, but she did not say a word.
My heartbeat picked up speed. "Oh my god, Mom. Is it anal?"
"Not telling," she insisted flatly.
I would have continued to press her for information, but she was saved by the dinner bell.
"Soup's on!" Nana called.
Mom got off of my lap in a hurry. "Well, guess we gotta go."
I could not believe that she was still avoiding me. "Mom! Tell me!"
She turned and trotted off towards the kitchen. "Can't talk now, honey. Sorry!"
"Mom!" I called after her, but knew I would receive no response as soon as she disappeared from view. "Is it?"
I scampered off the sofa and bolted after her. When I entered the kitchen, she shot me a stern look that said "Drop it, mister," so I obeyed. I bit my tongue despite a near certainty that I would be eventually stuffing my cock into the tightest hole Mom had to offer.
"Don't eat too much, Fifi," Nana instructed.
Mom's eyes widened with embarrassment, and she flicked her gaze over to me to see if I had overheard. "Mama! Hush!"
Nana shrugged casually. "I'm just trying to help, that's all."
I rushed to serve myself a bowl of soup out of the large stock pot that was simmering on the stove. I was so eager to see what they had planned - or rather, to confirm my suspicion - that I barely tasted the chicken and wet noodles I shovelled down my gullet.
"Jeez, Peanut," Nana said. "Hungry, are we?"
I nodded and finished drinking the broth that sat in the bottom of my bowl. "I was starving!"
Nana folded her napkin and daintily dabbed the corner of her mouth. "Well, as long as you have energy for another round, I will consider my cooking a success. How are you feeling horny-wise?"
I momentarily took stock of my body's physiology the same way I'd used to when lying in bed before school, manually checking for symptoms of sickness that would have won me permission stay home for the day. "Still horny, I guess. It's weird that it's not going away. I'm just, like... stewing in it."
Nana leaned in closer to me and licked her lips. "Then I guess you're not the only one at this table marinating in their own horny-juices."
Mom choked on a spoonful of soup. "Jesus, Mama!"
Nana laughed as her daughter tried to cough the aspirated liquid out of her lungs. "I thought that might get a reaction."
"I'm trying to eat!" Mom insisted. "Can we please wait until after dinner before we talk about sex again?"
Nana put a finger to her chin and pretended to think about it. "Hmm. Nope! What do you say, muffin? Up for another roll in the hay?"
"Maybe," I said seconds before an idea entered my mind. "I bet we could find out if you'd show me your boobs."
Nana's irises twinkled. "You wanna see 'em?"
I nodded.
Nana sat back in her chair. "I knew there was a reason I didn't put a bra back on. Here you go, sugar."
Nana pinched the bottom of her shirt and tucked the hem of it below her tits, then used the tightened fabric like a shelf to lift the heaving udders up off of her stomach. The thin cloth gradually slipped upward, creeping further and further, slowly exposing a little bit of her at a time. She was patient, carefully studying my reaction to every inch of ground that she revealed.
I could see her nipples poking through her shirt. As the cotton was peeled back, it got caught on both of the stiffened buds and tugged them upward just as her small, rosy areolas came into view.
"Ready?" Nana asked in a sultry tone.
I simply nodded, and had not even finished doing so when she swiftly yanked her shirt out from under her breasts so that they would come tumbling out of the hammock. Since she was seated so close to the table, both of the fat, bulky milkbags thudded against the wooden surface. Their impact made the remaining soup in Nana's bowl ripple like some behemoth were stomping around outside, shaking the foundation of her entire house from its astounding weight.
"Is that better?" she asked, batting her eyelashes seductively.
"Way better, Nana."
She flashed me a cheery smile. "Good! But--" She pulled down her shirt to cover her breasts. "--we can't start just yet."
"Why not?" I asked.
She nodded to Mom. "Ask your mother."
Mom prodded the inside of her cheek with the tip of her tongue. "Right. The 'thing.' I almost forgot."
Nana rolled her eyes, unconvinced by the performance. "You didn't forget. You just don't wanna do it!"
I played dumb. "What's going on?"
Nana waved me off. "Nothing, muffin. Your mother is just getting cold feet."
"I'm scared!" Mom exclaimed. "I've never done it before!"
Nana pointed to me. "Neither has he. Now, be a good mommy and go get yourself ready for him."
Nana and Mom got up from the table and exchanged a head nod. Then Nana turned her attention to me. "Why don't you go watch a show in the living room, peanut? Your mom and I will come get you when we're done."
"Done with what?" I asked with far more urgency, but I could not get them to crack.
Mom wagged a finger back and forth. "Nuh-uh, honey. Listen to Nana and go watch TV while we get ready."
I gave a performative pout and stomped my foot. "Fine!" Then I softened my tone so they would take pity on me. "But please don't take too long?"
The corner of Mom's mouth turned up in a cute little half-smirk. "Okay, baby. Deal. We'll be quick. Right, Mama?"
Nana nodded as she looped arms with her daughter. "Pinky promise. Now, off we go!"
They left me in the kitchen, and thus alone with thoughts that I was not ready to deal with just then. I shuffled off to the living room to watch something that would keep my mind busy. I wanted to enjoy the rest of the night - which, for all I knew, was all the time Mom and I had left to truly be together.
After about twenty minutes, I started to get bored. I did not feel like I was "making the most" of anything with my ass plopped on the couch, so I decided to entertain myself.
I am not proud of the fact that I went to spy on the mommies as quietly as I could, carefully avoiding the spots in Nana's floorboards that I knew would give me away if they were to squeak. I did not know what I expected - or even wanted - to find them doing, but when I peeked around the corner down the corridor that led to the bedrooms, I saw that Nana's door was shut tight.
A pair of shadows crossed from the left side to the right, which meant that someone had walked over to Nana's bed.
"Okay, Fifi," she said, "just like last time. Tell me when it gets full."
"Got it," my mother grunted, her voice muffled by the mattress that I assumed she was face down upon.
There were a few seconds of silence, then Mom started making uncomfortable little groans. "Okay.... Okay... Okay, Mama! It's full!"
Nana chuckled. "Sorry, sorry. Just wanted to make sure you were really topped off."
"I am! It's making my stomach hurt; I'd say that'd pretty full. I'll be right back."
The bedsprings groaned, giving me a few seconds to hide around the corner before Mom left the room. When she did, she immediately turned and walked into the bathroom, then shut the door behind her. What I did not hear, though, was Nana exiting the room right afterwards and making her way to the kitchen. By the time I realized that there were footsteps coming towards me, it was too late. Nana rounded the corner; I was shamefully standing with my back pressed up against the kitchen wall.
"Jesus!" She jumped a little when she saw me. "Oh, Peanut. You scared me. I was just coming to check on you."
"Sorry, Nana."
She arched an eyebrow. "Were you spying on us? Naughty, naughty."
"I got bored! I wanted to see what you were doing."
Nana gave an affectionate sigh. "You missed your mommies, huh, sugar?"
I blushed. "Maybe a little bit. Can I come hang out with you guys?"
She shook her head. "Not just yet. Give her a couple of minutes. One more round should do the trick."
I hiked my shoulders up around my ears, as though that would make it harder for Mom to hear me. "Nana, is it anal? Are we doing anal?"
Nana fought hard against the smile that wanted desperately to spread across her face, but it was a losing battle. "Oh, to hell with it! You've waited long enough. Yes. It's anal."
I gave an excited gasp. "Holy shit. Awesome. So awesome!"
"I think so, too, but your mother isn't quite as excited as us. She's never done it before, so she's a bit nervous."
My jaw dropped. "With anyone? Even Dad?"
Nana shook her head. "Not even your father. Part of the ritual involves her retaining that part of her chastity until-- well, today! It's the last piece of her virginity, and it's important that she lets you be the one to take it."
My legs trembled. "Awesome."
"But don't tell her I told you!"
"Deal, if..."
Nana crossed her arms and gave me a look of annoyance. "If?"
"If you ask her a question for me so that I can hear her answer."
Nana's expression softened. "Oh, muffin, do you want me to ask her about the thing we talked about? If she's going to have sex with you again after tonight?"
I nodded shamefully. I was not thrilled by the idea of asking Nana to spy for me, but I was desperate. "Just... ask her how she feels. She won't tell me anything."
Nana studied my face for a few seconds. "Okay. I can do that, but I'm not gonna push her. Let's just see what she says. Is that okay?"
I almost jumped for joy. "That's perfect! Thank you, Nana. Thank you."
With that, she returned to the bedroom, and I returned to hiding outside the hallway until Mom exited the bathroom. Once I heard the bedsprings squeak again, I tiptoed down the hallway so I would not miss a word.
"Can you go a bit slower, Mama?" Mom asked. "You put way too much in last time. It's weird when I can feel it sloshing in my tummy."
"Trust the process, Fifi," Nana insisted. "Spread, please."
There were a few seconds of silence that Nana eventually broke. "So, I think Jon's really hoping that you guys... how shall I say this? Stay close? When this is all over, I mean."
Mom sighed. "I know. I talked to him, too. I don't know what to tell him. He wants this to keep going when we get home."
"It's dangerous, Fifi."
"I know. I know." I thought she sounded unconvinced. "Why did you say no to Leo? He must have asked for the same thing."
"He did, but I didn't want to hurt your father, and our sex life was good so I didn't feel like I was giving anything up. I love your brother with all my heart, but he was not particularly good in bed."
"So... what if I don't have a great sex life back home? What if I don't care about hurting my husband? I don't want him to find out, but... oh, I don't know. I think the only reason I care about keeping it a secret is because then we'd really have to stop! I know it would hurt him, and I feel so guilty that I don't care enough about that for this decision to be easy."
"I know you two have been drifting apart for a while. Just make sure you're making this decision with your head, not your pussy!"
"You're right; I know that. I just... well, Jon said it best. I like feeling close to someone again, and I like that it's him. We've always has such a strong bond, and this just feels like a natural continuation of that. If we could only just-- oh! Okay, okay. It's full, Mama. I said it's full!"
Nana gave an evil little laugh. "Sorry, Fifi. Couldn't help myself."
I knew Mom would make a beeline for the bathroom again, so I crept back down the hallway as fast as I could without making too much noise.
My heart was rapidly pounding against my ribcage, so I took a seat at the table just as I heard Nana's footsteps carrying her back to the kitchen.
She greeted me with an eager grin. "Well? I thought that went pretty well. Did you get the answer you wanted?"
I shrugged, genuinely unsure whether or not I had. "I guess so? But also, like, not really. She seems as confused as I am."
Nana sat down next to me and took hold of my hand. "Oh, muffin. You're not confused, not one bit. You want her, you love her, and all you need is for her to say 'yes.' Is that right?"
"I... yeah. That sounds about right."
"I know my daughter. I know when she's confused - like really confused - and I know when she's simply refusing to see what's right in front of her."
I sat up straight in my chair, my hope renewed. "You think so?"
"I've been wrong before, but like I said: I know my daughter. I also know women, which means I know how rare it is for one of them to make the kinds of sounds that she did when you forced yourself onto her."
I blushed a fiery shade of crimson. "I didn't force myself, really."
Nana smiled faintly. "You kind of did, Peanut, but I think she liked it. Hell, I know she liked it; she left a wet stain on my couch the size of a goddamn dinner plate."
The bathroom doorknob clicked, and I heard Mom call my name. "Jon? Honey?"
I cleared my throat so my voice would not crack. "Yeah, Mom?"
"I think I'm ready for you."
Nana and I looked at each other, then she swung her arm out, gesturing towards the hallway. "After you."
We entered her room to find Mom standing up on her tiptoes, one arm stretched behind her back so that she was able to wedge her fingers between her ass cheeks. Her shoulder rotated in slow circles, and in an instant I realized that she was smearing a handful of lube onto her asshole.
My dick immediately began to throb. It hardened so quickly that it instantly formed a protrusion in the front of my boxers, one that became larger as I soaked in the scene.
I was not sure how much of Nana's magic tea was still in my system, but based on the instantaneous response from my cock, I figured that there must still be some of it still flowing through my veins.
Mom smiled when she saw me, her hand disappearing between her plump cheeks for a moment. "There you are."
I could not tear my eyes away from the sight of her liberally slathering the long crease. "Here I am, and - wow - here you are. Are we really doing this?"
She pulled her greasy mitt out of her rear. "If you still want to, honey."
"Do you want to?"
Mom cocked her head to the side. "Why wouldn't I? I mean, sure, I'm a bit nervous, but it's important that we do this together."
I curled my toes to center myself in reality, scraping them against the carpeted floor as a reminder that I was not floating off into space. "You've never done anal before?"
She shook her head, sending coils of brown hair back and forth across her forehead. "Never. That's why I'm scared! But I'm excited, too. I got to be your first, and now you get to be mine."
"I can't wait, Mom."
Her mouth curved into a crescent moon. "You wanna pump my rump that badly, baby?"
"So, so badly," I insisted. "Can we do it now?"
"That's exactly what I was hoping you would say. How do you want me?"
I was overwhelmed with possibilities. "Uh, hands and knees, maybe? No, no, wait! What about cowgirl?"
Mom shot a look over at Nana, then rolled her eyes. I assumed my grandmother was doing the same.
"What about this?" Mom asked as she backed up. She stopped when the backs of her knees touched the edge of the mattress, then gave a little hop and leapt backwards onto the bed. I did not have to ask what "this" meant; she was eager to show me.
Mom lifted her legs and bent them, then tucked her hands under her knees so she could pull them back even further. I could not believe how flexible she was. I was not completely ignorant; I knew what "baby pose" was, but I had never seen it deployed like that-- in such a way that it made my jaw drop.
Her cunt was already glistening with juice, and her pubic hair - black as charcoal - wore droplets of the shimmering syrup that decorated the fluffy coat like wet jewellery. Her lips had parted slightly when she'd pulled back her legs, exposing the interior of her vulva.
"Is this okay?" she asked.
I picked my slackened jaw off of the floor. "Y-yeah. That's really good."
She clenched her asshole a couple of times, keenly aware that I was watching every muscular twitch. "She's saying hi to you, sweetheart."
"Can I... can I say hi back?"
She shimmied downward so that her ass was hanging off of the bed a little. "With that big dick of yours, I hope. Get those boxers off of him, Mama."
"Sure thing, Fifi," Nana said. From behind me, she hooked her thumbs into the elastic waistband of my underwear and yanked them to the floor. The tension was released so hastily that my dick bobbed up and down energetically until its momentum dissipated, which gave Mom and Nana - who was peering around my torso - a few solid seconds of entertainment.



"I love it when they do that," Nana said in a hushed tone. "So much life in these young cocks."
She rose to her feet and stepped behind me as close as she could, pressing her breasts against my back. She snatched something off of the dresser beside us, and I did not have to wait long to find out what it was. I heard the sound of a cap popping off; seconds later, her slimy, lube-covered hand wrapped around my cock and began to apply a thick coat.
She could not resist the urge to be playful, though, and even once the entire length was slick with the stuff, she continued to jerk her tiny fist up and down over the head, rotating her wrist so that the texture of her fingers and palm grazed the sensitive helmet with each twist.
"Fuck, Nana," I said with a grunt. "Your hand feels incredible."
"Just having a bit of fun, first, sugar," she said. "Tease him a little, Fifi."
Mom kicked her feet in the air then pointed the toes of her left foot at right at me. "You wanna see Mommy's butthole all stretched out before you fuck it?"
My knees buckled, but Nana's weight against my back held me up. "I-- can I? Yes!"
She untucked her hands from behind her knees and lowered them onto her cheeks, grabbing them by the sides to sink her fingers in to get a good grip.
At first, Mom's asshole appeared no larger than a coin. The pink-hued divot was glossy with lube, and glistened faintly in the bedroom's dim light. As she spread her cheeks apart, she applied visible tension to the tiny circle. The inward slope of her asshole distended, producing a puckered ring whose smooth, rubbery surface was pulled outward in a symmetrical stretch.
"How's that?" she asked.
I nodded silently, then realized I was being given permission to be as greedy as I wanted to be. "Can you make it move?"
"I can try!" she said.
At first, the motion was nearly imperceptible -- a faint tremor in the rubbery ring, like the first twitch of a muscle waking from sleep. Then it clenched, subtly but deliberately, the rim contracting inward in a slow, deliberate pulse.
"Now push," I commanded.
Her eyes widened in time with the red heat that flushed her cheeks. "Like... push?"
I nodded again. "Yeah. Like that."
"I..." She hesitated. "Yeah, I can do that. Yeah." She made a soft grunt -- one that was too quiet to be fake -- and pushed her anal muscles outward. "Like that?"
What had once been a tight, narrow indent slowly began to dilate, like a drawstring being loosened from within. The rosy donut expanded, maintaining its circular shape as it widened to form a halo of bulging muscle whose wrinkled ridges were smoothed out under the tension of her strained muscles.
"Y-yeah," I muttered. "Just like that. God, Mom. That is so fucking sexy!"
She wiggle her toes. "I got a pretty butthole, do I?"
"The prettiest! I could look at it all day, but..."
"But you'd rather stick your dick in it?" The mention made him throb in response. "Oh, my! He does look ready. Let's put him somewhere warm, shall we?"
My pulse quickened. "And tight?"
Mom winked at me and let go of her cheeks, then tucked her hands back under her knees. "You'll just have to find out for yourself."
My heart was a hammer -- not just beating, but pounding. I could feel each thud in my ribs, in my temples, and in my fingertips. My skin tingled as though static were clinging to every hair on my arms and neck, raising them upright.
I walked over to Mom. Thanks to the height of the mattress, I did not even need to bend my knees to align myself with her holes. Just one push would have seen me buried deep into either one.
I grabbed my cock by the root and slapped the head against Mom's furry pussy mound a couple of times, tickling my frenulum with the mess of curls. Next, I dragged the puffy helmet up and down through her sodden lips, gathering a thick glaze of her honey atop the lube that already coated it. She gave a slight shiver when it nudged her clit, so I made sure to focus on the sensitive button and deliver a couple of gentle prods.
"Close, sweetheart," Mom joked. "Just a little further down."
I followed her directions and lowered the fat knob between her tightly drawn cheeks. It was surrounded, swaddled by plumpness that hugged it on either side.
She flex her anal muscles, making her asshole protrude outward again, briefly turning the inward slope into a bulging donut whose raised rim kissed the tip of my cock.
I pushed a little bit, not intending to enter her, but simply to get her used to the foreign sensation. "How does that feel?"
"It's kind of weird," she replied. "Not bad, though. Just... different."
"Can I push a little harder?"
Mom closed her eyes and breathed out - every drop of air in her lungs, by the sound of it. Then she slowly filled them again before responding. "Do it. I'm ready."
The opening seemed impossibly small: a pinhole of flesh-- tight, puckered, almost sealed. It was barely more than a suggestion of an entrance. My dick head hovered within a hair of it, and for a moment I wondered if it would reject me.
First contact was met with firm resistance, like I was trying to press into a surface of dense, elastic jelly. It held its shape, then shuddered almost imperceptibly, as if recognizing the persistence of our contact. I pushed harder, increasing the pressure little by little until her defenses buckled, and her hole slowly, reluctantly bloomed.
"You gotta relax, Mom," I insisted.
"I'm trying!" she cried.
Each millimeter forward was a coaxed surrender. Her walls were so tightly compacted that they felt like coiled muscle--dense, wet, and quivering--and yet they stretched, adapting to the intruder with a gradual, deliberate release. The pressure at the tip intensified, becoming almost a pulse, as if her asshole were taking a slow breath.
Nana laid on the bed next to Mom. "Hold her legs up, sugar."
I tucked my hands under Mom's knees, freeing her own hands so that she could hold onto Nana's for support. With her free hand, Nana gently rubbed Mom's tummy in big, slow circles, doing her best to settle her anxious daughter. "Breathe out when pushes, Fifi."
I pushed again and felt the rubbery little donut kissing the tip of my cock. It unwound a little bit as Mom breathed in and out with Nana, who was trying to impart some of her own calming energy to Mom via reassuring belly rubs.
Mom gave me a hurried nod, then closed her eyes and took a final deep breath. As she released it, she repeatedly urged me forth. "Go, honey. Go, go, go, go!" I did not fully buy her enthusiasm, but I appreciated that she was willing to commit to her role.
My cock head pried apart the mouth of Mom's asshole, which stretched around it like a too-tight turtleneck. The sensation was immediate and electric at the tip-- a ring of slick, muscular pressure that parted just enough to admit me, then wrapped around me like a heated drawstring.
"W-whoa!" Mom said with her brow furrowed and her eyes shut tight.
"Too much?" I asked.
She gave her head a shake. "No! It's fine! Keep going!"
Her words said "yes," but her face said "hell no!" I knew what encouraged her to do so: obligation, curiosity, and selflessness. Rather than listen to the part of my brain that reminded me to be empathetic, sparing her the pain she was obviously enduring, I chose instead to listen to her command.
I inched further inside until my cock head disappeared. Mom stretched slowly, reluctantly -- with effort, as if she were choosing to allow each new inch to enter her.
The tension, the pressure, the warmth -- every sensation played on and increased the strength of the others. Her asshole felt custom-made to coddle my cock; my shaft hadn't even entered her yet, and I was already blown away by how good it felt.
"Is that..." Mom paused to take a breath. "Is that the head?"
I nodded, then realized she could not see me with her eyes closed. "Uh-huh! You did it, Mom."
Nana chuckled. "Only a few more inches to go. Give her a little more, sugar."
Mom's eyes shot open and she gave her mother a concerned look. "Does he have to go all the way inside?"
Nana leaned over and gave her daughter a kiss on the forehead. "You know that he's gotta do more than that, Fifi. We're not done until that butt is full."
I flexed my dick and sank another girthy inch into Mom's bowels, parting the tightly compacted walls of hot, soggy meat. The slickness was remarkable -- not watery and thin, but a thick, viscous layer of lube that coated the inner lining.
Mom tensed up in response to my sudden flexing, and the added inch I had stuffed into her, and gave a nervous little whimper. "Oh, god. That feels like a lot!"
"Don't be scared," Nana said. "It's just the head right now."
"It is not!" Mom squealed. "He just put more of it in!"
Nana turned to look at me. "Still going, muffin?"
I winced. "Was I supposed to stop? I could-- sorry, Mom. I'll let you get used to it."
"T-thanks, h-honey," she warbled.
"Another push?" I asked excitedly.
"Another push," she responded with notably less enthusiasm.
I wanted to drive myself to the bottom in one go; I wanted to plummet to the depths of her molten center to find where that remarkable heat was radiating from, but I knew better. I took my time gingerly nudging apart the corridor leading to the collapsed sun at the bottom of Mom's muggy asshole.
Her insides were as soft as lamb's wool, tender and supple-- the exact opposite of the unyielding strength with which her ring clenched around me. Its grip was so strong that each squeeze made me knees feel weak.
After every one, however, was a brief window of opportunity for me to go deeper. She was never loose or relaxed; those words simply did not apply to either what I was feeling or what I was still seeing on her face. Even when her strength temporarily failed her, she was so tight that I feared one wrong move wouldn't even eject my dick from its form-fitting holster, but would instead give it a painful sprain.
"That's good," Mom said meekly, her face contorted in a disarray of discomfort. "Just like that. You're doing a good job, sweetheart."
"You too, Mom!" I exclaimed, hoping my encouragement would matter at least a little. "Right, Nana? She's doing good?"
Nana rubbed Mom's belly a couple of times. "You're doing so good, Fifi. How much is inside right now?"
I felt Mom manually compress her walls around me to try and figure out how much I had already packed into her. "I think... I don't know. Half?"
"Less," I said flatly.
Mom's eyes widened to the size of moons. "Less? I have to-- you still have-- oh my God! Just keep going slow, Monkey. I don't even know if I'm gonna fit the whole thing."
Nana and I, as though we shared one mind, said in unison, "You will." Then we shared a short look of surprise that ended with a cheeky grin. It seemed that she and I were on the same page, and her confidence in her daughter bolstered my own.
Unfortunately, I let that hubris go to my head. I jumped the gun and eagerly thrust my hips forward. In hindsight, I think my intentions were pure; I wanted to show Mom that I believed in her, and just how much she could handle. That's certainly not how it came across.
Mom kicked her feet in the air, her toes curled like the tail of a seahorse. "Honey! S-stop!"
I stopped, but I did not pull back; I wanted her to get used to the feeling even if it was uncomfortable. "Was that too much?"
"Tooooo much," she mewled. "I thought we said slowly?"
"I just got excited!" I lied, and she bought it.
Even the expression of discontent could not disguise the blush that crept across her face. "It feels that good? Really?"
I nodded frantically. "It's so tight, Mom! It feels like you're strangling me. I just wanna go all the way inside! But..."
"But you'll be patient for me? Right?"
"I'm trying, but I'll try harder."
"Good boy." A smile broke right at the corner of her mouth. It was offset by a twitch of her eye - another pain response --but it was real nonetheless. "Gimmie a lil' push."
I slowly fed another portion of my shaft into the small hole. The heat around my cock head grew even more intense, just as I had hoped it would, as did the strength of her squeezes. There was tight, spiraling pressure hugging my cock on all sides. I felt tiny movements: tremors in her muscles, the subtle quiver of pulsing tissue, like a living throat caught in a slow swallow.
Mom's asshole seemed to elongate with me. It was impossibly deep, and the further I went, the more the pressure built -- a slow, intelligent pressure, as though the tiny hole was memorizing me, mapping every contour of my cock.
Mom produced a series of lewd groans that told me nothing of her true feelings. I could not tell if she loved it or hated it, but she seemed committed, and that was good enough for me. Working as a team - with Nana as our coach - we stayed the course until finally, my balls were flush with her body. "You did it, Mom!" I exclaimed.
"Holy fucking shit!" she wailed, her toes cracking right next to my ear from how hard she was clenching them. Then her voice deepened into a drone. "Ooooooh my god. That feels so weird, honey."
"But good?" I asked hopefully.
Mom paused for a second to take stock of what she was feeling. "I... maybe a little bit? Kind of good, I guess. But it just feels so weird to have my butt full!
"How--" she cleared her throat. "How does it feel for you, sweetheart?"
She was impossibly warm inside. It was not just dull heat, but visceral body heat. It felt dense; it felt raw. The warmth felt layered, accumulating more as I had ventured to the bottom until I could go no further. At her deepest point, where the insulation of her thick, velvety walls kept the heat from escaping, it felt like dipping my cock into a bath of melted butter.
It was also where she was, to my surprise, actually quite loose. I had expected the entire sleeve of soggy ass meat to be equally snug, but instead, all of that tight pressure I could have sworn I'd felt proved to be nothing more than a façade - well, except for my very root, still surrounded by her asshole proper.
"Fucking amazing, Mom," I relayed. "Can I, like, start to fuck you now?"
Her body went rigid and she muttered, seemingly to herself, "I can do this, I can do this."
"Be brave, Fiona," Nana said warmly. "It's just a dick. You can do it."
Mom nodded, as though she were internalizing her mother's words of support. "I can do this. I can-- oh, fuck it. Just do it, honey!"
I did so carefully, slowly withdrawing my cock from her inner chamber, focusing on every sensation -- as I was sure she was, too. Her muscles offered steady resistance - no panicked clenching or gripping. It was like pulling through wet, compressed fiber, designed to hold tight then return to its previous shape once the obstruction had been removed.
The sheath of heated jelly greased my exited. Mom was still squeezing as tightly as she could, but most of that concentrated clenching was focused around the root of my cock where her asshole remained tight.
"Mom?" I asked with my dick halfway out of her. "Can you push out with me?"
She gave an unsettling groan, her knuckles white as she clung to Nana's hand. "With my bum?"
I nodded. "Yeah. Push so it, like, pushes me out."
Mom turned an absurdly deep shade of red, her eyes nervously flicking back and forth between me and Nana. "I-- okay. If you're sure, honey. Just gonna... yeah, okay. Here we go. Big push!" She emphasized her final word with the aforementioned pushing, and did so with far more energy than I had expected.
It began at the very base, deep inside where I couldn't see-- only feel. A wave of pressure moved through the interior, slow but certain, rolling forward in a firm, concentric squeeze that began at the tip and slowly worked its way around the entire length.
The walls did not spasm or convulse, oddly enough. Rather, it was a coordinated, rhythmic contraction of soft internal muscle that compressed inward and travel outward. It was like her asshole was swallowing in reverse -- not a single motion, but a series of slow, rippling contractions. It worked around me, squeezing, kneading as she regurgitated me from the depths of her slimy bowels.
The force of her pushing altered the texture of her walls, forming soft, shifting ridges, like folds of silk layered over coiled muscle. They unfurled in slow succession, applying steady, massaging pressure. I relished the way they conformed around my shape, gluing themselves to every bulging vein that ran from the tip of my cock to the head.
Most of my dick had been pushed out by then, with only the puffy head still stuck inside. Mom tightened up, shrinking the soft, muscular valve - fibrous, yet coated in slime - and gave one last firm pulse before she ejected me entirely. My cock fell from her asshole with the sound of wet suction being broken, and the wrinkled halo retracted slightly, the tissue returning to a compact state.
A thin, spindly vine of lube stretched from Mom's puckered butthole all the way to the head of my cock. Its curve grew deeper as gravity pulled the heavy goo downward, turning the slight arc into a deep slope that eventually snapped in the middle when it could not support itself.
"Christ, Mom," I panted. "That was hot!"
I had meant that in two ways-- literally and sensually. With my dick free, the difference was clear. The cooler air in the room brushed across the wet trail she had left behind, making the heat more memorable in its absence. My skin tingled in the open air, still coated in lube, and I struck by how viscerally real the internal warmth had been.
"B-back," Mom commanded with a grunt. "Back inside."
My eyes surely lit up. "Really? You're sure, Mom?"
She nodded with a smile that bore greater signs of sincerity than her last. "I'm sure, sweetheart. Go back inside while I'm still a little loose."
I needed no further coaching; I pushed back in, and the heat was there to welcome me. It was instant and close, gripping me with thermal intimacy, and wrapped around the full length of my cock like a glove.
The rubbery rim stretched under the pressure, parting in slow, silent accommodation. My cock was met again with heat and dense, syrupy lube -- a precursor to the slimy humidity that await me at the bottom.
"OoooOOOooHHH!" Mom cried out just as I pushed my dick back into the mouth of her asshole. The next bit came out of her just as I was going in. "Fuck! Jesusfuckingchristhtatissobig!"
I drew out, then slid back in, slowly, precisely, repeatedly, until I found a steady pace that worked for both of us. Based on the pitch of her moans, Mom was partial to the slow drags of my cock exiting her asshole, whereas I particularly enjoyed plunging into her after I had done so.
I let the sensations etch themselves into my memory: the tight compression of her outer ring, almost dry in comparison to the rest of the flooded basin; the midsection where soggy folds, looser than the ring, massaged me with their warm, delicate touch; and finally, my favorite of all, the depths-- warmer still than the middle, and near-liquid in sensation.
Each of my movements was met with resistant pressure, but each stroke weakened the muscles that made it so. Her sturdy, vice-like grip relented to become a hand that softly and gently squeezed. The band of tension at the mouth of her asshole still hugged me tightly, but those constrictions began to feel more performative than reflexive. She was doing it on purpose, and for me.
Mom was no longer just enduring the ordeal; she was enjoying it. Her eyes were closed again, but I could see them moving about rapidly underneath the lids. Her face softened more and more with each patient stroke, like something was gradually clicking into place. The corners of her mouth twitched, notably in response to the sensation of my greasy dong slithering out of her loosened hole. It was not a full smile -- just enough to say she knew something that I did not.



"Does that feel okay?" I asked her, pulling her from her lofty place in the clouds.
She gave a slow, deliberate nod, her eyes still closed in blissful detachment. "Yeah, honey, it's starting to. It still feels strange, but I like it when you go-- ooooh, that! That, sweetheart!"
I smirked, pleased that I had gotten such a reaction from simply jamming my cock to the root and holding it there. "When I go deep, you mean?"
"Yesssss," she moaned.
I could not believe - or rather, was simply astounded by - how fulfilling it was to be the first man to experience the sinful pleasure lurking in the depths of my mother's ass. She had given birth to two children, and surely dated other men before that, yet my dick was the only one on the planet that knew exactly what it felt like when her buttery-soft walls collapsed around it. Even my father had never been able to do more than venture a guess, yet there I was experiencing it firsthand alongside her.
Mom exhaled, her breath fluttering as it left her mouth. "This feels like losing my virginity all over again."
Nana tilted her head forward so that her forehead was pressed against Mom's temple. "That's the point, Fifi. I'm so glad you're enjoying it."
"Oh my god, Mama!" my mother bellowed as I sank back into the muggy abyss, my balls resting flush against her bum. "Am I supposed to feel it in my tummy like that?"
Nana nodded, and with the hand that was rubbing Mom's stomach, she gave her a couple of welcoming pats. "Show me."
"What?"
"Show me," Nana hissed into Mom's ear along with another belly pat. "On your tummy. Show me where he is."
Mom made an unladylike moan that made my balls tighten up; I loved being able to make her release such unbecoming noises. She pointed the finger of her free hand just below her belly button, about an inch or so. "H-here, Mama. He's right here."
Nana clicked her tongue. "My goodness, sugar. You really filled your mama up, huh? I wish we had an x-ray machine for this."
Mom could not decide between laughing or moaning as my dick was pulled from its gooey sheath, so she opted for a sound that mixed the two of them, then eagerly agreed with the sentiment. "I know he would make good use of it."
I grunted my approval. "Yeah, I would."
Mom's eyes twinkled fiendishly. "You wanna see that big, hard cock moving in Mommy's tummy?"
Her enchanting words lured a throb out of my temple. "Fuck, yes. That would be so hot."
"Hmm," Nana mused thoughtfully. "What if we do something else instead? Would that be fun?"
I did not even know what to expect, but as long as it had anything to do with me fucking Mom's asshole, I was willing to try. "Like what?"
Nana directed her attention to Mom. "You wanna play with some toys, Fifi?"
Mom scrunched up her nose. It was a convincing pout, but the quiver in her eyebrow revealed that she was struggling to maintain it while her asshole was being stretched open. "One of your toys?"
Nana rolled her eyes. "Oh, please. He's already fucked both of us. I think we can share a bit of vibrating silicone."
I stared at her, my strokes slowing to a complete halt over the course of a couple thrusts. "Vibrating? Nana, did you say vibrating?"
The implications were instantly obvious, but Nana acted confused. "I did say that, muffin. Why? Does that sound good?"
"Yes!" I barked.
She made her mouth into an "O" and faked her surprise. "You think it'll feel good if your mama's pussy is vibrating while you're in her butt? Gosh, sugar, maybe we should try it."
"Yes!" I said at an exponentially louder volume, which made both women grin.
"I think he wants to try it, Fifi," Nana said.
"I think so, too," Mom agreed. "Let's give him a little treat."
The idea that being literally balls-deep in her asshole was not enough of a treat was ridiculous to me. I had thought there was no way the warm, cozy tunnel could get any more inviting, but I was incredibly aroused by the idea of it vibrating around me, too.
Nana disappeared out of sight and slunk off to her bedside table. "There you are!"
I did not stop fucking Mom while she searched, but the two of us watched her pull a long, thick dildo from the drawer. The length of red silicone looked roughly my size, perhaps with a slightly smaller head, but with a thicker shaft to accommodate the mechanics that made it vibrate. It did not have any weird bumps or ridges for artificial pleasure; it was shaped exactly like the real thing. I was strangely excited that Nana had procured a toy that was so close to the real thing-- sans vibration.
Mom cringed. "When was the last time that was inside of you?"
Nana held up the toy. "This? A couple of nights ago." Then she pointed to my cock, though it was more of a loose gesture since it was submerged so deeply into Mom's asshole that nothing beyond the root was visible. "That was inside of me like an hour ago, though, and you seem to be fucking him just fine."
My heart thumped rapidly inside my chest. "Have you ever done that before, Mom? Like, two dicks at once?"
Mom gave me an endearingly sweet expression, which softened the blow of what could have been an insulting follow-up. "Honey, is that a serious question? I've never had a dick in my butt before; no I have not taken two at once!"
I shook my head, hoping it would clear away the foggy daze that had allowed me to ask such a stupid question. "Oops, sorry. What do I need to do?"
Nana climbed back onto the bed and scooted close beside Mom, then slid her arm under her daughter's head so she could embrace her more fully. "Just watch, sugar."
Mom's heavy breasts had fallen to the sides of her chest when she had laid down, creating a buffer against which Nana had to press her own heavyset tits so that the two of them could cuddle closely.
"How does he feel, Fifi?" she asked her daughter.
"Big," Mom responded.
"Still?"
"Still, Mama," Mom whined like a bratty kid. "He's not getting any smaller!"
I looked down to watch as Nana fitted the fat, red head between her daughter's glistening cunt lips. "I still think you have some room to fill," she said.
She gently pushed on the toy, using the snugness of Mom's pussy to keep it in place while she nudged it forward. The bulb sank effortlessly into the hollow compartment, easing apart her gleaming petals to make room for its descent.
I felt it almost immediately. The round, bulging head made its presence known by prodding me through the thin membrane of skin that separated her two holes. It was so large that I felt it moving through Mom's cunt, worming deeper and deeper into the soggy sinkpit.
Because of the angle of Nana's wrist, the toy was partially pointed downward. That, in turn, applied focused pressure that I'd first felt at the base of my cock when she has inserted it. The toy travelled downward carefully, putting such constant pressure on the fleshy barrier between us that I knew exactly where it was without having to look. It felt like someone's knuckle pushing against me through a veil of thin, wet fabric. I could clearly trace its path as it burrowed deeper into Mom's birth canal.
Mom's eyes defocused for a second, fluttering erratically when the thick mass of silicone finally buried against her cervix. "W-whoa! That-- oh my god, wow."
Nana cooed softly into Mom's ear, so quietly that I almost could not hear her. "He's pretty big, too -- isn't he, Fifi?"
"B-big," Mom blurted out.
Nana had stopped moving it once it had settled into place, giving her daughter time to adjust to being stuffed to the brim, but that patience would not last long. "Ready for him to move?" Then she looked up at me and gave a slight nod. "Both of them?"
Mom shuddered, her lip trembling before her teeth sank into it to hold it in place. "Mmhmm." That was all she could muster, her eyes inflating with wild anticipation as she stared down between her lifted legs to bear witness to the whole scene.
"You first, Peanut," Nana said to me with another nod.
I pulled back slowly, letting Mom feel every individual inch slithering out of her guts. When only the head remained inside of her, Nana began to pull the toy out. I countered by pushing back inside, invading the slackened burrow like it was my rightful home.
"F-f-fuck," Mom muttered to herself through a gaping mouth.
After just a couple of mistimed practice strokes, Nana and I became perfect counterpoints to each other: in with out, out with in. The toy and I took turns delving into our respective holes. Each time we changed direction, Mom would clench up rather tightly, securely hugging whichever dong was lucky enough to be buried in her at that moment. The oscillating tension of clenching, unclenching, then clenching up again made it clear that - just like the dildo - her holes, and the woman they belonged to, were designed to maximize pleasure.
She did not even seem to be doing it consciously; the way her eyes rolled to the back of her head was a clear indicator of that. Her ass was intrinsically aware of when to tighten up so it would smother my cock in a hot, buttery hug; what might have seemed like chaotic spasming from the outside felt like just another part of our sexual symphony.
Nana drove the chunky, silicone piston to the hilt. Only the suction cup at the very bottom was still outside of Mom's pussy, plugging the entryway to the sodden cave. With her palm, Nana patted on the base of the toy a couple of times to make the head, wedged firmly against the bottom, nudge the mouth of her daughter's womb.
"Oooohhhh, that feels nice," my mother crooned. "Do it again, Mama."
Nana gave the toy another firm spanking, making Mom clench up when the toy pressed into her cervix. "You like that, Fifi?"
"Yes, Mama."
Mom hardly seemed to notice my dick slipping into her butthole at that point. Her head was turned to the side so she could lock eyes with Nana, and even when hers glazed over for a second they remained lovingly trained on her mother's face.
"Can Mama give you a kiss?" Nana asked.
Mom nodded with her brow tightly knit together. "Uh-huh! Okay!"
Mom did not seem reluctant as she had earlier in the day. They had locked lips a couple of times by then, but that was the first time I had seen my mother so enthused to swap spit with her own.
Nana closed her eyes and tilted her head to the side a little bit, fitting her nose next to Mom's so their lips could connect. Nana mashed her mouth against her daughter's and took a deep, chest-filling breath, like she were tasting fresh air for the first time in years.
They did not merely kiss; they set to devour each other. It was feral-- all heat, and need, and passion. Their tongues danced, sliding over each other. They seemed as desperate to taste the other as to be tasted themselves. The passion they poured into each breathy exchange of saliva bordered on romantic, as though they could not stand the idea of air between them at all.
Mom moaned, softly and quietly, and Nana deepened the kiss, dragging her mouth hungrily over her daughter's. One chose worship, the other surrender, forming two halves of a perfect union that rivaled the romance of anything I had seen before.
Nana dumped a hearty groan into Mom's mouth. "I love you, Fifi."
Mom reached up with her left hand and crossed it over her chest so that she could cradle the back of Nana's head. "I love you too, Mama."
I watched her tiny fingers worm between thin, white hair, weaving the strands between her fingers so that they cascaded over her digits like a waterfall of ash. "You two look really good together."
Nana looked at me out of the corner of her eye, briefly pausing the kiss. "Sorry, Peanut. You're not feeling left out, are you?"
"No! Not at all. I like watching." It was true, and besides, I was having plenty of fun with Mom's asshole.
Nana rooted the toy in Mom's pussy so only the base was exposed, then turned her head so that she could look between Mom's legs. "Well, still, I don't want you to feel like we forgot about you."
"I know, Nana. It's okay."
Her fingers poked around until they found a tiny button located on the bottom, above the suction cup. "Can I make it up to you?"
My heartbeat kicked up. "Uh, sure? What did you-- oh! Oh, fuuuuuck!"
The toy lodged against the bottom of Mom's cunt buzzed to life in an instant. It was so deep inside of her that when it did, I immediately felt the vibrations along the entire length of my cock. The thin barrier of flesh separating us felt alive, its racing pulse so powerful that it made her walls feel like they housed millions of tiny tongues that rapidly fluttered against me.
Each of the miniscule bumps, ridges, and folds lining her soft tissue undulated at light speed. It was too relentless to be considered rhythmic, and too strong to pass as natural. I could feel it crawling through my bones. My entire body felt like it, too, was teeming with the same energy that surged through her pussy. There was no end in sight to the rampant vibration, and each passing second my cock spent marinating in Mom's quivering sleeve made it harder to for me to stop myself from collapsing.
My dick throbbed vigorously; and I felt the fat head of the buzzing toy pushing against me through the membrane of slimy flesh. It felt like it was so large that it limited how mine could inflate; when I tried to push blood into it with a mighty flex, the downward pressure only intensified in response.
Mom's asshole had completely stopped squeezing, as the muscles were beaten to a pulp by the vicious vibrations. Instead, it convulsed in erratic, random spurts that made it feel as though the puckered pocket had a mind of its own. It was a living organism that gyrated on my cock, trying to milk it for all it was worth.
I could not fathom, nor handle, how good it felt, and I knew that one move would bring my orgasm to the forefront. It whispered to me in the back of my mind, aching for release, and it did not ask twice. The moment that I tried to pull my dick out of Mom, even just an inch or so, the magnificent tingles dripping down the back of my scalp told me that it was already too late to stop it.
"Fuck," I grunted.
She had to blink hard a couple of times to bring her eyes into focus. "W-what is it, honey? Gonna cum in my butt soon?"
I nodded urgently so she would know just how close I was. "Uh huh! I'm-- fucking hell, your asshole feels amazing! I can't even move or I'm gonna cum."
"Do it!" she spat out.
"Do it!" Nana cheered in agreement. "Pump that rump, sugar!"
It started as a warmth that bloomed in my chest. It was not just physical heat, but emotional, like my limbs were invigorated by the warm love and affection with which Mom had raised me for eighteen years. All of that tenderness -- all of the lessons she had taught me growing up -- culminated in the exact moment my dick tensed up inside of her rump and fired a girthy rope of hot, sticky cream into the bottomless void.
I muttered something unintelligible, and was so awash in pleasure that I didn't even know what I'd meant to say.
Mom, too, seemed lost in a world of her own, mindlessly chanting "Good boy, keep going, good boy" on an endless loop. Her jaw twitched, the veins in her neck distending as her entire body tensed up. Most notably, her asshole stopped spasming and gripped me like a strong and steady hand. Whether it was voluntary or not, it was doing an incredible job of milking me. Each compression worked the length from top to bottom, coaxing the cum out of my balls one fat, gooey rope at a time.
"Jesus, Mom," I murmured. "Oh my god. Oh my fucking god!"
"Let it out, sweetheart!" she squealed.
I leaned my thighs against the bed for support and relaxed my knees, then let my body do what came naturally-- try in vain to get my mother's asshole pregnant. I dumped such a liberal amount of syrup into the undulating sleeve that, had it been humanly possible, that one orgasm would have been enough to plant the seed deep, deep within her bowels. The walls inside must have been painted a pale shade of white, adorned with layer after layer of baby paste.
I stood there for a moment, motionless as I memorized the final pulses of Mom's trembling asshole coddling my cock. There was not a drop of cum left in my balls to give to her; she had taken it all to keep safe and warm in the murky depths of her bludgeoned asshole.
"Honey," Mom said through deep breaths. "You did it."
My breathing was ragged, but I found enough of it for the simple refrain. "I did it."
It was not much, but even just that vocalization was too much of a strain. I felt my knees quake, and so withdrew my dick from Mom's asshole. Its rubbery rim had been beaten until it was softer than butter; it didn't even feel like it was stretching or contracting, let alone spasming or squeezing. My cock head popped out of the entrance, and though it did not make an actual sound, it felt as though it did from the instant release of pressure when the vacuum seal was broken.
Mom waved me over. "Come, honey. Get cozy."
I scrambled onto the bed and threw my head onto the pillow with a groan, my blurry eyes aimed at the ceiling. "Holy shit." That was all I could think to say.
Mom scooted further up the bed, then curled up on my chest like a happy kitty. She even purred like she'd just spent the last hour sunbathing. Her body radiated an essence that I found simply irresistible, and even though I had just cum, all I wanted was to be closer to her.
She kissed my shoulder. "You did amazing, Monkey."
I drew a tattered breath. "T-thanks, Mom. I've never felt anything like that before."
She giggled. "Me neither, but I liked it. I guess you're a butt man, huh?"
"I guess so!"
Our moment of peace was interrupted by the sound of a palm -- and all five fingers -- coming down hard on Mom's backside. The slap rang through the room, and its impact made my mother clench up with a yelp. "Mama! What the hell was that?"
"Oh, no," Nana said disapprovingly. "I don't want you leaking any of that frothy butt cream on my sheets. Showers, now! Both of you!"
I felt like we were being scolded by a camp counselor, but one that we would not dare disobey.
Mom rolled her eyes. "Yes, ma'am! Right on it, ma'am!"
Nana faked a laugh and gave Mom's rump another smack. "Now, young lady!"
Mom gave an annoyed groan. "Fine! Come on, honey. Let's go get cleaned up."
She looked as tired as I felt, but with her encouragement, we made it off of the bed. We stumbled down the hallway towards the bathroom, and though I wanted nothing more than to cuddle her in my arms in bed, it was a nice consolation prize to get to do so in the shower while her body was dripping wet.
We got all soapy -- with Mom paying particular attention to the bubbles of white foam that her asshole had begun to birth -- and cleansed ourselves of the day.
My brain felt like soup, which was hazardous considering that it was still running at a thousand miles an hour.
Mom caught the faraway look in my eye as she rinsed the soap from between her ass crack, sliding her entire hand - up to the wrist - between her fat, globular cheeks. "Whatcha thinking about?"
"A lot," I admitted.
"Pick one thing?"
"Hmm. I guess it was pretty cool to be the one to take your anal virginity. You took all of mine, so it's cool that I got to take one of yours, too."
The corner of Mom's mouth elongated. "It was 'cool,' huh? That's what I was going for; I wanted you to think it was 'cool.'"
I cringed at the poor choice of words. "You know what I mean! It was... it was... I dunno, Mom. It was really awesome."
"Feeling like a man yet?"



I held my hands in front of my face and turned them over, studying my palms to look for changes. "Not really. Maybe that comes later?"
"Maybe."
"Or..." I paused intentionally, hoping to draw her in. "Maybe we need to do it again to make sure it worked?"
She narrowed her eyes at me. "Are you trying to have sex with me again?"
"Not tonight! But, you know, eventually."
Mom inhaled slowly. "I know that's what you want, sweetheart."
My shoulders slumped forward. "Does this mean it's over, then? Like, after tonight?"
Mom chewed pensively on the corner of her mouth. "Let's just see what Nana has planned in the morning. Okay?"
I straightened up. "You think she'll let me have sex with you again?"
Mom scoffed and playfully slapped my chest. "I'm not her whore! That's up to me, not her."
"I know, I know. I just meant, like, maybe the ritual isn't over yet. Maybe we have to do it one more time."
She unhinged her teeth from her lips. "Can we just wait until tomorrow? Please? I cannot possibly think about sex for the rest of the night. Right now all I can think about is getting into bed, and maybe putting an ice pack on my bum!"
My heartbeat thumped in my ears. "You-- really? Are you serious?"
"You'd like that, huh? Well, I'm not being totally serious, although I bet it wold feel rather nice. I am a little bit sore. Hopefully it's not worse in the morning."
The morning. It was all I could think about. I needed to know, more than I need oxygen, what was going to happen to our relationship. I wanted it to continue, and I felt like she did, too; she just needed a little push.
We toweled off and returned to Nana's room, where she was reading under the covers - completely nude - with the bedside lamp on. "There you two are. I was worried you were jerking him off again!"
Mom shrugged and gave me a sultry wink. "I thought about it, but not tonight. I don't know about you, Mama, but I'm beat."
"I didn't just have an eighteen-year-old rummaging around in my asshole like he was looking for buried treasure, did I?"
Mom rolled her eyes and crawled into bed on the opposite side from her mother. "You sound jealous."
Nana closed her book. "Maybe a little. You made it look awfully fun, Fifi." Then she held her arms out and waved me over with both hands. "Come, Muffin. Get cozy with your mommies."
There was a perfect slice of space between them for me to settle into, and when I did, it felt like the whole world was set right. The warmth of their body heat cocooned me on either side; their soft, quiet breathing in either ear made my brain tingle; and their arms laid over my chest so lovingly that I did not need a blanket for my torso.
I did eventually fall asleep, but not before repeating a question in my mind hundreds of times over.
What the hell is going to happen next?
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Hello, readers! Thank you for making it all the way to chapter 4. This will be the final chapter, and it has also been edited by neuroparenthetical. I hope you enjoy.
-CK
I was alone when I woke up. Nana's bed was comfy, but woefully empty. Gone were the two beautiful mommies who had seduced me into the arms of sleep, and unfortunately, the spiral of troubling thoughts which their warmth had kept at bay the night before immediately swooped in to replace them. I'd hoped waking up to the sight, sound, and smell of them would put off my pouting for a few minutes at least, but it was not to be.
I knew it was highly unlikely that we would stay at Nana's house for another day. I wanted to stay forever - well, as long as Mom stayed, too. I'll give you one guess as to what I wanted to do each and every day. Alas, it seemed a pipe dream.
Since it was clear that real life wasn't going to wait for me, I threw on a pair of boxers and walked out of the bedroom to greet it. The hallway, much like Nana's room, was deadly silent - to me it felt heavy and ominous, like the kind enforced by a particularly terrifying librarian.
I crept down the hall and turned the corner into the kitchen area, where there were likewise no signs of life. Next, I made for the living room, and there I found Mom with her nose buried in a paperback book.
I was astonished at the way my body responded to her. Just her mere presence was enough to jolt me properly awake like a hit of caffeine, so I was able to shed the mopey skin in which I had awoken.
"Morning, Mom!" I said cheerily.
She peered over the top over her book, then lowered it into her lap to reveal a beaming smile. Her entire body seemed to light up as I stepped into the room, and though I recognized how arrogant that sounded, there was no other way to describe the look on her face: pure joy. "Baby! You're awake!" She set the book down on the couch beside her. "How did you sleep?"
I rubbed my fingers in the corners of my eyes to clear away the sleep dust. "Pretty good, I guess. How about you?"
"Also good."
I looked around the living room. "Where's Nana?"
Mom gestured to the sliding glass door that led to the deck outside. "Watering her plants; says it's best to do it before the sun gets hot."
I arched an eyebrow. "So... we're alone?"
She cleared away the book from the cushion next to her. At first I thought she was inviting me to sit next to her, but then she patted her upper thigh a couple of times and said, "Come, honey. Put your head down."
My stomach did a little flip. I laid down on the couch beside her and put my head on her thigh, using its plumpness as a pillow to keep me comfortable while I stared up at her. Well, it was more accurate to say that I was staring up at her breasts; her entire head was obscured by their enormity.
"I can't even see your face!" I exclaimed gleefully.
"I'm still here," Mom confirmed with a little wiggle that made her breasts shake. "Are you okay if we talk for a minute?"
I knew something was up right away. "What about?"
"Well," she began, then cleared her throat before continuing. "I wanted to talk more about what you shared with me yesterday. Are you still thinking about keeping this going when we get home?"
"I would love that," I said sincerely.
"Hmm," Mom huffed. "Okay."
"And you?"
She thought for a moment. "I've been thinking about it a lot. I know it's only been a day, and we've been pretty busy, but I couldn't sleep last night for the longest time, just... thinking."
"Did anything change?"
"Sweetheart, I--" She paused again -- far longer that time -- and took several deep breaths before she decided she had found the right words. "I like how I feel when I'm with you."
"Like, 'with me' with me?"
In lieu of a nod, I got to see her breasts jiggle again. "Yes, like that. You make me feel young again -- like I'm seeing the world through fresh eyes. I didn't..." She trailed off, but I allowed her the space to finish without interrupting. "I didn't realize how bored I was - with my life, I mean - until all of this happened.
"Not because of you, of course, honey. You are your sister are the lights that make my world bright, or whatever. You two are--" She halted her speech as if she were processing her feelings in real time. "Yeah, you're the only reason I've stayed as long as I have."
"Stayed with Dad, you mean?" I asked.
"I love him!" she said insistently, like I was accusing her of something. "He is a wonderful man, and a really good-- uh, roommate? But I don't think I've been in love with him for a while. Does that make sense? Am I a horrible person?"
"Yes, and no, in that order. I get it, Mom. People drift apart; people find new people and they get close to them. It's life."
She scoffed. "And how many of those people find out that their person is also their son? I think not many, Monkey. It's stupid to even want this! We should stop before it goes any further."
"You're wrong, Mom," I said defiantly. "We can make this work. I will make this work, whatever it takes."
I held my breath awaiting her response. Time slowed to a crawl. Then one more little word, whose utterance in isolation had never carried such tremendous weight:
"Okay."
I felt a rush of heat flush my cheeks. "Don't mess with me. Please, Mom. Be serious."
"I've been thinking about it. Nana has, too. We talked about it this morning and... I'm just so tired of being tired, Monkey. I want to be excited about life. I want to be happy again."
Our chat was cut short by the sound of the patio door opening, and from it Nana entered the living room to see us staring back at her. She knew right away what was going on. "Didja tell him yet?"
"I sure did," Mom said, "but I don't think he believes me yet."
I bolted upright on the couch. "This is real? You mean it, Mom?"
She was all smiles, her grin stretching from ear to ear like a toothy hammock. "I mean it. I don't know what I'm agreeing to, but I don't think you do, either. I just know I don't want it to stop, whatever it is. Do you feel that, too?"
"With everything I have, yes."
Nana tittered with giddy excitement. "I was hoping she would say yes for you, Peanut." Then she held up and inspected her soil covered hands. "I'm gonna go take a quick shower, and when I come back maybe we can celebrate?"
I could not think of another string of words that would have made me as happy as that one.
Nana took off for the shower, leaving Mom and I alone once again to contend with the bomb she had dropped on me. It was a good bomb, though-- one filled with rainbows, sugar, spice, and all that.
I slumped back onto Mom's lap, my heart racing as fast as my brain. I could not believe what I had heard, much less believe that it was real. It was the closest I had ever come to believing that wishes could come true.
"Still down there, honey?" she asked with a chipper tone.
"Uh-huh," I said back -- barely even words.
She giggled. "Just wanted to make sure I didn't lose you under all that boob."
"I sure wouldn't complain about that."
It was clear that she was not wearing a bra due to how low they hung, and how firmly her nipples were poking through the thin fabric.
"You know," she said, "you used to be a big fan of these things when you were little. It's nice to know that somethings never change."
"How did you know I liked them so much? I couldn't even talk!"
She purred with enjoyment. "I raised two babies, sweetheart -- nursed you both -- and your sister never ate the way you did. I swear half the reason my boobs are so big is because they had to get that way to hold all the milk you used to drink!"
My salivary glands kicked into gear. "Could we do it again?"
"Uh, I'm pretty sure they don't make milk anymore, sweetheart. But it's a nice thought."
"I know that! Just, like, to pretend?"
Mom took less than a second to think about it. She pinched the bottom of her shirt with both hands and gave it a quick yank, pulling it up over her head so that the full weight of her enormous breasts dropped onto my face. My nose was smothered in a blanket of supple, doughy flesh that molded around my face like a mask.
She ran her fingers through my hair, her nails gingerly pressing down to graze my scalp. "They are all yours, Monkey."
I opened my mouth as an adoring bird would, awaiting a feeding from my doting mother. I turned my head to the side slightly so that I could more easily pop her nipple into my mouth, and as soon as the nub was on my tongue, I began to nurse.
I was careful to apply steady, patient suction around her nipple, never suckling too hard. I did not need to work that hard to evoke feelings of motherhood that had long laid dormant in Mom's brain.
"I miss this," she mused warmly. "It always made me feel so close to you."
I tucked my lips over my teeth and gently dug them into Mom's nipple, capturing as much of her wide, pink areola in my mouth as I could fit. With my tongue, I performed tiny flutters that made the tip flick back and forth across the stiffened teat, hoping to send shivers down her spine.
I popped the nipple out of my mouth and gave it one long, slow lick, scraping my taste buds against it. "I like feeling close to you too, Mom."
She combed my hairline with her thumb. "You can do it a little harder if you want to; I don't mind."
I increased the suction, drawing her nipple further into my mouth along with a sizable portion of her rubbery areola. I tugged on it as though any given suckle would produce white, creamy milk from the tip, and though I knew it to be impossible, I had a damn good time trying.
"My, my," Mom said with a soft, soothing tone. "Somebody is awfully hungry this morning."
That was not the only thing that I was, and it did not take long for her to discover what my body was really craving. She clicked her tongue and said, "Does he want to come out to play, too?"
"Uh huh!" I said eagerly, refusing to break the suction around Mom's nipple for longer than a second.
"Kick your underwear off, sweetheart," she said. "I will do the rest."
I hurriedly pushed my boxers halfway down, then used my feet to move them the rest of the way. I could not see my own cock with my eyes covered by her breasts, but I felt her walking her fingers - literally stepping one finger at a time - towards it. Upon arrival, her digits wrapped around the base and gave it a sturdy squeeze, manually directing the blood to pool in the head so that it would inflate before her very eyes.
She removed her hand, and before I had time to release a petulant whine, I heard the incredibly distinct sound of her spitting out a glob of saliva. A moment later, she ensnared my cock head in her slimy clutches, tenderly compressing the cocoon of fingers to evenly squeeze the whole knob.
"You like that?" she asked in a whisper.
"Yes!" I blurted out.
"More?"
"Please."
She rotated her wrist a little bit, dragging her textured fingerprints across the sensitive helmet, and pulled her hand upward. It was a motion that she did not rush; she took her time to mold each of her fingers around the bulb. She returned her hand to its previous position, then repeated the process again with a tighter squeeze.
I heard the squelch of lube oozing through her fingers, and felt dribbles of it fall from the bottom of her fist to land on my balls. It was such a powerful sensation, her milking technique, that I momentarily forgot that I still had her nipple in my mouth. My brain had gone elsewhere, and it ventured further with each slow twist of her saliva coated fist.
It was pulled back to reality -- or at least our twisted version of it -- when Nana's footsteps came trotting back into the room. I did not stop nursing, and Mom did not stop stroking me, even after we heard Nana gasp in surprise.
"You couldn't wait for me?" she whined, making a big huff that was as showy as it was fake. "I am hurt beyond words by this betrayal."
I slid my lips off of Mom's nipple. "How can I make it up to you, Nana?" I turned my head to look at her for a response and saw that she was wearing only a towel and still wet from the shower, though her hair was dry.
"Good question. Let me answer it with one of my own." After a brief pause wherein Mom and I waited for her to follow up, she asked, "How hungry are you two?"
I thought it peculiar, but it seemed that Mom caught her drift right away, because she said, "We're starving, Mama."
"Good, Fifi. What about you, Peanut? You had breakfast yet?"
"Uh, no? But I don't--"
"Would you like something to eat?"
Mom gave my dong a couple of tight squeezes with her curled fingers. "Psst! Say yes, sweetheart."
"Oh! Um, yes! I'd love breakfast, Nana."
"There's a good boy." With that, she undid her towel and let it drop to the floor, revealing the full extent of her breathtaking nudity in one fell swoop. She reached down with one hand and raked her fingernails through the thick patch of curly, pale fuzz covering her cunt.
The realization hit me, but it was already too late to save myself from the embarrassment of being so dense. "Oh! Oh, now I get it."
"You lovebirds alright with moving this to the bedroom?" she asked.
I craned my neck so I could see around Mom's bulky breasts. "What do you think, Mom?"
She nodded. "Let's do it. After you, Monkey."
I climbed off of the couch. Mom stood up after me, following hot on my heels as I, in turn, followed behind Nana. She led the two of us through the kitchen, then back down the hall that led to her bedroom. I secretly wished the for the journey to take longer, since it would have given me more time to watch the sway of her plump rump -- wobbling left, then right, and then back again with each step.
Mom sped up a little bit so that she was close enough to me that she could place her hand in the small of my back. In a hushed voice, she vocalized exactly what I was thinking. "I can't believe how big that thing is."
I shook my head in disbelief. "Me neither, Mom. It looks like two big, white basketballs."
Nana scoffed, but did not turn her head. "I can hear you back there, you know?"
"We know!" Mom insisted. "Just admiring the view, Mama."
Nana treated us to one of her irresistible jiggles, making her fat cheeks clap against each other a couple times to earn a round of applause from me and Mom that scored our traipse to the bedroom.
When we were all inside, Nana snapped her fingers and pointed to the mattress. "Climb on, Muffin."
I obediently scurried onto the bed and laid on my back. "Ready!"
"For what?" Nana asked enticingly.
I realized that I was not sure what I was in for, but I was ready for it regardless. "For anything!"
Nana gave a soft chuckle. "In that case-- you alright if I sit on your face, sugar?"
My pulse quickened. "Fuck yes! But... what is Mom going to do?"
"I'm going to suck your cock, sweetheart." The mother in question climbed on the bed at my feet and fit herself in between my parted legs.
Nana did the opposite. She climbed onto the mattress and lowered herself onto her knees, facing my feet, but remained upright for a moment. "Here she comes, sugar. Open wide for Nana."
Her cheeks had been tightly packed together, forming a deep, dark crease between them, but the bulging mounds began to part as she sat down. They revealed the sight, smell, and heat of her cunt-- each sensory delight growing stronger as it got closer to me. It breathed heated exhaust against my face, making the backs of my eyes water. They tingled in a strangely pleasant way as the aroma opened itself up to me like aged wine.
I hooked my arms under her thighs, extending my reach until I was able to squish one of her pudgy ass cheeks in each hand. My fingers sank into the loose, pliable flesh, giving me the grip I needed to spread her and gain unfettered access to the gooey slit nestled between them.
I did exactly that, turning the thin crease to a large, splayed out triangle of rosy pink meat. Her petals were drenched, sodden from the syrup that drooled from the center of her spread-open cunt like it was a blooming flower. It produced another generous dollop of gooey nectar just then, its bittersweet fragrance wafting over to my nostrils as soon as it had blossomed.
"God, Nana," I said breathily. "You smell fucking amazing."
She made her asshole wink at me a couple of times. "I taste even better, sugar."
I could not wait a second longer to find out for myself. I wedged my tongue between her succulent folds, parting the pink curtains as I delved partway into the soggy pocket. It was tremendously warm inside, with a luscious, creamy texture that felt different on my tongue than it had on my cock.
Fresh from the shower, she tasted sweet and slightly tangy. I savoured every drop of the batch of honey that she had made just for me. Even the skin surrounding her pussy tasted good to me-- clean and natural. The subtle flavor of her raw flesh -- the sense that I was tasting her essence in its purest form -- was electrifying.
I curled my tongue, using the appendage like a shovel to thoroughly embed the pointed end against her sensitive button. I flicked it back and forth, searching for the spot that would make her shudder. I peeled back the hood to expose more of it, then flattened my tongue and dragged my taste buds against it one by one.
Nana made a truly unsaintly groan and bore down with her weight, mashing her clit against my tongue. "Fuck! That feels so good!"
My face was buried beneath weighty slabs of ass dough that squeezed cheeks on either side. Best of all was the hot, musty warmth that blanketed my nose and mouth, causing each breath I drew to sound wet and muffled as I inhaled through the soggy face mask.
She was so firmly pressed against my face that I felt as though my tongue had nowhere to go but in, so that was exactly where I put it. I plunged it right into the gooey pit where her nectar was the most flavorful.
Her cunt squeezed tightly around my tongue, but her walls were too slippery to hold on to it, giving me the impression that all of the soft, tender meat inside was trying to force it out with each clench. I fought against it, fiercely burrowing my tongue as deeply as I could despite the narrow channel collapsing around it.
"Is he doing a good job, Mama?" Mom asked, her voice as sweet as the honey melting on my tongue. She ground on my face, haphazardly smearing her juices over everything her sloppy cunt touched and leaving behind a richly scented snail trail.
"Fuck yes he is!" Nana bellowed.
"Then I had better stop dilly-dallying. Right, honey?"
"Mmhmm!" I cried from underneath Nana's cunt.
"You want me to suck your dick?"
I thrust my hips upward and cried out even louder to make the message clear. "Mmhmm!"
Mom held my cock by the base, her fingers imparting a tender squeeze. Then she began slapping the spongy mushroom head against her tongue. The runway of crushed velvet felt heavenly on the underside, and she focused the brunt of the little slaps right against my frenulum, where I was the most sensitive. Each impact against its cushy surface sending another jolt of energy through me. Meanwhile, she used tip of her tongue to tickle it, making my legs quiver.
With a tone that was dripping with sarcastic condescension, she had the gall to ask, "Ticklish, sweetheart?
"Like crazy!" I hollered. "But in a good way, I mean."
She blew a cool stream of air over the helmet, chilling the small wet spot where her saliva still clung. "Let me make it all better, then." She flattened her tongue -- as much of it as she could stick out of her mouth -- along the bottom of my dong, pasting the pink snake it.



She was not holding me by the shaft; she only clutched my balls securely in her hand. Her fingers were deftly wrapped around as much as she could hold, and by cradling my ball sack she could somewhat control where my dick was pointing-- which just so happened to be directly at her mouth.
The heat of her open mouth steamed the head. Then, with an audible gulp - one that was clearly done to excite me - she swallowed half of me on one dive. She held her lips there, clinging around the midpoint of my shaft as they wiggled in place. Her tongue battered the underside with a series of long, slovenly licks, like my cock were a popsicle that she were trying to melt with the heat of her mouth as quickly as possible.
"Fuck, Mom!" I cried. "That feels amazing!"
She released the head with a sickeningly wet plop, then made a sucking noise that I assumed was intended to cleanse her lips of the saliva that surely dribbled from it. "How does Nana's cunt taste, sweetheart?"
"Like hoooooney," I said with a breathy moan.
Nana gave her rump a little shake, making her cheeks bounce around. "There's plenty more where that came from."
Due to how close I was to her ass, it felt like being front row at an IMAX screen. My entire vision, with the exception of the very peripherals of my eyes, was taken up by the gigantic swell of my grandmother's wobbly bottom.
Before Mom had a chance to put my dick back in her mouth, Nana made a demand that I would have been a fool to argue against. "Make him touch the back of your throat, Fifi. I wanna see it."
"Mama!" Mom squealed. "Don't tell me how to suck dick!"
Nana gave a seductive growl. "Well, if you're going to suck my grandson's dick, you had better do a good job."
"I am doing a good job! Right, honey?"
"She really is!" I answered.
"So there!" Mom blew a sarcastic raspberry with her tongue, but did ultimately follow orders by inserting my dick back into her gullet before it had time to cool off.
She fell back into her rhythm so expertly that I wondered if there were a metronome ticking in her head with which she was using to keep the beat.
Her lips glided up and down the shaft, aided by the saliva that I could feel dribbling down the sides of my cock when the drool seeped from the corners of her mouth. Her lips would wander towards the tip, then settle back down into place, tracing and retracing a path that she strictly adhered to until the sensation was engraved in my brain.
"Mom? Could you-- uh, could you do what Nana said?" I felt guilty that I had taken a side in their battle, but it was for the greater good - you know, mine. The bottom half of my cock was in desperate need of attention, too.
I heard Mom whine, and though I could not see her, I was confident I knew exactly the face she was making: her nose scrunched up in annoyance, and her lips pursed below them. "Fine!" she said. "I'll do it, honey-- for you."
Nana giggled. "Fine by me. Just get it in there!"
Mom took a deep breath since she knew they would soon be a luxury, then steadily put the rest of my dick into her throat. She accepted inch after inch until the very tip of her nose was tickling my tummy. I felt my cock head prodding the back of her esophagus; there was still a smidge of my shaft outside of her mouth, but she done what both Nana and I had wanted her to do.
I could tell it was a struggle for her to keep it that deep due to the way she made gagged, producing unladylike sputtering sounds every couple of seconds that sent a wet splatter of saliva onto the base of my cock. I could hear her throat undulating around it just as acutely as I could feel it. Each convulsion was as much a treat for my cock as it was for my ears, and every time her body seized up in the wake of a powerful wretch, it made me feel like I was being pulled down her throat by an unseen hand.
Her gurgles sounded like an upset stomach, but it was only when she began to make anxious little whimpers that I felt personally responsible for her suffering.
"Okay, Mom!" I hollered. "That's good! Take a breath!"
She pulled her head back and took in an enormous lungful of air. "I'm okay, sweetheart. I just wanted to see how long I could go."
"It sounded like you were choking!"
"I was, silly! Want me to do it again?"
"Fuck yes!"
She coughed to clear her throat, then put me back inside of it. It was as warm as ever, and it must have been my imagination, but it felt like the plush lining of her gullet was even silkier than before -- as though her coughing had softened the texture into something creamier, more delicate.
Mom drove my dick to the bottom, bludgeoning her uvula and producing an intoxicating symphony of messy noises.
Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!
I was not the only one who took notice of her emboldened throatfucking; Nana was equally enthralled, so much so that she no longer wanted to wait on the sidelines while her daughter worked.
"Tell me if you need a break, Fifi." Nana said, her mouth practically watering.
"Mmpfmhm!" Mom said through her stuffed gullet.
Nana clicked her tongue against her teeth. "It's rude to talk with your mouth full, young lady."
Mom withdrew my dick; long strands of saliva connected us, and her gaping maw glistened with drool as she gasped for breath. Each inhalation acted like a vacuum, pulling on the spit strings and dragging them towards her mouth, only for them to be pushed away in the other direction when she breathed out. "I need a break! Wanna help me out, Mama?"
Nana squirmed happily, making her cunt smear juice across my chin. "I'd love to!" She leaned forward, laying the weight of her heavy breasts on my abdomen. Her entire body pinned mine to the bed, trapping me underneath her with my cock pulsating in her face.
"My, my," she tutted. "I guess your mother really did do a good job; you're hard as a rock, muffin!"
Nana's mouth opened with a breath, the soft parting of her lips drawing me inward slowly. The warmth of her mouth condensed around my cock, letting it pass between her lips with slight suction at the tip, like the pull on a straw. She continued downward until she had reached the halfway mark. The seal of her lips was imperfect, leaving slight gaps during her adjustment, but that made the feedback stronger -- more deeply textured.
Her tongue moved with instinct, not calculation, patiently exploring every inch as though it were her first time tasting it. She pressed it upward against the underside of my dick, then swept gently to one side, applying a generous layer of saliva.
There was mild suction from her cheeks and varied pressure along the midsection where her tongue worked in slow, wandering arcs. There was no rhythm at first -- just sensation -- but that was more than enough to make it feel like heaven.
She drove the fleshy piston deeper into her gullet, and I noticed the change in temperature right away. Her lips formed a warm seal, soft and pliant, around the base of my dick. Her tongue shifted, pressing gently at first, then with gradual pressure, to stroke the length with careful curiosity.
Her breathing was slow but audible, her jaw muscles flexing as she calmly nursed on the length of swollen, pulsating meat.
Mom squirmed impatiently at my feet. "Can I have a turn, Mama?"
"Mmhmm," Nana hummed. She slowly pulled her head back, leaving behind a glaze of saliva whose residual warmth lingered behind after her mouth had been removed. "Go ahead, Fifi."
Mom's hand moved to guide my cock, and seconds later I felt her lips wrap around the head. She firmly glued one plump, pillowy cushion around either side, rivaling Nana's careful touch in exchange for more deliberate exploration. Her tongue applied constant pressure -- a flatter point of contact between us -- and performed a deep, slow slide from the tip to the base, followed by a tight-lipped seal around the root.
There was no suction at first-- just heat. It was the kind that seemed to build over time - exponentially, even. Her tongue moved again, that time with a noticeable curl, its tip pressing underneath the head of my cock so that she could push the engorged knob against the roof of her mouth.
It was a divine pleasure that only grew when she began to suckle. It was slow at first, but grew with rhythm -- not constant, not even. It would build, then recede, then crescendo. Though the pattern was consistent, the movements of her tongue were not. She chaotically twirled, flicked, and licked around the head, making soft little moans all the while that gave the impression she was deriving her own pleasure from the taste of my manhood.
She withdrew slightly. A thin trail of saliva clung to me before it was swallowed back, processed, recycled. My dick was caked with her saliva, wrapped in a memory of pressure and heat.
"O-okay, Mom," I murmured with my mouth agape. "Nana, now."
Mom gave a disappointed whine that sounded surprisingly genuine -- as though she sincerely did not want to pass my saliva-coated cock back to my grandmother -- but she obeyed anyway.
Nana accepted me with a needful moan, indicating her desperation as she gleefully wrapped her lips around me again. Her cheeks hollowed slightly, pasting themselves to the sides of my cock while her tongue made an earnest effort to coil itself around me like a charmed snake. There were slight tremors in her jaw as she adjusted to shift the position of my cock using just her tongue. She pressed the bloated bulb against the inside of one cheek, then dragged it across to the other side with a slow, unhurried stroke.
"Jesus, Nana," I muttered.
She pulled my cock out of her mouth, producing a loud, juicy pop - emphasized by the smacking of her lips - when the head passed through them. "Back to Mommy, sugar?"
I nodded, confident that she'd feel my tongue being dragged lengthwise through her slit. "Uh-huh!"
Mom tittered happily. "Gimmie! Gimmie!"
Back and forth they went, passing my dick from one greedy mouth to the other. Their hunger was insatiable, and my cock a feast on which they gorged themselves to no end, but I was happy to be their prey.
They became more competitive, each trying their best to make my cock feel as amazing as possible before I told them to switch, or before the empty-mouthed mommy made a fuss and asked for it back herself.
"It's my turn, Mama," Mom whined.
Nana shook her head, making my cock head slide back and forth across her tongue. "Nuh uh!" Then, with her mouth halfway stuffed, she said, "Ah beh he canh een teww uh ahart."
"He can, too!" Mom insisted. "He can tell us apart. He knows who's blowing him, Mama."
Against my wishes, Nana pulled her mouth off of me again. "Only because I'm lying on him, Fifi. He wouldn't know my mouth from your pussy at this point!"
I did not approve of being discussed as though I were not in the room. "I'm right here, Nana, and I can definitely tell the difference."
Nana purred with intrigue. "Wanna prove it? Let's play a little game, then."
I could not hear what Nana said next; the conspiracy deepened, complete with whispers.
"Oooohh," Mom cooed. "That does sound fun!"
Nana got off of me, granting me my first breath of air that was not inhaled through the flooded trench of wet cunt meat in quite some time, then climbed off of the bed. Mom followed her, leaving me alone on the bed with the two of them standing by my side.
"Close your eyes, honey," Mom said. "We're gonna play 'which mommy has my dick in their mouth?' I think you're gonna really like it."
Nana pointed to the foot of the bed. "Come sit on the corner right here."
"The corner?" I asked.
"Yes, please. To make it fair, you know? We can't have any cheating."
Mom held a hand over her heart. "Scout's honor, Mama. But she's right, sweetheart. Come sit on the corner here and we'll get on our knees -- but only after you close your eyes!"
I eagerly scooted to the edge of the bed, placing the corner of the mattress directly under my balls so that I was sitting on just a thin sliver of it. It was not the most comfortable position, but it placed my cock and balls perfectly over the edge for them to play with. I did not care much for the integrity of the contest; I was more focused on getting my dick back inside of their mouths as quickly as possible!
I closed my eyes and, just for safe measure, put a hand over them to convince the mommies that I would not cheat. "First mouth, please."
They both snickered, perhaps finding my boldness charming, or perhaps at how silly I must have looked sitting half-off of the bed with my dick sticking straight out in front of me.
"No peeking, honey," came a voice that I recognized as my mother. It came from the left side, but I knew them well enough to know that they were likely to pull some trickery that would play on my assumptions. They shuffled around, hopelessly confusing my sense of their positions. Then one of them got onto their knees between my legs.
I took a deep breath through my nose to try and use my uninhibited sense to identify her, but their vanilla and orange fragrances had blended beyond recognition. Whoever it was at my feet, they wrapped their hand around my dangling ballsack and gave it a tender squeeze, then fit the tip of the head between their pursed lips.
I held my breath, trying to pick up on the faintest clue that might have given them away, but it was hard to focus on a single sensation when so many were being thrown at me. Her breath against the head, her pillowy lips hugging the sides, and the softness of her hands gently cradling my balls-- I was inundated by too many things to pick just one.
The mystery mommy opened her mouth and accepted my cock inside. She moved her tongue with precision, deftly curling the slimy appendage under the bottom to lay a carpet for it to follow as she eased it down her throat one inch at a time.
"Is... is that Nana?" I asked with uncertainty.
Mom clapped her hands, the sound of which came from my left side that time. "Good job, baby! Told you he'd get it, Mama."
Nana huffed. "Fine, fine. You win round one, Muffin. Ready for round two?"
"Hell yes!"
They shuffled around again, intentionally making noise to throw me off. I felt like I was on the boardwalk, trying to keep track of a ball beneath a cup, but I did not care one bit if I was being hustled or not.
Another mystery guest plopped themselves between my legs. Their fingers encircled the root of my cock and wagged it up and down a couple of times, and it felt incredible to flex my cock while it was bobbing up and down like that.
Whoever they were, they gave a generous lick to the head, starting beneath the bulging helmet and tracing a path towards my piss slit. Then, with a tight squeeze around the base, they peeled their lips back and opened the entrance to their throat. My dick was guided into the sodden abyss, occasionally nudging against the sides as it was swallowed whole.
Her lips flexed slightly around the fleshy probe, shifting from passive seal to active engagement-- tightening, softening, almost pulsing in time with the subtle undulations of her tongue below. There were moments of firm tongue pressure alternated with light flicks, as though she was savoring the flavor. It was, in its own way, a kind of choreography.
"T-that's Nana," I said. "I think?"
They were quiet, refusing to give up the game until I had made my final guess.
"Nana. It's Nana again, isn't it?"
The mouth was unceremoniously removed all at once; then came a curse from Nana. "Damn! I thought I could trick him that time."
I smirked arrogantly. "I guess I'm pretty good at this game."
"Well, then," Nana said, "I guess we better turn up the heat for round three. You just sit there and look handsome, sugar."
I had nowhere I would rather be, so I waited patiently while they swapped places a couple of times. I had no idea who was where, and that made it all the more surprising when something other than a mouth was lowered onto my lap.
The texture of plump ass cheeks, their fatty tissue softer than goose down, was immediately recognizable. Their precision was comparable to a game of Operation, wherein they were clearly trying their best to get their ass onto my lap without any other body parts touching me. It probably would not have given away the game, but I credited their dedication to an honest competition.
I did not know whose it was at first, but I guessed that one of the mommies was holding onto the other for support while they lowered themselves onto my cock. I could feel no hands, no feet, and not even their legs against mine. Their pussy had been isolated so that I felt nothing else but the warm, wet entrance kissing my cock head.
"That's not a mouth," I said lamely, only realizing seconds later that I would not be receiving a response. "Okay, I'm ready."
As though activated by my voice, the anonymous ass was wiggled back and forth to guide my cock further into the snug, slippery fissure. As soon as the head had popped inside, its owner began to slowly sit themselves down and ease the rest of my cock through their greasy innards.
The bumps and ridges throughout the textured tunnel were a tender caress, each one waiting for their turn to massage my cock when it had finally sunk deep enough to rub against them.
The mystery mommy finally laid her chubby cheeks on my thighs, then shook their ass back and forth a couple of times to really make sure that it had been embedded as far as it would go. Finally, they gave me a couple of quick, powerful pussy hugs, as if to ask, "Who are you inside of right now?"
I knew the feeling; I remembered it well. It was the exact same sensation as when Mom had ridden me the first time, and though I could not have pointed out exactly which details led me to that conclusion, I was damn sure that I was right.
"That's Mom," I said confidently. "I'm sure of it."
She reached down and patted the side of my leg. "Good job, honey. Right again."
For some reason, I felt extremely good about myself to have guessed it right all three times, though I imagined lady luck had lent a fair degree of assistance. "I knew it!"
Mom squeezed my thigh with her hand. "You can really tell that's mine, huh? It feels that different?"
I nodded. "Definitely. I think you're warmer than Nana, and it's so soft inside it feels like silk!"
Nana huffed. "Careful, muffin. Don't want you picking favorites, now."
In an effort to mend fences, I rushed to make up for my misdeed. "But yours is tighter, Nana. They both feel amazing!"
Mom gave me another snug squeeze with her cunt muscles. "You feel pretty good yourself, sweetheart. You're not gonna cum yet, are you?"
"Not yet, no."
"Then I think you should get a reward for being such a good guesser! Don't you think, Mama?"
"Oh, yes," Nana said. "What would you like as a treat, Peanut?"
Anal! No, no. Another blowjob? NO! I really liked watching them kiss, but we already did that. Maybe we could try tittyfucking? My mind raced with possibilities, and I would not have been able to pluck out an answer if Mom had not stepped in.
"Just pick one of them, honey," she said sweetly. "One at a time."
"I... I mean, I really liked watching you two kiss," I offered weakly.
"We already did that," Mom said. "You wanna do it again?"
"Yeah, but... I also really want to fuck you -- like, actually fuck you, not just as a game."
Mom giggled. "Who first, sweetheart? Me or your grandmother?"
"I... um... hmm..."
Nana's eye twinkled. "I think I have an idea. Get off the bed, muffin."
I did, at which point Nana turned to Mom and asked, "Fifi, dear, would you like to be on the bottom or the top?"



Mom looked befuddled. "Um, on top, I guess?"
Nana laid herself on the bed and spread her legs a little, then waved her daughter over with both hands. "Come get on top of me."
Mom still looked confused. "You want me to get on top? Not him?"
Nana shook her head. "Yes - you - come on top of me. Like you're going to fuck me, Fifi."
That sentence sent a chill though my spine, and it only grew colder as Mom got onto the bed on her knees, then hobbled over to Nana, who was waiting with her arms out.
Nana lifted her legs to get into baby pose, her pussy as widely spread as her legs, and encouraged Mom forward. "Come, come."
Mom got between her legs, but did not seem to understand the intent until Nana hooked her feet together behind Mom's back and pulled her forward. "I said get on me, Fifi. Just like this, yeah. Can you come up a bit further? It'll help keep my legs pinned back."
It looked like they were getting into missionary position with their meaty thighs pressed against each other, but once Mom scooted forward a little more, the purpose of the position became clear to me. She was effectively holding Nana's legs back with her body weight, mounting her so closely that their pussy mounds were mashed right up against each other. There was no space between their bodies -- no clear delineation between Nana's snowy hair and Mom's jet-black fuzz. They wove into each other to form a beautiful, color-coded carpet.
"Okay," Nana said to Mom. "I think we're ready for him."
Mom looked over her shoulder to me, standing idly by the foot of the bed, and gestured with a tilt of her head. "Come on, honey. Pick a hole and get inside of it."
"But!" Nana said curtly. "Only our pussies, young man. No funny butt-business."
On my knees, I walked over to them and got as close as I could to their conjoined bodies. The point where their pussies met looked enticing, and since we were not in a rush, I elected to take my time.
Rather than entering Nana, I wedged my dick into the tight, fur-brimmed nook between their bodies. I pushed it through the silky cobwebs -Mom's dark hair brushing the topside while Nana's tended to the bottom - with their signature heat surrounding it on all sides. I went in as far as I could go -- until my thighs were flush with Mom's ass -- then worked my dick back and forth within the layers of compressed pussy mounds. I did not pull out very far-- just enough to feel the friction of their fluff coiling around my cock as it trudged through the overgrown jungle.
"Can't decide, hmm?" Mom teased me. "You can start with your grandmother, honey."
"You both look fantastic," I said, "but, I mean, I was just inside of you, Mom."
She turned back around to face Nana. "I know, so give Nana's cunt a nice, hard fuck before you go back into mine."
It was an offer I could not refuse. I withdrew from the downy jungle and dragged the head through Mom's soggy lips a couple of times. Nana did not need the extra lube, but I liked the idea of dipping into my mother's cunt honey for a moment so that I could spread the wetness between them.
Nana was ready and waiting for me, her pussy so wet that I could practically hear the bubbles of juice popping as I nestled my cock head into its opening. With one slow, steady plunge, I sank like an anchor to the bottom of her birth canal.
"Oooooohhhh, that's good," Nana sang.
I could not see their faces since Mom's hair had fallen to the side of her head and acted as a curtain that kept Nana hidden, but I heard the distinct sound - accompanied with a dip of Mom's head - of her planting a kiss on Nana's cheek. "He feels good, doesn't he, Mama?"
"He feels fucking fantastic! Now fuck that old cunt, sugar!"
I needed no further urging, but her words still served as a starter pistol. I pulled my dick out of its slimy sheath, evoking a sensual moan from Nana, then drove it back to the root with a powerful thrust.
Nana groaned again, but it was stifled that time, so I tilted my head to look around their bodies and find out why. Even though most of their faces were still obscured, I saw enough to know that Mom had pressed her open mouth against Nana's.
I heard their tongues wrestling with each other. Nana's following whimpers sound fractured and breathless from fighting to breathe through Mom's onslaught of hungry kisses. I could not believe that it was the same woman who, just the night before, had been somewhat put off by the idea of kissing her own mother. That version of Mom was long gone, replaced with a ravenous temptress that did not hesitate to start swapping spit with her birth-giver.
I pulled my hips back and withdrew my dick from Nana's slippery sheath, her walls clinging to it until the moment it popped out of her. The soft, white straw atop her pussy tickled the head as it rose from the steamy, pink pit. I flexed and sent an invigorating rush to my cock that made it jump just enough to point directly at Mom's eagerly waiting cunt.
I pushed into her, spreading her open with one thrust of my hips. Her insides bore similarities to Nana's -- the warmth, the wetness, and the tight convulsions. The difference lay in their textures -- the minutia that was best experienced when their cozy tunnels were molded around me like a second skin. The interiors of their pussies were each lined with a unique series of bumps and ridges, each one customized to tend to a different part of my cock when they squeezed around it.
I nudged the bottom of Mom's pussy, kissing her cervix a few times with my puffy helmet. I closed my eyes and worked my cock back and forth in the bottom inch of her cunt, trying to memorize the sensation as best I could. Every soft fold, each supple, fleshy nodule-- I imprinted the intricacies of her texture in my brain so that I would be able to compare them to Nana's.
My dick slunk out of its heated hovel and, after allowing it a single breath of fresh air, I angled it downward until the head was wedged between Nana's juicy petals. Hers were beefier than Mom's, giving the head a pair of wet, meaty wings to nestle into that curled around the sides of the engorged bulb.
I burrowed into the muggy den and did not stop until my balls were pressed firmly against Nana's juicy pussy lips, the throbbing mushroom at the end of my cock burrowed deep enough that each of its pulsations knocked on the door to her womb.
"Ooooh, sugar," Nana cooed while noisily making out with my mother. "I love it when you go that deep!"
"I love that you can take it that deep!" I exclaimed.
Mom squirmed impatiently. "Mine is deep, too! Go back into mine, sweetheart."
I was evidently a sucker for begging, and eagerly pulled my dick out of Nana to drive the full length into Mom with one mighty plunge. My dick was a raging bull, and her pussy a china shop that was unprepared for such a sudden invasion. Her cunt muscles coiled around me with a powerful grip, smothering every last inch of my dong in buttery warmth.
"Jesus, honey!" Mom yelped.
I patted one of one ass cheeks, then gave it an apologetic squeeze that left behind a vivid outline when I let go. "Sorry, Mom. Got a little too excited."
"I-it's fine," she whimpered, panting between Nana's kisses. "You're being rougher with me than with Nana, so does that mean my pussy feels better than hers?"
Nana gasped in surprise. "You're gonna make him choose while he's still fucking us? Oh, you poor boy."
"I can't decide!" I exclaimed.
Mom gave her rump a shake. "You have to, sweetheart. Switch to Nana again and see how she feels."
It went on like that for several minutes, but it felt more like hours. I would drag my cock from the depths of one creamy cunt only to immediately submerge it into the warmth of another. I was waterboarding my cock, using their honey-flooded pussies to repeatedly drown it.
"Weeeeeeell?" Mom sang in her sweetest voice.
"Just... just gimmie a minute!" For the life of me, I could not decide whose pussy I preferred.
I dug my fingers into Mom's cushy ass fat, squeezing the pillowy mounds under my digits so hard that it felt like my joints would lock up. I pried apart her blubbery cheeks, my eyes glued to her asshole as I obsessively watched it perform a series of hypnotic dilations.
Even when I spread her as wide as possible, I could still reach her butthole. I secured my fingers, mechanically rooting them in place so her ass would remain stretched open while my thumb drifted towards the ring. I gingerly pressed the brunt of it against the center of the hole so that the muscular circle would gently spread. It was not enough to gain entry, but that was not my goal. I merely wanted to feel the soft, leathery wrinkles - surrounding the hole like a ruffled collar - being dragged against my thumb. I massaged it in a circle, toying with how much pressure I could apply to her delicate folds without actually slipping inside.
Mom's fat bottom in my hands made for a perfect pair of handles. With dough oozing through my fingers, I pulled my cock out a little bit, waited for a second, and then thrust my hips forward. As I did so, I yanked Mom backwards, forcefully dragging her onto my cock so she could meet me halfway. Her cheeks clapped against my thighs, sending a bulky ripple through them that I could feel rolling underneath my tightly gripped fingers.
"I think somebody got distracted," Mom said with a teasing tone. "Still can't decide between me and Nana?"
"It's impossible!" I said with a deep growl. "They're both perfect! I just wanna shove my whole fucking face in there!"
Mom gave a seductive titter. "You liked the taste that much, huh? Must've been pretty goooood if you want seconds."
"Have you ever tried it, Mom?"
She made a quick gasp, but it was cut short when she closed her mouth so abruptly that her teeth clacked together. "I-- no, I haven't."
I saw Nana drag her tongue up the side of Mom's neck, after which she whispered into her ear. "Haven't you ever wondered what a pussy tastes like?"
"I...well, kind of. Not a lot! But I have wondered, I guess."
Nana purred, sensing an opportunity. "Wanna try mine?"
Mom was quiet for a moment. She seemed dizzily enchanted by whatever spell Nana had cast with her tongue -- so much so that she had to manually collect her thoughts. "M-maybe? I don't know. Do you think I'll like it, Mama?"
"You're gonna love it. Have you ever done-- um... oh, what's the word?"
"Sixty-nine?" I offered.
"That's it! Wanna give it a shot, Fifi?"
Mom sighed, then gave a quiet chuckle. "Maybe Jon should decide. What do you think, Monkey? Wanna watch me eat Nana's pussy?"
I choked on my own excitement. "Yes! Fuck yes, I do!"
Nana let out a gleeful squeal. "Then it's settled! Stay there, Fifi. I'll turn around." With that, she pulled herself out from underneath Mom so that she could rotate her body. Then she shimmied on her back until her face was directly underneath her daughter's pussy.
She looked up at me, peering through the sprawling forest of Mom's lush, black fur with a sparkle in her eye. "How's the weather up there, sugar?"
"Lovely, Nana. What about down there?"
"Hot and wet -- just how I like it! Lower your hips, Fifi. Put her right on my face."
Mom spread her knees further apart, dropping her furry cunt directly onto Nana's tongue.
Nana reached up, hooking her arms under Mom's thighs so that she could grab a handful of her chubby bottom. She spread Mom's cheeks apart, opening her pussy while the two of us watched in silent wonder as she peeled back the pink curtains, giving us both a view to the juicy meat that waited inside.
"Looks good enough to eat," Nana mused. "Doesn't it, Muffin?"
I nodded. "Or fuck!"
"Wait, wait! Let me get my tongue in there first."
Nana stuck her tongue out of her mouth far enough that the tip touched the bottom of her chin, then dragged her taste buds through the shimmering nectar that glazed the mouth of Mom's pussy.
Mom released a groan that made my spine tingle. "Oh, Mama. That feels amazing."
"I know what I'm doing!" Then Nana patted on one of Mom's butt cheeks a couple of times. "Get to work, young lady. My pussy isn't gonna eat itself."
"Yes, Mama," Mom said obediently.
I could not see anything beyond her head of chestnut hair dropping into Nana's parted thighs, followed by the sound of her planting a loud, wet kiss somewhere along the inside of her thighs. She must have picked a good spot, because it made Nana squirm with delight.
"Good girl, Fifi," Nana said. "Put your tongue between my lips, dear."
"Lie thith?" Mom asked, her voice muffled in a way that made it obvious that her tongue was wedged between Nana's lips.
"Mmhmm!" That was all Nana said, as she had little time to talk with her tongue wildly slithering through Mom's slippery petals.
The two of them seemed laser focused, but I did not mind being left out. It was transcendent watching mother and daughter feast on each other like ravenous wolves, mauling the pussy of their opposite with enough ferocity to make their toes curl.
Nana lifted her knees a little so that Mom could get deeper inside. Mom responded by shaking her head back and forth like a dog with a bone, mashing her face into Nana's cunt as she thrashed about. Nana, meanwhile, flicked her tongue up and down, rapidly battering Mom's clit with a series of fluttery impacts that made the younger mommy quiver with pleasure.
"Oooooohhhhh, Mama!" my mother cried. "Keep doing that!"
I decided that I wanted in on the fun, so I held my dick by the root and guided the head towards the tip of Nana's tongue so that it, too, could nudge against Mom's clit. Nana was busily giving it a series of light licks, but did not seem to mind the added company. The two of us worked together to tease the small button - I from the top and Nana from the bottom.
"Fuuuuuuuuck, you two!" Mom cried, her voice rising to a hair-raising pitch. "Stop teasing me, honey. Just put it in!"
I gave an arrogant smirk, but it did not feel unearned. I imagined that any man in my shoes would feel an equal sense of satisfaction to be lusted after so overtly. Mom was literally begging, putting into words the unspoken desperation that all three of us seemed to feel.
"Okay, Mom," I said. "If you insist."
I pressed my cock head against Mom's pussy and pushed, watching as the sides of the puffy helmet compressed to fit into the narrow opening. I put my hands on her hips, since Nana had already grabbed her ass, and pulled her on to me. I did it slowly; I wanted to feel her tightness encasing me one inch at a time.
Nana tilted her head backward so that she could paste her tongue to the underside of my shaft, creating a lush, wet path for my cock to follow as it sank deeper into Mom. She made it as flat as she could, seeking to widen the runway to better baste it in her saliva.
When I was all the way inside, I could feel that Nana's nose was smushed into my balls, laying one of the heavy eggs on either side of it. "Can you breathe down there, Nana?"
She took a deep breath, audibly savoring my musk. "I sure can. You smell like a man, sugar."
"I guess the ritual worked," I replied
Nana widened her mouth, her gaping maw just barely able to stretch enough to perform her next trick. Her tongue curled around the bottom, swaddling the plump sack as she suckled hard enough to draw both of them into her mouth - and, in so doing tug them toward the ground.
The feeling was similar to the vacuum pull that I felt in Mom's cunt that had successfully dragged me to the very bottom of that cozy chamber. I was being pulled in two different directions, my cock and balls melting within a pair of fantastically talented mouths that made my package as a whole feel like it was being stretched out like saltwater taffy. It felt like my entire lower body was immersed in a warm, shimmering pool, treating everything below the imagined surface to endless waves of euphoria.
"T-that feels fucking incredible!" I declared.
A particularly well-timed squeeze from each of them brought me too close to the edge. I hastily unplugged my cock from Mom's pussy with a single, swift tug - one which also pulled my balls from Nana's mouth with an audible pop.
"Whoa," I muttered as I stepped back. "I almost lost it there."
Nana gazed up at me with a look of unabashed glee. "And what's wrong with that?"
"Nothing! Just... don't want it to end just yet."
"Want my mouth, sugar?" It was a tempting offer, made all the more so when she opened her maw and stuck her tongue out far enough for it to touch the bottom of her chin. Even without her words, I would have gotten the message from her expression alone; the phrase "put your cock here, please" was written all over her face.
I obliged, as any good grandson would have. I angled my dick towards her lips and gave her a second to wrap them around the large knob. Once she seemed comfortable, I began to push, embedding my dick in her gullet bit by bit. She made a small gurgle when I touched the back of her throat, but other than the uncomfortable squirming that followed - as she manually denied her body's demand for oxygen - she submitted without a hitch.
I was sure that my entire dong was delivering a dose of Mom's sweet syrup directly to the back of Nana's throat. I wondered how thoroughly she could taste her daughter -- how strong the taste of her juices must have become when stuffed so deep that it surely coated every one of her taste buds.
It must have been inescapable, but I was confident that Nana did not want to escape. If anything, I was jealous of her being able to taste that delectable flavor so fully. She choked and sputtered with her throat plugged, angling her chin down for a moment so she could take a deeply drawn breath through the cracks at the sides of her mouth. It sounded wet, like she was breathing through a face mask as she aspirated her daughter's aromatic juices.
Nana gagged suddenly, her body giving a violent lurch that drove my dick against the walls of its fleshy throat prison. I could have sworn I saw the head bulging in her esophagus, protruding like she was struggling to swallow a golf ball.
That finally convinced me that she'd had enough, so I granted her the blessing of air by pulling out of the convulsing sleeve. "Jesus, Nana."
"You can-- ahem!" she said with a cough. "Sorry, Peanut. You can say that again! I was seeing stars there for a second."
"Your mouth feels amazing. I just want to stay in there all day."
Nana clicked her tongue against her teeth. "Come now, Muffin, that isn't true. I can think of a couple other placed where your cock will be much happier." She gave a wet puckered kiss to my dangling testicles. "Besides, my throat is doing most of the work, anyway. Probably just feels like another pussy to you, doesn't it?"
I gave a toothy grin. "Kind of, yeah. But you know I can tell the difference! I got, like, a perfect score on your game earlier."
"I remember. Tell me then; where do you think would be the best place for that big, fat cock to dump its babies?"
Heat flushed my cheeks, and with it came a rush of energy that made my heartbeat pick up tempo. "If I could choose anywhere, you mean?"
She gave another sloppy kiss to the underside of my balls. "Uh-huh. Where's his favorite place to do it?"
It was as question that I did not have to think about for more than a second. "Mom's pussy."
Nana mewed happily. "Good boy. That's a good answer. Sounds like somebody's listening to their instincts."
"What do you mean?"
"Well," she began with her lips pressed against my sack just lightly enough that I could feel her lips form every word, "it sounds to me like you really like the idea of making a baby with your Mommy."



I swallowed nervously. "I-- er, I mean... yeah, that's pretty hot."
"It is, huh?" Nana teased, leveraging my discomfort to procure a confession. "I think it's more than that, Muffin. It's beautiful; it's romantic. Is that what you're thinking about? Tell me."
My knees quivered anxiously. "I... I am now, I guess!"
"Say it."
"I think it's hot!"
Nana shook her head. "No, no. Say it. She wants to hear it."
A soft whimper from Mom, dumped directly into Nana's pussy, confirmed that she was speaking the truth.
My stomach wound itself into a thousand knots, all of which tried to escape out of my mouth at once. "Mom, I... I want to get you pregnant."
I could not see her face, but it was impossible to ignore the way her asshole tightly clenched when the admission hit her ears. My hands on her hips allowed me to feel even more of her body tense up, too, as though the revelation had physically touched something more sensitive than even her clitoris.
She nodded urgently, likely dragging her tongue through Nana's pussy lips as she did based on the seductive moans made by the older woman. "Do it! Do it!" It was not encouragement; it was a command. Her desperate plea touched something in my brain that I could not control, and one utterance of her desire for me to breed her was all it took to flip the switch.
"Fuck!" I cried out. "Fuck, Mom! I'm gonna cum!"
A trickle of warm tingles melted down my skull. The backs of my eyes felt hot, and my entire head felt like it was abuzz with lightning. Though it felt poetically comparable to heroin, which had only ever been explained to me as "the greatest pleasure one can feel," there was a purity to the sensation that I doubted anything smoked, snorted, or shot into a vein could mimic.
My brain was inundated with a series of chemicals whose effects felt nothing short of magic, but my thoughts were clear. I did not lose sight of exactly who it was that I was cumming inside of, even when my first eruption was accompanied by such unforeseen pleasure that it made my vision go blurry for a second.
I doused the inside of Mom's pussy with goo, emptying heaps of butter into her birth canal with just one spurt - but I wasn't done after just the one. With every creamy rope that I released, my cock pulsated powerfully, throbbing so much that it looked like a living organism had burrowed itself into her cunt to begin the reproductive ritual.
I continued thrusting the entire time, seeking to draw out that otherworldly pleasure as long as I could. It felt so incredible that it almost hurt. Merely pumping my cock within the final inch of Mom's pussy felt remarkable, making the hair on the back of my neck stand on end.
I knew I was moaning, and I knew it was loud, but I did not feel ashamed for making such unseemly noises. Mom was worse. She was wailing so loudly that I could only hear Nana cheering us on in between the elongated bursts of groans her daughter was making. "Give... last drop... her pregnant... make baby... Mommy's good boy!" I could not make out any full sentences, but the sporadic buzzwords were still music to my ears.
I tried to count the number of times I fired hot, sticky goo into Mom's belly. Four... five... six... It just kept coming! There seemed to be no end in sight, but she was along for the ride. Her pussy massaged me with its famous squeezes, thoroughly kneading my cock throughout the entirety of my orgasm.
I felt an hour pass, even though I knew that to be impossible. It seemed that time slowed to a crawl as I marinated in the swamp of cum and cunt honey that I had whipped into a frothy lather by fucking her while she was being filled up.
Nana lapped at my balls, which were pulled tightly against my body. "You're still throbbing, sugar."
"Y-yeah," I grunted. "Feels good."
The animalistic response seemed to titillate her. "I love when they go all 'caveman mode.' Don't you, Fifi?"
"Feels... good..." Mom panted pathetically, unable to properly catch her breath as she sucked oxygen through Nana's fragrant pussy fumes. "Good... honey."
"Jeez," Nana said. "Sounds like I've got two cavepeople on my hands! Are you all done yet, Muffin?"
"Think so," I huffed.
"Good boy. Just make sure you-- wait, wait!"
Her squeals fell on deaf ears, or more accurately ears that were attached to a brain blissfully awash in ecstasy. I neglected to process her urgency in time to stop myself from pulling my dick out of Mom.
The second my cock was free, a thick blob of cum oozed from the slackened opening. It waited there, the stickiness of the bead keeping it in place, but it was not long before the rest of my load began to dribble out behind it. In the span of a second, the tiny globule grew to the size of a walnut, and with that growth it became too heavy for the natural adhesive to keep it glued to Mom's lips. The fat dollop of baby batter fell from its perch and, with an audible splat that made me and Nana gasp, fell onto the latter's face.
It hit her directly on the nose, where it cascaded down to form a thin membrane that plugged one of her nostrils. When she exhaled, a bubble formed and grew, then shrunk back to its original size when she breathed in again.
"Fifi!" Nana squealed. "You're dripping everywhere!"
The warning came too late, and with Mom's heaving body pinning her to the mattress, Nana had nowhere to go. Another generous helping of cum -- that time suspended in a matrix of thin, watery precum -- trickled out of Mom's loose pussy.
"Sorry, Mama!" Mom said with a hint of shame in her voice. "There's too much. I can't help it if he-- oh, I felt that one!" An even bigger blob -- at least twice as large as the first serving -- oozed out of her cunt. There was a halo of tiny bubbles around the goo seeping from her center -- little fragments of evidence that the cream inside her had been stirred into a rich foam.
The second airdrop landed squarely on Nana's mouth, splattering to leave little droplets scattered across her lips and cheeks. The syrup drained into her open mouth, drizzling over her tongue in long strands that seemed to stretch all the way to the back of her throat, where they disappeared into the darkness.
Nana stuck her tongue out of her mouth to collect the droplets, then closed up and swallowed whatever she had gathered. My own grandmother ingested her great-grandchildren without even batting an eye - though I was treated to an audible gulp.
"Mmmm," she groaned. "Salty."
Her face was a chaotic smattering of bright white semen that dribbled down the sides of her cheeks and her chin, and pooled in the corner of her right eye so profusely that she had to keep it firmly shut to avoid being blinded. It was disgusting, and it was beautiful.
"Nana, you're a mess," I said, then quickly added, "A hot mess!"
She winked at me with her good eye. "Thank you, sugar. Now, would you please tell your mother to get off of me before she dumps any more cum onto my face?"
Mom giggled with a wiggle of her rump. "I think there's still more in there, Mama. You sure you don't wanna go get it?"
"Oh, well," Nana mused. "I could do that." She lifted her head to get closer to Mom's pussy, then hungrily latched her mouth onto the cum-soaked slit.
Nana scooped out a fat dollop of cum that jiggled on her tongue before she sucked it down. She jammed it back into Mom's cunt, eagerly driving the pink snake as far into the well-bred hole as she could to rummage around in search of another glob on which to feast.
Mom made a noise that sounded like a mix between a giggle and a sultry moan. "You're just stirring it around now, Mama."
Nana planted a noisy kiss directly upon the entrance to her daughter's pussy. "Maybe I'm just trying to churn it into butter." Then, to top it off, she blew a loud, messy raspberry with her mouth pressed flatly against the sodden hole. It sounded like someone was blowing bubbles in a thick milkshake, and it gave Mom such a tickle that the leapt off of Nana and rolled to the side so she could get away from her.
"Mama!" she cried. "That feels weird!"
Nana arched an eyebrow. "Weirder than feeling your son shoot babies into your belly? I think not."
Mom turned a deep crimson. "No, that felt nice -- like, really fucking nice."
"Like super-duper-amazing?" I offered.
"Yes, honey. Exactly like that."
Nana and Mom were casually sprawled out on the bed, head to toe, catching their breath. I, too, felt the call of the mattress, and collapsed atop their heaving bodies, fitting between them so that we formed an intricate puzzle of interwoven arms and legs. Crucially, though, I made sure that my face was next to Mom's.
She gave me a smile that seemed to affect her entire body, lighting up her aura so that she shone brighter than the sun. "Hi, Monkey."
I pressed my forehead against hers. "Hi, Mommy."
"Ritual part two completed, huh?"
I chuckled. "More like... I dunno, part seven?"
She blew a stream of cool, refreshing air against the sweat that dotted my hairline. "Something like that. Did you have fun?"
"Are you kidding me? This has been the best day of my life!"
Mom shrugged. "Well, day and a half, really."
Nana rubbed my leg. "And that was all it took to have sex everywhere on the property, more or less. That said, I could make some more of that tea if--"
"No!" Mom and I cut her off at the same time.
She snickered under her breath. "Okay, fine! I'm just trying to wring every last drop out of you that I can, Muffin."
"It's been wrung, Nana," I assured her, "but I wouldn't change a thing."
That was true, and while part of me would have been entirely happy to spend the rest of the day lounging - and fucking - in bed with the mommies, another part of me was excited to get back home and see what the future held. Mom and I were entering a new chapter of our relationship, and though I knew it would take time for that new bond to fully take shape, I was eager to start forming it.
It was the end of the ritual, which was a bummer, but the start of something entirely new and infinitely more exciting. I did not know exactly what lay ahead for me and Mom, but whatever it was, I knew that it would be amazing, because we'd be experiencing it together.
***
It took a month before I fully felt like Mom and I found our footing. At first it had been difficult to hide our urges with Dad and my sister around, but we came up with increasingly creative ways to spend time alone together.
Dad occasionally gave me shit for not bothering to move out and find an apartment, but Mom backed me up every time. I used the excuse that I was still only eighteen and a naive young man, and thus not ready to face the world. I knew eventually I would have to move into a place of my own, but until then, I was happy to spend my days monopolizing my mother's attention as best I could.
She and I would go for picnics, or long hikes where we knew nobody would disturb us, or spend entire days at the beach with just each other for company. It was easy, it was peaceful. I felt like everything in my universe had been set right. More than once, I wondered if there'd been something magical about that ritual after all. It did not bring me the riches and success that I had been promised, but I had found something even more valuable, and I knew that I was never, ever going to let it go.
I used any excuse I could find to be around Mom. I did not care if we were having sex -- though it was my first preference -- or doing something as mundane as making dinner. To me it was all time well spent, and it was on yet another Friday night that we were doing just that.
As we had on many nights since we had arrived home from Nana's, Mom and I were in the kitchen together while the Dad and my sister watched television in the living room. I was chopping carrots while Mom peeled potatoes. She was seemingly immersed in her process, so I used the opportunity to sneak in while she was distracted and goose her plump butt cheeks through the thin, black skirt that cut off just above her knees.
"Honey!" she exclaimed in a harsh whisper. "Your father is home!"
I shrugged with a goofy smile. "I couldn't help myself. You're the one flaunting them in my face."
"I am not flaunting! And you know you're gonna ruffle my skirt if you get handsy like that. Remember what we talked about?"
I sighed and gave her performative doe eyes as I prepared to beg. "Please, Mom, can I touch your bum?"
Her face lit up. "Why yes, honey, you may." With that, she pinched the corners of her skirt in both hands and lifted the garment, exposing her lily-white bottom. I took full advantage, and delivered a swift slap onto her blubbery cheek, making the fatty tissue wobble about. It landed harder than I had intended, producing an audacious smack that had both of us paranoid that the others had heard.
We craned our necks to try and pick up on some clue, but nobody piped up. The living room was silent except for the sound of the television.
I grabbed a helping of pudgy dough in my fingers and squeezed until they sank in, then gave the greedy handful a big, energetic shake that made both of her cheeks ripple like rocks thrown into white, creamy pond water. "Better?"
"Better," she confirmed with a grin. "Just because I'm your wife now doesn't mean that you can start breaking rules."
My heart ballooned two sizes, just as it always did when she would invoke that title. It was, of course, just a running joke between the two of us that had started a few days after we had returned home from Nana's. We could never marry each other, no matter how deep our love ran, but it was a fun fantasy to indulge in.
I had considered doing an informal proposal; I was convinced that it would feel real to both of us. I hadn't put together any concrete plans, but all the usual stuff flitted about in my imagination: a special trip, her favorite food, her favorite music, a ring in a box. She was the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with, and I knew would do anything to achieve that goal.
I stepped closer to her and kissed the nape of her neck as she resumed her peeling. "I love you, Mom."
She pressed her backside into my crotch and swayed back and forth. "I love you, too, sweetheart." She patted my thigh, then gave a hard shove with her rump that sent me stumbling backwards. "Now cut those carrots up before your father comes in here and sees you with your hands on my butt!"
"Fine, fine!" I hurried back over to the cutting board and sliced up a few orange medallions. That's as far as I got before I got distracted yet again. "Have you given any more thought to my idea?"
Mom set down the peeler and spun on her heels to face me. "You mean about your brilliant idea to go back to Nana's house and fuck the two of us until we can't walk straight?"
"Uh, yeah. That."
"YeAh, ThAt," she said in a mocking tone. "You know, your father is going to get suspicious if you're this excited to go back. We normally see her, like, twice a year!"
"So? We can just make something up."
She raised an eyebrow. "Maybe if we had something to celebrate. Like, a reason to go back and see her. Like..."
I stepped towards her eagerly, still clutching the knife in my hands. "Like? Like what?"
Mom put a hand on my wrist and turned it away to stop the knife from pointing at her. "Something liiiiiike - maybe, I don't know - a new grandchild?"
My stomach felt like it was going to fall out of my butt. "A-a new... really? You mean, like--"
"Honey!" Mom exclaimed with a coy grin. "You should see your face right now."
It was not the first time that she had hinted at having a baby together, and just as I had the last time - and the time before that, and the time before that - I had fallen for it hook, line, and sinker.
Whether seriously or not, Mom did not shy away from the topic of another child. When we would talk about it, I could never tell exactly how serious she was, but I enjoyed it either way. We both knew that she was not as young as she'd been she'd had me, but the idea of growing and raising a life together was something that neither of us could entirely ignore. She may have been joking about it, but I could feel in my bones - in my very soul - that a part of her wanted it, too.
All things considered, I was just really, really hoping that we would end up having a girl!
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It was Halloween night.
Our house, as usual, was decorated more elegantly than any other on the block. The lavish décor was Mom's idea -- an attempt to lure in as many trick-or-treaters as possible.
Outside, the bushes that lined the walkway leading to our front door were populated by skeletons and ghouls, along with various signs reading "BE AWARE" in haunting red letters. The inside was equally festive. Mom had wound strings of pumpkin-shaped lights throughout the banisters, hung black bats from various doorknobs, and placed fake tombstones in select places around the house.
As far back as I could remember, my parents would sit in the foyer of our house all night doling out candy. They'd open the door as the kids arrived, allowing the smoke - dry ice - to roll out onto the porch as the children approached with empty pillowcases held in outstretched hands. Dad often played the role of the "fake" body on whose lap Mom usually sat, which seemed to convince kids that it was not a real person. Once they'd bought in to the charade, Dad would lunge at them just as they reached for the candy.
Mom had always been a massive fan of the holiday. Dad knew that, obviously, which had made it quite peculiar when he had announced on the year I turned nineteen he would skip the annual tradition.
We had just finished eating and had all still been gathered around the dinner table when Dad had decided to deliver the bad news. Not realizing what was about to happen, I got up to clear the dishes just as Dad told Mom that she would be "flying solo" for the night.
"All night?" Mom asked sadly. "Seriously, Frank? On Halloween?"
"Yes, Evie," Dad said with a roll of his eyes. "I mean, I'll be back after midnight, but it'll be too late for trick-or-treaters by then."
She glared at him angrily. "And you're just telling me this now?"
He shrugged, immune to the effects of her death stare. "I guess I forgot."
Mom's eyebrow twitched in a way that looked involuntary. "You've been forgetting to do a lot lately, haven't you?"
Dad shot me a look that made me feel uncomfortable. It stirred something in my gut. Even though I was oblivious to the meaning hidden behind Mom's words, he clearly wished that I had not heard them. "Just drop it, Evie."
Mom put her hands on her hips. "Who is going to help me scare the kids this year, then?"
Dad threw up his hands in defeat, then pointed at me. "Get Jordan to do it! You'll help your mother this year, won't you, champ?"
I looked at my father, then at Mom with her shoulders slumped forward, then back to Dad. "Of course I will. I'd be crazy to say no. Wouldn't I?" I had tried to make a subtle dig at my father's eagerness to leave the house - especially on the most sacred night of the year - but it went over his head.
"Thanks, J," he said ignorantly. "I appreciate you helping out."
"This is bullshit, Frank," Mom said flatly. "You know how much I love Halloween!"
Dad was half-listening to her as he got up from the table. "I know, I know. I'll make it up to you. Promise. I gotta go get ready, but I'll be back before you know it." He gave her a quick peck on the cheek -- one that seemed a formality more than it did a romantic gesture -- then hurried out of the kitchen.
I did not know what exactly had gotten into him. He'd used to be excited to spend the night doling out candy with Mom, but that night, there was nothing but disregard and mild irritability. In hindsight, there'd been signs. Over the months leading up to that night, he had been curiously distant from me and Mom. I'd rarely seen them talking one on one, and they'd shared laughter even less frequently. Hell, he and I had rarely even been alone in a room together for more than a few minutes before he would make an excuse to leave.
"Wow," I said when the door slammed behind him. "That was weird, right?" I wasn't being sarcastic. Hindsight came later.
Mom folded her arms over her chest, not acknowledging that I'd spoken. "He just left! For a party, of all things - and he's known about it for over a week! He's never done that before." She tried to shake off the bad mood by literally shaking her head side to side, which made thick coils of black hair bounce in front of her face. "Bleh! It's fine. Doesn't matter anyway. We can still have fun together just the two of us. Right, Pumpkin?"
I nodded. "Right, Mom. Dad doesn't know what he's missing out on! I'm sure he didn't mean to upset you, but... yeah, it sucks. I guess there's more for us, then. Like, more of that... what did you call it?"
She smiled weakly, putting a crack in her frown. "The witches' brew lemonade?"
I snapped my fingers. "That's the stuff! It sounded pretty good. Should we make some before we get into costume?"
The light began to return to her eyes. "That sounds nice. Yeah, let's do it -- but I think I'm gonna get into costume first. I have some makeup that I have to put on, and I've got to style my hair."
"Deal. Should I get mine on, too?"
She shook her head, making another shadowy lock dance before her eyes. "Yours is basically just a mask with a black robe. It'll take two seconds to put on, but mine is a little more... um, creative. I'll be right back!" With that, she scampered upstairs to get changed.
Mom had always put effort into her costumes. I'd been quite fond of the one she had worn the previous Halloween when I had been eighteen. She had spent over an hour in front of the mirror painting her face to look like a zombie; a Mombie, she'd called it. She was surprisingly talented considering that she did not have a background in makeup artistry, but it was not just the makeup that had caught my eye that year.
The outfit she'd chosen had been a form-fitting wedding dress, and my father had played the undead groom. She had looked stunning, and it had been the first time in my life I could recall seeing her as someone other than my mother. Maybe the heavy makeup had made her look like enough of a stranger for her enormous breasts and wide, curvaceous bottom to have activated something primal in my brain. I had never thought about her in a sexual way before that night, but ever since, it had been all I'd been able to think about.
That fateful Halloween night was no exception. I had been visualizing how Mom had looked in her previous costume for the whole day, and continued to fantasize as I went to relax in the living room.
I sat down in an oversized chair in the far corner and kicked my feet up on the ottoman. I knew I had tons of time to get my costume on, and dinner had given me a paralytic case of the itis.
Candles flickered in every corner of the room, casting their faint, orange light in dancing patterns on the ceiling. They smelled of autumn— a rich, heavenly scent of apple cider that put me in a meditative state.
Don't fall asleep! I mentally commanded myself. Don't fall asleep...
Don't fall...
Don't...
Do....
I awoke in a pumpkin patch.
A comforting warmth blanketed me; it really did seem to come from everywhere at once. I looked upward, but the Sun was nowhere to be seen in the cloudless sky. Every corner of my vision was illuminated by an unseen light source, but there was not a single shadow cast on the ground no matter where I looked.
The air was crisp, just like the leaves under my feet. They crunched with every step I took, giving way to soft, wet earth below.
Although I could not remember how I got there, I felt confident that I was safe. I didn't know why. It was just a feeling, but a strong one.
As far as my eye could see -- which was quite far, considering the lack of trees or buildings -- there were ten-foot high stacks of pumpkins arranged in square-based pyramids. The orange towers dotted the horizon, shrinking in size as they got further away.
I eyed the one closest to me, which gave a true representation of how tall its distant relatives would have seemed if I'd been next to them. I craned my neck to look up at the top, but something more alluring caught my eye. One of the pumpkins in the middle of the stack was moving.
It was roughly waist height, surrounded on all sides by round, orange gourds amongst which it had initially been disguised. Once it had begun to move - to wobble side to side, more accurately - it had immediately stood out from the rest.
I took a step closer to the pyramid with my eyes locked on the plump, curvy gourd. The closer I got, the clearer it became that I was not looking at a pumpkin at all; it was an ass! Furthermore, I was inherently certain of another strange truth: it was Mom's ass.
I could not see her face - hell, I could not see her arms, legs, or torso - but I simply knew that it was Mom's naked rump. Dreams are funny like that.
It was the same bright color as the pumpkins -- wide, orange cheeks stained with some sort of shiny substance that looked like body paint, but differed in that it appeared to have soaked into her skin to truly turn change the pigment. Her ass had a natural gloss to it, as if rubbed down with a touch of oil.
It was massive, impossibly round, and distended like a carnival balloon at its limit. Its shape was almost perfectly spherical, jutting forward as though it were stuffed too full. Each cheek was so large that their collective disguise had not been of one pumpkin, but two.
Helping to sell the illusion were several long, black lines running over the swell of her bottom, adding contour that made her ordinarily smooth skin appear textured. Of course, there were no actual bumps or ridges to speak of, but, just like her orange coloring, the black streaks appeared to be part of her flesh. It was not just some simple topical paint.
"Mom?" I asked.
Her ass shook back and forth, making her colorful blubber bounce around.
Without a second though, I reached out with one hand and brought it down hard on her right cheek with a slap that sounded like a whipcrack muffled in mud.
Time seemed to slow to a crawl. Ripples bloomed across her orange skin, radiating outward from the point of impact in rolling waves. Each one distorted her glowing flesh like it was the surface of a disturbed pond, only thicker and denser. It was mesmerizing, and after a few seconds it gave way to a slower shake as the energy dissipated through her flesh.
The pumpkin-like texture — those faint vertical ridges drawn on her skin — warped and twisted with each ripple. The ever-present light caught the moving curves and made them gleam, highlighting the tension in her stretched skin.
I needed to see it again, and I did not wait for her right cheek to stop jiggling before I delivered a second spanking.
SLAP.
Another thunderous smack, that time from the left side, caused flesh to collide with flesh. A second set of ripples crossed the first, creating strange, shifting patterns across the surface of her bottom.
My dick was so hard that it genuinely astounded me. I could not stop there; I needed more. I needed to feel her.
Slowly, with both hands, I reached out. I pressed them into her doughy cheeks, and my fingers quickly sank into that surreal softness. I kneaded it gently at first, then more firmly, working my palms in patient, circular motions. Her skin gave way under the smallest pressure, pliant and warm to the touch.
Press.
Squish.
Release.
A subtle suction followed each of my movements, like her skin was clinging to my hands. I worked the flesh over and over again in a slow, almost hypnotic rhythm. My fingers vanished into the impossibly soft mass with each squeeze. When I pulled them back, the faint indentations they left behind filled in like memory foam.
I shifted my grip and grabbed lower, pressing upwards with both hands to lift the massive slab of ass meat. I released it and watched it settle back into place with a resounding jiggle.
My thumbs traced the dark, vertical lines that marked her rump. They appeared to be a part of her skin -- tiger stripes cutting through the shiny, orange gloss. Each pass of my thumb made her tremble a little, likely tickling her as I gingerly dragged my thumb over the streaks.
I would have stayed there for hours -- days, even, or whatever the dream-equivalent of that time span would have been -- but a familiar voice called to me from the cloudless sky above.
"Honey?" Mom called out to me in a singsongy tone. "You awake?"
I took one last look at her enormous pumpkin-rump, then closed my eyes. I shut them tightly, making stars appear behind my eyelids before I opened them again.
When I did, I was no longer in the pumpkin patch. I was back on the couch, where I must have been dozing the entire time that Mom had gotten ready.
I rubbed my eyes. "How long has it been?"
"About half an hour," she replied, "give or take."
I took my hands away from my eyes and blinked hard a couple of times. When my vision adjusted, I took one look at Mom and realized immediately why she had needed so much time to prepare.
"Whoa," I muttered. "You look amazing, Mom."
"Thank you, Pumpkin," she said happily. "I'm Elvira, Mistress of the Dark!"
She truly was. Her natural hair color was already similar to Elvira's, and she had shaped it into a towering bouffant that was a perfect imitation. It stood a good eight inches above her head, yet there was not a strand out of place; she had expertly teased it into a tall, gothic beehive. There was, however, still a wave of long, luscious strands trailing down her back like a cape.
Her makeup, too, had been applied with a similar degree of experience. Her face was slightly pale, powdered to a porcelain finish. Her eyelids were layered with smoky blacks and deep, dark purples. The coloration highlighted her impossibly long eyelashes, which curled up towards her brow. Her plump, luscious lips were glossy, painted the kind of red that would leave a mark on anything - or anyone - that they touched.
Then there was her dress -- or rather the black cloak of shadow that she was wrapped in. It was so dark that it seemed to absorb light. The plunging neckline cut so deeply that I was genuinely surprised by it. It exposed a generous swell of cleavage that, while technically bold, carried a strange kind of elegance to it that stopped it from seeming outright slutty. The sleeves were long and form-fitting all the way down to her elbows, where they then flared off like the wings of some demonic bat. The fabric hugged her waist and hips as though it had been painted onto her, which evoked memories of the spectacular dream from which she had awoken me. The skirt portion, while long, was slashed up one side all the way up to her thigh, revealing a long stretch of creamy flesh.
Her shoes were stilettos in, of course, the same shade of black as the rest of her outfit and her hair. They added a few inches to her height, though I knew if I were to stand up straight she would have still been several inches shorter than me.
Mom was not just wearing the costume; she was inhabiting it. Try though I did, I could not tear my eyes away from the metric tonne of cleavage that she was showing off.
"You look fucking amazing," I repeated.
Mom rolled her eyes sarcastically. "You already said that, sweetheart. You mean it, though?"
"Hell yes I do!" I was surprised that the look of astonishment on my face had not sold that obvious truth. "Do you wanna make those drinks now?"
She put her hands on her hips disapprovingly. "Um, exactly who are you asking? Me, or my boobs?"
Shit, she's right, I thought. I've been staring at her tits for like ten full seconds. Stop. Stop it! STOP!
"Jordan!" Mom said sternly with a foot stomp for emphasis. "My eyes are up here, you know."
I tilted my chin upward, but my eyes refused to follow. Even as I slowly lifted my head, they remained glued to Mom's partially exposed breasts for another two seconds.
I winced awkwardly. "I— er, y-yeah. Sorry, Mom. What was the question again?"
Her eyes widened and she threw her hands in the air with exasperation. "You asked me a question! Men, I swear. You've got the same look on your face that your father used to. They're just boobs!"
I furrowed my brow. "He used to?"
A mere moment of vulnerability flashed behind her eyes, but I caught a glimpse of it. "Oh, I just meant..." She gave her head a shake. "It doesn't matter. Will you have a drink with me?"
She seemed eager to change the topic, but that worked in my favor, too, since we'd been discussing my obvious leering. "Sure, Mom. A drink sounds perfect."
She clapped her hands with an excited titter. "Yay! Okay, I'm gonna start making them while you get your costume on."
"It's still in the basement, right?"
Mom tilted her head to the side with an expression of curiosity. "No, sweetheart." She nodded her head towards the ottoman, where a heap of black fabric sat in a crumpled ball. "I brought it up for you already. Now suit up!"
She left the room, giving me time to throw the large, flowy costume over my head. There was a hood that hung from the neckline with a long slit - obviously where I was supposed to stick my head inside, and so I did.
"How does it look?" Mom called from the kitchen.
I turned around to look at myself in the rectangular mirror that hung behind the couch. The front of the hood was covered by a thin layer of black mesh. There were thousands of tiny holes that allowed me to see through relatively uninhibited, but they were too small for onlookers to peer through. It felt like I was wearing sunglasses that covered my whole face, granting anonymity without sacrificing my vision.
"Pretty good," I said. "I think, anyway. You tell me."
"Well, come in here so I can see you!" I heard glassware bonking against the marble countertop in the kitchen, which told me that Mom was hard at work preparing the drinks.
I followed the sound of her voice until I reached the kitchen, at which point I saw her putting the finishing touches on two glasses of multicolored liquid. The top half of the drink was dark purple, while the bottom half retained an almost mystic cobalt hue.
"Whoa!" I exclaimed. "What did you create, Frankenstein?"
Mom stuck her arms out in front of her and stiffened her neck. In a flat, monotone voice she said, "Three part Empress gin, three part sparkling lemonade, one part Blue Curacao."
I snorted. "You know Frankenstein was the scientist, right? Not the monster."
Mom dropped her outstretched arms and slapped them against her thighs. "Okay, Mr. Know-It-All. I still bet he never made anything this delicious! Come on. Have a sip."
I picked up the glass and held it out towards her, then tugged on the mesh cloth covering my face until the hood came down. "Cheers, Mom."
With an adorable smile, she clinked her glass against mine. "Cheers, honey. I'm really happy you're staying home with me."
"Halloween is always more fun with other people. Besides, you need someone to appreciate your costume!"
She bit down lightly on her bottom lip. "You like it, huh? I thought it looked pretty good but... Oh, I don't know. I just didn't wanna sound arrogant, I guess, by saying that myself."
"Well, then let me say it for you. You look pretty damn good!" I found it amazing how just a few simple words could make my mother blush, but it wasn't like they weren't true - well, eye of the beholder and all that. They were sincere, and a hill I gladly would've died on - two hills, even.
We both took a drink of our respective cocktail and promptly winced due to the staggeringly high alcohol content. "Uh, how much gin did you put in this?" I asked.



She fought back a violent flutter of her eyelid as she swallowed the colorful gasoline. "Too much! Oh my god, wow. Way, way too much."
I smirked. "I'll take another sip if you do, too. I feel like finishing this whole glass would probably kill me, though."
Mom shrugged. "Screw it. I'm not driving anywhere. Bottoms up!" With that, she tipped the glass back until it was horizontal, downing the rest of the powerful concoction in one gulp.
"Jesus, Mom!" I yelped.
She contorted her face in a display of pure disgust. "Bleh! That was worse than I thought."
"No kidding."
She set the glass down on the counter and arched her eyebrow. "Your turn, sweetheart."
I refused to be outdone in a drinking contest against someone twice my age; my ego could not have handled that sort of blow. I swallowed the foul potion as fast as I could in an effort to spare my taste buds, then scowled in disgust anyway. "Eugh! Yeah, you were right. It was worse the second time."
Mom gave a cute chuckle. "I'll have to refine the recipe, but for now, I don't think— whoa, I know I don't need any more to drink."
"Already feeling it?"
She waved me off. "It's just place-bow, probably."
I could not resist the urge to correct her again, so with a sarcastic smile I said, "Do you mean 'placebo,' Mom?"
She rolled her eyes, then pointed a finger at my chest. "Strike two, mister. You had better not be acting like a smarty-pants all night!"
"Sorry, sorry." A wave of hot tingles flushed my cheeks. "Damn, Mom. Maybe you're right, actually. I'm already feeling it, too."
It did not appear that she was wholly listening to me. Instead of replying, she only stepped closer to me and wrapped her arms around my midsection, then squeezed me tightly. "Happy Halloween, Pumpkin." She pressed her cheek against my chest and snuggled in tight as she held me.
I was taken aback by the sudden embrace, but returned her hug with one of my own. "I— yeah, Mom. Happy Halloween."
She did not pull away when I expected she would. Instead, she rubbed the small of my back with her palm heel. "I love you so, so friggin' much."
It made me smile, and though it was not unlike her to be affectionate, it did seem a bit strange that she was laying it on so strong. "I love you too, Mom. Is everything okay?"
She paused for a second -- her words, at least, but she continued to massage my back. Eventually, she said, "Everything is fine. I have you, and that's all I need."
"So, on Christmas, for example, you're saying that I'm enough of a present? I guess I can return all those expensive gifts I bought for you!"
Mom turned her head upward so that her chin was resting on my chest, then looked into my eyes. "Not all of them. You still need to buy me at least one festive candle."
I smiled at her. "Perfect. I think they sell those at the gas station."
She gave a hearty chuckle that brought with it a cute little snort. "Great! All I did was give you the gift of life, so I think a candle from 7-11 should do it. I guess that—"
DING-DONG.
Mom's eyes shot open in terror. "What? No! It's too early! Kids already?"
I winked at her. "Showtime."
She stepped away from me and hurriedly flattened the creases out of the front of her skirt. Her nerves were written in big block letters all across her face. "How do I look?"
I had a few answers in mind, but my mouth got there before my brain. "Sexy."
The anxiety on Mom's face disappeared in a second and was replaced with genuine curiosity. "Do I— wait, what? Really?"
"Yeah, really," I said with a confident nod that did nothing to reveal how afraid I was to have potentially overshared. She looked sexy as hell, but it must have sounded weird for me to be the one to tell her that.
It was surely not the compliment she had been searching for or expecting, but she did not reject it. "Well, thank you, honey. It feels nice to hear that."
I shrugged, ignoring the fact that my heart was pounding against my ribcage in the wake of my embarrassing revelation. "Just telling you what you deserve to hear."
It filled my heart with joy the way she smiled like she had just been told she was cute by her first crush. "What a smooth talker I raised. You could charm a girl right out of her pants!"
"Or her black dress," I said with a slightly raised eyebrow.
That was clearly a step too far, and though Mom did not scold me for being so brazen with my flirting - which until my last comment had seemed a bit more innocent - she was visibly confused by it. The look on her face told me that she did not know whether she should take it as a joke or a sincere declaration, and seemed unsure whether to laugh or blush.
She did not have time to pick a lane before being interrupted by another door chime, which wiped the puzzled expression off her face. "We're coming!" She trudged off to the foyer where I heard her open the door, followed by the customary investigation of what monsters and pop-culture figures had graced our doorstep.
"Is that an Iron Man?" she asked with delight. "And do I see a werewolf hiding somewhere at the back there?" The glee in her voice was palpable. I could perfectly picture the huge, goofy smile that she likely had on her face as she basked in Halloween spirit.
I entered the foyer just as she was closing the door and waving goodbye. "We got an Iron Man already, huh?"
Mom turned to face me, sporting an ear-to-ear grin. "And a werewolf!"
"I still bet your costume looked better."
She chewed on the inside of her cheek. "I did catch one of the dads staring at me from the end of the driveway. Maybe you're right! I won't use the, uh, 's-word,' but... maybe I do look okay."
"Then allow me. You look sexy, Mom!"
She waved off the compliment, but the blush on her cheeks betrayed her. "Thank you, honey. Now, before any more kids show up, I want to get this place ready."
I already knew the routine. I shut off the overhead light, since it was far too bright to set the scary atmosphere we sought. Mom had already set up a series of lights that provided a soft, orange glow in the corners of the room, as well as a couple of flashing strobes. Some of the lights were hidden amongst the fake cobwebs that littered the wainscoting, and a few were tucked underneath the large, black cauldron that sat in the middle of the room.
Mom flipped another switch, causing a billowing plume of thick, white "smoke" - dry ice - to bubble up out of the centerpiece. It cascaded onto the floor, its wispy tendrils creeping along the tile until every inch of the ground was smothered.
There were huge, angry looking spiders dangling in front of the doorway, and hollowed out jack-o-lanterns lining the foot of the coat closet, which had been draped in a black tarp. There was also a hidden speaker playing what could only be described as "horror sounds" that ranged from werewolf howls to screams far off in the distance. They were unsettling, but thankfully spaced far enough apart that we would not go insane from listening to them all night.
My role was to remain motionless in the armless folding chair that sat just behind the cauldron. I would only jump at kids as they reached into it, blindly searching through the smoke for a piece of candy. The thing was, most kids were expecting the large, human-shaped figure in the chair to jump out at them, so Mom knew how to keep them guessing. Her tactic of sitting on my lap, as she often had with Dad, would trick them into thinking I was just a scarecrow or something.
That presented me with a major problem: my dick was already twitching in response to Mom's wickedly sexy costume. The large "V" of cleavage she had on display was the prime culprit, but the way her black dress hugged her bottom was also to blame. I was foaming at the mouth over the idea that she would be seated on my lap just a few minutes later, and the fact that I was so eager made me nervous enough to balance out the excitement.
This is bad, I thought fearfully. What if my dick gets hard while she's sitting on me? It's already twitching every time I look at her tits!
Mom nodded to the black, high-backed chair that I was meant to sit in. "Ready, sweetheart? My advice is to just look dead -- like, super dead."
I tugged the hood over my head. "I'll see what I can do." I sat down and let my muscles unwind. I relaxed my limbs, and they draped lifelessly by my side. "Is that good?"
Mom clapped her hands. "Perfect! You look just like a corpse!"
"Thank you... I think?"
"It's a compliment! Not everybody can pull off the dead-body look. All you've got to do is stay still, and I'll sit on your lap when the kids show up."
My heart fluttered with anxiety. "O-okay, yeah. Sounds good."
The vestibule was dark enough that I figured nobody could see inside. The front door was flanked by two thin windows, both of which were blocked by sheer curtains that, while not fully opaque, would prevent any casual onlookers from seeing inside.
The driveway outside, however, was well lit. From my seat I would be able to see the vague outline of anybody approaching our house. It gave me a slight sense of comfort to know that we would not be ambushed by unexpected knocks as long as I was keeping lookout.
Mom pushed aside one of the curtains and peeked through the window. "I see someone coming! It looks like a princess and a... a lizard, maybe?"
"Disney?" I asked.
She shook her head. "Can't tell. But it's— oh! A frog! The princess and the frog!"
"They're coming now? Like, now?"
"Now, now," Mom said insistently. "Ready to be scary? Not too scary, though. We don't wanna give anyone nightmares."
With that delightful new weight of responsibility upon my shoulders, I slumped back in the chair to resume my impersonation of a dead body.
Mom closed the curtain and hurried over to me. She turned around so that her ass was facing me, then craned her neck to look over her shoulder and eye her landing pad: my lap. Without thinking twice, I extended my arms to hold on to her hips and guide her onto me.
It had seemed the natural thing to do, but it took Mom by surprise. "Oh! Hello there, honey."
I loosened my grip, but did not let go of her. "Should I stop touching you?"
She put her right hand over mine and squeezed my wrist. "No, it's okay. Just took me by surprise. You can hold me."
Something about the way she had phrased that made my dick throb. My brain was instantly flooded with images of cuddling her naked body close to mine and holding her until the Sun burned out.
Mom pressed her ass into my crotch, letting me take the full weight of her wide bottom. My dick hummed with quiet energy, threatening to become fully hard should she make one wrong move. My only choice was to grit my teeth and try to ride the waves of undeniable pleasure as she squirmed in place to get comfortable.
She leaned backward so that her left shoulder was directly underneath my chin, then pressed her cheek against mine. I could not believe how soft her skin was, and when she nuzzled into me, I felt my stomach twist into a thousand knots. "Thank you for doing this with me, Pumpkin," she said. "It means a lot to me."
"Yeah," I sighed. "No problem, Mom. Um, how are we gonna open the door, though?"
Mom reached a hand under her skirt, then pulled out a small, white remote that had supposedly been strapped to her thigh. "Remember this?"
"The thing Dad made?"
She nodded. "It still works! All I had to do is press the button and it... well, I don't really know, actually. He explained it to me once, but it was all 'gears this, pulleys that.' I just know that, when I press the button, the door opens and closes."
"So, it's basically magic?"
She giggled. "Might as well be. Thank god those kids walk slowly. I thought they would—"
DING-DONG!
"Speak of the devil," I said.
"Shh," Mom hissed. "Get into character!"
I took a deep breath, then exhaled it and let my limbs go limp. "Ready," I murmured out of the corner of my mouth.
Mom cleared her throat and pressed the button. "Enter, if you dare!"
The door slowly creaked open. "Trick or treat!" the kids yelled.
I was thankful that the mask covered my face, allowing me to keep my eyes open to watch as the two horrified children stared into the hollow void that shrouded my face.
"You both look positively adorable," Mom purred.
"Thank you!" the kids sang in unison. Their outstretched hands held empty pillow cases, but Mom made no move to fill them.
Instead, she nodded towards the cauldron, where a generous covering of smoke obscured any evidence that there was candy at the bottom. "Reach in and take a treat."
The frog stepped towards the billowing bowl and reached out his hand, but paused upon realizing that his sister was not doing the same.
"Come on," he urged her. "Take one!"
Her eyes flicked nervously between the cauldron and me, sitting motionless. "Is that a real guy?" she asked Mom.
I think Mom smirked, but I could not see more than the corner of her mouth. "He only comes to life when misbehaving children try to steal his candy. Have you been good this year?"
"I think so?" the princess said.
"Then take a piece," Mom insisted.
I wanted to laugh over the idea that I was some sort of omnipotent, demon-adjacent Santa Claus, but I held it back. I watched patiently as the boy took a Kit-Kat and shoved it into his pillowcase. The lack of any immediate supernatural consequences lulled his sister into a false sense of security, so the moment she put her hand into the bowl of smoke, I came to life with a ghastly, undead moan.
She screamed in terror, but her brother's laughter was even louder. With her hands in the air, she ran screeching back to her parents, whom I could see waiting at the end of the driveway.
"That was awesome," the little frog said. "Can I take one for her, too?"
"Of course you can," Mom said warmly.
The little frog took a second piece of candy for his sister, thanked us, then turned and hopped away.
Mom pressed the button to close the door behind him, shutting me and her away in our dungeon of flashing lights. "That was fun."
I chuckled. "I don't think that girl will come back."
Mom patted my thigh. "She was a fairy last year, actually. She fell for it then, too. They always come back."
I was mildly impressed, but not all that surprised, that Mom knew the kids around the neighbourhood well enough to identify them by their costumes. "What about her brother?"
"Haven't seen him before. He was quite young, though. This might be his first year! I really hope he enjoyed it."
"Did you see his face? He loved it! No wonder you like Halloween so much."
"I really do," she said wistfully. "Thank you again for sticking around. This wouldn't be nearly as much fun without someone to share it with."
I didn't know what else I could about Dad's absence besides, well, not being absent, but I wanted to keep her spirits up. I reached a hand up and rubbed her back with my palm in wide circles. "I like sharing it with you, too, Mom."
Mom straightened her spine and leaned back against my hand a little bit. "That feels nice, honey. Can you go a little lower?"
"Can I— er, yeah. Sure." I wandered further down until my palm was pressing into the small of her back. It was not only for her benefit, though.
I loved being able to have my hands on her in any capacity, and having her ask me to touch her had been invigorating— perhaps too much so. The further down my hand wandered, the harder my dick became. Her weight on me, the recent memory of her soft skin on my cheek, and gently massaging her lower back, were all minor stimulants, but together they had riled me up to the point of no return.
My cock buzzed with vigor. It was luckily trapped between my thigh and my pants, which stopped it from springing fully upright. However, the tight squeeze put enough pressure on the length to stimulate it, making it grow larger despite my best mental efforts.
Stop! Stop, goddammit! Fuck. I knew this fucking would happen! Just breathe and stay calm. She won't even notice. It'll go down on its own... I hope.
"Pumpkin?" Mom asked.
"Uh, yeah?" I squeaked like a wimp.
"What's going on? You're breathing kind of heavy. Is everything okay?"
"Yes! I mean, yes. Yeah, everything is fine."
"Okay, if you say so." She squirmed in my lap. "Could you take your phone out of your pocket, please? It's digging into my leg."
"I don't—" I froze solid. I did not know where my phone was, but I knew it was not in my pocket. I wasn't sure if she was messing with me or if she truly believed it was a cellphone jamming into her thigh. Either way, I was backed into a corner. I could not remove a phone that did not exist, but I also could not admit the truth.
"What's the matter?" she asked innocently.
"I... I..."
Mom turned in her seat and looked at me over her shoulder like I was a complete buffoon. "Your phone, sweetheart?"
"Mom!" I said insistently, hoping she would get the message while embarrassing me as little as possible.
"What, Pumpkin?"
I gave a defeated sigh. "Well... it's not my phone."
She paused for a second, though it felt much longer. With one hand, she pinched the front of the mesh mask and pulled it off of my head so she could look into my eyes. She did not say a word. She simply studied the way that my gaze darted away from hers like a vampire retreating from sunlight.
"Mom, I—"
"It's okay. It's not your fault." The unspoken truth was obvious, but Mom required, or perhaps merely wanted, further clarification before she proceeded. "You're really hard right now?"
I nodded with my lips pursed. "If you couldn't tell, yeah."
Mom wiggled her rump back and forth, seemingly ignorant to how lewd it was to be grinding on her own son's erection. "Oh, I can tell, alright! But I guess, like... why, Pumpkin?"
"Why do you think? You look really good in your costume."
"But you're my son!"
"I'm still a man, Mom! I still have eyeballs. Your boobs are basically halfway out and my body is... responding."
She stomped her foot with frustration. "Well, this is how Elvira looks! I tried to make it a little more modest, but I guess I messed up."
I felt guilty for shaming her over something that clearly brought her such joy. "I know, Mom. It's just that... I mean, you've seen them. They're huge!"
She furrowed her brow. "What are you doing looking at my breasts?"
"Like I said; they're halfway out! I can't help it." It was a flimsy excuse. There are millions of sons that don't look at their mother's tits no matter how exposed they might be. I was choosing to look, and she probably knew that as well as I did.
"Maybe I should have tried harder to make it less slutty but... Oh, I don't know. Forget it; it's stupid."
I tilted my head to the side. "Tell me anyway?"
Mom fidgeted anxiously with her arms crossed over her chest in a defensive pose. "I like when the dads do, like, a double-take when they see my costumes. Their eyes light up, and it makes me feel sexy again. How dumb is that?"
"It's not dumb. Do you not— I mean, doesn't Dad... you know? Doesn't he give you that?"
"He's been forgetful." I immediately remembered the shot she had taken at Dad earlier that had gone over my head. "I don't really get to wear this stuff at my age, so it feels good to know I can still pull it off even if it's only once a year."
A split-second joke flashed through my mind that, had I been fully sober, I may have been smart enough to keep there -- but sober I was not, and I wanted to lighten the mood. "Looking like that, I'd rather you pull me off!" I added a fake laugh but that did not help it land.



Mom's face contorted into a strange malformation of curiosity and disgust. "You mean... like a handjob?"
"I did -- but I was kidding, Mom!"
"I— yeah, I know that!" She bounced up and down a couple of times, the corner of her mouth curling into a wicked smile. "It does feel pretty darn big, Pumpkin. I don't even know if I could get my hand around it!"
I squirmed underneath her, though it was not quite discomfort that I felt. It felt more like I was unprepared for how much it would turn me on to hear my own mother marvel at the size of the very cock that she had created. "You don't have to lie like that, Mom, but I appreciate it."
She gave an earnest laugh -- one that insisted she was telling the truth. "I wouldn't do that. I'm serious! Based on the feel, you're at least a bit bigger than your father."
I breathed all the air out of my lungs in one big huff. "Seriously?"
She paused, likely realizing that her words had hit harder than she had intended. "Well... I mean, it feels like it, yes... but maybe I'm wrong! Does it, um..."
"Does it what?" I could tell that whatever idea had just passed through her mind had flustered her.
She rubbed her rump back and forth to get a good feel. "I'm just thinking out loud here! Doesn't it hurt? It feels like he wants to be let out."
I made an audible gulp. "He?"
"Your dick, Pumpkin."
Warmth singed my cheeks. "Jesus, Mom!"
"Am I wrong? You've got these tight jeans on, and I just want to make sure they're not hurting you. Do you want me to take them off?"
My jaw hung loose like somebody had removed a screw from it. "But... but I'm not even wearing underwear!"
Mom shrugged. "You've still got the costume on. It's basically a big shirt."
I tried to play it cool, fearing that revealing my true level of excitement would scare her off. "I mean, if you think it's a good idea, I guess."
The costume hung well past my knees, but it was so thin that I could have felt a light breeze on my skin if it had been windy enough. I knew it would not provide a sufficient barrier between us, and would do very little to keep my stiff cock from springing up once my pants were off. From some perspectives, removing them was a very bad idea, but from the view of a very horny teenager - with a beautiful woman seated on his lap, no less - it was a fucking great one.
Mom stood up and turned to face me. With my heart liberally thumping inside my chest -- so hard that it made my hands tremble -- I was surprised that she was so calm. "Undo the buckle and I'll tug them off for you. Okay?"
I nodded silently, captivated by the surrealism of stripping in front of my mother. I unfastened the button and lowered the zipper with my right hand, which was shaking slightly less.
Mom clapped her hands, then held them out open-faced, palms towards the ceiling. "Legs up, Pumpkin."
I put my feet in her hands.
She gestured with her chin. "Lift your bum, honey."
I propped myself up on my hands, using my arms to support me as I hovered over the chair. With that small gap under my butt, Mom had enough room to remove the garment from my body with just a few tugs.
Freshly freed from its denim prison, my cock was pointing up at the ceiling. I had no underwear to hide behind, so I was thankful that the robe kept me from fully exposing myself. That said, it was plainly obvious that I was rock hard due to the pronounced bulge that my cock made in the loose, flowy fabric. It looked like somebody had laid a thin tablecloth over a candlestick.
Mom threw my pants behind me so they would not detract from the Halloween theme - jeans were decidedly unspooky - then stood back to admire her handiwork. "Perfect! That must feel— wow, honey. You really do have a big one, don'tcha?"
My eyes grew so wide that I thought about pushing them back into my skull with my thumbs to stop them from rolling onto the floor. "You don't have to look right at it!"
She shrugged dismissively. "Now you know how my boobs feel. Put that thing away before someone comes knocking, Pumpkin."
Even though I knew it was a fair criticism, I found her dismissal slightly annoying, so I allowed a hint of snark to slip into my tone. "Or you could sit on it since it's your fault it got like this."
She flashed me a sly grin and batted her eyes seductively. "Is that any way to ask your mother to sit on your cock?"
A spike of adrenaline make my heart beat a little faster, and I instantly lost the bravado I had tried to project. I had never heard my mother use that word before: "cock." It had sounded like magic leaving her lips, and I wondered what other kinds of vulgar words would become infinitely more sexy if she were to utter them.
"I... um, yeah?" I spotted movement out of the corner of my eye and realized that a few more kids were walking up the driveway. I pointed to the window. "Look, Mom."
She turned her head, and when she turned back to me she was beaming with joy. "More costumes! Okay, mister. You had better tame that dick of yours for the next thirty seconds. Got it?"
The words got caught in my throat on their way out, and I was so focused on keeping my cool that I did not even bother to wonder what would happen after those thirty seconds were up. "Yeah, I g-got it."
I felt exposed. I wanted Mom back on my lap for a multitude of reasons, not the least of which was to keep my dick pinned against my belly. "Mom? I need you to sit on it."
Her eyes lit up. "Yeah?"
I nodded urgently. "Please! They're not even up the walkway yet, so... please?"
"Okay, sweetheart. I'll get on."
I might have been thoroughly deluded due to how horny I was, but to me, it looked like she was thrilled to hear me begging so desperately. I picked up on a hint of that satisfaction she mentioned - one which she had often garnered from the horny, gawking dads waiting on the sidewalk - the moment I had validated her with such overt pleading. The way her entire aura brightened when she was being fawned over was undeniable, and I loved that I was the one giving her that rush.
Mom sat down just as the doorbell rang, her ass blanketing my lap like a heavy quilt with my cock wedged snugly between her cheeks. It was tucked so deeply that it pushed a portion of her black dress into the crevasse along with it. By the time it had stopped sinking in, I could only see the mushroom head sticking out from the top of her cheeks. The rest of my shaft was completely smothered by the warmth of her butt hug.
She yanked my hood up over my head with a single, smooth motion. "Remember, honey; don't move."
"W-wait, Mom!" I said urgently, intending to move my dick somewhere less stimulating — less intimate.
She pressed her weight firmly onto my crotch, putting pressure on the underside of my cock. "Hush. There's no time for that. Leave him where he is."
"Fuck," I muttered under my breath just in time for a second doorbell chime to punctuate my curse.
Mom gave a satisfied murmur, then pressed the door button and summoned forth the trick-or-treaters with another boisterous "Enter, if you dare!"
Three kids, slightly older than the first two, were at the door. The two girls were in robes that placed them firmly in the Harry Potter universe, while the boy with them was dressed as Robin Hood. "Trick or treat!" they said in unison.
"Ooooh, how cute," Mom cooed with her hands clasped over her heart. "I love Harry Potter, and Russel Crowe was such a good Robin Hood."
The boy looked at her blankly, his eyes unblinking. "But... my name is Scott."
I fought to hold back a snort of laughter.
"Yes, you are!" Mom said cheerily. "I think Scott deserves some candy. Just reach in and grab something, but be warned!"
I watched as the kids reached in one by one and took a treat out of the bubbling cauldron, but I could not bring myself to jump at them. I was not afraid of scarring them or anything, but I felt too awkward to move considering the circumstances.
I sat motionless, watching from behind the black veil as the kids stared back at me, unsure if I was real or stuffed with hay. Once they were convinced I was not going to attack, they smiled at Mom and thanked her for the candy. They ran off to join a pair of men - yes, both of which were leering at my mother - at the end of the driveway.
Mom clicked the button to shut the door, but she was on her feet before it had fully closed. She spun around to look at me with a look of utter disbelief. "What the hell was that, Jordan?"
I pulled down the mask. "I know, I know. I just couldn't do it!"
Mom put a hand on her hip. There was disappointment on every inch of her face. "And why is that?"
I took a deep breath, hoping she would figure out the answer before I had to tell her myself. "It just... I dunno. It's tough to be all scary, especially around kids, when I'm like this."
Her annoyed facial expression softened. "I'm sorry, Pumpkin. I didn't think about how weird that would be."
"It's okay," I said with a sigh.
"How long until it stops being hard, do you think?"
I scoffed, then realized she was not joking. "It doesn't just do that, Mom."
She looked genuinely puzzled. "What do you mean? Just wait a few minutes and it'll calm down."
"Yeah, if I jerk off!"
The bluntness of that comment clearly caught her off guard. "I— well, no. I mean, of course, but that's not what I was getting at."
"When I get this hard I have to do something to make it go down. Does that make sense?"
"I know how they work! But with your father... Well, it's different for all guys, I guess. So it really just stays hard?"
It seemed she could not contain her curiosity, and I was happy to entertain it. "Yeah, especially if you keep sitting on it!"
It was a sincere compliment, and she did not hesitate to take it as such despite whom it was coming from. "Thank you, sweetheart. It's nice to know I can still get a reaction like that out of a man your age."
"Any age! And in this costume? You look fantastic! I'm still a man at the end of the day."
She bit down hard on her lower lip. "And I'm still a woman."
I raised an eyebrow. "Okay? What does that mean?"
She tucked her hands behind her back and swayed side to side while she talked. "Well, I just mean... Okay, here goes. You won't jump up and scare any of the kids if you're embarrassed, right? You just proved that. So, that means we have to fix it or you'll be out of commission all night. I can't have that."
"Mom, seriously. I— wait, you said we?"
She nodded and took a step towards me. "Uh-huh. Like I said, Halloween is supposed to be shared. Remember?"
I was flabbergasted, but still smart enough to see the benefit in playing along. "Okay, so what are you proposing? I just go upstairs and jerk off to get it over with?"
"No. I don't want you to go upstairs and leave me down here alone."
If I'd been smarter, maybe I would have caught on by then to the hidden meaning beneath her words. "Well, I can't do it here!"
"Why not?"
"Because of you, Mom!"
"But I'm the reason you got so hard." The strobe lights illuminated her towering black hair in bright bursts, burning the image of her colorful purple makeup into my brain with every flash. "So... maybe I should be the one to fix it."
My throat was so dry that I almost choked from simply trying to speak. "Y-you what?"
She did not flinch. Her expression did not change one iota, remaining stoic and impossible to read. "Would you like that, honey?"
My brain answered for me, driven by impulse and ignoring logic. "Fuck yes."
A smile cracked the corner of her mouth. "Yeah? You think it'll help?"
I took a quick peek at the driveway to confirm that nobody would be coming to interrupt us and saw that it was completely empty. "Is that... Are we being serious here?"
Mom gave a slow, steady nod and took another step towards me, leaving only a few inches of distance between our knees. "Deadly serious."
"Mom," I choked out. "You don't have to—"
"I want to," she said bluntly. "If you're okay with it, that is. I... I've never seen one this big before, so I'm kind of..."
"Curious?"
She gave a series of rapid nods. "Is that bad? I know it's wrong, but it doesn't look like you mind." She pointed to my cock. "He definitely doesn't seem to care that I'm your mom. Look how hard he is!"
"I can feel how hard!"
"Could I, maybe, like... see how hard?" Mom went up on her tiptoes to accentuate her request. She took shallow breaths through her mouth. "I haven't seen one in person since your father's, so... yeah. I'm a bit curious."
My pulse was the speed of a jackrabbit, but I was not nervous. I was excited. I wanted her to see it. "I can show you."
The robe was still covering my lap, and while the tent I'd pitched certainly suggested something about my size, there was still plenty of mystery for her to chew on. I pinched two opposite corners of the black cloth and lifted it up over my knees. I raised the garment one inch at a time, gradually shedding light on my balls, then my shaft.
Mom's eyes were as round as her mouth, which was formed into a small "o" while she watched the slow reveal. She scarcely breathed, remaining near-motionless. All that moved was her eyes, which were glued to my cock, and seemed to trace every sprawling blue vein that they stumbled upon.
When the head finally came into view, her pupils dilated. "Oh my God." She gave an awkward little laugh -- likely a result of the baked-in strangeness of seeing me in such a vulnerable state -- but her arousal was clear as day.
I adored having her fawn over me. The way her smile grew larger the longer that she stared at me was intoxicating, and I ached for more of that silent praise. I clenched my ass cheeks to make my cock flex, which made the head smack my abdomen.
A small gasp escaped Mom's lips. "Do that again, sweetheart."
I did, tightening my butt muscles to send a rush of blood to my cock, but that time I held it. I wanted to look as big, hard, and impressive as I could so that it would make a lasting impression.
She seductively traced her lips with the tip of her tongue. "I like when it jumps like that. Makes it look like it's alive, kinda. Can I get a bit closer?"
"Sure, Mom."
Mom got on her knees and scooted between my legs; her tits brushed the insides of my thighs. She was a mere few inches from the tip with her mouth open wide as she studied my bulging erection. "Oh, you're so hard, honey. Does it always get like this?"
"No," I said flatly. "This is because of you, Mom."
My dick loomed over her face, casting an inconsistent shadow that stretched from her chin all the way up to her forehead whenever the strobe flashed.
"It's even bigger up close," she asserted.
I chuckled, making my dick bob up and down. "Now you're just exaggerating."
"I'm serious! Look!" She wrapped her thumb and pinky finger around the root, but could not make the tips touch no matter how hard she strained. "I mean, sure, I have little hands, but come on!"
I was stunned by how casually she had touched me. Her tone was so lighthearted, her body language so relaxed, that an onlooker would have thought she had done so dozens of times before, but I felt the atmosphere in the room shift instantly. "Mom..."
She seemed to have felt the change, too. "Yeah, I know."
I could think of nothing but the elephant in the room. "But... you're touching it."
She accepted more of my length into the palm of her hand, then tightened her grip around the base. There was notable delight plastered across her face. Her wide eyes and even wider grin were suspended in a state of elation as she wrestled with the taboo of what she had just done. "I can't believe I'm actually touching your cock, sweetheart. This is so weird!" As weird as she may have found it, she did not let go.
I was relieved that she had felt comfortable calling out the obvious tension. "It feels nice, though. Your hands are soft."
She smiled up at me. "I moisturize, Pumpkin. You're okay with this, right?"
"Hell yes!" I exclaimed. "I think it's even hotter that you're my mom!" As soon as the words left my mouth, I worried I'd overshot the mark.
She scrunched up her nose like she had smelled something foul, but there was an irrefutable smile underneath it. It was insistent, undercutting her ostensible disgust by hinting at how intrigued she truly was. "That's not, like... I don't know, honey. Maybe I shouldn't be doing this."
"But you are," I said, "and I don't want you to stop."
"I... I don't want to stop either." There was clearly a battle raging inside her brain. If I had to guess, I would say that one side was insisting that she follow the rules of society while the other begged her to follow her heart.
Her tiny fist stroked the bottom half of my dong, tentatively squeezing me every few seconds, but the bright red cherry at the tip ached for attention. The longer she ignored it, the more impatient I became.
"Mom?" I asked.
"Yes, honey?"
"Could you, um... touch the head, too?"
She purred quietly. "Okay. Should I use this hand, or my other hand?"
"Other, other," I pleaded.
Mom lifted her second hand up above the first, then coiled her fingers around the top half of my cock. Her grip was just as tight there as it was on the bottom, but it was much more fulfilling to feel her touching the head. It was far more sensitive than the rest of my cock, and I was quickly convinced that I could feel the raised ridges of her individual fingerprints grazing against the spongy bulb. Only a hint of the very tip protruded from her clenched fist.
She tittered with delight. "I've never been able to wrap two hands around one before."
"I've never... yeah," I said lamely. I was at a loss for words, or at least the words that would properly encapsulate the incredible emotions and sensations that I was feeling.
She began to stroke me. There was no rush; that much was clear by her patience. She took her time setting a rhythm, and once she found it, her body followed the beat. It looked automatic— the slow roll of her shoulders, her forearms tensing with each push.
"Fuck," I groaned. "That feels amazing."
"Not too hard?" she asked.
"No, Mom."
She adjusted her grip, rotating her palms slightly so that both of her thumbs brushed against the bulging vein that ran along the underside of my cock. She did not rush. She did not falter. Her motions had the consistency of a tide, putting me deeply under her spell.
"Little faster?" Mom asked with a tone that was as soft as silk.
"Uh-huh," I groaned.
She picked up her tempo, evolving from a slow gallop to a steady trot. She worked from the core, not flailing her arms, but driven by the solidity of her spine and abdomen. Muscles along her forearms flared each time she lifted. The motion demanded more from her— not just balance, but power. Still, she did not waver.
She swallowed a deep lungful of air. She was not gasping, nor was she panting, but her breath was labored. Her chest rose and fell beneath her costume. A sheen of sweat began to form at her temples, but her eyes - sharp and clear -remained focused on my cock.
She changed her grip again, placing both hands lower on the shaft with her elbows jutting out to the sides. Sweat slid down the nape of her neck. A few strands of hair came loose, but she did not stop to fix them.
I saw the opportunity to be helpful, too, and reached out to tuck one of the long, black strands behind her ear.
Mom nuzzled the side of her face into my palm, brushing her cheek against my fingers. "Such a gentleman, Pumpkin. Thank you."



"N-no prooo—oooooh—oblem," I said, my words interrupted by a guttural groan that Mom had summoned by way of a tender squeeze.
"Can I slow down for a second?" she asked. "I don't want my makeup to run."
"Sure, Mom." Muscles that I did not even know had been tense relaxed the moment that she did so. "You're really good at that."
She removed a hand from my cock, then straightened her fingers out and shook her hand like she was fending off a burn. "Thank you, honey. I hoped you would like it."
"Like it? I love it! You're even better at it than I am!"
"Well, my hand was already getting a bit tired, so you might still be the expert here. Do you want me to keep going fast? Or maybe I can squeeze harder?"
I took a sort of half-breath that was interrupted by a laugh.
Mom stopped stroking me. "What's so funny, mister?"
"Nothing, just... I mean, that sounds amazing, but what I want is for you to put it in your mouth."
Over the course of three long, agonizing seconds, Mom timidly resumed her stroking, slowly ramping up speed until she was back at a leisurely trot. She did not speak until she had collected her thoughts, her eyes darting back and forth as though she were more present in her own head than she was in the room with me.
"Are you sure that's what you want?" she asked.
"Of course!"
"A handjob is one thing, Pumpkin. But you want to, like... go in me? In my mouth? That feels like a lot... don't you think?"
Honestly, I did not, but that might have been the intense horniness preventing me from thinking clearly. "I don't care, Mom. I want to know what it feels like."
She gasped. "You've never... before?"
I shook my head. "Nope. I've always wanted to try it."
Mom licked her lips, though she was so intently focused on my cock that I believed it to be involuntary. "I do kind of miss it."
I understood the implication by then was that she and Dad had not been intimate at all in a long time, so I did not bother to ask again why my dick had made her so nostalgic. I considered myself lucky that she was taking out that sexual frustration on me.
She chewed her lip pensively. "You aren't going to tell your father?"
"Of course I won't! Can you please suck my dick now?"
Mom physically recoiled a bit, visibly stunned by my straightforward request. She turned in my lap so she could see my face, where my pleading eyes made my desperation plain as could be. "I— oh, my. You need it that bad?"
"Yes! My dick is so fucking hard it feels like it's gonna burst!"
She petted my chest. "I can fix that." She slid down my body to kneel on the floor. A dense layer of smoke floated around her legs, occasionally swallowing a shadowy stiletto into the rolling fog. She lifted my robe, bringing my cock into view. "There he is."
The way she looked up at me was astonishingly sexy. My dick lay upon the center of her forehead, flanked on either side by a beautifully painted eye. The smoky black and purple hues made her sclera pop by contrast. Her plump, ruby lips were bisected by my shaft, which drew attention to the left side of her mouth, where her lip had curled up into a fiendish grin.
"He missed you," I said.
"I missed him, too. Wanna see how much?"
"So badly, Mom."
She placed a hand underneath my balls to gently cradle them. She lifted my sack upward, stretching her thumb and index finger so that they could form a circle around the root of my shaft. My entire package, balls and all, fit neatly in her palm. It was pointed directly at her mouth, which was slightly ajar. Her warm, muggy breaths teased the head with whispers of the heat that awaited it inside.
"Okay," she said. "I'm gonna do it."
I felt like she was talking to herself in that moment, trying to find the courage to actually take such a massive step over the line of acceptability.
There was a stark difference -- one that she had already highlighted -- between jerking me off and sucking my dick. To actually enter her body, even though her mouth was not quite as sacred as her pussy, brought our deprivation to a whole new level.
Her glossy, red lips opened wide - far enough that she could stick out her tongue - and she leaned forward. She nudged the tip of my cock against it, then used her hold around the base to slap the fat helmet against it a couple of times.
A thin tendril of saliva stuck to my frenulum. It tethered my cock head to her tongue, forming a spindly bridge that did not break even after several more slaps. The dull, wet thud of the helmet colliding with her cushy tongue instantly seared itself into my brain.
"That sounds so fucking hot," I declared.
She did not bother putting her tongue back in her mouth before replying. "Ou lie dah?"
"Your tongue is so wet, too. It feels amazing!"
She murmured with glee. "Hankou." As if to demonstrate how deeply she deserved her roses, she flattened her tongue to a wide brush and glued it to the bottom of my dick. She wormed it back and forth in such small movements that it was barely perceptible to the eye, but my nerves picked up on every flex.
She opened her mouth a little more and began to inch forward. Her tongue stayed stuck to the bottom, forming a pathway for my dick to follow along. The head passed through the ring of her open maw; as soon as it was inside, she shut the door behind it.
The heat was astronomical. I was astounded that my body was even capable of perceiving such a shift - from a distant candle to a boiling cauldron. Coupled with the sensation of her slippery tongue gliding across the underside, it was the greatest pleasure I had ever experienced in my life.
"Holy f-fuck, Mooooom," I said with a groan.
"Mmhmm?" she piped up, refusing to break the seal of her lips. She wiggled them back and forth, shifting subtly as she nursed on the puffy knob. The top of my cock head nudged the roof of her mouth, where the firm, bumpy texture was a polar opposite to the softness of her tongue below.
I noticed that a faint ring of red lipstick had been smeared just below the head. "Your, uh... your lipstick, Mom."
She cocked her head sideways, eyes trained on me while she suckled. "Hmm?"
"It's running - or smearing, or whatever - I think."
There was a loud, ear-piercing pop when she broke the vacuum seal and ejected my shiny knob from her lips. Sure enough, there was a painted ring around the width right where they had been.
"Oh, my," she cooed. "I didn't think it would be so smeary. Do you mind if I get a little messy, honey?"
"I like messy."
"That's my boy. Anyone coming up the driveway?"
I shook my head. "Nobody."
"Here," she said, grabbing a corner of my robe. "Let me wipe some of it off, then I'll put it back inside."
I knew I would never get used to the nonchalant way she talked about something so intimate. There was something alluring about the act of sucking off one's own kin being reduced to simply going "back inside." Our lives could have changed forever if the wrong person had caught us in the act, but Mom was having so much fun that she did not seem to acknowledge how crazy it was.
With my dick mostly cleaned - there was still a pale, rosy halo around it ­- Mom swallowed the head back into her mouth and resumed suckling as though she had never stopped. Her hold on my shaft was firm, but not static. She moved her hand in corkscrew, gently stroking the bottom half of my dong while her lips tended to the head. She paid the knob specific attention, sliding her lips all the way from the tip of the bulging crown to the bottom where it met my shaft.
Her steady grip kept it in place so that her head could freely bob in my lap, and with that foundation laid, she fell into a blissful sort of trance. She adhered strictly to the rhythm she had set, keeping tempo so that her head dips were timed with an upstroke from her hand.
She began to accept slightly more of my cock into her gullet each time she lowered her head, but the further she crept along my length, the more difficult it became for her to draw breath. Around the halfway mark, she made several quiet gurgles, struggling to fill her lungs in spite of the large, throbbing obstruction. She held it for as long as she could, but ultimately was forced to pull her head back and take several resounding gulps of fresh air.
One of her exasperated exhales was strong enough to fling a droplet of drool out of the corner of her mouth. It landed on her chin; its tail was long and thin, as though the fat blob at the end were repelling from her lips. Then it began to dribble downward.
Mom rested her head on my left thigh, and though her mouth was taking a rest, her hand did not follow suit. She pumped her fist up and down my dick, gliding through the glaze of saliva that her tongue had left behind. The homemade lubrication made it easy for her palm to traverse the entire length with each stroke.
"Whoa!" she exclaimed, her right hand still intimately tugging me. "That... was... a lot."
The upper portion of my cock was predictably dyed red, showing exactly how far down my shaft she had made it. "You did pretty good, though," I said. "That's, like, almost the whole thing."
Mom's attention was clearly focused on me, leaving her ignorant to the saliva creeping down her chin. Gravity had brought it to the very edge of her jawline, looming over her cleavage. I was locked on it; I wanted to witness the exact moment it was shaken loosen to plummet down onto her breasts.
She pointed at the unsullied half of my cock with a pout. "It is not almost the whole thing! Look how much I still have to go."
"Still?" I asked. "Like... you want to keep going?"
Mom rolled her eyes as though it were the most obvious thing in the world. "Of course I want to keep going! I barely got to start. I just— are you even listening to me?"
I was, sort of, but I had not made a lick of eye contact with her since I'd started watching her drool. "I'm listening!"
Mom connected the dots and lifted a hand to her chin. She wiped away the saliva, devastating my hopes of seeing it splatter on her tits. "Is that what you were staring at?"
"I wanted to see it fall on your boobs," I explained. "I really was listening, though."
Mom narrowed her eyes at me. "Listening and thinking about my boobs?"
"I can do both!"
"Then you must be very talented, sweetheart," she teased.
I found Mom downright adorable when she was being playful like that, but that cuteness only lasted as long as the pause between that sentence and her following question. "Wanna see 'em?"
"More than anything in the world."
Mom sat back on her legs so I had a better view of her. "Here you go, sweetheart."
She placed each of her index fingers next to her collarbone and hooked them inside the hem of her dress. She slowly dragged them downward, her knuckles tracing the outer swell of her breasts. By following the curvature of the fabric, and dragging the sloping neckline along with them, her fingers naturally pulled the dress open like she was parting a pair of black curtains.
I wanted to see her nipples, but when it was time for them to be revealed, I realized that they were covered by two beige pasties. They looked to be coated with a rubbery texture intended to keep her dress from sliding off, and though they were large enough to do so, they were not large enough to conceal the entirety of her areolae.
A bright, rosy crescent - at odds with the light brown stickers, which were rather dull - peeked out from the edges. It was like cleavage, in that it hinted at the size of what lay beneath. Though each pasty concealed a fair portion of her areola, neither did anything to hide the fact that her nipples had become hard as diamonds.
A pebble-sized bump pushed each sticker up about half an inch, and both were as wide as they were tall. Watching the tiny protrusions strain against their prisons made my mouth water, and I was eager to latch my mouth around them like I had as a baby.
Mom pulled her dress all the way open and tucked its edges underneath her breasts, using their weight to pin the fabric against her tummy. They were impressively large— round and full, with a heaviness that shaped the way she sat. They curved outward from her chest in a broad arc, their mass supported by the visible tension of skin and tissue. They didn't sit on her chest so much as hung from it, pulled slightly downward by their own weight and shifting subtly when she moved. Her skin there was smooth, slightly paler than her arms, and dotted with hundreds of tiny pores that made her look textured. It made her look real.
"How do they look?"
"Fucking awesome!" I replied in earnest. They were the most remarkable pair of tits I had ever seen, and that included anything on the internet. "Are those stickers, like, permanent?"
Mom made a happy giggle. "No, silly. Do you want me to take them off?"
"Please."
"Deal," she said as she pinched the outer edge of either sticker, "but then I get to suck your dick again. Okay?"
I was slightly stunned. "Uh, yeah. Deal." Mom was not the best at negotiations, but I was pleased to get more than I had asked for.
She slowly began to peel back the pasties. As they lifted, her skin followed— stretched upward in tiny, reluctant peaks. The pull wasn't sharp, but the adhesive was persistent, and it refused to release her skin without a fight. She winced a little bit, wrinkling her nose as she silently endured the pain. Then, all at once, she tugged them off, causing her breasts to jiggle a little as they settled back into place. Just as I had expected, her nipples were magnificently hard.
"There!" she crowed.
"Wow," I said, unable to think of anything better to express my wonder.
She shook her shoulders back and forth, making her udders dance like the earth beneath her feet was quaking. "You should see your face right now."
"Those boobs are worth looking stupid for."
"Not stupid!" Mom insisted with a frown. "I think it's sweet. You look like you're falling in love with my boobs."
I summoned the strength to look away from her chest and make eye contact with her. "Or with the woman they're attached to."
Her expression was wiped clean, and the blank slate was impossible to read. "That's not something you should say lightly, honey. I know we're having fun, but—"
"I love you, Mom," I professed. "Maybe it's in a weird, fucked up way, but... it's definitely not something I say lightly."
The moment was cut short when a tiny, balled up fist knocked on our front door.
"Shit," I cursed. "Again?"
Mom stood up and stretched her neck. "It's probably gonna happen at least a few more times, honey. Try to roll with it. I'm having fun!"
I gave her a smile. "I am, too."
She turned on her heels and plopped her doughy bottom onto my lap.
The force of her landing on me made me grunt, but it was not the only thing that elicited a guttural reaction. Her fat cheeks had been perfectly fitted around my cock once more, smothering it in a warm, cozy cuddle.
"Fuck," I muttered. "That is not getting any easier."
Mom tucked her breasts back into her dress and wiggled her butt. "I'm trying to make it harder, honey. Now, game face. If you're extra scary, I'll give you something extra special."
I played the part perfectly, fueled by my desire to see exactly what she had planned for me. I scared the heck out of a small Indiana Jones and, if I wasn't mistaken, a cowardly lion. He earned his namesake when he ran away screaming for his mother, but Dr. Jones was tickled by the whole thing.
My heart began to race the moment their feet left our drive way. I knew something was coming, and I was eager to find out what it was. That time, however, Mom did not hit the switch to close the front door. Instead, she climbed off of my legs and walked over to shut it by hand.
"What about the remote?" I asked.
Mom slowly swayed her ass to one side, then the other, adding a little jerk at the end that made her cheeks wobble. "What about it?"
"I, uh... is it, like, working?"
She did not turn around to look at me, but if she had, she would've seen my eyes fixated on her ass. "It's working. I just thought you might want to watch this next part."
I swallowed a mouthful of excited nerves. "W-what next part?"
She tucked her knees together to narrow her stance and placed her feet side by side. "This, honey."
With both hands, she gingerly grabbed the edges of her dress and lifted it to expose both of her plump thighs, just below the swell of her ass, then slowed down. She methodically sawed the fabric back and forth like dental floss, going left, then right, revealing another inch of her meaty cheeks on each pass.
When the dress was halfway up, it looked as though she was not wearing underwear. As the dress raised higher, however, I realised that the baby blue thong she was wearing had sunk so far between her cheeks that only the top "T," which sat high on the small of her back, was visible. The rest of the thin string had been greedily swallowed by her round, blubbery bottom, giving the impression that she was wearing nothing at all.
"Would you like to take them off yourself?" she asked with a warm coo.
"Holy fuck, yes!" I exclaimed.
Mom bent over a little bit so that her butt jutted towards me. "Whenever you're ready."
I slipped out of the chair so that I could approach her on my knees, then hobbled over to the gigantic slab of white putty with my mouth hanging open. I was in awe, but I kept moving forward. Even as I grabbed the sides of her thong, I could hardly believe it was really happening. It felt like a dream, at least up until the moment the scent of her fragrant juices wafted through my nostrils. Then reality hit me head on.
My hands trembled and my throat seized up, but I needed to push forward. I began to slowly drag her underwear out from between her tightly-packed cheeks, but realized it required a little more force to be set free. I tugged on them until they came loose, then pulled the waistband down below her ass. I pulled it lower and lower, but even when the band was by her knees, the portion of cloth that covered her pussy remained glued in place— stretched to the point of snapping the elastic. Once more, I gave her panties a particularly tight tug to loosen them, and watched with wide-eyed captivation as the blue cotton peeled off of her cunt like a sticker.
Mom lifted one leg so that she could step out of her underwear, then did the same with the other. "You can keep those if you want."
"I can?"
She nodded, still facing the door. "Sure, honey. Orrrrr..."
I knew she was winding me up, but I wanted to play along. "Or?"
"Or, if you really want, you can have the real thing."
My stomach felt like it was trying to climb out of my throat. There was a ringing in my ears that would not subside, but I still heard her clear as day. "You mean... really? I can, like— in your pussy?"
Mom bubbled with laughter. "Is that what you want, sweetheart? You wanna fuck me?" It was clear that she enjoyed toying with me, and I had no issue with her having a bit of fun.
"Here?" I asked enthusiastically. "Can we do it here?"
Mom stood up straight, then turned around and gestured to the chair with her chin. "Go sit down."
I raced to take a seat.
Mom, however, did not immediately follow me. She strutted over slowly, putting the heel of one foot against the toe of the other, which gave me time to admire her. She kept the front of her dress bunched up in her fist, raised up by her tummy, to give me time to soak in every detail of her pussy.
Between her hips was a dense patch of dark hair— thick, curly, and untamed. It maintained the same sort of effortless beauty that radiated from the rest of her. I did not know what I'd expected— something neater, maybe, like what I had glimpsed online. Those women had been smooth and stylized, but Mom was different. The chocolate fur spread across her mound in a way that seemed both chaotic and completely natural, like it had grown exactly how it had wanted to.



I gawked like an idiot, and that was exactly how I felt: dumbfounded. "Holy fuck."
She took another step towards me. "You don't mind a bit of hair, do you?"
"I fucking love it, Mom. It's beautiful."
She finally got close enough to me that she could straddle my legs, placing the mouth of her furry cunt mere inches above my dick. "Flattery will get you everywhere in life, Pumpkin."
I hinted towards her it with my eyes. "I don't want to go everywhere. I want to go there."
Mom cupped a hand under my chin, using her thumb and index finger to stroke the sides of my jaw. "Okay, honey. Let's get you inside, then." She pulled open her dress flap - wide enough to expose both of her legs - then sat on my legs.
I could not tell which view I liked better— her ass perched on my lap, or her pussy sitting mere inches from my dick. Both were incredibly alluring.
She looped her arms around my neck and gave a half-smile. "My big butt is gonna leave a bruise on your legs if you let me keep sitting on you."
I smiled back. "Worth it."
She ground against me, sandwiching my dick between my stomach and the tuft of hair atop her mound. "Put your hands on my waist."
I caressed her sides, forming my fingers to the curves of her body. "I want to kiss you, Mom."
There was an inviting twinkle in her eye. "Then you should kiss me." She leaned her head forward until our foreheads touched, but she waited for me close the rest of the distance myself.
I closed my eyes and pushed forward blindly. We both groaned when our lips connected— mine a low rumbling, while hers hit a sharper pitch.
We mashed our mouths together, devouring each other with such hunger that we could only take short breaths in the brief moments when our lips were not connected.
I had made out with women in the past, but with Mom, it was different. I wanted her so badly that I was trying to prove it with every impassioned kiss, pouring into every one the lust that had built up for her over the previous year. She had already touched -- and sucked -- my cock, but something about finally kissing her made it feel truly real.
Mom broke the embrace and swooped down to my neck. She pressed her tongue against my collarbone, then dragged it upward until she reached my ear, where she whispered, "Tell me what you want to do."
The answer could not have been more obvious to either of us. "I want to fuck you!"
"Good boy." She lifted her ass off my lap a little bit. "Make him stand up straight for me, honey."
I flexed my cock, lifting it off of my belly to point at her pussy.
Mom lowered her hips, wiggling her butt back in forth in search of my dick. It poked into her lower thigh on one dip, then nudged against her clit on another, but on the third try she managed to lodge the head inside the opening. She gave it a tight squeeze to wrap her petals around it. "Found him."
She pressed her forehead against mine again. Though she did not kiss me, our noses brushed against each other, and the breath from her open mouth steamed my lips.
She gradually dropped her weight, slowly but steadily guiding my cock into her birth canal. "Oooooooh, fuuuuuuck."
I felt it, too, though I was sure we both admiring different things. I relished the soft, silky ridges along the interior squeezing me on the way down. My entire body - though it had been smaller at the time - had once been pushed through that narrow passageway, yet it was still tight enough to smother my dick so snugly that I wondered how I had ever fit.
The heat, too, was astonishing. Her mouth had been warm, but her cunt was hot. It felt inescapable, comparable to days under a hot sun with no shade to be found. I wanted to spend all night sweating in that gooey pocket, marinating until every inch of me was drenched in sweat.
Mom's juices greased my length, making her descent buttery smooth. She finally reached the bottom, and we both gave a sigh of relief.
She placed her palms flat against my chest and ground against me, making her fuzzy cunt hair tickle my belly. "Oh my god I have missed that!"
Her breasts dangled in front of me, so I took my left hand off of her waist and reached out to cup one of them. The supple dough has such pronounced weight to it that it molded around my fingers before I could squeeze. I lifted it up a little, bringing her nipple to eye level. The face-to-face reunion made my mouth water, and I felt that I had no choice but to lean forward so that I could pop the rubbery cap into my mouth.
I sucked hard, but not as hard as I could have. I wanted to find the right amount of pressure to make her squeal, and once I did - the noise she made was exquisite - I focused on it. My teeth ground gingerly against her nipple, digging into her areola slightly thanks to my steady suction.
"Just like when you were a baby," Mom said joyously. "Huh, baby?"
I flicked my tongue against the stuff nub. "Mmhmm!"
She rocked forward and back, dragging my dick through her lining of bumps and folds. Her hands pushed harder against my chest, giving her greater support so that she could lift her ass a few inches off of my lap.
I did not think there would be any greater pleasure in the world than the feeling of her slippery cunt lips sliding off of me, but I was proven wrong when she plopped back down again. The moment my fat cock head kissed her cervix was the closest I had ever come to having an out-of-body experience.
One of the few things that could have returned me to my corporeal form was the unexpected arrival of trick-or-treaters— though it was once again my fault for forgetting about them.
There was a rap on the door, spooking Mom and I out of our fantasy fuck-world. The surprise startled her so much that she tightened up immediately, constricting my dick in a fleshy vice grip. The muscular spasm created such a tight seal that, in her rush to stand up, the regurgitation of my cock from her tensely wound cunt made an audible slurping sound— like half-solidified soup sliding out of a can.
Mom winced with an awkward smile. "Oh, Jesus. That was loud."
I threw the robe over my lap. "I wonder if they heard it."
She shooed me off. "Shut up! Don't talk like that unless you want to embarrass me." Then she straightened her back and, after making sure that her hair was in order, went to answer the door. She grabbed a huge handful of candy and greeted the trick-or-treaters, none of whose faces I was able to see. Mom barely opened the door to greet them, just enough so that she could stand in the gap and hastily throw handfuls of candy into their bags. I didn't dare think that Mom had discovered something she loved more than Halloween, but, well, those kids sure did get the bum's rush.
Mom turned around, then leaned backward to close the door with her ass. While her back was still turned, she turned the lock. "No more interruptions."
"Yeah?" I asked. "I don't think a lock will stop them from knocking."
She leaned a little to the right and grabbed an electrical cord that was sticking out of the socket. With one tug, she shut down the cauldron, the strobes, and the spooky soundtrack all at once. With the exception of the dim, orange mood lighting, it looked like we had shut down for the night.
"Now," she said, "where were we?"
I stood up; her eyes widened in surprise. "I don't know where we were," I replied, "but this is where I want to go."
"Honey?"
I pointed to the chair. "I want to fuck you from behind." I was direct as I could be.
Mom seemed to appreciate me taking charge. "My, my. You're lucky I like being told what to do, Pumpkin. Should I take my boobs out, too?" Her willingness to put herself on display for me was as heartwarming as it was provocative.
"Fuck yes," I growled. "And lift your dress up."
She raised an eyebrow at me. "Is there a please making its way over to me?"
I rolled my eyes playfully. "Please lift your dress up so I can fuck you, Mom." Whether I was in control or not, apparently I was not allowed to forget my manners.
She yanked open her dress hard enough for her boobs to explode out of the front. Each heaving udder bounced in a different direction, but before they could stop wobbling, she scampered over to the black folding chair and climbed onto her knees. She arched her back and looked over her shoulder, catching my obsessive stare out of the corner of her eye while she lifted the veil.
When her plump, lily-white cheeks came into view, she performed a little jiggle that made them clap together. "Come on, sweetheart."
With her dress drawn open at the front and pulled up at the back, she was barely wearing anything at all. Only her midsection and arms were covered by the black fabric, and though I longed to see her completely nude, I knew that our foyer was not the ideal location for a full strip-down.
Besides, I was so eager to get back inside of her that I did not give a damn what she was wearing. It could have been a Snuggie for all I cared! My own costume, however, was starting to get on my nerves, so I tugged it over my head and threw the crumpled heap onto the floor. I knew it would be a cinch to put it back on compared to Mom's form-fitting dress, so I did not mind being the only one naked.
Mom turned her head so that she was facing forward. "You don't think that's a little risky?"
"I don't care," I admitted. "I want to feel your ass on my legs, not some stupid costume."
Mom gave her rump another energetic twerk, making her cheeks clap together even louder than before. "Then come and feel them, honey. We're waiting."
I took a big step towards her so that I was close enough for my dick to rest between her globular ass cheeks. I put my hands on her waist, wedging my fingers into the shallow crease where her tummy met her upper thigh. With a thumb on either side of her spine, I pushed my hands forward.
"Feels nice," she piped up.
I slid them under her dress, caressing her midsection. "When I touch you like that?"
She gave a hurried nod. "Uh-huh -- but it's not just touching. It's more like... holding. You know? You're so gentle with me."
"Should I be rougher?"
"No," she said insistently. "Just be you, honey. That's the man I want inside of me."
My heart punched my chest with a pair of brass knuckles. To hear her say so blatantly that she wanted me to fuck her - her son, of all people - was an elixir that could have woken me from a coma.
I pulled back so that I could aim my dick at her pussy. Since she had managed to get me in there without using her hands, I wanted to see if I could do the same, so I swung my hips forward and back until the head was lodged against the opening of her creamy cunt. I gave my hips a slight thrust, but it was twice as much strength as I had needed to slip between her folds. I was not sure which of us gave a louder groan of satisfaction when the head popped inside.
"Fuck, Mom," I said with a grunt. "You're so wet. I barely even need to push."
"I knooooow," she sang. "But do it anyway, please. Big, big push."
Her wish was nothing less than a command to me, so I drove my cock to the bottom of her pussy in one deliciously firm thrust.
"Oh!" she yelped as her body was thrown forward. "Just like that, Pumpkin. Just like that." She wrapped both of her arms around the back of the chair so that she would not be ejected the next time I slammed into her. "Gimmie another. Harder, honey!"
I was exhilarated that she was begging for more, and I refused to let her down. I quickly withdrew my cock until only the head remained inside of her, then plunged it back into her.
"More!" she cried. "More!"
I pushed my dick into the soupy sheathe until it hit the mouth of her womb, at which point the whole sleeve - and all of the soft, velvety pleating that lined it - throttled my dong in a tight hug. It was a perfect pattern— the way her walls loosened as I pulled out, then coiled around me when I hilted her.
I do not even remember taking a single breath for the first dozen strokes. I was so entranced with the sight, the feeling, and the sound of literally clapping my mother's cheeks that my brain was too overloaded to spare a second to breathe.
CLAP! CLAP! CLAP!
The sound was remarkable, but the sight was something else entirely. Mom's pillowy rump was soft on my legs, and each time they collided, the impact made a large, bulky ripple move through her flesh. My eyes latched onto it each time it reappeared, following the fat wave as it rolled through her skin. It would outward from my thighs, travelling up her bottom until it disappeared under her dress. Though I could not see it by that point, I could feel it jiggling under my palms.
Mom's guttural wailing made me thankful that she had locked the door. If she hadn't, I think the police might have been a bigger concern than some curious trick-or-treaters. Still, she did her unwitting best to reassure the entire world that she wasn't some damsel in distress. "Oh fuck! Fuck yes! Fuck that fucking pussy, sweetheart!"
I finally took a deep breath. "M-Mom! Someone might hear you!" Part me didn't want her to stop being so vulgar; it was music to my ears.
She let out an exasperated laugh, and hardly had to pause her passionate moaning to do so. "I... don't... care!" She blurted out the words between three powerful pumps. "Smack... my ass... honey!" Her sugary voice was already sweeter than candy, and hearing such an angelic tone begging for something so lewd made it even better.
I brought my right hand down hard on her bottom, making an ear-piercing crack. It was loud, but not half as loud as the startled shriek she made in response to it.
"Too hard?" I asked.
"Harder!" she cried.
I raised my hand up above my head. I swung so hard that the cracks between my fingers whistled from the air rushing through them.
She gave a sharp yelp when the wound-up strike landed on her ass. "Ah!"
It took less than a second for the outline of my palm and fingers to appear on her bum. A light red brand was seared onto her skin. I got the idea that if I spanked her a third time, with even greater strength, I would be able to see the swirl of my fingerprints left behind in the soft clay.
I wanted more. I found myself fascinated with the position of power I held. Even though Mom had been the one instructing me to get rough, it had still given me the sense that I was dominating her in some way, and I liked the way it felt.
My left hand still clung to her waist, keeping us tethered together, which freed up my right hand to do anything I wanted. At that moment plenty of her long, beautiful hair - that which had not been shaped in the beehive - was draped down her back. I wanted nothing more than to reach out and grab it, so I did. I took a handful of it and wrapped it around my fist, then gently, but firmly, tugged on the reins. With that grip, and the one I had on her waist, I could easily pull her on to me to meet my strokes as I thrust forward.
Mom was craning her neck, her eyes pointed to the ceiling, but she did not protest my rough handling. Perhaps she did not want to, or perhaps she was not able to. Both were equally likely, considering that the only words coming out of her were occasional expletives.
"Oh, god! Oooh, fuck me! Jesus Christ, honey!" I'd never heard such language from her before. Hearing her curse so comfortably made me feel like I was getting to peek behind yet another curtain. With every one that was pulled back, I saw a little more of who Mom really was underneath that matronly title.
With a bestial grunt, I plowed to the bottom of Mom's pussy and held myself there. "You feel so fucking good. I don't think I can last much longer."
She mewled with hunger. "Then don't."
My racing pulse proved that it could yet run quicker. "Really? In here?" My hips began to move on their own, slowly dragging my dick out of my mother when they pulled back without my consent.
Mom turned her head to look at me as much as she could with her hair still tightly clutched in my fist. "You wanna?"
My eyes ballooned. "Fuck yes! Holy shit! Are you, like, on the pill or something?" I realized that, with each sentence I spoke, I was gradually picking up my tempo. It was as though my excitement to creampie her had automatically restarted the engine before my brain knew what was happening, but once I noticed, I took the helm back and - with very intentional force - drove my dick into her to interrupt her next sentence.
"Do you c-care, sweetheart?" She blew me a kiss. "Or do you just wanna cum inside me?"
"I... the second one," I admitted sheepishly.
She turned back around and wagged her tail, making her cunt convulse around me. "Then go ahead. I already said yes, honey. How close are you?"
I took my hand off of her waist and rubbed the small of her back, comparing the silken softness of her skin to that of the tenderized meat undulating around my cock. "Like now. Like... holy fucking shit, Mom. That feels so fucking good!"
She flung her chubby bottom against me. "Do it, sweetheart. Gonna cum for me?"
"Yeah! Yeah!" There was already a familiar tingle at the base of my spine, and when its warmth trickled down to my balls - tightly pulled against my body in anticipation - I knew I had only seconds to spare.
I did not just want to cum inside of her; I wanted to breed her. There was a part of my brain -- a very loud part -- urging me to do so. Breed your mother! Make her pregnant! Make her yours! I did not care if it was possible or intelligent. It was what I wanted more than anything in the world, so I obeyed.
I pushed my cock as far in as it would go. The head kissed her cervix and inflated to the size of a plump, spongy golf ball; that's how it felt, anyway. I was filling her before I even came, bulging to stuff every vacant inch. My dick pulsated mightily, swelling to its largest, and hardest, just as the first rope of cum fired from the tip.
"OooOOooOOhh," Mom howled. "Good boy. Goooooood boy."
Even through the heat of her pussy, I could feel the goo dribbling down my length. It was like white magma, turning her insides into a sweltering, sticky den.
Her muscles squeezed me tightly, but it seemed involuntary. She was so lost in pleasure, moaning as she felt my cum pour into her, that her pussy had taken over milking duties. Every constriction coaxed another burst out of me, pulling it straight out my cock like the throbbing pole was a straw for her pussy to drink through.
I let go of her hair and fell forward, using her arched back as a table with which to support my heaving body. My groans were an octave below her cries of pleasure, but still just as loud. Anyone that approached the door surely would have heard us mating like wild animals, but we were past the point of caring.
"Jesus... Christ... Mom," I said, short of breath.
She pressed into me, putting pressure on the tip of my cock as she pushed backward. "He's still going, honey. How much do you have in there?"
I chuckled through a hearty breath. "For you? Loads more."
Mom made a giggle of her own, but she, too, was panting like a dog. "Loads, huh? Careful, or I might ask you to prove that."
Her words revitalized me, so I stood up straight, but horribly miscalculated how weak my knees had gotten in the wake of my powerful orgasm. "Like tonight?"
Mom thought for a moment. "It is still Halloween. The night is young. Anything could happen." The insinuation made my dick tremble. "Oh, my. I felt that! I guess he likes the sound of that?"
"Fuck yes he does! I feel like I could already fuck you all over again, Mom. Do we have to wait until tonight?"



"I think so, sweetheart. I do want to hand out some more candy."
I petted her spine through her dress. "With all that cum in your pussy?"
Mom clicked her tongue in sarcastic disapproval. "No, mister cums-a-lot! I have to go get clean first. I can feel how much is in there and I do not want to leak onto my dress."
I groaned with dismay. "So, does that mean I have to pull out?"
Mom faked a sympathetic whine. "Aww, poor baby. Did you go and fall in love with my pussy, Pumpkin?"
A burst of warmth spread across my cheeks. "I mean... maybe. It's pretty damn lovable, Mom, and so are you!"
"Such a flirt I've raised." She squeezed her cunt muscles around me a couple of times, likely testing my cock to see if she could get another few droplets out of it. "I think he's ready to come out now." She stuck a hand between her legs with her palm facing upright. "Go ahead, sweetheart. Pull."
I dragged my dick out of her, tormenting the overly sensitive head with the bumps and ridges that coated her innards. Each one felt like a bolt of lightning, one of which was so strong that it made me wince a little. "Fuck, Mom. I feel like I'm gonna cum again just from pulling it out."
"Don't you dare," she insisted. "I'm gonna have a big enough mess to clean up as it is! Now, get that big dick out of me, please."
I popped the head out of her loosened entrance. Her dark pussy hair glistened. Slowly seeping from the center of her soggy, pink hole was a generous dollop of baby batter. I was captivated by it, watching in silence as it fell free.
The sticky substance dripped down into her cunt fur, where it got caught in the woolly fibers and refused to budge even when a trickle of translucent precum followed behind it. Each convulsion of her weathered pussy seemed to work the cum that remained inside, gradually ushering it towards the exit.
I was only allowed to watch for a few seconds, at which point Mom closed her fingers over the mouth of her pussy to seal the rest inside. The chunky bead that had landed in her fur squelched when she squished it and oozed through her fingers, painting her knuckles white.
"Aww," I whined. "I was watching that."
Mom scoffed. "You can watch next time, sweetheart."
"Next time?"
She climbed off of the chair with her hand still wedged firmly between her thighs. "Yes, silly. Unless—"
"No 'unless!' Don't even say it, Mom."
She studied the sincerity on my face and seemed content with what she saw. "Okay, honey. No 'unless.' So, you can watch your cum drip out next time, then. Does that sound okay?"
I nodded ecstatically. "Sounds amazing! Do— uh, do you want my help cleaning up?"
It was a painfully transparent attempt to see her half naked again, and she saw right through it. "Nuh-uh. I'm not letting you anywhere near my pussy until the night is done."
I took a step towards her. "And then?"
She backed away with a coy smile on her face, indicating that she enjoyed playing hard to get as much at least half as much as she had enjoyed being gotten. "Then we'll talk. But I had better get some damn good scares out of you!"
I held my left hand over my heart. "I will traumatize those kids if I have to, Mom. They won't know what hit them!"
She got up on her tiptoes and, with a slightly lean forward, kissed me on the lips. It was a brief peck -- nothing at all compared to our dreamy kiss earlier that night -- but it was oddly sensual to have her smooch me so casually. I had never had a serious girlfriend before, but I imagined a quick kiss after rough sex to be something that came naturally to couples that had dated for a while— not a mother and son who had just broken about a thousand societal rules.
"Get your costume on," Mom said, "and I'll be down in a minute."
She turned to leave, her fingers lodged between her sodden thighs, then walked into the dimly lit house. Just as her blubbery bottom was about to disappear from view, I called out to her. "Wait! Mom?"
She craned her spine to poke her head past the door frame, putting only her face and ass cheeks on display. "Yes?"
"Happy Halloween."
She beamed at me, and that's when I knew I'd accomplished the noble mission I'd completely forgotten about amidst all the teasing and the mind-blowing sex. Though I'd never been the Grinch of this particular story, my heart grew three sizes - and yes, my cock had definitely beaten it to that punch, but hopefully you can cut a horny young man some slack.
"Happy Halloween to you, too, Pumpkin," she replied.
It was still her favorite holiday.
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There was something magical about coming home for Christmas. The holidays had a way of amplifying nostalgia, making my return feel like more than just a standard visit. It felt important.
As I stood at the foot of our driveway, my arms overloaded with poorly wrapped presents, I admired the various festive decorations with which Mom had adorned the house. Strings of lights were woven through the barren hedges lining either side the driveway, replacing the leaves they had shed so that they would not look quite so empty. The windows were caked with decals of colorful Christmas trees and bright yellow stars. There was a large, plastic snowman standing by the front door, and though he had terrified me as a kid, I was finally brave enough to face the frozen bouncer head on.
My mother, Holly, had always been a huge fan of Christmas, and had once again spared no expense converting our humble abode into a yuletide shrine. I don't mean to belittle her. In fact, her enthusiasm had rubbed off on me, just as it had my siblings. Truthfully, however, it was never just festive cheer that made me so excited to come home; it was Mom. In fact, I'd go so far as I to say that she was more the reason than the season.
Mom was, without a doubt, the most astonishingly beautiful woman that I had ever laid eyes on, and I did so as frequently as I thought I could get away with it. The way I would stare at her backside as she bent over to pull a present out from under the tree, or her huge, wobbling tits fighting against the constraints of whatever top had been given the difficult task of trying to hide them away, was unabashed. I figured she surely must have noticed, but she'd never said a word.
Mom always wore a Christmas-themed outfit when I came to visit for the season, insisting that it helped her get into the holiday spirit. Since the last two outfits had done a suspiciously poor job of keeping her modest - with a body like hers, that would have required a whole pillowcase - I had spent the weeks leading up to my visit fantasizing about what kind of deliciously revealing outfit she would be wearing that year. They were never explicitly sexy outfits, to be fair. Rather, I was of the opinion that absolutely anything would look fantastic on her-- pillowcase included.
I trudged up the driveway, leaving shallow imprints in the freshly fallen snow that had covered the black asphalt. My father, Vincent, had likely shovelled in preparation for my arrival, but the snow had been coming down ever since I had left campus, leaving the driveway as white as-- well, you get it. It was a slow fall, but every flake that hit the ground was just another piece of "frozen hell water," as my father had often put it, that he would have to shovel. Clearly, Mom's love of Christmas had not rubbed off of him the way it had on the rest of us.
Just as I reached the stone steps, I saw a flicker of movement in the bay window that flanked the front door. It was a flutter in the curtain that I spotted out of the corner of my eye, but when I turned my head, I did not see anything there but slowly swaying fabric. Thinking nothing of it, I kicked the bottom of the door with my boot, but it was swiftly pulled open after the first kick.
I heard Mom's voice before I saw her, like I was impatiently sitting through a teaser trailer before I was allowed to lay my eyes on her. "My baby is home!" she exclaimed as she opened the door.
"I'm home!" I said with equal enthusiasm. "And you're... Wow, Mom!"
Even that all-encompassing exclamation did not properly convey my astonishment. It was an exaggeration to say that it took my breath away, but wholly true to say that I forgot to inhale for a few seconds as I gawked at that year's getup.
It was a bright red dress made of soft fabric whose off-the-shoulder neckline was low enough to leave her upper chest bare. It dipped slightly across her chest in a gentle curve, prominently displaying a wonderful amount of cleavage. A thin, white ribbon was tied in a small bow directly in the center of the neckline, right between her breasts, with two pompoms dangling from it like a pair of snowballs. There was a trim of white fuzz around the low-seated neckline that tightly bound her breasts, intersecting her cleavage in such a way that it seemed designed to intentionally put her tits on display.
Around her waist was a black belt, fitting the dress around her middle before the fabric flared outward into a short, bouncy skirt. The hemline ended high on her thigh, its edge boasting a fluffy boa that mirrored the fuzzy neckline of the dress. Down the front of the skirt were two more large, white pompoms arranged vertically, mimicking buttons that I imagined would put pressure directly on her pussy mound if a naughty elf were to press it.
The length of the skirt was questionable at best, but she got away with it by wearing a pair of sheer stockings, tinged a light red, that almost fully covered the visible portion her legs. Between the top of the stockings and the bottom of her dress, there was a small gap wherein her creamy, white flesh peeked out to grab my attention.
Mom did a little curtsy, fanning out the bottom of the dress as she dipped her hips. "You like it?" She was not wearing shoes, so I could see each of her tiny toes wiggling happily in the feet of her rosy stockings.
"I... Wow!" I repeated lamely, truly unable to conjure anything more.
Mom opened her arms and stepped towards me. "Good answer! I'm so happy you're home, honey."
I barely had time to offload the presents onto the floor before her arms were wrapped around me, clutching me like she had found me adrift at sea and never wanted to let me go again. "Me too, Mom."
I was reminded how it felt to be touched by someone who really cared about me. I was no slouch with women; I had been with several since attending university, but they'd been hollow flings. None of them had ever given me a shred of the satisfaction that I felt when Mom hugged me.
She held on for longer than usual. The "normal" amount of time for a casual hug ended... then a second passed, then another, then a few more, until it felt like we had been slowly swaying back and forth for an entire minute. Her face was buried against my chest, and I could hear her taking deep breaths, as though she were savoring my scent.
"So happy, honey," she said again, more dreamily that time.
I kissed the top of her head, nuzzling my nose into her flowing blonde hair. "Doesn't feel like Christmas unless we're all together, right?"
She mewed quietly. "Something like that, yeah." Then, she sniffled and pulled her head back so her beautiful blue eyes could stare into mine. "I missed you a whole lot."
I made no effort to hide my toothy grin. "Gosh. Now you're just trying to flatter me. Everybody likes a bit of flattery now and then."
She cocked her head to the side. "Oh, totally. Is it working?"
I boasted the biggest, most arrogant smirk that I could muster. "Like a charm."
She rubbed my forearm, then gave it a reassuring squeeze. "Good... but I didn't wear this just for a 'wow,' sweetheart. Does it look okay on me?"
My eyes nearly fell out of my head. "Of course! You look spectacular, Mom - really, really gorgeous. I'm serious!"
She tittered gleefully. "Thank you, thank you. I hoped you'd like it."
I raised a quizzical eyebrow. "You wore this... for me?"
She shrugged, refusing to acknowledge the peculiarity of dressing to impress her own son. "Like you said; everyone likes a bit of flattery now and then. It's nice to know I'm still worth a look, you know?"
I guess Dad isn't giving her those looks anymore, I thought. I was smart enough not to phrase it like that - or like anything. I lowered my voice just in case it carried down the hall to unintended ears. "Well, I'm happy that I have something so beautiful to look at."
"See?" she asked. "Now that's the kind of flattery that will get you everywhere in life." Then she blew me a small kiss, and when it reached me, I realized that it had been carried over on a waft of rum vapors, which explained why Mom was being so flirtatious.
"Uh, Mom? How many glasses of eggnog have you had?"
She giggled as a fiendish smile crept across her face. "Toooo many. And guess what? There's rum in them, too!"
I chuckled and shook my head. "I figured."
"Do you want one?" she asked eagerly.
I sure as hell did, but not before I visited my old bedroom to see if it still looked the same. "Let me unpack my stuff first. I'll be down in a minute."
Her expression went blank. "Oh. Um, yeah. You mean upstairs?"
"Yeah. Unless that's a bad idea?"
She paused. "Hmm. You should go talk to your father, I think. He's up there now."
I did not appreciate how vague she was being, and felt oddly anxious that I was walking into some sort of trap. I kicked my shoes off and started to head towards the stairs that sat just beyond the foyer coat closet, but Mom grabbed my arm and spun me back around.
"Wait!" she commanded, then pointed to the ceiling. "Rules are rules, honey."
I looked up and saw that she was gesturing to the bundle of green mistletoe that someone ­- undoubtedly her - had hung over the front door. "Hmm," I said. "Who put that there?"
She shrugged casually, avoiding the obvious implication. "I dunno. But it's bad luck to turn it down, you know."
"Well, rules are rules."
Mom's eyes lit up like I had handed her a winning lottery ticket. "Yeah? Really?"
I found her excitement positively adorable, and did not bother to consider why she was so wound up over what I expected to be an innocent smooch. "Sure, Mom. Why not?"
She stepped towards me so that her red, stocking-clad feet were on top of mine. She rubbed them back and forth, grazing my toes with the soft fabric covering the pads of her feet. "Don't keep your mother waiting, mister."
Looking back, I did not take the situation as seriously as I should have. I leaned forward to place a quick peck on Mom's cheek, but at the very last second, she turned her head to ensure that my lips landed squarely on hers. I tried to pull away once I realized what had happened, but it seemed that she'd been expecting me to do so. She swiftly reached a hand behind my head to clutch the back of my neck.
I froze in place, unsure of what to do. I wanted to succumb to the urge to kiss her more fully, but did not want to overstep by taking advantage of her while she was inebriated. "Uh... Mom?" I piped up with our mouths still firmly pressed together.
"What?" Mom did not break the bond, but instead wiggled her lips so that they fit between mine and created a tight seal. She suckled softly on my upper lip, then flicked the tip of her tongue across the bottom one.
She opened her mouth wider, giving me two options: take the opportunity to pull away, or close my eyes - as she had - and fully commit to the kiss. I did not hesitate to pick the latter.
I, too, widened my maw to match her energy, and when our lips reconnected, it was a far more slovenly exchange than the light peck I had already given her. We were right on the border of making out, our tongues lazily lapping at each other in a series of tiny flutters. It never quite evolved into a true French kiss, but it was as close as we could be without the soft, wet sounds of our smacking lips carrying down the hall.
I could not recall a time when any of the women I had been with in the past year had deployed that same sincerity in their kiss. There was an underlying desperation to Mom's advances, as though she had been waiting all year to get me under that mistletoe.
A creek from the floorboards upstairs drove us apart, but we quickly fell to giggles when we realized that it was just the house settling rather than an uninvited guest to our mother-son smooching session.
"Oops," Mom said with a laugh. "I thought someone was coming."
"I-- uh, yeah," I said. "So did I. Should we have, like... I mean, what was that, Mom?"
She shrugged as if she had no idea what I was talking about. "What do you mean? It's mistletoe, after all."
"Yeah, but with tongue?"
She waved me off with a flick of her wrist. "Whatever, scrooge. I'm just happy to see you, that's all."
I studied her expression for any hint that she was messing with me, figuring that she would want to undercut her intimate kiss with a joke, but she was dead serious. "If you say so," I replied cautiously.
"I do say so." She pointed to the stairs. "But I also say that you should get your butt upstairs to unpack so I can get you that drink."
I did not want to make a big deal of it, especially if Mom was intent on playing it off as harmless. The flow of blood to my cock told the real story. Further evidence of our debauchery came from the taste of eggnog, and texture of smeared lipstick, that lingered on my tongue and lips.
That was not a normal kiss, I thought, but damn do I ever wanna do it again!
With the taste of residual alcohol sizzling on my taste buds, I felt rather intoxicated. I did not imagine that it was from the booze, though, and placed the blame on the whirlwind of feelings that Mom had stirred up. I was drunk on lust, and to have gotten that way over something as simple as a kiss was unprecedented for me.
I practically floated up the stairs, my backpack lighter than air. When I reached the end of the hallway where my room was, however, it became heavy and leaden, dragging me down with despair the moment I opened the door.
"What the hell is this?" I asked in surprise.
Dad, a rotund, bespectacled man who was a few inches shorter than me, spun around in his office chair with a sheepish look on his face. "Hey, kiddo. How was uni?"
"It was fine," I replied curtly. "Where is my room, Dad?"
My once-bedroom had been co-opted and turned into what many would classify as a "man cave," equipped with everything from my father's Harley Davidson posters to the ostensibly man-themed clock - a haphazard collection of miniaturized steel tools - sitting on the wall. My bed was gone, of course, and had been replaced with a large, semi-circle desk that took up an entire corner of the room.
"Don't get mad," Dad insisted.
I shook my head dismissively. "Let's pretend I already am. What the hell?"
He had the look of a guilty child as he explained himself. "Well, sport, when you moved out--"
"It was like this in September when I moved back after the summer!"
"I know it was. I waited a few weeks, but... well, it's not like you were using it. I've always wanted my own space."
"And what about my space?
Dad held up his hands defensively. "Calm down, Mikey. Your Mom is gonna get you set up in the living room with a nice air mattress she bought. You're nineteen; that's the perfect age to sleep on one of those damn things!"
I rolled my eyes. "Lucky me." I had no desire to give my father another word, so I turned on my heels and marched back down the hallway. I was intent on going straight back to Mom to take her up on her offer of spiked eggnog, but stopped dead in my tracks when I heard my brother, Tyler, venting his frustrations in his room.
"Fuckin' stupid piece of shit!" he exclaimed.
The door was ajar, so I pushed it open with one finger and poked my head inside. "Smells like loser in here."
Tyler's back was to me, and his attention was focused on the game he was losing, so he did not turn around to give his rebuttal. "Takes one to know one."
I snickered. "Fair enough, man. You still playing Fortnite?"
He groaned and threw his controller on the bed beside him. "Still losing Fortnite. Game fuckin' sucks anyway. Whatever."
I leaned against the doorframe. "Sounds like you missed having a big brother around to win for you."
"Dude, you're like four years older than me. I don't need your boomer-ass to win, but... Yeah, I don't know. It's cool that you're home, I guess."
"Glad to know you're not too heartbroken without me around."
Tyler flopped back on his bed. "Well, yeah, I'm not Mom, you know."
"What does that mean?"
He sat back up and turned to face me, crossing his legs up on the bed. "It means she's, like... She talks about you all the time, man. This whole week has been 'Mikey' this, 'my baby' that, blah, blah, blah. It's crazy!"
I chewed on my bottom lip so I would not be caught grinning from ear to ear. "Well, yeah. I guess she was excited for me to come home. Anyway, I brought my Switch, so we can hook it up on the TV later and rip a bit of Smash Bros if you want." It was a game we had always enjoyed playing together. If you can believe it, it had ended as many fights as it had started.
Tyler nodded. "Alright, bet. At least I know I can beat you at that."
"Uh-huh, sure." I turned and fled the scene, closing the door behind me to contain Tyler's expletive-filled ranting. As I released the knob, I turned and almost walked right into my sister - who was blissfully entranced by her phone - as she left the bathroom that sat directly next to the stairs. "Jesus, Marcy!"
She looked up, still holding her phone at chest height so she could return to it at a moment's notice. "Hey, Mikey."
"You might wanna look up from your phone while you walk around, you know."
She sneered at me with her signature brand of exaggerated annoyance. "Ha ha, hilarious. You sound like Dad."
I feigned offense, holding my hand over my heart. "That was horrifically mean, Mar."
"Oh, bless your heart," she said. After a brief silence that was a second away from turning awkward, Marcy gestured to my room with her phone. "So, they really fucked up your room, huh?"
"Marcy!" Dad's voice boomed from his man cave. "Language, please!"
Her eyes did a full rotation in her skull. "We'll talk about your fucked up room later when somebody isn't eavesdropping."
"I'm right here!" Dad complained. "How am I supposed to tune you out?"
Marcy gave me a playful wink as if to say "watch this." "And what is that supposed to mean, Dad? Are you saying I'm a loudmouth?"
Our father's defeated sigh could be heard from all the way down the hall. "Marcy, just... go talk to your mother about dinner, please."
"Yes, Papa," she said with a sarcastic salute, then raised her voice and pointed it down the stairs. "Oh, mother dearest? Are you there?"
The muted pitter-patter of Mom's stocking-clad feet came racing from the kitchen until her face appeared at the bottom of the stairs. "Yes, daughter dearest?"
Their tones evoked a sense of old English spoken with a modern twist, but neither of them were good at emulating accents.
"Father insists that you wish to have a dialogue with me," Marcy said.
Unlike Dad, who was a lovable grouch, Mom was simply effervescent, so she always chose to play along. "Marcy, dear, what ever shall I cook you for supper?"
I looked at them with confusion. "Aren't we having turkey?"
The women hissed at me like a pair of stray cats, then broke into a fit of giggles. "No, dork," Marcy said. "I'm vegan now."
I snorted with laughter. "That'll last two weeks, tops."
My sister turned to scowl at me, but over her shoulder I could see Mom wiggling three fingers in the air as she mouthed the words "three weeks." Wisely, she hid her hand behind her back just as Marcy turned to face her again. "We're all being very supportive of Cee-Cee while she goes through this transitional--"


Marcy stomped her foot to cut her off. "Do not say 'phase,' Mom."
Mom paused for a moment. "Her transitional... thing, then. What'll it be, Cee-Cee?"
"I'll just have potatoes and green beans. It's fine."
Mom looked devastated. "I am not letting you have sides for dinner. Mikey will run out and get something, if you want."
My eyes widened. "He will?"
Mom winked at me. "He sure will."
I sighed and slumped my shoulders forward. "Okay, then. What do you want? I can go forage for some seasonal berries, maybe find a stash of acorns somewhere."
Marcy stuck out her tongue and blew a raspberry. "Hilarious, Michael. There's gotta be something at the store. They've always got some sort of meatless tofurkey option if you look hard enough."
I wasn't thrilled about going solo, and Mom must have sensed that. "I can come, too!" she said cheerily.
I had been looking forward to relaxing by the fireside and submerging myself in the holiday spirit, but some one-on-one time with Mom sounded just as good, if not better. "Sure, Mom. Guess it's a good thing that I didn't even take my coat off."
She bustled over to the coat closet and grabbed a black number with three large, golden buckles on the front. There was a fake fur trim around the hood, too, since she had never been able to wear the real thing without feeling guilty. She handed me the car keys. "Ready when you are, captain."
"I'm driving?"
She nodded. "You're chauffeuring, sweetheart. There's more dignity in that, I think."
I dropped my backpack and stretched out my shoulders. "Should we tell Dad we're going out?"
She scowled for a second before she seemingly remembered to whom she was revealing that genuine anger. "It's fine. He won't care."
"Uh, okay, then." I did not follow up, but I had about a thousand questions about his disinterest. Mom, however, seemed perfectly content to drop the topic then and there.
We left the house and headed to the garage, the code for which I still knew by heart. The door creaked to life as the whirring motor dragged it towards the ceiling. I walked up to the passenger side of our family's small sedan and opened the door for Mom, then made an exaggerated gesture for her to get in. "Your chariot awaits."
Mom performed a courtesy curtsy that was similar to the one she had done upon my arrival. "Been a while since a man opened the door for me."
"You raised a gentleman."
There was an unforgettable twinkle in her eye. "I sure did, sweetheart."
I hurried around to the driver side and climbed in next to Mom, rubbing my hands together to keep warm. "Off we go!"
I flipped the ignition, and after waiting a few customary seconds for the engine to warm up, I threw the car in reverse and timidly backed down the driveway. Snow squeaked under the tires like it was made of Styrofoam, crunching under the weight of the tires as it was compacted to a thin, dense layer that coated the rubber.
Given the light snowfall, I kept the wipers on their lowest setting while the windshield warmed up. The back and forth swiping, accompanied by the monotonous shhhk-whup, shhhk-whup with each pass, was strangely hypnotic, and so we sat in comfortable silence for a few minutes while Mom stared out the window.
"So," I said, interrupting the stillness, "Tyler says you really missed me."
"Of course I did," she replied.
"Says I'm, like, all you've talked about this week."
Though I could only see her left cheek, I was certain that the right one was just as red. "I was excited for you to come home!"
I felt a little anxious to bring up the lip-locking incident from earlier, but could not resist treading such intriguing waters. "Is that what that kiss was all about?"
The soft rouge in Mom's cheeks turned a bright, fiery crimson. "Oh, um... yeah, that."
I waited for her to elaborate, but nothing came. "Duh, that! You smooched the hell out of me, Mom."
She chuckled, seemingly relieved that I was not upset. "Oh! I thought you were mad, or something."
I shrugged. "It was a good kiss, so, can't be too mad, can I?"
"Well, if you're not mad, then what did you feel?"
I felt another pang of anxiety, but I was not sure where it was coming from. In hindsight, it was my brain picking up on subtle cues that I was not quite smart enough to piece together at the time. If I had been, I would've understood that she was asking me - quite directly, too - if her kiss had turned me on.
"Uh... good, I guess? I mean it was a good kiss. You're a good kisser. Wow, that feels weird to say about my own mom!"
She belly laughed, cutting through the final bit of tension. "Well, if we're being honest, so are you, honey."
Since the store was so close, we did not have time to get any further in the conversation before our destination was in sight. Still, I wanted to milk every ounce of information out of her that I could before we left the car. "So, are you gonna tell me?"
"Tell you what?"
"Why did you kiss me like that? I mean, am I crazy, or was that a decidedly better-than-normal kiss?"
Mom unbuckled from her seat. "I'm just glad you liked it, sweetheart. I told you I missed you. I guess I just wanted a way to show it." She opened the door, but then, just as I shut the car off, she closed it and turned in her seat so she was facing me. "Would you like another one?"
I froze with my hand on the keys, and time itself stood still in much the same way. I felt hyper aware of my surroundings. Wind whistled softly through the poorly sealed windows, snowflakes fell on the windshield and melted as soon as they hit the heated glass, and my breath fogged up the air between me and Mom.
I stared at her blankly, unsure if she was being serious. "Another... A kiss, you mean?"
She nodded with a huge smile on her face. I could tell it was real from the way some faint crow's feet appeared in the corners of her eyes. "Uh-huh."
"Mom what... what are we doing?"
She shrugged as though she was offering the most casual thing in the world. "We're not thinking. We're just answering one easy little question."
My heart was pounding madly, and every muscle in my jaw grew tense. "Yeah? What question?"
She tilted her head to the side a little. "Do you want to kiss me again?"
I did what she asked, but it was not easy. There was a lot of baggage that came with a question like that, but almost all of it was due to influences that were not in the car with me. There was no Dad, no society to explain ourselves to, and no siblings that would mock me for being a mama's boy. There was only me, Mom, and one easy little question.
I nodded eagerly. "I do, Mom." I did not know what the hell was going on with me, but I knew beyond a doubt that I wanted to feel her lips on mine.
"Good answer." She lifted up both of our arm rests, then leaned over a bit and tugged on my coat collar. "Come a little closer to me, sweetheart."
I tucked my right arm behind her back and pulled her towards me, which was easy without the arm rests in the way, until she was half-seated on the center console. The plastic creaked under her weight.
I slipped my arm under the wing of her coat and wrapped it around her waist. Her body heat was tremendous, and even without the engine running, I felt like it could have sustained us through a blizzard for several hours.
I tilted my head the opposite way as hers so we could fit our mouths together, but there was too much tension for us to kiss just then.
Our noses brushed. I could smell the peppermint candy on her breath that she had used to mask the alcohol, but underneath that sharp, peppery snap, I still caught the undercurrent of rum. I was breathing hard, which made me nervous until I realized that she was, too. Her hand, still loosely clutching my collar, trembled slightly.
"Are you sure you wanna do this, Mom?" I asked, fearful that she would come to her senses.
She tilted her chin up. The motion was small but deliberate - the kind that said now. "Do you want to keep talking, or do you want to kiss me?"
I had imagined that moment hundreds of times, but with her in front of me - with her eyes fixed on me in that quiet, deliberate way - it felt so dreamlike that I wondered if any of it was real.
I do not remember leaning in, but I remember the feeling of her lips pressing against mine. The whole world seemed to melt away, like the warmth of her body heat had spread to every corner of the car. Even the faint squeak of the wipers was lost beneath the hush that fell over the entire parking lot, drowning out the sea of passersby that were oblivious to the taboo scene we were performing just a few feet away.
At first, the contact was soft and uncertain. Our mouths fit together lightly, lips pressing and releasing in small, testing movements as if finding a rhythm. Her lower lip slipped slightly between mine, and I followed the motion instinctively, mirroring her pace.
She tasted faintly of cold air and that masking sweetness. The kiss deepened, slowly and certainly, as if time itself had been waiting for that moment as eagerly as I had.
Our mouths moved together in a kind of pulse, our lips parting only to meet again a second later. It was a gentle back-and-forth, led by Mom with an expertise that I could not fully embody, but only mimic. When she opened a little wider, I did, too, and the movement became slower - more passionate. Our tongues met briefly, gliding over each other before retreating again. The exchange was almost silent except for our heavy breathing and the sound of our wet tongues writhing together.
A small sound escaped her. I felt it rather than heard it, humming through the narrow space where our mouths met. It was a half breath, half sigh breaking softly between us. It was not particularly loud, but it changed everything: the air, the pace, and the way I held her. The sound acted as a kind of surrender - her voluntarily submitting to me in a way that no mother ever should, and exposing her desire to be treated like a woman, even if it was at the hands of her oldest son.
"God, Michael," she panted between torrid smooches. She broke the kiss, but did not pull away. Instead, she pressed her forehead against mine and exhaled warm, minty exhaust against my nose. We parted with saliva still dripping from her ruby lips. She wiped the glistening glob away with her thumb, then chewed pensively on the corner of her lip. "That one was pretty good, too."
"Y-yeah," I said.
She grinned with one side of her mouth. "You should've kissed me like that the first time."
"What are you talking about? Why-- how are-- just what the hell is going on, Mom?"
Mom switched to chewing on the inside of her cheek, which read to me as an escalation from the lip-biting. "I don't know, Michael. I just... I really missed you." It sounded like she was going to cry, but she did not slow down. "I miss your smile, I miss the way you make me laugh, and I miss those stupid, obvious gazes you give me when you think I'm not watching."
A chill ran up my spine. "Mom, I--"
She hushed me and placed a hand on my cheek. "Shh. I saw, honey-- every time, but I liked it. I miss having someone tell me that I'm sexy."
I nuzzled into her palm. "I never told you that."
She gingerly brushed my cheekbone with her thumb. "Your eyes did, sweetheart. A mother knows. A woman knows. Tell me I'm wrong?"
I shook my head. "You're not."
"I know. I knew I was going to miss you when you moved out, but not this much. I think about you all the time - what you're doing, who you're with, who you're thinking about."
"Or... if I'm thinking about you, you mean?"
She began to pull her hand away. "I knew it would sound stupid. I'm just--"
"No!" I pressed my palm down on the back of her hand before she could remove it, caressing her knuckles as she did my cheek. "You're not stupid, Mom. I was thinking about you! I just didn't think you would be thinking about me, too, and definitely not in the same way. But..."
She filled in the blank. "But a kiss feels like a lot?"
I felt heat flush my cheeks. "Yeah, but in a good way. I, uh... well, this sounds insane, but I like kissing you. I never expected that to happen. Ever!"
She beamed at me, her bright aura returning little by little. "I guess we should probably do it again, since we both liked it so much."
"L-like now?"
She batted her eyelashes seductively. "Like later, silly. We still have some shopping to do."
I sighed with dismay, but that did not stop Mom from opening the car door and stepping out into the frigid wasteland of the parking lot. "Are you coming, honey?"
I'd like to be cumming! I thought with an inward snicker, which was immediately followed by the realization of how hard my dick was. I did not want to sit in the parking lot to wait for it to calm down, so I tucked it into the waistband of my sweatpants and continued on my merry way as if everything was normal.
However, I could not focus on shopping after I had just swapped spit with Mom in the parking lot. I floated through the store like a haunted spirit, vaguely aware of the life around me, but too burdened with thoughts to interact with it. I pushed the cart, but Mom did most of the steering. All I could do was lean on the handlebar to drive it forward. I probably looked like a drug addict with my eyes wide as saucers, staring at nothing in particular while Mom tried to make conversation with me.
"Honey?" she asked at one point. "Did you hear me?"
I blinked hard a couple of times. "Did I... No. What's up?
She threw a box of up vegan turkey into the cart. "Never mind. I'm just getting this one, I suppose. You're really distracted, huh?"
Without a shred of tact, I blurted out my unfiltered thoughts. "I can't believe we just made out in the car, Mom!"
"Honey!" Her eyes ballooned to twice their size and she scowled with disappointment. She grabbed my wrist and tugged me into a nearby aisle. "Watch your volume, please. Not everybody in the store is daydreaming like you! Someone could hear."
"Sorry, sorry. You're right. I'm just... wow."
Her scowl dropped, replaced by a smile that was twice as powerful. "You really liked it that much? It was just a kiss, you know."
I rolled my eyes. "Tell that to--" I hastily scanned the aisle, then lowered my voice so only she would hear me. "Tell that to my dick!"
Mom stared at me blankly for a few second, then briefly flicked her eyes towards my crotch, then looked back into my eyes. "Is it... It's not, right? Right now?"
I nodded. "As a rock! I had to tuck it into my waistband so nobody would see. Thank god I'm in sweatpants."
Mom leaned forward so that her mouth was next to my ear. "I want to feel him."
My stomach sank to the floor. "What are you--"
She silenced me with a kiss, and it was a good thing that she did. Her hand wandered between my legs, her knuckles bumping into my thigh a couple of times before her fingertips nudged my cock.
"Oh my god!" She delivered it as a whispered shout so she could more properly express her joy without alerting anyone to the fact that she was feeling me up. "You're so hard, honey!" Her fingers molded around my erection like she was trying to map it through my loose sweatpants. "And so... oh, wow. I made it like that?"
"What?"
She took a step backward, but her hand lingered on my cock for an extra couple of seconds. "You know what! It's friggin' huge, sweetheart!" Without the risk of someone else coming down the aisle, I wondered how much further things would have progressed. "I think we should get a move on."
"What? Why?"
She blew me a kiss and said, in the most seductive tone I could have imagined, "I don't like being this wet when I'm out in public."
My throat seized up. "You're... W-wow." I was stunned by the knowledge that my mother was walking around the grocery store whilst leaking enough juice that it made her uncomfortable. Whatever amount that was, the mere mention of it was enough to make my salivary glands kick into high gear. I swallowed the lump in my throat, along with the drool. "We should definitely go, then."
Mom loaded a couple of drinks, some chips, and other goodies into the cart before we checked out, but my brain was elsewhere for the rest of the journey. I don't even remember paying for the groceries! I did not begin to fully function again until the chilly parking lot air struck my cheeks, jolting me to my senses.
I gave Mom the keys and told her to wait in the car while I loaded groceries into the trunk, and by the time I got into the driver's seat it was already beginning to warm up. "I thought we were just getting that tofurkey thing," I said.
Mom buckled her seatbelt. "Well, I saw some other things, too. Besides, I could tell how desperate you were to get out of there, so I wanted to tease you a little bit."
I turned the key and put the car in reverse. "I knew it! You were stalling!"
"Not stalling. Just teasing. That's all." She leaned to the side so that her head was on my shoulder. "Are you mad, honey?"
I began to back out of the parking spot. "'Course not, Mom - but you're right: I really wanted to get out of there, especially after you... you know."
She giggled. "After I touched it?"
My knuckles went white from how hard I gripped the wheel, but at least I was holding it steady enough so we would not veer into a ditch. "Yeah, that. I can't believe you did that!"
"I like being spontaneous, honey. I hope you didn't mind."
"Not at all, Mom."
We pulled out of the parking lot and headed down the main road that led to our subdivision. Everyone was driving carefully and there was a decent amount of traffic, so the drive back to home was a slow one-- but that did not mean that it was uneventful. In fact, as we slowed to a stop at the first intersection, Mom's hand ventured not-so-subtly towards my crotch.
"W-what are you doing?" I asked.
"Being spontaneous, of course," she replied with an adorable coo.
Her fingers crept along my leg, each digit walking with meticulous patience. Every atom in me body was screaming, begging, for her to "Just touch it!" but she took her sweet time getting there. When she reached the gap between my legs, she gave a firm squeeze to the inside of my thigh.
I had been paying such strict attention to her movements that the sudden squeeze took me by surprise, making it so that I slammed my foot on the gas when the lights turned green. The tires spun helplessly on the slush covered asphalt for a second before they found traction, at which point the car lurched forward all at once.
"Honey!" Mom exclaimed. "I'm not going to touch your cock if you can't drive safely."
My stomach launched into my throat. "You're gonna do... that? While I drive, I mean?"
She gave a small nod. "I'd like to." She removed her hand from my thigh and placed it flat against my tummy, fanning out her fingers as they inched towards the waistband of my sweatpants. "Soooo... that's a yes, then?"
"Like, under my pants?"
She chuckled and made an exaggerated eye roll. "Yes, sweetheart. That's the plan, as long as you won't crash."
I was amazed that she was the one to pitch the idea, almost making it sound like I would be doing her a favor if I said yes. "I can drive straight."
"Promise?"
"Promise! Yes!"
Apparently, that was all she had needed to hear. Her fingers slipped under the elastic, then travelled downwards until their tips grazed my cock. Once they'd had found it, Mom wasted no time in curling them around the base. "Jesus," she said.
I gulped nervously. "What?"
She chuckled and gave the root a firm squeeze that made the head inflate. "Really, honey! Christ, I mean... That is a dick, sweetheart."


It was not the first time I had received that compliment, but it was the first time that it had made my heart swell with pride. "Thanks, Mom."
Her tiny fingers coiled around the sides of my cock, applying steady pressure that coaxed the meaty behemoth to life - though 'coaxed' feels like an understatement. My dick became erect at an alarming rate, stiffening to a metal rod as Mom accepted the full length into her palm.
With my pants still in the way, my cock could not stand straight up. It was parallel to my thigh, pointing straight ahead - well, with the exception of the slight, natural upward curve it displayed when hard. The head formed a small lump in the front of my pants, but it was only half as noticeable as the bulge made by Mom's hand as she slowly stroked it back and forth.
"Is that good, sweetheart?" she asked, her voice deep and luxurious like Manuka honey.
I nodded urgently, as though my appreciation would cause her to grow bolder. "Uh-huh, yeah."
"What about when I do this, then?" She stroked towards the head, abandoning the shaft in exchange for a tight squeeze around the puffy knob. Her grip was tight but gentle, the kind of touch one would use when testing the ripeness of a plump strawberry.
"Fuck," I grunted. "That's good, too."
With her palm closed around the entire head, I could feel each of her fingers working in tandem. The pressure of each one changed independently of the others, giving me the sense that they had minds of their own. The sensitive bridge of skin under my cock head buzzed with electricity when one of her fingers - the middle one, I thought - grazed against it, causing the entire length to tense up.
"Ohhhh," Mom mewed. "I think he liked that."
"He did," I said. "Or... I did. Whatever! It feels fucking amazing, Mom."
"Guess I haven't lost my touch."
I waited a few extra seconds for us to reach the next intersection, where I slowed to a stop ahead of the red lights. "Can you, uh... could you play with my balls, too?"
The mere utterance of the word "balls" had Mom's fingers slithering towards them before I had time to draw another breath.
"These balls, honey?" she asked with a perky inflection. "You mean these-- oh, wow. Honey! They're huge!"
I winced. "Is that good?"
She emitted a low, rumbling growl. "It's very good, sweetheart. Mommy loves a fat pair of balls."
My brain was overwhelmed. Between her use of the infantile title, and the admission that she admired balls as large as mine, I was already struggling to focus on the road. That became even harder when she had pushed her fingers underneath my balls. Even though I had been given a few seconds to mentally prepare myself for the touch, it was altogether different to actually feel it.
Mom cradled the heavy sack, letting the weight settle in the center of her palm so that, when she closed her fingers, they formed a loose cage around both of the heavy eggs. She gave such a timid squeeze that I was sure it would have been visually imperceptible, but I sure as hell felt it.
My jaw hung open. "Whoa."
"Harder?" she asked.
I was not sure if she was asking if I wanted her to squeeze harder, or if she was allowed to do so, but either way, I was game. "Yeah. Harder, yeah."
Mom tightened her grip, but still maintained the fragility one would apply around an egg. It was tender but steady, reassuring me that my balls were in safe hands-- literally! She rolled the weighty orbs back and forth in her fingers, keeping me on the edge of my seat as I anticipated where she would next apply pressure, and where she would release it.
It wasn't long before I released something - thankfully not what you're thinking, but still: a wail that would have put a banshee to shame.
"I knew you'd like that," Mom whispered, barely audible under my desperate moaning. She extended her middle finger - I was sure of it that time due to the length - and stretched it as far back as it would go, then used her nail to gingerly tickle my perineum. A wave of tingles flowed from where her finger lay, rippling outward like she had disturbed the waters of a still pond.
I momentarily lost control of the wheel, causing the car to swerve for a second before I regained control. "Jesus, Mom!"
"Careful, honey," she said with a teasing tone. "If you can't drive straight, Mommy is gonna have to take her hands off of your big, hard cock."
The lewd words made my cock throb, which Mom seemed to thoroughly appreciate.
"Oh my god!" she exclaimed. I felt that! So strong for Mommy."
"That is so fucking hot!" I cried. "Holy fuck, Mom, your--"
"Mommy," she insisted with a firm squeeze around my ballsack. "I know you like it when I say that. I want you to say it, too."
"S-sorry. Your hands feel so fucking good, Mommy." I could not deny that she was right, and using the word myself made my stomach flip upside down.
She gave a deep, guttural purr that bordered on animalistic. "Imagine how good my mouth is gonna feel, then - Mommy's hot, wet little mouth sucking on your-- Honey! Brakes! Brakes!"
I slammed on them and gripped the steering wheel with white knuckles. A car I had not noticed rounding a corner honked angrily, but we'd barely avoided colliding.
"Fuck!" I shouted as I pulled to the side of the road. My heart was beating a thousand miles a minute, but that was not entirely from the near-miss. "Sorry, Mom. I didn't see them there. I... yeah. I wasn't paying attention."
Mom loosened her grip, at which point I - and likely she - realized that she had seized my dick in a death grip the moment she had thought we were going to crash. She relinquished it, but not entirely. "It's alright, honey. Maybe we should wait to get home before we--"
"Before we what?" I cut her off, fueled by adrenaline from the near-collision. "What are we going to do, Mom? Huh? Just how much did you plan?"
Mom pulled her hand out of my pants, taken aback by the outburst, but quickly found her footing. "I don't know, Michael. Honestly, I don't. I feel something for you, and it's so strong that it scares me. I don't think I'm - hell, I know I'm not - supposed to feel these things for my own son."
"But you do," I said reassuringly, softening my approach, "and I feel them too, Mom. You're my favorite part about coming home."
"I just thought, you know, I'd give you a kiss when you came in the door and I would try to gauge your reaction. It probably helped that I had a couple glasses of eggnog first, but I wanted it, honey. I wanted to do it and... fuck it. I want to do it again! I don't care if that makes me fucking crazy."
"If you're crazy," I said, "then I'm downright insane. I've been thinking about your boobs ever since I left for school. Do you have any idea how crazy it was to open the door and see you wearing this?" I gestured to the red outfit she had on under her coat. "You look fucking incredible, Mom. I can't believe Dad let you wear that."
"He, uh... doesn't really pay attention to me anymore - not like that, anyway. He probably didn't give it a second thought."
I could tell Mom was disappointed to admit that. I figured she had probably had a ton of time to come to terms with the lack of affection from my father, and it made me a special kind of angry that he was not spending every day of his life cherishing a woman like her. "He doesn't know what he's missing."
Even with disappointment written across her face, a glimmer of hope shone through. "But you do."
I reached out my right arm and hung it on her far shoulder. "I do, Mom."
For a moment, it looked like she was going to lean to kiss me again, but instead she gave me just a weak smile. "We should get back, sweetheart. We've been gone for a while, and they're probably wondering where we are."
"Okay, Mom."
We drove home quietly, but it did not feel awkward. It was rather peaceful, in fact, and we both hummed along to Mariah Carey when she came on the radio.
I took my time turning down the road to our subdivision, thinking about how much worse it would be to crash when we were that close to home, but also using my caution as an excuse to have a few more precious seconds of alone time with Mom. I did not want to share her. I wanted her all to myself, in every conceivable way, and I was beginning to think that she felt the same.
I carried the groceries inside so that Mom would not risk slipping on the snow that had built up since we'd been gone, and so that I could feel like a hero for doing all the hard work for her. It was a minor gesture, but after almost wrecking the car, I felt that baby steps were in order. For all I knew, we could have both wiped out on the slippery driveway the moment I tried to pull her in for a kiss.
"We're back!" Mom called to an empty foyer.
Marcy poked her head from around the corner in the kitchen, mid-chew. "You guys took forever!"
Mom shrugged as though she been practicing her alibi in the car. "We tried to be fast, Cee Cee, but the lines were long."
"The roads were bad, too," I added. "We almost wiped out a couple of times."
My sister smirked. "I thought you were a good driver, Mikey?"
I shot her a dirty look. "I am. Okay? It wasn't my fault."
Marcy raised an eyebrow. "And whose was it, then?"
Mom stepped around me so that I could see her glaring at me in my peripheral vision. "Yeah, honey. Whose fault was it?"
I froze, mentally weighing my options. "Uh, actually, it's not important. What matters is that we're both safe."
Mom winked at me. "Good answer."
I kicked off my shoes and hauled the bag of groceries to the kitchen. Marcy was seated at the table, her eyes religiously trained on her phone, but Dad and Tyler were nowhere to be seen. I knew that families were expected to spend the holidays together, but frankly, I would've been happy to spend the entire day with just Mom.
"Where's your brother?" Mom asked Marcy.
Without looking up from her phone, my sister gestured towards the stairs leading to the second floor. "Up there somewhere."
"Helpful, Cee Cee," Mom said flatly. "Thank you for that."
Marcy shrugged. "I don't know! I'm in here snacking on baby carrots. He's probably up there shouting at a video game."
"And your father?"
Marcy rolled her eyes and, finally, set her phone down on the table. "I'm not, like, the family secretary. I'm pretty sure he's upstairs, too."
Mom did not say a word, but cocked her head to the side with a highly disapproving look on her face. When Marcy stopped rolling her eyes long enough to catch it, she shrunk with embarrassment. "Sorry, Mom."
"Low blood sugar?" Mom asked knowingly.
Marcy nodded and pursed her lips. "Hence the carrots, yeah. Didn't mean to be so bitchy."
Then it was my turn to smirk. "I guess it just comes naturally to you."
"Michael!" Mom cried and swatted my shoulder.
Marcy shot me an icy scowl. "Fuck you, dude. Hope you had fun getting my dinner for me."
A smile of impossible width spread across my face. "I sure did."
Mom stepped in to stop the fight before it evolved to fisticuffs. "Don't call your brother a weirdo. I imagine this is out of the question, but we were thinking of going on a walk in a few minutes before the Sun goes all the way down. Do you want to come with us?"
Marcy laughed, then realized she was being serious. "Wait, really? No, Mom. It's, like, winter."
Mom shrugged. "It's not that cold, though. You could get by with jeans - and the snow is falling so beautifully! It's like a painting out there."
"It's fine. I'm happy in here. I'll tell Dad and Tyler where you went, though."
Mom held a hand over her heart. "Your generosity is inspiring, Cee Cee. Well, what about you, Mikey? Still wanna go on that walk we talked about?"
It took my brain a few seconds to catch on to the fact that she was lying, but it got there eventually. "On the... Oh! Yes, the walk, yes. Of course I do."
Marcy got up from the table and popped one last baby carrot in her mouth. "You kids have fun, then."
I was flattered that Mom was willing to brave the winter winds - though it was truly unseasonable warm - just so that we could have some privacy. Once Marcy was out of the kitchen I asked, "So, are we really going for a walk?"
Mom stowed a bag of chips in the cupboard, then closed the door with her butt. "I think it would be nice. We can get some exercise, some fresh air..." Then she lowered her voice and peeked around the corner to see if anybody was listening. "We can hold hands, and we can kiss, too."
That started a fire in my heart. "I want that! I-- yeah. That sounds really nice."
"I hoped you'd agree, honey. Just let me get my coat."
"Should we tell Dad?"
She shook her head. "There's already been plenty today that your father doesn't need to know about. He'll be fine."
It felt strange to keep such a deep, twisted secret from the rest of the family, but it also gave me and Mom something to bond over. We knew something that none of them did, and it was incredibly exciting. It made me feel powerful, like I was the head of the family sneaking off with my wife while we left the kids at home for a bit. A week prior, I would have been one of those very children being left behind, but stepping into my new role felt perfectly natural.
We suited up for the winter air, though thankfully the wind was almost nonexistent. It was a blessing, of course, because it meant that Mom did not have to put on pants underneath her coat. It mostly covered her legs, but still left some skin unprotected.
I pointed to the gap where her flesh was exposed. "You won't get cold?"
She waved me off. "It's either this or I go put on pants, which means I would have to take off my Christmas outfit. What do you think, honey?"
My cheeks turned warm enough to melt every inch of snow on the driveway. "Uh, well, I mean... Yeah, okay. I like this."
"That way I can do this--" She opened the two front flaps and pulled them apart, giving me a quick flash of her bright red holiday costume. "--to remind you of what's waiting for you under the big ol' coat."
"Jesus, Mom. What if somebody saw?"
She closed her coat and tied the belt around her tummy. "Nobody will, honey. Besides, I bet you'd love to see what Mommy's got on under her outfit."
I nearly bit my tongue clean off. "Can we go, please, before I start picturing that too hard?"
She sauntered over to me so that our faces were only a few inches apart. "Hard, you say? For me?"
I grabbed her arm with one hand and used the other to open the front door. "Okay, that's it. You're outta here!"
Mom giggled playfully and gave a sarcastic salute. "Yes, sir!"
The street and the surrounding neighbourhood were entirely silent. Snow was drifting, not falling, effortlessly resisting the pull of gravity to float casually through the air until it reached - and subsequently blended in to - the blanket of fine, white powder covering what had once been green with life. The snowbanks on either side of our driveway were taller than my shoulders, and packed so densely that diving into them would have earned one a trip to the hospital.
The only hint of wind was how the clouds of warm breath in front of our faces were gently carried off by some unseen force. Other than that the world around us was still and lifeless, but it was not as daunting as one might think. It felt like we had stepped into a snapshot of time, existing in the space between moments as we, in solitude, sought to create a moment of our own-- together.
I reached out to Mom. "Are we a hand-holding couple yet?"
The corner of her mouth turned up. "Gosh, honey. I think we are." She took my hand and squeezed it tight. "I hope you don't mind looking like a mama's boy."
I squeezed hers back even tighter. Since it was warm enough to permit us to go out gloveless, I was that much more connected to her when her fingers closed down on my knuckles. "I hope you don't mind looking like... um... a mama? That sounded better in my head."
"It must have," she said, "because that was pretty terrible."
We both laughed heartily, leaving our mark on the quiet neighbourhood with an echo that bounced between the houses. We followed the path of that echo, taking our time to stroll hand in hand down the road.. The sidewalks were covered in snow, but luckily for us, the same could not be said for the park pathways that trailed off from the main road once we got a little further into the subdivision.
My parents' house backed onto a nature reserve. Since it was a popular walking spot - even in the winter - the township made sure to keep the main path clear of snow so people would not write letters of complaint. For me and Mom, that meant we had no trouble ascending the steep incline before the trail, thin and winding, branched off in two separate directions.
"Where to, honey?" Mom asked. "Park or pond?"
I scratched my chin with my free hand. "Hmm. The park is probably better, right? No ducks this time of year."
Mom nudged me with her shoulder to push me down the path to the left. "Maybe you'll even get to play on the slide! Although, with the snow..."
"Not a problem." I held up my free hand, that time with the sleeve of my coat pulled far above my fingers so that they could not be seen. "I'll just clear it off. I'm not gonna let something as stupid as some cold water stop me."
Mom tittered. "Well, I do love a man with determination."
A couple dozen or so feet ahead, the path broke from the treeline and cut to the right at a sharp angle. Further ahead still, it led deep into the reserve, where I was sure there were as many hibernating animals as there were snow-covered tree branches. Before that, though, there was a modest park that had been constructed to make the reserve feel more family friendly.
That day, however, there was not a single meaningful imprint in the snow to indicate that anybody had been there for a while. Some shallow footprints led straight to the park, but they'd been almost entirely filled in with snow. I imagined the person who had left them behind had fled the scene many, many hours prior, giving us a private place that sounded as isolated as it looked.
Mom tugged on my hand and came to an abrupt halt, her eyes trained on the dark grey sky while it poured fluffy, white flakes. The contrasting color made it feel like we were looking at an old television set to a channel that broadcast only static, but infinitely more peaceful.
She slowly turned her head to look at me. "You should kiss me."
"Right now?" I asked.
She gave a gentle nod. "Uh-huh. Right now, sweetheart."
I wasted no time wrapping my arms around Mom, and elicited a small gasp from her when I pulled her tightly against my body. I wanted her warmth. I wanted her love. I wanted her.
She tilted her head to the side, and I mirrored her. There was a brief moment where her breath steamed my nose, letting me feel her closeness without actually touching. I closed my eyes, then did the same with the space between us.
Mom's mouth was soft and warm, a perfect contrast to the winter cold that nipped our skin. I could feel her lips forming into a loose smile as her kiss deepened, as though she could not physically contain her happiness. It was a contagious feeling, and I found that I, too, felt such abundant joy that I could not stop myself from grinning.
It felt different than when we'd kissed in the car, where any number of passersby could have been spying on us. In the park, we were free from prying eyes. There was nothing to stop me from shoving my tongue into my mother's mouth like I was trying to taste her tonsils, but she would not allow that without putting up a fight. She coiled her tongue with mine, eagerly braiding them together until it was impossible to tell one end from the other.


There was an ebb and flow to our momentum. At first, I was the one leading us, my hands on her waist as I set the tempo. Then Mom took over, subtly downshifting the pace to one that was slower - more exploratory. She slid her hand up to my face until her fingertips touched my jaw, then cradled it tenderly.
I raised one hand to the back of her neck and lightly cupped it, not to hold her in place, but to let her know that - even when she was in charge - I was not just a passive participant.
We were both leading and we were both following, and both felt completely natural. Regardless of which role I was in at any given moment, my dick responded the same way. There was no way to hide it in my sweatpants, and by the time I was halfway hard, it was rising up to fill the gap between Mom's thighs.
When she pulled her head back, a thin, glistening string of saliva connected our mouths for a moment. She stuck out her tongue and severed the vine, then licked her lips clean. "It's been ages since I made a man hard with just kisses."
I did not even open my eyes, just in case she resumed kissing me without notice. "Yeah."
She grazed my jawline with her thumb. "You must really like Mommy's kisses, huh? I bet you'd fuck me right here if I let you."
That got my attention. I snapped my eyelids open and hurriedly searched her face for a hint that she had been joking. I did not find one. "Would you?" I asked.
She made an adorable chuckle. "Oh, honey, but it's cold out!"
"So?"
She realized immediately that I was serious. "Wait, really? You want to do it here?"
"Better than not doing it at all."
Mom bit her lower lip pensively. "I-I don't know, sweetheart. You reeeally can't wait?"
There was something in her voice that gave me the impression that she was banking on my impatience, so I leaned into it. "I can't, Mom. I want you so fucking badly. I'll fuck you right here in the snow if I have to!"
She tightly knitted her brows together, pondering the possibilities. "No, no. Not in the snow." Her eyes spotted something over my right shoulder. "But that bench, on the other hand..."
I turned around to look at it, then back to her. "Yeah. That bench."
"Yeah? That bench? I guess I can, like... Oh my god, honey. Are we really gonna do this?"
I put my hands on her forearms and pulled her against me, silencing her with a kiss. When I broke it off, I didn't let her get a word in edgewise. "We're not thinking, remember? It's like you said in the car; we're answering one easy, little question."
"Ask me, then." She was acting confident, but trembling lips gave her away.
I put on my biggest, most convincing pair of puppy-dog eyes. "Please, Mommy, can I fuck you on that bench?"
She exhaled an entire cloud of heated air from her lungs, which turned into fog between us before dissipating. "Fuck it. Yes. I-I just... Okay, you're right. We're not thinking! Right?"
"Not thinking," I echoed.
"Not thinking, just doing... doing my son on a park bench, I guess. This is so insane!"
I leaned in and kissed her cheek. "Then come and be insane with me, Mom."
We walked hand in hand towards the bench, each footstep making the packed snow crunch under my boot heel. Mom walked closely behind me, filling in my large footsteps with her tiny feet so she would not get snow inside of her boots.
Our chosen venue had about half a foot of snow covering the seat. I tucked my hands into my coat sleeves and brushed it away with a few big swings of my arms, and when I was done, there was just a thin layer of hard, crusty ice left behind. I knew I would barely feel it in my thick sweatpants, so I sat down and looked up at Mom expectantly. I did not know exactly how to proceed, and one look at her told me that she didn't either.
"Ready, Mommy?" I asked, hoping to coax out her inner harlot.
She chewed on her thumbnail amidst heavy breathing. "I... I am." She took one last look around the park to ensure we were completely alone, then turned around so that her ass was facing me. "Get him out, sweetheart."
I tugged my pants down just enough so that I could pull my dick out, tucking the waistband underneath my balls so that my whole member stood proudly at attention.
"Here we go," Mom said - so quietly that it sounded like she was talking primarily to herself.. She bent at the waist a little bit and opened the front of her coat. "Can you lift my coat for me? And my dress, too, if you can."
"Sure." I grabbed the bottom of her coat, and the fluffy, white hem of her dress, and raised them up above her ass.
The view was astonishing. Mom's fat bottom had swallowed her underwear string whole, leaving just a small snippet of red fabric - the same color as her dress - sitting below the small of her back. It trailed downward until it vanished between her plump cheeks.
She pulled downward on the sides of her panties, which came free at once, but it took a few extra seconds before the rest to follow. The thin floss that was nestled snugly against her pussy stayed in place for as long as it could, refusing to budge until she had lowered the waistband to her knees. It remained trapped between her pudgy thighs until she made a concentrated effort to free it, at which point it peeled off of her mound like a sticker on a piece of fresh fruit. "I think that's good," she said. "I don't want to take them off, so... yeah."
"It looks fucking great, Mom," I said.
She looked at me over her shoulder and gave her ass a shake to make waves in her bouncy cheeks. "My butt?"
"Uh-huh. Fuck yes!"
She looked forward again. "Spread your legs so I can sit down, honey."
I parted my thighs and, without thinking, put my hands on her waist. I pulled on her slightly, guiding her onto my lap without actually forcing her. Her ass was a blanket, and when she planted it on me the winter chill was snuffed out in an instant. My cock, firm and unyielding, sank between her chubby cheeks, where it enjoyed the brunt of that heat, smothered in the wet, sweltering warmth radiating from her pussy.
"Fuck, Mom," I said with a grunt.
She laughed with amusement. "Just wait until you're inside, sweetheart. Can you make him stand up when I lift my bum?"
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," I chanted in an ass-induced trance.
She raised her butt up a couple of inches, making space between our bodies so that I could reach down and grab my dick by the base. I pried it off of my stomach, inadvertently dragging the head through her slippery, honey-soaked lips, and pointed it at the mouth of her cunt.
Mom was taking deep, steadying breaths through her mouth that verged on hyperventilation. Her arms were braced on my thighs, hyperextended to act as stable pillars upon which she could rest her body weight as she eased her ass back onto my lap.
I felt the wetness first - a thick glaze that coated every inch of her insides - and the warmth followed soon after. Once they were working in tandem, the two were inseparable. It was a dense humidity that clung to my skin and grew hotter as my cock sank further into her body. The walls gave in as Mom lowered herself, but quickly molded back around me when she clenched the muscles laying beneath the layers of soft, wet meat.
My head was swimming, and my entire lower body was transported to an otherworldly dimension of pure pleasure. It was like nothing I had ever felt before, and then, once I was all the way in, the pressure began. It pulsed in slow waves, massaging the entire length with rhythmic contractions. Every squeeze felt intentional, like she was studying my dick through touch alone. I imagined that she was using those steady pulsations to map the contours of the very cock that she had helped create, welcoming it - welcoming me - back inside the cozy pocket.
Mom grunted. "Jesus--"
I finished the statement for her. "--Christ! Mom, it feels so fucking good. You feel fucking amazing."
She exhaled steadily through her nose. "Hold me tight, honey, around my tummy."
I wrapped my arms around her belly and secured her to me. She overlaid her hands on mine so that both of us were hugging her stomach, but that was not enough for me. I wanted to be even closer to her - as close as humanly possible - so I buried my face in her back and grunted into her puffy coat. "God, Mom. I already feel like I'm gonna cum."
She rocked back and forth, grinding on my cock so that the head would rub against her cervix. Although smooth and spongy, it was surprisingly firm, which made it crystal clear just how well matched our bodies were. With her cunt lips squeezing the absolute root of my cock, and the head lodged against her cervix, I had given her all I had, and she had taken it as though it were a natural fit. The tightness, though, like hundreds of strained rubber bands, made it clear that while the length was ideal for her, the girth was more of a challenge.
"God, honey," she whimpered. "I was right. You're way bigger than him."
"Who?" I asked, my voice but a weak warble.
She rubbed my thigh reassuringly. "You know who: him. I am... I'm not used to this size."
It was undeniably satisfying to hear that I was bigger - probably in a couple of ways - than the head of our family. There's nothing quite like that kind of compliment to make a man feel like he's on top of the world, and with Mom in my lap, that was exactly where I felt I was.
She purred with delight and leaned back to rest her full weight on my chest. "Tell me you love me, sweetheart."
"I do, Mom!" I exclaimed louder than I meant to.
"No!" she cried. "I want to hear it. Tell Mommy you love her."
I hugged her midsection with all my might and groaned into her back. "I love you, Mommy. I fucking love you so... fucking... much!"
She bored down with her ass, putting steady pressure on my cock head as it flattened against the bottom of her pussy. "I love you even more, Michael."
Hearing my name leave her lips like that made chills run down my spine. Ironically, I could not feel an ounce of the cold air that I knew surrounded us. With her riding me, rocking back and forth, the only temperature I could feel was the muggy warmth we were producing. It quickly became the only thing on my mind, the only thing in the world that mattered, and that remained true right up until the moment we both felt something buzz in my pocket.
BZZT. BZZT.
Mom stopped grinding. "Was that your phone?
"I think so," I admitted.
She sat forward a little bit, lifting her weight off of me. "How long have we been gone for?"
I pulled out my phone and checked the time. "Only like twenty minutes! Hold on, it's Dad." I quickly read through the text message. "Yeah, he's wondering where we are. Awesome."
Mom growled in frustration. "I bet your brother and sister started fighting. Typical! He doesn't know how to break them up without making it worse! I swear, sometimes, that man--"
I snorted with laughter, which interrupted her speech. "Sorry, Mom. It's just, like, kinda funny to complain about that while I'm still... you know."
She briefly expelled air through her nose - the smallest sign of amusement. "Still inside of me? And throbbing, too, by the way. Doesn't feel like he's bothered by this at all."
I rubbed her back comfortingly. "He's happy where he is."
"And yet, he must leave."
"What?" I exclaimed? "Why? Can't we stay?"
"No, sweetheart. I don't want them to come looking for us, and I'm sure you don't, either."
I did not, but pulling out of her without getting to finish did not sit well with me. "Can we do it when we get back home?"
She grew tense and paused for a few seconds. She was likely imagining, as I was, what scenarios we could concoct at home to give us the privacy that we were enjoying at the park. "Maybe. It is Christmas, after all."
I grew desperate, and I am not ashamed to admit that I was prepared to literally beg if I had to. "Just five more minutes, Mom? Please?"
She sighed, but relaxed her muscles. I was prepared for the worst, which would have been "no," but Mom was full of surprises that day.
"Are you, um... close?" she asked, a flicker of hope in her voice.
"I can be."
"You can be? Honey, I--"
"I'm close! I am, Mommy." I used the name she had requested in the hopes that it would be more convincing. "I can finish quickly."
She shook her head side to side with an amused chuckle. "Men."
"Sooo... is that a yes?"
She patted my leg. "Okay, sweetheart. If you're quick, we can finish up. I'm gonna ride you a bit harder this time, so don't try to hold back. I'm serious!"
"I'm not, uh... wearing a condom, though."
"And you'll never have to - not with me, sweetheart. It's okay if you want to cum inside." The sugary sweetness of her voice was at odds with the perverse taboo of what she was offering.
With her hands on my thighs, Mom bunched up a handful of my sweatpants and clutched them tightly. I could only imagine what she needed that extra leverage for.
That thought was still fresh in my mind as she raised her ass, allowing a brisk chill to wash over me. Compared to her pussy, it was practically frigid, and the layer of wet nectar coating my cock only heightened the contrast. Without a word, she tensed her arms and threw - not dropped, but flung - her ass back onto my lap.
"Jesus!" I yelped, my vision narrowing to a pinpoint as the pleasure hit me like a freight train.
It was a completely different sensation than the slow grinding to which I'd grown accustomed. Her blubbery cheeks landed on my thighs with such force that it knocked the wind out of me for a second, but I quickly caught my breath.
Amid the silence of the park and the forest surrounding us, Mom's ass clap had pierced my eardrums like a crack of thunder. Despite the muffling provided by my sweatpants, her cheeks were of such tremendous heft that they made plenty of noise all on their own. Had my legs been bare, I was sure that the sound of skin hitting skin would have reached all the way back home.
Mom lifted off of my lap a little. "Pull me."
"W-what?"
"Pull me, honey!" she said more urgently.
With my hands on her waist, we joined forces so that her next plummet would be twice as strong. I dragged her down like I was trying to poke through her tummy, driving my cock as far into her pussy as I could. I used every ounce of strength that my trembling limbs could muster. Another gunshot echoed across the frozen woods, and Mom was raising her ass up again before it had stopped bouncing off the trees.
We groaned in unison, dumping our animalistic wails into the open air without a care as to who might hear.
Mom was hunched over, making it easier for her to isolate the movements of her hips. The rest of her body was mostly stationary, allowing her to hurl the mass of doughy flesh onto me without losing her balance. She was a well-oiled machine buillt to do one thing, and she was damn good at it. Over and over again, she would lift and drop her weighty cheeks, causing a ripple to flow outward from the point of impact. The momentum was so great that, even with my hands resting up on her waist, the swell stretched far enough to reach my palms.
Mom panted heavily, using the small window between each of her butt bounces to utter a single word, punctuating her impatience. "You... said... you... were... close!"
"I am!" I exclaimed. "I-I'm almost there."
She made a grunt befitting a barbarian and increased her vice grip on my sweatpants. "Don't make me wait for it. Give it to me, sweetheart."
Tingles spread all over my scalp. "Keep talking - please."
"Yeah?" she squeaked. "You want Mommy to beg you to cum in her pussy?"
The tingles melted down the back of my spine and started to spread all over my body. "More. More, Mommy."
She emitted a seductive growl that was so deep, so provocative, that it scared me a little. I hardly recognized the impassioned woman riding my cock, aching for my cum so desperately that she would debase herself by pleading for it.
"Please, honey," she whined without skipping a beat. "Cum... in... Mommy's... cunt."
I could feel my heart punching my ribs. My breath became short, and the backs of my eyes welled up with a tremendous warmth that made my whole head feel like it was wrapped in cashmere. "I'm gonna... I'm fucking gonna..."
"Cum?" she asked insistently. "That's my good boy. Shoot all that hot, gooey cum into Mommy's pussy just like you want to."
I shut my eyes so tightly that I could see thousands of white dots peppering the blackness behind my eyelids. "Holy fuck!"
My stomach tightened up-- my balls, too. In fact, every muscle in my body was tightly wound, yet I felt completely at ease. It was as though the physical sensation, as overwhelming as it was, could not compare to the unique comfort that one can only truly feel around their mother.
My cock erupted, spewing forth a stream of semen so thick, so viscous, that it made me gasp in surprise when I felt it fly from the tip. My piss slit widened to make room for the creamy rope, and with a big, powerful throb, it summoned another that was hastily dumped alongside the first-- as deep in my mother's pussy as I could put it.
I curled my body around hers, hunching over just like she had so that we fit together like huge, quivering puzzle pieces.
She scratched at my forearms, still wrapped around her tummy, and writhed in my lap, as though she was being inundated with the same feel-good chemicals that were making my legs tremble. "Keep going, honey. Keep going."
I wanted to flood her with my seed, leaving no corner of her birth canal unsullied by baby batter until it drooled out of her when she stood up. I wanted her to be so full of it - so full of me - that the sheer volume would cause her stomach to become bloated and distended, showcasing just how much of the sticky goo she was carrying. In my mind, I was doing exactly that. It was an easy thing to imagine when every atom in my body felt like it was crackling with energy. I had never felt so alive - so awash in orgasmic bliss that I could no longer feel the cold wood of the bench beneath me.
Thankfully for the sake of our cover, her belly retained its shape rather than inflating to the size of a late stage pregnancy, but in my mind I still held onto those images with the knowledge that I would surely masturbate to them in the future.
Our bodies unwound in harmony: first our arms, then our legs, and finally our spines as we slumped backwards-- me against the bench, and her against my chest. We panted, drawing invisible breath that exited our gaping maws as a cloud of fog.
"Mommy..." I said, my voice warbling. "I... I don't..."
She hushed me lovingly and reached up behind her head so that she could pet the side of my face. "Shhhh, it's okay. I know, sweetheart. Mommy's here. You did so good, didn't you?"
"Yeah," I said breathlessly. "That just... Fuck. That felt so good."
"I liked it, too." She nuzzled her head against the side of my face. "I'm happy you're home. I-- well, I mean, I didn't think this would happen, but..."
I chuckled. "But you kind of hoped it would?"
I heard her lips part to form a toothy grin. "I mean, maaaaybe. I didn't think a simple kiss would lead to us having sex on a park bench, that's for sure."
I placed a kiss on her temple. "Regrets?"
She reached further back and raked her fingernails across my scalp. "None, honey. You?"
I shook my head and nuzzled my nose into her beautiful blonde hair. "None, Mom. That was perfect."
A couple of seconds of silence passed wherein I, and likely Mom, savored the afterglow, but it was not long before she took to shivering. "Do you think we could head back now? I'm having visions of hot cocoa."


I hated the idea of interrupting our solitude by adding family members to the mix, but the fact that Dad had already texted me hung in the back of my mind. "Sure, Mom. They're probably worried we fell into some deep pit, or something."
Mom made a gleeful little giggle. "Well, one of us did fall into a deep, warm, wet pit. But I think he liked it in there."
I was grateful for the warmth that rushed to my cheeks. "I loved it. I'm already thinking about when I can 'fall' back in."
"I don't remember raising such a greedy boy!" She stood up, releasing a pent-up cloud of dense, wafting steam that made it look like her ass had just been in a sauna. I wanted terribly to see her pussy - and what I had done to it - but she wasted no time in pulling her underwear back up from around her knees to seal the creamy spill inside. "My butt is friggin' cold!"
An idea struck me. "Maybe you got frostbite! Want me to take a look?"
Mom hung her head and made one of those defeated sort of laughs. "Oh, sure, I bet you'd love to take a look."
"Please?"
She sighed, but clearly knew that it was pointless to resist me. She bent over again, then reached back and lifted the back flap of her coat high above her ass.
It was as glorious as I knew it would be, covered in small goosebumps that supported her claim of a cold butt, but I did not plan to look with just my eyes. Before she knew what was happening, I extended my right hand and delivered a firm swat to the nearest cheek.
THWACK! My open palm collided with her lily-white skin, making a couple of fat ripples emanate from the pink handprint it left behind.
"Ouch, honey!" she squealed.
"I couldn't resist. Is that better?"
She shook her head. "Well, it's not better, but it's not worse, so there's that. But you should warn a lady when you're going to--"
THWACK!
"Michael!" Mom hollered, scampering away from me with her hands shielding her rump from further spankings. "Don't you dare spank your mother after she's told you not to!"
I grinned sheepishly. "Sorry, but I couldn't resist!"
She rubbed her sore bottom to soothe the sting. "You already said that! Don't make me ground you on Christmas Eve, young man."
I held up my hands in defeat. "Okay, okay. You win. Paws off... for now."
She held up a finger like a disapproving nun. "Paws off until I say so. Got it?"
I gave her a sarcastic salute. "Yes, ma'am!" I considered myself lucky that she found it difficult to stay mad at me.
"Can we go now?" she asked. "Before somebody sees that suspiciously butt-shaped imprint on the bench and us standing next to it."
I looked around and did not see a single hint of witnesses, but after she had let me empty my balls into what was, for me, the most sacred place on the planet, I was willing to do whatever she asked of me. "Sure, Mommy."
We held hands all the way home - well, at least until we were within sight of the house, which prompted us to fall back into our traditional role as mother and son despite the fact that one of us was dripping out of the other.
The house was quiet when we got back. The lights were on, but by the sounds of it, nobody was home. Mom would not stand for that, and so summoned the family downstairs so that all of their holiday memories would not be of their bedrooms.
"You've got all year to waste away in there," she insisted from the bottom of the stairs. "Come keep Michael and I company while we get started on dinner, please."
Marcy came down first, her face still rooted in her phone. "How was the walk?"
"It was... refreshing," Mom said. "Tyler? Vincent? You, too!"
"Coming, dear," said Dad.
The two of them traipsed down the stairs like their limbs were made of lead, but they swiftly shuttled themselves into the living room and flicked on the television.
"Well," Mom said to me with a flimsy smile, "better than nothing, I suppose."
"Don't worry, Mom," I said comfortingly. "I'll hang out with you."
Her smile widened. "Good boy - as long as you'll help me cook, too. I already did most of it earlier."
"Sure, I'll help."
She continued as if she had not heard me. "The turkey is cooking; I put the veggies in with it, but we still need salad and mashed potatoes, and-- Oh! You said yes, didn't you? Perfect! Let's get to work, honey. Marcy, do you--"
"No," Marcy replied flatly as she left the kitchen. She did not travel far, though - just to the living room into which the kitchen peered.
There was a large cut-out section of the wall just over the sink that allowed anyone washing dishes - usually Mom - to look into the living room rather than, say, the kitchen cabinets. Even though the others were a room away, it felt like they were right next to us.
Rankin/Bass Christmas movies played on the television while I helped Mom. Since most of the hard work was already done, I was under the impression that she just wanted to spend more time with me. While not in total privacy, there was at least a waist-height dividing wall keeping us separate from the others.
"Smells good, Mom," Tyler piped up, though his eyes did not wander from the screen.
"Thank you, honey," she replied.
I hated how jealous it made me feel for her to use that pet name for him. It was far too common to be a nickname, but after hearing her use it for me all day, I had gotten rather attached to being her honey - her one and only.
I pushed those jealous feelings aside and focused on the task she had given me: peeling potatoes over the sink. There were a dozen or so that I had to wash, peel, and chop, but I would have gone through a thousand if it meant I could've spent the whole time around Mom.
"When's it gonna be ready?" Dad asked. "I'm starving!"
Mom rolled her eyes and shot me a look meant only for us. "It'll be ready when it's ready, dear. Just be patient."
He scoffed. "I'm getting a beer."
Tyler cleared his throat. "Uh, Dad? Could I have one?"
I chuckled, which made Mom giggle, which eked a small laugh out of Marcy, whose laughter fueled a hearty bellow from my father. In no time at all, the four of us were laughing at Tyler's innocent request. He was nowhere near the drinking age-- hell, he wasn't even at the age where "cool" parents bend the rules!
"No chance, T," Dad said. "Maybe next year."
Mom cleared her throat.
"Sorry, no," Dad corrected himself. "Maybe... a few years?"
Mom raised an eyebrow. "Maybe. We'll talk, but definitely not tonight. Sorry, Tyler, you've gotta stay as the baby for this year."
Tyler huffed and puffed, but we knew him well enough to recognize it as performative. "Fine, whatever. Merry Christmas, I guess."
Marcy faked a whine of commiseration. "Life is so hard, T. You poor thing."
"Fuck off," he muttered, contorting his face into a deep enough frown to hide the smile that wanted to break through.
"Hey!" Mom said sharply, pointing a spatula at her youngest son. "Language, young man."
It was strangely exciting to hear her chastise him in the same way - tone, cadence, and even calling him "young man" - as she had with me after I'd slapped her ass in the forest.
Dad came into the kitchen to grab a refreshment and, to his credit as a good father, a small cup. Mom had turned her back by then, so she did not see him fill it with about a fifth of his beer and pass it to Tyler with a wink when he got back into the living room. It would not be enough to get him drunk - I imagined that even Tyler knew that - but it was enough for him to feel included, and that put a smile on his face.
"Thanks, Dad," he said.
Dad gave him a nod and put a fingers to his lips, forming a pact of silence. The mama's boy in me wanted to rat them out, but I did not dare tread on their little secret no matter how many points it might have earned me with Mom.
After about ten or so minutes, I finished washing the potatoes and dumped the spuds in the sink. "Mom, where's the peeler?"
She spun on her heels with a wild look in her eye. "I've been waiting for you to ask."
"You have? Uh, why?"
She gestured to the cupboard by my knees. "Because it's down there."
"Oh, okay." I reached down to open the door, but Mom quickly stepped up behind me and put her hands on my waist.
"Stop," she commanded, then dropped her voice to a low hiss that only I would hear. "Let Mommy do it."
My heartbeat immediately quickened. The word "Mommy" was a trigger, and the mere utterance of it was enough to make my dick start to harden. "W-what?"
She paused, as if studying the room just in case anyone turned around. Everyone had their backs to the kitchen, and the television was cranked so loud that I knew her teasing had gone unnoticed.
"You heard me," she whispered. "Want to play with me?"
"But is it safe?" I hoped whatever she had in mind would not be too risky.
"I don't care," she insisted. "I want to suck your dick."
I gripped the edge of the sink so hard that my knuckles cracked. "Right now? You-- really? Like, with them... there?"
She pushed her nose into the back of my shoulder and nodded up and down. "Uh-huh. Right now, honey. You think you can stay quiet?"
"Yes!" I exclaimed before lowering my voice. "I mean, yeah. Fuck yes, Mom."
Mom gave the room one last look, then knelt down. "Good boy."
I could feel my hands trembling, and had to hold onto the counter to keep myself stable. Looking straight ahead, I felt Mom's fingers sneak under my waistband and begin to tug it downward. My dick was already halfway hard from the salacious whispers she had floated into my ear, and the idea that it would soon be in her mouth was finishing the job. I could not resist the impulse to look down, even though it made me blind to the living room, where someone could have gotten off the couch at any moment.
Mom yanked the elastic down to my knees all at once, making my semi-hard cock spring up. It bobbed in front of her, swaying back and forth as it inflated with each throb.
"Wow," she said, but she had not needed to; her eyes had said it all. Her lust - her hunger to taste me - lit the blue of her irises up like neon lights-- just another piece of the scene that coaxed my cock to its full size. It was already pointing at the ceiling, and she had not even needed to put it in her mouth. At that rate, I felt like was going to cum just from feeling her hot breath curl around the head.
She cast her gaze upward and silently mouthed, "Ready?"
I nodded.
She gestured backward towards the living room with a tilt of her head. "Watch," she mouthed insistently.
I turned my attention back to the rest of our family, who were thankfully enthralled with that same Christmas special, but I did not have much mind left to look at the screen. Even with my eyes trained straight ahead, all of my focus was on the seductress kneeling between my legs. Her husband - my own father - was less than fifteen away, completely unaware that his wife was willingly opening her maw to accept my cock into it.
I could only see Mom in my peripheral vision, but it was all I needed. I saw her stick her tongue out of her mouth far enough to touch the bottom of her chin, and tap my puffy cock head against the cushy, pink surface to make a quiet slapping sound. Each time my dick smacked the wet surface of her tongue, the noise was just a little louder and more lively. Eventually, I began to fear that one of the others would actually hear it.
Just as the playful slapping and my anxiety reached a fever pitch, Mom landed one final blow on her tongue, then held my dick against it. She wiggled her tongue back and forth, basting my cock with a glaze of slippery saliva. While she painted the underside with spit bubbles, she began to push her lips forward one microscopic step at a time. She worked them back and forth, gradually accepting more and more of the bloated knob into her mouth as it became wetter. By the time the whole head was inside, I was sure she had polished it to a brilliant shine.
I risked a glance downward, and it only took one brief second to permanently imprint the image in my mind. Mom's puckered lips had completely engulfed my cock head, and she was sucking so hard that her cheeks were slightly hollowed out. The visual was so stimulating that I had to snap my attention back to the living room before I started groaning unintentionally.
She slowly pulled her lips off of me, but kept them attached until the last second. They clung the head on its way out, tenderly grazing the sensitive bulb while her tongue slid along the bottom. When my dick was out, she closed her mouth and planted a kiss on the crown. She lingered for a few seconds, her pursed lips firmly pressed to the tip, before she broke the kiss with a barely audible "mwah."
She dipped her head down so that her mouth was close to my balls, then stuck out her tongue and pasted it against the base of my cock. She treated the length as a runway; in one smooth motion, she dragged her tongue from the root all the way to the tip, taking her time to properly coat the meaty piston with a healthy layer of saliva. She fluttered her tongue against my frenulum, tickling the sensitive bridge of skin below my cock head with expert precision.
I had to bite my tongue to stifle a groan, but I wanted - no, I needed - to let her know how good it felt. I cupped the side of her head, my fingers tangled in her fluffy, blonde hair, and gently raked them through the golden strands.
She nuzzled into my palm as a show of appreciation, but did not ease up on her suckling. There was a fervor to it - an eagerness that told me she was not strictly doing it for my benefit. She was getting off on being praised for her hard work, and, by the look on her face, she was clearly pleased to be where she was. She looked like she was daydreaming, her eyes closed as she mindlessly nursed on the plump head, twirling her tongue around it like it was a meaty lollipop.
I felt empowered, and with that came a sense of bravery that encouraged me to push down on her head to send a very clear message: "I want you to go deeper." That boldness also gave me the idea to look down at her, despite the obvious danger, so I could bear witness to everything she was doing to me. Feeling it was one thing, but seeing it was another.
Mom got the hint instantly and took a deep breath through her nose, then gave me a small nod as if to say "Yes, sir." It is possible that I added the "sir" in my mind, but as far as I was concerned, it was a fitting title considering the way she was serving me. She opened her mouth and took my cock inside of it, closing her lips just below the head, then opened her beautiful, hauntingly blue eyes and cast them up at me. She wore an unmistakeable smile that told me she had been waiting for that exact command. Again, it could have been my overactive imagination, but her expression was of such sincere happiness that I believed it to be true.
She put one of her hands on either of my thighs and pressed her fingertips down. Her eyes stared straight into mine, daring me to look away as she began her descent.
There was no sum of money on the planet that would have convinced me to do that, and even the threatening sounds of Dad's chair springs creaking as he readjusted in his seat did not scare me enough to tear my eyes off of her. I knew it was dangerous, but I simply could not help myself.
Mom pushed her lips forward so they protruded from her face, forming a shallow tube of flesh into which my cock slowly disappeared. I watched it enter her one bit at a time. Each inch that I lost sight of was balanced out by an added sensation, and the less I could see, the better it felt. Her mouth, and the magnificent warmth it held, made the perfect holster for my cock to slide into.
It was a reverse game of Operation; Mom's goal was to insert my cock as deep as she could whilst ensuring that it was coddled on every side at once. Whether that came from her tongue - which she had pasted to the bottom - or her hollowed out cheeks compressing the bulb like a fleshy vice, it did not matter to me. I could not tell one from the other, anyway.
Mom did not quite reach the bottom, but she got incredibly close. In fact, when she pushed her lips outward as far as they would go, the upper one just barely reached my pelvis and the bottom got close enough to nudge my ballsack.
I felt my dick prod the back of her throat - a firm wall of wet, spongy meat - as she wiggled her lips in an effort to fit more of it inside. With her gullet already packed tight, it was a hopeless effort, but I loved feeling her try. My cock pushed hard against her throat, and I felt an intense pressure on the tip. In short order, the head was pressed into a flat mushroom that, when squeezed, became wide enough to lodge snugly in her windpipe. I could tell how plugged her throat was by the way her breathing became laboured, forcing her to fight through wet, sputtering breaths for a shred of oxygen. Quiet little gurgles snuck out of her esophagus, and so I held a finger to my lips to remind her to stay silent.
Mom tensed her brow, but gave me a quick nod to confirm that she would try her best. A small tear welled up in the corner of her eye, turning her iris into a shimmering blue pool. She blinked hard to eject the salty water, and it ran down the side of her cheek.
I thought she looked stunning, but knew that one look at her face would have made the rest of the family suspicious. I reached up with my other hand - the one that was not rooted in her hair - to gently wipe the tear away. She gave me an appreciative gurgle, which I imagined was intended to mean "Thank you for wiping Mommy's tears away so she can keep sucking your big, fat cock" -- well, something like that, anyway.
She stuck her tongue out of her mouth as far as she could and used the tip of it to poke my balls. She took to rapidly fluttering it against them, giving me a sharp, electrifying tingle that ran counter to the dense heat that boiled in the depths of her throat. The conflicting sensation made my toes curl; had I not been holding myself upright on the counter, I surely would have collapsed.
"Oh, fuck," I said with a grunt, earning me a look of ire from my mother.
She narrowed her eyes at me and pointed with a finger toward the living room.
It physically pained me to look away from her, but that was nothing compared to the way my heart dropped when I realized that Dad was staring back at me from his easy chair.
"Everything okay in there?" he asked innocently.
"Y-yeah, Dad," I squeaked. "It-- I just... cut myself! On the peeler, I mean."
He shrugged and turned back to the television. "Oh. Well, get your mother to take a look at it. I'm sure it's nothing."
I looked down at Mom, expecting to see some sort of change in her facial expression, but she looked completely ignorant. She had clearly heard him, but did not relent in response to the injection of reality. Her own husband was close enough to talk to me without raising his voice, but she was acting like it was just the two of us in the house. It would have taken something serious to tear her away, and that moment came seconds later when Dad asked Tyler to get him another beer.
My little brother sneered at him. "But Mikey's already in the kitchen. Make him do it!"
"He's busy," Dad replied. "He's helping Mom out, you know. I don't want to bother them."
More like she's helping me out! I thought with an inward chuckle. Mom was arguably the real head of our family, not Dad, so having her drop to her knees to swallow my cock made me feel like I was the de facto leader of the house-- a king by no small measure, with my queen worshipping at my feet.


That said, it was not a true reign, and I certainly wasn't brave enough to flaunt my new role in the front of the others. I hastily pulled my dick out of Mom's mouth as soon as Tyler got off of the couch. She kept the suction strong until the moment my cock left her lips, producing a sensational pop when the fat head exited the wet vacuum.
I saw a bright gleam from the ceiling lights bouncing off of the glaze of saliva she had applied to the entire length, but it was most noticeable on the glimmering head, which sparkled like a pink diamond. I stuffed my dick into my sweatpants and tucked it into the waistband to keep it from springing forth while Mom used her fingertips to wipe the corners of her mouth. She stood up, flattened down the front of her red dress, and turned to face the oven behind us, as though she had been examining the turkey the entire time.
Tyler rounded the corner a couple of seconds later, completely ignorant to the scene which he had almost stumbled upon. "Hey, chef... and lackey."
"Hi, honey," Mom said with the utmost delight injected into her tone, like she was trying to sell him on her innocence. "Beer run?"
He rolled his eyes. "Lucky me, I guess." He opened the fridge and grabbed a cold bottle off of the bottom shelf. "You guys don't want any help?"
I wanted to scream "NO!" at the top of my lungs, so it was a good thing that Mom responded instead of me.
She kept her tone level, turning him away kindly, but leaving no room for dispute. "No, no. It's okay. Mikey and I have it covered. Besides, we don't want too many cooks in the kitchen."
Tyler shrugged. "Whatever. Smells good, at least. Are you putting--"
"Garlic in the green beans?" Mom interrupted with a sly grin. "Extra, honey - just how you like them. Run along, now, before your dad gets all beer-cranky."
Tyler paused. "Wouldn't that mean he was cranky when he does drink beer?"
Mom gave a sarcastic little titter. "Well, knowing that man, he's gonna be cranky either way!"
Dad cleared his throat from the other room. "You know, I can hear you."
A look of amusement crept onto Mom's face. "He said, crankily!"
Her banter made Tyler chuckle, and I even heard Marcy snickering. I found it wildly surprising that Mom was able to play the role of a fun-loving mom after, just seconds prior, she had packed her throat so full of dick that she could not even breathe. She was a truly amazing woman, my mother, and strange as it was, I actually idolized her for being able to fulfill multiple roles so effectively.
I watched patiently as Tyler returned to the living room, handed Dad his beer, and then sat back down on the couch. I wanted to be sure that he would not return for something, and did not look away until I was satisfied that he would not be getting back up. Unbeknownst to me, while I had been keeping watch, Mom had been slipping effortlessly from being a mother to being my Mommy. I didn't notice until I turned my head to the right in search of her, and when I laid eyes on her, my heart almost stopped beating.
There, bent over the kitchen table, with her gloriously fat rump pointed towards me, was my mother. She pinched the fluffy white hem of her skirt and lifted it up above the swell of her enormous ass to expose her creamy-white skin.
She peeked over her shoulder to make sure that I was watching her, then gentle delivered a few gentle pats to her right cheek. The taut blubber jiggled slightly with every soft spanking, producing a pulse that travelled through her flesh as a wave.
I knew she was beckoning me over, but I was frozen in place. I became a deer in headlights, my eyes transfixed on her backside. I held my breath as I watched her dig between her plump ass cheeks, using the same hand with which she had just been swatting them. She used a few fingers to drag out the thin string of her underwear, peeling it off of her pussy. She tugged it to the side, and while doing so pried her ass cheeks apart as widely as she could.
Mom's pussy splayed open, her lips parting to expose the succulent opening that laid in waiting. It was a scene that could only be described as a desperate invitation, and I was in no position to turn her down.
I felt insanely lucky. My ancestors would have probably crawled through a field of broken glass just to glance, for a single second, at something of such immaculate beauty, and there I was having it thrust upon me without even asking. It was the closest thing I had ever come to witnessing a Christmas miracle.
I took one last look into the living room to confirm that everyone was distracted, then walked over to Mom. My pants were already down around my knees by the time I reached her. I leaned forward, my stomach pressing into the small of her back, to whisper into her ear. "Are you sure, Mom?"
She nodded. "If you're quick, yes. Are you close?"
To answer her, I pressed my bulging erection between her ass cheeks and pushed forward until the underside rubbed against her asshole. "Feel that?"
Mom made an obscene little whimper. "Holy hell, honey. It feels like you're ready to burst."
"I am," I whispered.
Mom wagged her tail, making her ass cheeks quake like piles of white gelatin. "Well then, be a good boy and make sure that you're inside of me when you do so we don't make a mess. Got it?"
I had never in my life received instructions that I was more willing to comply with. I had just won the jackpot and was being told that I had to take the money, as if I would have ever refused such a gift.
With my hand around my cock, I pushed the head down until it slid between her slippery lips. They wrapped around the bulb like wet curtains, draping themselves around it to welcome it back home again. I dragged it up and down through the mushy moat, ensuring that her juices were covering the whole head. Even without looking down, I felt the moment that the head popped inside of her, lodging inside the cozy compartment with just a tiny push. Honestly, I think I could have found her pussy blindfolded. My lust was giving me superpowers, or was my superpower.
I heard Mom fight to swallow another groan, her gritted teeth made obvious by the emission of a blunted whimper. "Jesus."
I rubbed her back soothingly. "What, Mom?"
She squirmed on her feet, shifting her weight back and forth between them. "I just, like-- Christ, honey. Did it get bigger?"
"I don't think so. Maybe you're just getting tighter, if that's possible."
She tightened her cunt muscles, squeezing my cock in a gentle grip. "You tell me, honey. Can Mommy get any tighter?"
I battled the desire to wail in ecstasy, but it was a close call. "God, Mom, that's already making me want to cum." I could not believe that I was racing to the edge so quickly, but if there was anything in the world that could make me pop early, it was certainly my mother's pussy.
"Then cum, sweetheart, But - and I mean this - you have to go slowly."
"Whyyyyy?" I whined quietly.
"Because, sweetheart, you heard how much noise Mommy's bum makes when it claps. We can't have that, can we?"
I growled in disappointment, but I knew she was right. Besides, I probably would not have made it more than a couple of strong strokes anyhow. I wanted it to last longer than that. "I guess not."
"Good boy," she cooed happily. "Go all the way in, honey. I want to feel you touch the bottom again - but sloooowly."
As it turned out, my guess of ten strokes had been a vast overstatement. I inched forward, steadily sinking my cock into Mom's pussy as I felt my orgasm come rushing forth to greet me. "F-fuck, Mom, oh my god."
"Already?" she mewed. "Feels pretty good in there, huh?"
"Uh-huh."
"Not yet. Bottom first, sweetheart. You can do it."
Her encouragement was the only thing that got me through the urge to cum right then and there. The nerves in my cock had been amplified to one thousand percent, allowing me to feel every single one of the bumps and ridges - their texture of cushy, wet velvet - caressing it on the way down.
It easily sank into her honeypot, parting her walls at their deepest part where the heat was so intense that it felt like my dick was trudging through a dense rainforest. The wetness, too - the texture of it - changed from thin, slippery juice to a kind of thick syrup that clung to my cock. It sank deeper still, closing the final gap before reaching her cervix. We released a collective sigh when we felt it poke the spongy barrier, but that moment of serenity did not last long.
"M-Mom," I whimpered. "I'm gonna--"
"Hug my tummy," she said excitedly. "Hold me close. I want to feel you."
I wrapped my arms around her belly and hugged her as tightly as I could, trying to meld our bodies together just as my brain began to tingle. "Ooooh! OOooOOh, fuck, Mommy!"
She released her ass cheeks, then wrapped her arms around her stomach so that they overlaid mine. "Shhhh. I know, honey. I know. Let it out."
I could not stop myself from making noise, but I was smart enough to bite down on Mom's shoulder so that my passionate moans were somewhat stifled. I could only pray that the other room remained ignorant, because had they not, I still wouldn't have been unable to stop myself from cumming.
My body bucked, lurching forward as a rolling tide of pure bliss washed over me. My sense of touch was inundated to the point that all other feelings became diluted. I could have fallen out of a plane at that very moment and all I would have felt was the unbridled pleasure of emptying my balls into my mother's cunt. Every nerve ending, from my head to my toes, lit up like a Christmas tree decorated with so many lights that one could not have seen the branches.
Molten goo spewed from the end of my cock and splattered the mouth of Mom's womb. Each time it throbbed, there was another release - another burst. It pooled at the bottom, surrounding the head until it was entirely submerged in a hot, frothy bubble bath.
Mom closed her legs as tightly as they could go, then squeezed her pussy with all her might. It felt like a hand gripping me, displaying such a menacing strength that I imagined she would leave behind an imprint of the folds that lined her insides. My cock would look like a roadmap, bearing signature markings that were as unique as a fingerprint and branding me as hers.
"That's my boy," Mom touted proudly. "Such a good boy for Mommy."
My knees were shaking, barely able to support my weight as the life force drained out of my body. Hearing her lewd encouragement did not make it any easier. I slumped forward, no longer holding myself up with my legs, and completely dropped my weight on her back. I was panting heavily through my mouth, which was just as well, because I couldn't close the damn thing. "I can't... We just... Wow, Mom."
She purred with glee, rubbing my forearms in slow strokes to ease me back down. "You did so good, honey - filled Mommy all the way up, didn't you?"
"Uh-huh," I croaked, my lungs refusing to support deep breaths and speech at the same time. "I g-gotta sit down." I lifted my leaden body off of hers and withdrew my cock from its soggy sheath, my muscles so heavy that I thought I would break through the floor if I were to fall over.
Mom neatly tucked her dress back over her ass cheeks, but not before I spied a globule of chunky, white cum oozing out of her loosened pussy. She stood up and flattened down the front, making sure she looked prim and proper before she spun around to face me. "Sit down, honey. You're shaking like a leaf."
I collapsed in one of the chairs beside us. "Just... just a minute."
She brushed her fingers through my hair, then leaned down and kissed the top of my head. "All tuckered out, huh?"
I nodded. "I feel like I'm gonna pass out. That was amazing, Mom."
"I liked it, too. Taking risks is fun. It makes me feel so... naughty."
I chortled harder than she'd likely expected. "I'll tell Santa to put you on the list, then."
She gave my hair a light tousle. "As long as I'm on your nice list, I don't care."
I pointed to the ceiling. "You're at the top, Mom - the very friggin' tip top!"
"I'm glad to hear it. Will you help me finish dinner when you calm down?" She was no longer whispering, but since nobody had come to check on us by then, I was sure that nothing would draw their attention.
Mom continued to prove her expertise at switching roles. For a while, I was content to watch her bustle around the kitchen in her Christmas getup. Of course, I eventually returned to my potato peeling duty, and was thankful that nobody in the other room had caught on to the fact that almost fifteen minutes had passed without any progress.
My balls were empty, my heart was full, and it felt fantastic to work in the kitchen with Mom. I liked feeling like part of a pair - part of something bigger than myself - and though we were no force of nature, it still felt like there was some irrefutable strength underlying our relationship. With her at my side I could have conquered the world, but I was fine to start with just conquering root vegetables.
I peeled, she sautéed; I chopped, she stirred... and roasted, and basted, and... well, you get the idea. The list was as endless as it was one-sided, and though Mom was doing most of the heavy lifting - while occasionally giving me directions on how not to fuck up - I still liked helping her out. I hoped, too, that she would be inclined to return the favor if I proved to be an obedient sous chef.
It took another hour - maybe a little less - for us to put the finishing touches on dinner. When Mom finally announced "Soup's on!" to the family, they came racing in from the living room to grab a plate. We gathered around the kitchen table - the same one on which I had just inseminated my mother - while she and I pretended not to get horny all over again from keeping such an illicit secret.
"Smells good, Mom," Tyler said.
"Thank you, Ty," she said sincerely. There truly was nothing that made her happier than providing for her family in whatever way she could. "Did you get extra green beans?"
He rolled his eyes. "They made me go last so I wouldn't take them all."
Dad snickered. "I've never seen a boy so obsessed with vegetables! Hell, when I was your age I felt the same way... about girls!"
I felt one of Mom's stocking-clad feet brush against my ankle. "Girls can come later, Vincent. Let him stay as my baby for just one more year." She took a slow sip of her wine while making flirty eyes at me, but everyone was too focused on their meal to notice.
Dad rolled his eyes. "Fair enough. I guess Mikey is the one the girls go nuts for, anyway."
Mom choked on her red wine. "Ahem! Mikey is a grown man. He doesn't want a girl; he wants a woman."
Dad pushed some mashed potatoes around his plate. "Aaaand here comes the grandkid rant."
Mom held up her hands defensively. "No rant! Promise. I'm sure I'll get grandbabies when he's darn good and ready. Isn't that right, honey?"
Without thinking twice - which, in hindsight, I definitely should have - I blurted out, "I'll give you grandkids right now, Mom."
The table went silent, and though I did not think Tyler picked up on the comment, it was clear that everyone else did, so I rushed to clarify. "Er, like, there's this girl--"
"Woman," Mom interjected.
"Sorry, right. There's this woman at school who is, uh, really cool, I guess. You guys would like her, I bet."
There was sincere worry on Mom's face. "Oh. Really? I-- well. You've never mentioned her before."
I grinned at the realization that I had deftly avoided suspicion, and thus wanted to push the envelope a little more while letting Mom know that she had nothing to worry about. "Yeah. She's a little older, though. Blonde hair, always dresses nice, beautiful smile."
Marcy scoffed flippantly. "Jeez, Mikey, she sounds a lot like Mom. Maybe you really are a--"
"Don't say it." I knew it was futile to threaten her, and doing so probably made her want to annoy me even more.
"A mama's boy!" she said with an abhorrent, evil laugh. "Even the women you date look like Mom, weirdo."
I scowled at her. "Well, Mom is really pretty, so... fuck you."
"Hey!" Mom snapped. "It's Christmas, you two. No fighting, please."
"Sorry, Mom," Marcy said.
"Yeah. Sorry, Mom."
"Either way," Mom said, "she sounds really special, Mikey. Maybe you should think about tying the knot so she'll give me some beautiful grandbabies to cherish."
I swallowed dryly, feeling my anxiety pick up over the thought - one I could not deny - of subtly hinting at our taboo affair under the noses of the very people whom we were hiding it from. "Yeah, maybe. You think she's ready for that? With me, I mean?"
Mom paused mid-bite, her fork hovering an inch from her mouth, which she then closed as she parsed through my comment. "Well, honey, I bet if you ask her nicely, she would be very happy to have your babies."
My cheeks flushed with an unyielding heat. "You think so?"
"I know, so sweetheart. It's probably something she wants just as badly as you do." There was a magical twinkle in Mom's eye, and, coupled with the way she stroked my shin with the pads of her feet, I knew she had gotten the message loud and clear.
Marcy sneered with disgust. "Gross, Mom! You don't even know this person."
Mom shrugged. "I know women, though, and I know Mikey. Who wouldn't want to have a baby with such a handsome young man?"
My throat closed up, but Mom seemed completely at ease. "Y-yeah, duh. So just, like--shut up, Marcy."
My sister arched an eyebrow. "Mom, please, for the love of God, just let me fight with him. I promise I'll make it quick!"
Mom stood her ground. "Nope. Not tonight. In fact, why don't you two save all your bickering for the new year, yeah?"
I scrunched up my nose. "Fine. Truce?"
"Fine. Truce?" Marcy repeated in a mocking tone.
Dad cleared his throat without looking up from his plate. "Enough."
Marcy and I exchanged a look that said "This isn't over," but since neither of us wanted to incur Dad's wrath, we silently agreed on a temporary ceasefire. It lasted all the way until dessert, at which point we argued a little over who should get the bigger slice of apple pie, but that, too, was culled with a quick word from Dad: "Quiet."
Tyler and Marcy were put on dish duty, but since I was in the spirit of giving, I volunteered to help them out. Mom said she was going to take a shower, the true meaning of which was only obvious to me.
It was tradition to watch something Christmas-themed as a family after dinner, and we almost always picked the live-action Grinch movie. That year was no exception.
By the time Mom came back downstairs, her alluring red dress swapped out for a pair of white, flannel pajamas, most of the seats on the couch had been taken. It was a blessing, then, that I had been wise enough to pick the corner of the couch - furthest away from Dad's easy chair - and spread myself out before anyone else had taken a seat. That made it so, when I straightened up, there was an empty space in the corner next to me. She could have picked anywhere, but I knew when she descended the stairs she would be looking for any way to get close to me again, so I gave her a perfect pocket between me and the couch cushion.
I kicked my legs up and patted the cushion next to me. "They took all the blankets, but I saved you one."
Mom rolled her eyes. "Oh no! So we have to share? Yuck!"
She and I laughed, but nobody else seemed to notice that we were even talking. Dad had switched the television over to football highlights, so he and Tyler were as glued to that screen as Marcy was to her phone. Since they were totally distracted, I took the opportunity to blow Mom a kiss that nobody would catch.


She did, though, literally pretend to catch it with her hand. It was innocent, but once she also noticed that we were not being watched, she took the balled-up fist containing my smooch and lowered it between her legs. She made a big show of opening her fist, then rubbed her hand right up against her pussy. She pinched her legs shut, slowly dragging her fingers out from between them, and finally placed a kiss of her own in the center of her palm.
It was safe to say that the last thing on my mind was watching a movie - especially one that I had seen before - so I was already racking my brain for ways to get out of it so that Mom and I could be alone. As it turned out, privacy was not a requirement-- distraction and a couch corner were all we needed.
You see, when Mom slid into place beside me, she was almost completely invisible from the side, where the rest of the family sat. Notably, Dad, far off in his easy chair, would have needed to stand up to even see his wife's face around my hulking frame. My shoulders were wide enough to act as a shield, keeping her hidden in the nook where only I could see her-- and feel her, of course.
Mom settled into place with her feet up on the couch next to mine and threw the blanket over us, adding yet another layer of protection from prying eyes.
"Ready, everyone?" Dad asked, clicker in hand.
Mom snuggled into my shoulder like she wanted to get my scent on her again after she had washed it away in the shower. Her hand was resting on my stomach under the blanket so nobody would see her rubbing in small circles. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. "Okay. Ready!"
Thanks to the privacy provided by my broad shoulders, and the strict attention being paid to the television, it sort of felt like Mom had been sequestered off in her own little world. The blanket provided a covering that - with a slight turn of her body - allowed her to sneak a leg over mine, half-straddling my thigh with her pussy mound pressed firmly against my hip. She drew long, patient breaths, followed by a small pause before an exhale that carried with it the murmur of a satisfied kitten. She seemed completely at peace, and I felt the same way.
It was wonderful to have her cuddled up next to me, and that was not an overstatement. Just like the movie's titular character, my heart felt it had grown three sizes simply by having her so close to me - spoiler for the end of the movie, I suppose.
To say I was barely paying attention would still have been giving me far too much credit. My eyes were trained forward, but every fiber of my being was zeroed in on Mom's movements. The way she gently rubbed my stomach or ground against my thigh made her desires clear, but she soon proved that she did not just want to touch. She wanted to be touched, too.
Mom removed her hand from my belly, imparting a few subtle pats before she pulled it away. She moved slowly, ensuring that the lump under the blanket went unnoticed. Her hand slid between our bodies, where my arm rested, and took hold of my elbow.
I quickly glanced her out of the corner of my eye. I was not sure what I expected to see - perhaps some glimmer in her eye that revealed what she was planning to do - but she was totally stoic. Without so much as blinking, she tugged on my arm, insisting that I let her guide it - and my hand - wherever she pleased. That place, I soon found, was directly between her legs.
I had to stop myself from gasping by digging my teeth into my tongue; instead, I managed to keep it down to a sharp inhalation. I felt her bend my arm so that my elbow was resting on her navel, which positioned my hand on top of her pussy mound. My fingers grazed the front her cotton shirts, eliciting a small shiver that ran through her whole body.
Mom rotated her body and laid on her back, no longer straddling my thigh, then timidly parted her legs. She opened them as wide as she could without drawing attention, bracing one leg against mine and the other against the opposite couch cushion. With both of her hands, she clung onto my forearm like it was a life preserver, and she a shipwreck survivor. Her fingers, whose nails had left shallow imprints in my skin, quivered from exertion. I could feel her anxiety - her trepidation - but more than, that I could feel her desperation-- something I, too, shared.
I looked down at her. We could not speak, but we both knew words were unnecessary. She gave me a slight, almost imperceptible nod to encourage me forward, telling me all I needed to know.
I pulled my hand back a little so that my fingers brushed the edge of Mom's waistband, then pressed down gently on her tummy. I snuck them under the elastic and slowly inched them forward, creeping underneath the thin, cotton barrier that separated them from what they sought. They did not travel far before reaching her pubic hair-- a large, fuzzy patch that covered her entire mound.
I pushed my fingers through the thicket, burrowing one by one through its curls. They ventured forward until I felt fur tickling my palm, at which point each of my fingers were deeply embedded in her dense jungle. I imagined they'd been swallowed whole, requiring a blade to free them from the overgrowth, but I did not want them to be freed. In fact, I wanted to go further into the brush. I wanted to get lost in it.
My pulse was through the roof. Touching Mom with the others close by was the riskiest thing I had ever done by a large margin, but her poise was contagious. Had she been anxious, I doubt I would have had the confidence to go forward, but since she remained calm, I was confident enough to take that risk. I wanted to show her that I could match her energy even if it was dangerous. As silly as it may sound, I did not want to disappoint her.
I combed through the lush landscape with warmth nipping at my fingertips. I knew from where the heat radiated, nestled deep within the forest of fur, and I wanted - needed, in the truest sense I had ever felt - to touch it. It felt more important to me than oxygen, and so I held my breath as I neared her entrance.
Time, and my fingers, slowed to a crawl. Her hair became wetter the closer to her pussy that I got. Tiny beads of nectar clung to the curly strands, their numbers rising the closer I got to the source. I was surprised at how turned on she had become with only a few fingers laid on her, but that made me want her all the more.
Mom's eagerness was my eagerness, too. Whether it was shaking fingers, a racing heartbeat, or cunt honey so thick that I could have poured it on pancakes, it was all born of the same lust.
My fingers wandered down over the swell of her pussy mound, exiting the woolly thicket to stumble blindly into the quagmire it bordered. The heat was marvelous. It made my mouth to water to the point that it was as wet as my fingers, which had taken to wading through the pool of juice that had collected at her opening.
I eased further down, sliding my middle finger between my mother's lips until the whole digit was flanked by curtains of fine silk. I could feel her clit throbbing with a resounding pulse - a call from the sensitive button that begged "Touch me here!" I narrowed my focus, applying a little bit of pressure to it. It was not much - I did not want her to start moaning, of course - but I was entranced by the way her body reacted when I paid even the slightest amount of attention to the tiny nub.
Mom clenched up, her fingernails gnawing on my arm as she fought the obvious urge to writhe. She sank her teeth into my shoulder, chomping down as she released a whimper so quiet that I thought it was a mouse squeaking in the walls.
I placed my middle and ring finger close together so that a small crease formed between the two of them. Into that gap I wedged her clit, fitting it neatly in place. My fingers gingerly brushed against it as I pushed them towards her pussy, causing goosebumps to cover the slight bit of exposed forearm that peeked out from above the blanket.
I imagined that her entire arm had become a sleeve of little dots, but that was nothing compared to the evidence that I found nestled between her thighs. If her goosebumps were a sign, then her astonishing wetness was a giant, neon billboard - though thankfully not perceptible to our so-very-near family members.
The noise from the TV was just static at that point. I could hardly make out a single word from the muffled speakers, my ears blanketed in layers of lust. However, Mom steered my attention to the television by uttering a word - a small one - just as the music rose to a volume loud enough to obscure her words.
"In," she whispered - so quietly that I did not realize she had said anything at first. I got the message, though, when she used her grip on my forearm to usher my hand downward. She did not stop until the tips of my two fingers were lodged in the mouth of her pussy, giving me no other choice but to push them inside.
I cupped her mound with my palm, forming my hand around the bulge so I could hold her entire pussy - as much as I could hold, anyway - in one hand. I curled my fingers - middle and ring - like I was trying to make a fist, causing them to effortlessly sink into Mom's birth canal. I was amazed by how little strength it took, and the greed with which she swallowed my digits. Up to the first knuckle, I could feel them cloaked in that tremendous heat, and such wetness that I wondered how long the tips could soak before they pruned.
Mom braced against my arm for stability, allowing her to subtly grind against my fingers without giving us away. Each time she pushed her hips forward, my fingers went deeper, piercing through the sodden channel one painfully slow inch at a time.
Forward, then back. It was a steady motion, and a patient one. Each of her adjustments were meticulously designed to worm my fingers deeper and deeper, pushing aside her tightly packed walls as they delved into the plush pocket.
I did not know which of us was more excited for me to reach the bottom, but as I felt the second knuckle of both fingers enter the soft, steamy tunnel, my heart rushed to leap out of my open mouth.
I would have closed my jaw, but I was too stunned by the sensory overload. Between the physical sensation of her womanhood seeming to melt under my fingers, and the emotional weight of doing so just a few feet from the rest of our family, I felt like I was having an out-of-body experience. The plush lining in her pussy was as soft as the underside of my tongue. It offered little resistance as I rummaged around in an attempt to add just one more inch of that succulent, pink flesh under my fingertips.
Droplets of sweat peppered my hairline, but not due to exertion. It was the remarkable heat emanating from Mom's pussy that made me perspire. Under the blanket, and with two of my fingers buried happily in their silken tomb, my entire arm felt like it had left to bake in the desert sun.
Mom's pussy coiled around me, instinctively milking my fingers the same way that it had at the park earlier that night. There was nothing to extract, of course, but I relished the way her insides had impulsively clenched up the moment they'd felt that second knuckle slide inside.
She looked up at me briefly, her eyes screaming the same thing that my own brain was chanting on a loop: "Almost there."
I extended my fingers as far as they would go, stretching them to reach deep into the channel of slowly pulsating muscle. It felt as though they were rearranging themselves to accommodate my shape, molding slippery tissue around my fingers that constricted as fervently as it twitched.
I wanted so badly to give her an orgasm - to make her eyes roll back in her head as pleasure tremors made her entire body quake - but we were rudely interrupted when reality came crashing in full force; Dad paused the movie.
Mom and I froze, my fingers still bathed in her warmth and wetness. We held our breaths as he stood up from his easy chair and stretched his arms with a loud, fatherly sigh.
"Gotta pee," he said casually. "Anyone need anything?"
Tyler stood as well. "Yeah. I need snacks, but I'll go get them."
"Good timing," Marcy chimed in. "Ian wants to call for a bit, so..."
"But it's family movie night, Cee Cee!" Mom complained, which was surreal considering that I still had not removed my fingers from her pussy. "Can't your boyfriend wait?"
I could feel her walls undulating as she spoke. The sensation became even more pronounced when she turned to face Marcy, twisting the folds and ridges lining her pussy as she moved. I had to chew on the inside of my cheek to stop myself from reacting.
"Sorry, Mom," Marcy said. "I promise I'll be quick. Just two minutes!"
Mom scrunched up her nose in protest, but her annoyance was tempered by, I imagined, the reminder that she was trying to exert authority with her son's fingers still stirring about in her soupy cunt. "Fine. Just don't be too long. Okay?"
Marcy scampered off with her phone to her ear, and though we could not hear the voice on the other line, we heard hers getting quieter as she walked further away from the room.
There was a deafening silence in the room. It was not awkward, but felt more like Mom or I were waiting for our cue to say something. Rather than use words, I decided to play the hand I had been dealt. With the tips of my fingers, I put steady pressure against the roof of Mom's pussy, then dragged them out from the sweltering depths.
She clamped a hand over her mouth and flicked her gaze towards the doorway that her daughter had just left through. "Oh, f-fuck, honey." It was the first time I had heard her react since sitting on the couch, but it was clear she was still holding back despite us being alone. "That feels so fucking good. I almost came, like, two separate times."
I could not resist the call to brandish a bratty smile. "But I barely did anything!"
She shook her head. "It's not just that, sweetheart. It's like... they're so close to us! This is so risky, but--"
"But exciting?" I offered.
She leaned in and lowered her voice. "Yes! I feel like a horny teenager again. I just want you to rip my clothes off with your teeth and take me right here on the couch."
The veins in my neck throbbed. "I can do that."
"No, honey, you can't - not yet, anyway - but keep that energy for me."
"Until when?"
She paused, mulling over her answer. "Until tonight."
I tightly clenched my jaw. "W-what's tonight?"
She shrugged and offered me a wry grin. "Tonight is tonight. Maybe something will happen, maybe it won't. You're just gonna have to wait and see. But until then... will you take your fingers out of me for a second?"
My heart sank to the pit of my stomach. "But why? I like having them in there."
She rubbed my forearm reassuringly. "I know you do. Mommy likes it too, sweetheart, but I don't want them in there right now."
I hoped that there was some trick about to be pulled, so I pushed my luck just in case she had something planned. "Well... where would you like them?"
Mom's smile spread until her dimples were deep enough that I would have eaten cereal out of them. "In my mouth, of course." To punctuate her point, and how dearly she had meant it, Mom opened her maw. She widened it until I could stare directly down her throat, then pointed down her gaping gullet with her index finger. "Hewe, pweae."
I almost cried tears of you. "Y-you want... you want to taste it?"
She stuck her tongue out of her mouth and nodded excitedly, making the loose appendage flop around and leave small dabs of saliva on her chin. "Uh-huh."
I withdrew my fingers from their slimy sheathe, eliciting a small gasp from Mom that I was thankful she did not bother to hide; it was music to my ears. I raised my fingers above the blanket. They were trembling so hard that I feared the droplets of juice that had collected on them would be knocked loose. I envisioned the nectar falling down onto Mom's sweater, where it would soak in and leave a stain to mark it with the byproduct of our incestuous affair.
My fingers neared her parted lips. Once they were in reach, she dipped her head forward to suck them into her mouth. She closed her eyes and let out a low, rumbling growl that made my fingers vibrate, darting her tongue between the cracks of my digits so that she could scrape off the congealed syrup that stretched between them like thin, liquid vines. She sucked in her cheeks, smothering my fingers in a warm cocoon with a technique that seemed directly inspired by her earlier blowjob.
"Mmmmmm," she groaned. "I taste yummy."
My heart was racing, but not fast enough to catch my breath. "Y-yeah?"
"Yeah. Do you wanna taste Mommy's pussy honey, honey?" she asked with a playful giggle.
I nodded and opened my mouth, my eyes trained on my fingers as she slowly dragged them out. Her lips were pasted to them, tracing over the bumps of my knuckles as they passed through her lips. I expected her to pass the pre-suckled fingers to me, but she let go of my arm instead. Then, with a wicked grin on her face, she reached her own hand underneath the blanket and began digging between her thighs.
"What the fuck..." I murmured, spellbound by the depraved scene.
Mom's mouth was ajar, her eyes glazed over as she rooted around in her pussy to scoop out a serving of the juice. She lifted her slippery fingers to my mouth, both of which were wet enough to glimmer when the overhead lights struck them. "There we go," she said. "Now, open wide, sweetheart."
I obeyed, letting my tongue hang out of my mouth as she had.
Mom pressed the slimy tips against my taste buds, letting the sweet, pungent honey wash over them. "How's that?"
"Uh-huh," I said with a grunt.
"More, baby?" Her voice was as sweet as the flavor that danced on my tongue. She did not wait for a reply, but rather flattened her fingers so that the pads were flush with my tongue.
I closed my lips around them, my eyes already shut in rapturous delight as I nursed. Just as she had, I pushed my tongue between the cracks in her fingers so that I would not miss a single drop.
She slowly pulled her fingers out of my mouth, but hesitated at the final knuckle when she realized how hard I was sucking. "Maybe one day we'll see about letting you get a real taste, hmm?"
My eyes grew until they were wide enough to fill a ballpark, and despite wanting her fingers to stay in my mouth I spat them out so I could speak. "One day? Like... are we gonna keep doing this? After tonight, I mean?"
Mom seemed completely unbothered by that inquiry. "Would you like to?"
I almost jumped straight through the ceiling. "Fuck yes!" I heard footsteps returning to the living room so I hushed my voice. "I thought this was just going to be a one-night kind of thing."
Mom finally popped her fingers out of my mouth. She pet my face with the wet digits and used her thumb to stroke my cheek bone. "You thought a lot of things, mister. One day at a time, okay?"
I nodded and, before the surprise intruder could interrupt our conversation, folded my hands on top of the blanket to avoid suspicion. "One day at a time." I was so overwhelmed that all I could do was repeat after her.
Is she being serious? I thought. She wants to keep doing this after the holidays? Maybe she'll want to do it every time I come home to visit! Damn, I'm going to be spending a lot of time at the house, then.
One by one, our family members returned to the living room. Marcy was last, of course, but at least her phone was in her pocket when she sat back down. There was only about half an hour left in the movie, and we finished it despite knowing exactly how it would end. Once it was over, we spent a few minutes idly chatting about plans for the next morning: when we would wake up, what to have for breakfast, who wanted coffee, and the like.


It was bizarre to see the others in such a state of normalcy. The world kept spinning around me and Mom no matter how far we pushed the boundaries, unaware of the leaps and bounds by which our relationship was evolving.
They carried on in blissful ignorance as the conversation steered towards presents, with Tyler championing the old family tradition of opening just one on Christmas Eve. It had started back when we were kids as a way to quell our excitement, which had been mandatory to get us to sleep on time. Stories about being watched by Santa while we slept had never cut it.
We gathered around the Christmas tree, its branches decked with ornaments that ranged from fancy and decorative to the handmade crafts me and my siblings had made as kids.
Dad knelt by the various presents and pulled out one for each of us that were marked with a red star, drawn in Sharpie - our longstanding code for exactly which ones were meant to be opened early.
Marcy went first and unboxed a bottle of perfume that, apparently, she had been asking Mom to buy for her. Tyler was next, but as a boy who relished his time in the spotlight, he took his sweet time opening his gift of digital currency for his favorite game: Fortnite. He asked Dad to go after him, but we all knew what Tyler had gotten for our father. It was the same brand of cigars that he received every year, even though Mom had technically paid for the illicit item. Since I was entering adulthood, Dad had found it pertinent to get me something to commemorate the occasion that was a lot more expensive than fake video game money.
"Jesus!" I exclaimed. "I love Johnnie Walker, but you got me the blue label?"
"You're worth it, Mikey," he said insistently. "It's my favorite, so I know you'll appreciate it. It's in your blood! Merry Christmas, son."
"Merry Christmas, Dad."
Then our attention turned to Mom. In my opinion, we had saved the best for last: my gift to her. I was chomping at the bit for her to open the box. I had not wrapped it well, but felt that the haphazard tape-and-wrapping-paper arrangement gave it some personality.
In a text a few months earlier, Mom had mentioned how she wished she owned more winter gear, or "stuff," as she had called it. I remembered her specifically mentioning thick, fluffy socks that would go past her knees. They would make her winter walks a bit warmer, so in keeping in that theme I had also purchased her a white hat with a big, puffy pompom and matching mittens, too. Both had their edges scored with a boa of fake fur - around the wrists for the mittens, and the head hole for the hat - that was as pure as the driven snow.
Mom ripped through the wrapping paper and squealed with joy when she realized what was inside. "Oh, honey! You remembered!"
I was oddly proud of myself. Even though I had written down her not-so-subtle hint back when she'd mentioned it, it made me feel good to put such a smile on her face. "I sure did! I hope they're the right size."
"They're perfect, sweetheart. Thank you."
She had yet to try them on, but I still believed her. Whether or not they would fit, she did not seem to care. It truly was the thought that counted, and I imagined that she felt heard, or seen, or something like that.
"And look at these socks!" she exclaimed. "They're huge!"
I chuckled. "Well, you've got big--"
Dad shot me a death stare and hurriedly shook his head.
Mom batted her eyelashes at me, begging me to dig my own grave. "Big what, honey?"
I winced, but could not think of anything better than what I was originally going to say. "Uh, b-big...thighs?"
"Ew, dude," Tyler said with a laugh.
Marcy scrunched up her nose. "You really know how to talk to women."
Mom folded her hands in her lap. "I'm going to choose to take that as a compliment, Michael."
Dad breathed a sigh of relief, but there was a dash of confusion on his face as well. "Thank God." Perhaps he was surprised that Mom had not gotten upset over what he believed to be a sore spot, or perhaps he was wondering why exactly she would let me off easy.
"Anyway," Mom said, "they're wonderful - and so soft, too! Merry Christmas."
Her well-wishes resonated with me far more than when they'd come from Dad. "Merry Christmas, Mom," I replied. It had meant the world to have given her something she appreciated, and it was the least I could do after everything she had done for me that day.
Tyler did not wait for his cue to leave, but excused himself so he could go spend his digital currency as quickly as possible. Marcy was hot on his heels, which made me feel a bit left out, since I did not have a bedroom to return to.
I felt a hole in my stomach when I realized how soon I would be separated from Mom, and even though it would be only overnight, I was dreading those quiet moments before I closed my eyes. I wanted her to be there with me when the clock ticked over to midnight so that we could be the first real present that the other opened on Christmas Day. Unfortunately, I knew there would be no way to convince Dad to let his wife spend the night on a blow-up mattress with me, so I resigned myself to a lonely night.
I got up off the couch and stretched my back. "I guess I'll see you guys in the morning, then."
Dad gave me a lazy hug. "Sleep tight, Mikey. Sorry again about the room. I mean, you'll be comfortable on the air mattress... right?"
I shrugged. "I haven't blown it up yet. I don't even know how big the damn thing is."
"It can fit two," Mom answered flatly, her eyes locked on mine. "If you squeeze in, I mean." She strode over to me, refusing to break eye contact until she was close enough to give me a resoundingly tight hug. With her mouth next to my ear, she lowered her voice to a quiet hiss. "Don't fall asleep."
I was so taken aback that I almost repeated her words absentmindedly. "Don't... oh! Yeah. Never mind."
Dad looked puzzled. "You okay, Mikey?"
I waved him off, but cleared my throat so that my voice would not crack when I spoke. "Yep! Yeah. Yes, I'm good. Just a little tired, I guess." I faked another big stretch to sell the lie.
"We'll get out of your hair, then. You're gonna need your sleep since you'll be up bright and early with your mother, I assume."
My eyes widened. "W-why would you say that?"
Dad arched an eyebrow. "Jeez, son. You've been away so long that you forgot how much of an early bird your mom is? She's gonna beat the Sun, I bet!"
I relaxed with a deep breath. "Oh, yeah, you're right! I guess I forgot. I'll see you in the morning then, Mom."
She looked me up and down like she was examining a cut of steak. "Maybe, honey. We'll see."
"Oooh, cryptic," Dad teased. "Looks like you're in for a hell of a morning!"
"Lucky me!" I had said it sarcastically, but I meant every word-- well, both of them, at least.
Mom gave me a slow, seductive wink, and though I was not sure precisely what she was trying to tell me, I knew what I had been instructed to do; stay awake until... something happened. It was Christmas, after all, so I was praying for a miracle.
My parents disappeared up the stairs, their voices trailing until the closing of their bedroom door silenced them. I was incredibly jealous that my father was the one getting to take Mom to bed, and I hoped with all my heart that they were only going there to sleep.
I shook my head. What's wrong with me? I thought with an inward cringe. They're married, for crying out loud! I shouldn't be getting jealous if Mom and I are just a fling, so... maybe we're more than that.
Those were the exact types of thoughts that I wanted to avoid, so I played some music on my phone to distract my brain while I inflated the makeshift bed.
There was shuffling upstairs while my family got ready for bed - brushing their teeth and whatnot - but by the time I had finished putting sheets on the air mattress, the house was completely silent.
I pushed the bed closer to the fire and the Christmas tree. Maybe it was silly, but I wanted to keep the flames going so that they, along with the colorful lights on the tree, would immerse me in the holiday spirit as I drifted off. The spritely crackling made by the popping of dry wood and the flickering warmth bathing your exposed skin like a second blanket cast a powerful spell that pulled me towards sleep.
I fought, resisting with all my might, but my eyelids grew heavy as the night wore on.
I could not tell how much time had passed before I was roused by a creak from the floorboards upstairs. The groaning wood made it obvious that someone has woken up, and I could tell from the length of the creaks - long and drawn out, as though carefully placed - that the person was taking their time.
The footsteps were too light to belong to my father, and Tyler's room was on the other side of the house. That left only two suspects, and I had a funny feeling that Marcy was not the culprit.
Step by step, the creaks headed towards the hallway. There was a small sound of a latch being turned, followed by the groan of ungreased hinges as a door was pulled open.
Holy shit! I thought. That was from Mom's room! I'd know those squeaky hinges anywhere. I'm so happy I didn't fall asleep! That said - or thought, rather - I concocted a harmless way to mess with her when she rounded the corner into the living room.
I was almost certain it was her, which made my heart began racing faster as she descended the stairs. True, she made me feel more at ease than anyone on Earth, but that was more when she was being nice. Santa be damned, she was being naughty, and that made all the difference.
The footsteps paused at the landing, just around the corner where I could not see. From out of sight came my mother's whispering voice, calling to me in the dead of night. "Honey?"
I did not respond.
I heard the floor groaning as she shifted her weight. "Um, honey? Are you awake in there?"
I could not stop myself from grinning, but wanted to push it a little further, so I stayed silent.
Mom was no quitter, though, and did not relent for something as silly as sleep. "Oh, lord. I swear if I have to wake this boy up I'm never gonna blow him again."
I bolted upright like a freshly revived corpse. "What? Huh? Who's there?"
Mom poked her head around the corner with a cheerful giggle. "I thought that would work."
I rubbed my eyes. "Mom? Is that you?"
She stepped into the living room so the fire could illuminate her face. "You know it is, silly. You're darn lucky you didn't fall asleep yet!"
"Oh yeah? Why's that?"
She stepped further into the light, allowing it to brighten her from head to toe so I could see what she was wearing. From her neck to her ankles, she was cloaked in a black cotton robe. She had tied it around her waist so tightly that even her cleavage was hidden by the dark fabric, making her look a bit like a floating head in the dim light.
"Because," she said firmly, "I wanted to see you before you fell asleep. Did yooou want to see meee?"
"More than anything, Mom. I mean, you did say this bed was big enough for two, so..."
She put on such a big smile that I could not see the whites of her eyes. "Are you asking Mommy to sleep with you?"
"That would be fucking amazing!" I did not know if she meant all night, or just for a little bit, or if she was using "sleep" as a euphemism. Any which way, I was fully onboard.
She took a couple of slow, sauntering steps towards the mattress. "Yeah?"
"Yes!"
She took another step, but the word "hurry" was nowhere in her vocabulary. There was a long hesitation after her toes landed before her heel was flat on the floor, too. "Do you wanna see what I'm wearing, then?"
I folded my knees underneath me to sit on them. "A robe?"
"No, baby. Do you want to take a look under Mommy's robe?"
I felt saliva wet the insides of my cheeks. "Holy fuck. Yes!"
She reached into the pocket of her robe and almost pulled something out of it, but she hesitated. "Wait. Turn around first."
"But Moooom!" I whined.
She pointed a finger at me and raised her eyebrows. "No buts, mister."
I put on my biggest, most convincing puppy dog eyes "Not even your butt?"
She bit her lower lip, softly dragging her teeth over the plump pillow. "Cute. Now turn around, sweetheart, and you'll see what Mommy wore for you."
I groaned with frustration, but it was mostly for show. I liked acting a bit bratty, complaining when I did not get my way just so she was forced to put me in my place.
I balled up my fists and pressed them into the mattress, then used them to pivot my body until I was facing the fireplace. "Okay. Now what?"
The answer came swiftly, in the form of crumpled up cloth being dropped to the floor in a heap. Mom took a deep, steadying breath, then said, "I'm ready."
I flung myself around so quick that I got mild whiplash, but it was quickly forgotten the moment I saw what she was wearing-- and what she wasn't.
There were precisely three items of clothing on her body, and if coverage had been her goal, then she'd done a terrible job. On her head was the white, wool cap - pompom and all - and on her hands were the matching mittens. The final piece of the outfit, if it could be called that, were the fuzzy socks that I had bought for her.
Naturally, I had envisioned them on her when I'd purchased them, but never in my wildest dreams did I imagine they would look as good as they did. The socks stopped just above her knees, completely covering her lower leg. There were subtle hints of compression around the leg hole, which applied just enough pressure to add a slight indent to her otherwise smooth skin. It gave her thighs a bit of an hourglass look, shaped by the band that tightly hugged her pudgy thighs.
Other than those items, there was not a shred of clothing on her. Her breasts, her bare stomach, and her pussy were fully exposed, each one vying for my attention. My eyes wandered all over her body but always returned to her breasts, which looked even more immaculate than I had imagined.
They were large enough that I imagined my arms would tremble after lifting them for just a few minutes, their weight betrayed by the small tension lines that scored their sides where they hung from her chest. Her nipples were the color of bubble gum, bright and vivid even in the low light. Their color bled outward from the perky nubs, spreading to form two fat, rubbery circles around the base of each that were easily as large as my palm. They aimed forward, mostly, but with a slight downward angle that gave them a touch of character.
My gaze wandered down over her stomach, admiring her figure until I realized that it was my first time seeing her pussy from the front. I had already ran my fingers through her thick pubic hair, so its existence did not surprise me, but what did take my breath away was just how beautiful it looked. Nestled between her legs, which were close enough to touch each other, was a sprawling mass of dark, chocolatey fur. It obscured her slit and the lips of her pussy, its far-reaching edges stretching wide enough to border her tummy and thighs, respectively. It looked like the front of a bikini, held up and kept in place by invisible strings.
Mom looked down to see what I was fixated on, and it did not take her long to figure it out. She reached down and raked a couple of her fingernails through the tufted crown, taking her time to ensure that I watched every individual coil wrap around her fingers. "You don't mind it?"
I choked on my words. "T-the hair?"
She nodded. "Yeah. I know some women--"
"I love it," I said decisively. "I don't want other women, Mom. I want you."
Her cheeks were set aflame, their deep color providing a delectable contrast to her pale skin and bright white accoutrements. "Really? You're not just saying that?"
I licked my lips. "No. I mean yes! I mean-- Oh, Mom. You know what I mean. It looks amazing on you."
She cracked a smile. "My pussy fur looks good on me? That's a first. Better than the socks, you think?"
That was an impossible question to answer, so I found a loophole. "I don't think I'm smart enough to pick one."
Mom gave a playful pout. "Awww! Good answer, honey. Such a sweet talker I've raised, hmm?"
My throat was dry, but I forced a swallow anyway. "Can I, uh... can I see it from the back?"
"You didn't get enough of Mommy's bum at the park?"
I shook my head vigorously. "Fuck no! I want as much of it as I can get."
Mom arched an eyebrow. "Careful. There's a lot to take and I don't want you to fill up before the main course. Can I come get on the bed with you?"
"Uh-huh. Yeah." I shuffled to one side of the mattress, but I could not take my eyes off of her. "Fuck, Mom, you look fucking incredible."
Mom knelt on the mattress, then fell forward until her hands were planted on it to hold her up. "Somebody's gonna have to wash that dirty mouth of yours, sweetheart."
"Uh-huh. Yes. Totally." I was willing to play whatever role she wanted me to, but most of my focus was trained on her huge, heavy tits swinging back and forth. The impact of her landing palm-first on the bed had set them to wobble like bags full of pudding, and the aftershocks were still rippling through the hanging flesh when I finally found the strength to make eye contact with her. "Sorry, what did I just agree to?"
She winked at me. "Don't worry about it. Still wanna see my bum?"
I saw stars in my vision from how hard I nodded my head. "Yes! Fuck yes-- er, I mean... yes, please?"
She blew me a little kiss. "Good boy. Scoot to the side so I can lay down, please."
I moved closer towards the pillows to give Mom a landing pad, and she fell forward like the weight of her tits had pulled her down. They bulged out from around her torso, their swollen sides making it look like she was laying atop two balls of white dough.
She turned her head to the side to look at me, then gave her butt a little wiggle. "Take a look, sweetheart. You can get behind me if you want."
I got down behind her outstretched legs and lay down so that my chest was on the mattress, bringing my face mere inches from her plump rump. The heat nipping my cheeks could have cured frostbite, and the scent of her juices wafting through the air made my head swim. "Can I touch?"
"Do you really need to ask?" Mom retorted. "You've been inside of me, honey. Of course you can touch my bum."
I pushed my face between her cheeks, and with my mouth buried against her cunt I murmured, "Thanks, Mom." I pried them apart, releasing a plume of heat from her cunt that made my eyeballs water.
I squeezed her ass cheeks on either side to mold the supple flesh around my face, applying enough pressure that I could feel the blubber compressing my cheekbones. I rolled them back and forth, squishing the left, then the right, in a focused rhythm, as though kneading the two huge, doughy mounds would make them even softer.
"You know," she began, "I didn't think you were going to touch with your face, sweetheart."
"Just you wait," I teased.
Mom tensed up a little. "Wait for-- oh! For that, you mean?"
I had stuck my tongue out and dragged it upward through her sodden lips, pasting her syrup over my taste buds. "Ih ha ohay?"
Mom tittered with delight. "You can keep going. It's just... been a while since I felt that, is all."
I thrust my tongue into her pussy to taste where her nectar was the richest and the warmest. Beads of it ran down my chin, but I did not stop to wipe them away. I pushed forward even harder, trying to find another nook or cranny into which I could wedge my face so I could be that much closer to her. If it was a mile, it still felt like only an inch - with miles more I desperately needed to go.


For her part, she was pushing back against my face, grinding her cunt against my tongue for as long as it remained loosely dangling from my mouth. "That feels really good, honey."
I wanted to taste all of her at once. I could not make up my mind - could not focus my horniness - so I must admit that I ate her selfishly. I wanted to feel my tongue slide underneath her meaty curtains; I wanted to feel her clit pulsating on my tongue. While any or all of it might have inadvertently given her pleasure, too, I was strictly focused on eating my fill of Mommy pussy until my jaw went numb. I sloppily shoved my tongue deep into her birth canal, swirling it in circles to savor as much of the divine meal as I could. I feasted like a king, eating my fill until I was sure that my stomach was full of more juice than it was actual food.
Her fur tickled my chin, its ends wet nearly as much from my saliva as from my meal. I had been eating like a greedy pig, making such a mess of my food that droplets of it strayed as far up as my forehead. One even reached my forehead, somehow, but I kind of liked it. It marked me with her scent and, as far as I knew - which was not very far - her signature pheromones.
I could think of no other way to explain the compulsion with which I plunged my tongue into her pussy over and over again, each time trying to taste a new piece of her. Minutes ticked by, and each one that passed made it harder to measure the syrupy concoction that stained my face - whether her fluids or mine comprised the majority. I had no way to know, but what I did know was that I had never seen so much of it before.
When I inhaled, with her furry cunt strapped tightly to my mouth, I could hear - as well as feel, of course - how desperately my body fought for oxygen. My breaths were wet sputters, forced to exist between long, slovenly licks that I refused to pause. I sounded like I was in pain, but there was nowhere else in the world I wanted to be. My home was between my mother's legs, where each deeply drawn breath sounded like I was struggling to pull air through a damp cloth. Honestly, I was fighting to get air into my lungs by that point, but it was a price I paid with a massive pussy-eating grin on my face.
Mom released a hearty groan and pushed her cunt against my mouth. Every couple of licks, her body would seize up a little, so I knew I was hitting a sensitive spot. I narrowed my focus, digging under the hood that housed her clit, and did not stop until her leg was shaking.
"Gentle," she begged in a whisper. "Don't rush."
"Sorry, Mom." I pulled back and sank my teeth into one of the fat globes that flanked my face. I formed an "O" with my lips and sucked hard to stamp a rosy circle onto her flesh. "Just got a little excited. Can you blame me?"
"I guess not. I have been waiting all day to get my hands on you."
I chuckled. "And still, I'm the one with my hands on you!"
Mom spread her legs, making a gap between her thighs for my head to fit through, then rolled onto her back to face me. "Hi, handsome."
I was face to face with her pussy, staring down the woolly slit with its wet and steamy heat basting my nose. I propped myself up on my elbows to look at her over the mound of pussy fur that blocked my vision. "Hi, Mommy."
She threw off her mittens and extended her arms toward me, then beckoned me forth with a curl of her finger. "Come here so I can get my paws on you."
I kicked off my boxers and got on top of her so I could wrap my body around hers. I loved feeling her underneath me, her tiny body dominated by my large, imposing form as I pinned her to the mattress. My lips found her neck, whereupon I placed dozens of small kisses that I hoped would send at least one chill down her spine.
Mom reached down between us and grabbed my hard cock with one hand. She pinched the root firmly, making the head inflate with a rush of blood. Once fully engorged, she used it as a fleshy mallet to smack her pussy mound a couple of times. "Mommy's fur feels nice, huh?"
"I bet it feels nicer inside," I replied.
She rubbed my dick back and forth atop her mound, brushing the underside with her coils of lush hair. "Oh, gosh. Maybe we should test that theory, then?"
I nodded with urgency. "Yes! Fuck yes, Mom! I want to feel you so badly."
"Then push, sweetheart." She positioned my cock head between her petals. It was a perfect fit; all sides of the spongy bulb were held tightly enough that it could not pop out.
I inched forward, delving into her warmth. I easily sank to the bottom, but I did not rush, prying her open one inch at a time. The bumps and ridges lining her walls were speed bumps made of velvet, designed to massage my cock no matter how slowly it passed over them.
Mom was soaking wet, removing any hint of friction. By the time I was at the bottom, that heat - and the wetness in which it broiled - was the only thing I could feel. If our entire family had come flying down the stairs at that very moment, I doubt I would have had the awareness to pull myself off of her, much less out of her.
My body trembled like a tent in a windstorm. "Jesus Christ, Mom!"
She kissed my shoulder, then gnawed softly on my skin. "Welcome back, baby."
It was such a staggering sensation that part of me wanted to laugh, much the way that one does when they are simply too overwhelmed to do anything else. "O-oh, fuck. I can't believe how... Wow."
She clamped down with her pussy, smothering my dick in a snug hug. "Can't believeeee... how good it feels?"
I nodded, my brow furrowed so deeply that I was not sure if the look on my face resembled pain or pleasure. "You feel like fucking heaven." I buried my nose into her neck and took a deep breath.
She kissed the top of my head. "Well then, sweetheart, you should hurry up and fuck 'heaven.'"
Even in my somewhat dazed state, it made my heart soar to hear such lewd words leave her mouth. I was mesmerized by the feeling of her pussy molding to the contours of my cock, but I still possessed half a mind with which to obey her command.
I laid my body flat on her, making her take my weight so that I could slide my arms underneath her ass. I gripped her cheeks from below so I would have some leverage. I pulled back until only the fat head was still plugging her cunt. With my hands secured on her backside, I slammed my hips forward and pulled her body to meet my stroke, driving my dick into the cozy channel.
Mom yelped the way a puppy does when someone steps on their tail, then immediately clapped a hand over her mouth. "I-I wasn't ready for that."
I kissed the side of her neck. "I like when you make noise like that. Your voice is sexy."
She raked her nails down my back, making tingles erupt from my spine. "You're gonna have to kiss Mommy if you keep fucking her like that."
I liked that she was making demands, and I liked acceding to them even more. I brought my mouth to hers and hastily mashed them together, wasting as little time as possible to prove my passion by way of a deeply intimate kiss.
I fluttered my tongue against her pursed lips and they quickly gave way, allowing it to slither inside, where it began to coax hers out to play. They prodded each other, reacquainting through the awkward little greeting before swiftly developing into something fuller - more real. I bit gently on her lower lip and tugged on it a little, but she refused to allow even that small space between us.
Mom followed me, lifting her head off of the mattress so she could continue kissing me while I pulled on her lip. She had not stopped moaning, and was dumping her throaty noises into my mouth the entire time we kissed, but it was quiet enough that I did not worry about any other mice stirring. Unfortunately, I couldn't have said the same about the loud clapping sound that our bare skin made each time I slammed into her. I knew it was obvious, but I could not stop myself from pouring everything I had into every thrust. I fucked her like I had a point to prove, and she knew it.
She struggled to catch her breath. "Baby, y-you don't have to fuck Mommy s-so hard."
I gave a barbaric grunt between kisses, finding little place to catch my breath. "Want to."
Mom shuddered, but it did not resemble fear. It was clear she loved having me thrust on top of her like a wild animal. "Oh, my g-god. Honey w-what if... what if someone hears us?"
"Don't care." I would have cared, of course, but I was a slave to my own lust, so higher thinking was not an option. "You feel so good."
Mom purred, matching my feral tempo rather than fighting against it. "O-okay, sweetheart. Just... keep going, then."
Her hands roamed my body, never staying in one place for more than a few seconds before she moved on. Groping, stroking, tickling, and squeezing-- I was a playground for her to wander. "So long," she said wistfully.
I slumped against her, dropping my weight so I could focus on solely thrusting my hips. "What?"
Mom took a moment to catch her breath. "I haven't been fucked like this in so, so long. God, I forgot how fucking good it feels!"
I pushed my dick as far in as it would go and held it there, nudging the door to her baby room with the spongy tip. I kept the two firmly squished together so we could feel each other - all of each other - while I rocked back and forth on my knees. "You never have to forget again, Mom."
A coarse breath escaped her. "Promise? Promise me, honey." She scratched at my shoulder blades with anxious little fingers.
I stuck my tongue out and laid it flat against her collarbone, then dragged it all the way up the length of her neck. "Promise."
She made a low, satisfied mewl like I was scratching an itch she had assumed would never go away. "I love you. Mommy loves you so, so fucking much."
"I love you too, Mom."
I had never felt that close with another human being before - physically, sure, but connecting on such a deep, emotional level was fulfilling in ways that I had never thought possible. I'm not ashamed to admit that I was close to crying tears of joy. Based on the tone of Mom's wavering whimpers it sounded like she was right there on that precipice with me.
"B-baby?" she piped up, her voice cracking.
"Yeah?"
She made an adorable sniffle that, to me, was confirmation that she, too, was feeling the emotional weight. "Can I get on top?"
I wanted to be an endless source of sexual energy for her, but reality was not so generous. "I'm already kind of, like..."
"Close?"
"Yeah."
"I don't care. I... well, I've never gotten to before."
I stopped thrusting entirely. "Never, Mom?"
She shook her head. "No. Your fa-- um... well, you know. Some men just don't like it, I guess."
I wanted to keep her in the moment and out of her head, so the best I could do for her was to say yes.
"Sure, Mom. Roll with me, okay?"
"What do you mean 'roll with'--gah!" Mom lost her breath when I, with my arms secured on her pudgy ass cheeks, flipped her onto her back.
I had sealed our bodies tightly together, doubling my grip on her rump to do so, then performed a log roll that ended with her body on top of mine. She sat upright, finally allowing some fresh air to cleanse my chest of the humidity with which her breasts had blanketed it. "You... you didn't even slip out."
I smiled up at her, my hands still rooted in her ass fat. "I've got some tricks of my own, Mom." I patted one of her cheeks a couple of times to make more of those wonderful slapping sounds.
There was a long, loose strand of hair in front of Mom's face. She reached up and tucked it under her hat, which let me gaze upon her unobstructed beauty.
My view from below was tremendously sexy. The angle made her breasts look even bigger; each one appeared to be twice as big her head. I reached up with both hands - and a slackened jaw, since I could not contain my amazement for a single second longer. I had to touch her, fueled by a desire so strong that it could have been compared to an addiction.
I placed her nipples in the center of my palms, then squeezed down with my fingers. Her tits overflowed my hands, their texture so soft that they almost felt like a liquid. They spilled over the sides of my hands and filled in the lines that a palm reader would have used to tell my future, but I knew exactly what laid ahead for me: more boobs.
Mom looked down at her tits, and my hands groping them, with a bashful smile on her face. "You really like my boobs, huh?"
"I fucking love them!" I exclaimed.
She leaned forward a little so I would not have to stretch as far to reach her dangling udders. "I guess my little boy is still in there somewhere. Once a boobie-lover, always a boobie-lover."
I parted her heavy, hanging udders to the sides of her chest, then let go so they would crash together in the middle when they met. "Guilty." The smile on my face surely said it all, but I liked vocalizing my infatuation with her. I wanted her to know how obsessed I was.
Mom looked down at me with her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, like the most beautiful angel that Heaven had ever spawned. She leaned even further forward, swinging her breasts directly over top of my head. "Put one in your mouth."
My eyes widened. "Really?"
She lowered her face until her nose nudged against mine, propped up by her elbows on either side of my head. She rubbed the tips of our noses together while exhaling hot air against my upper lip. "I wanna see if it feels like it used to."
I could not believe that my heart possessed a higher gear than it was already running, but something about invoking our past - the time she had spent nursing me - had gotten me so excited that I could not physically deny it. It would have been fruitless anyway, since my cock reacted with a mighty throb the moment the hauntingly seductive words hit my ears.
"Oh!" Mom gasped. "Oh, hoooooney. What was that?"
"W-what?"
She placed a quick kiss on my lips, then ducked her head down so she could whisper into my ear. "Mommy felt him jump. Were those happy throbs, sweetheart?"
"Holy fuck. I-- y-yeah, Mom. Happy throbs."
She gave an amused purr. "Can you do it again?"
I clenched my muscles, making my dick pulsate in its cozy alcove. "Like that?"
One of Mom's eyelids fluttered, her mouth formed into a permanent smile. "Yes. Just like that. I like how big and strong he is." She wiggled her hips, gyrating side to side in small movements to make my dick bump against the luscious folds lining her sheathe. "Are you suuuure you're gonna cum soon?"
I scrunched my nose and shut my eyes as tight as I could, dotting the backs of my lids with dozens of dazzling lights. "I-I'm trying not to, but..."
Mom clamped her cunt shut with such strength that I wondered if she secretly had a third hand inside of it. It was a silly thought, and a fleeting one, but it would have explained how she'd managed such a feat. The ring of muscle near her opening was the strongest part, and its stranglehold brought a similar sensation to when she had squeezed the root with her fingers to make it swell up.
"Fuck, Mom," I said with a grunt. "You're so tight!"
I felt like I was going to jump out of my own skin, but she hushed me with a gentle tone that soothed some of my rampant energy. "Shhhh, baby. Just breathe. Mommy doesn't want you to cum yet."
"I-I'm trying, I really am, but-- Holy shit. Stop! Stop!"
I felt her hand caress the side of my face, and she lovingly stroked my temple with her thumb.
"It's okay, honey," she said. "You just have to hold on a little longer. Okay?"
I nuzzled into her palm. "But whyyyy?"
"Open your eyes, sweetheart," she cooed with warmth.
I did, and once they adjusted to the bright, multicolored Christmas lights lining the rafters, I realized that both of Mom's hands were full. One was still on my cheek, but the other - the one that drew my focus - had disappeared underneath her breast where it acted as a serving platter. She offered her boob to me by bringing her nipple close to my mouth, where the pointed tip poked my lips.
"Open wide for Mommy," she commanded quietly.
I was abuzz with such energy that I imagine even my eyeballs were quivering; the rest of me was rather paradoxically shuddering from my ongoing effort not to cum. Still, like a good son, I obeyed my mother.
She let go of my cheek and brought her hand around to the back of my head. There, she cradled my skull like she was supporting the neck of a newborn. It was crystal clear that her instinctual drive to mother me had not diminished over the years, and despite possessing no memories of the times I had nursed from her, it felt right to be back in that place again.
I latched on to her nipple, fitting my tongue underneath it so I could flick it back and forth against the rubbery button. I suckled, my imagination running wild with dreams of creamy, white milk flowing from the tap. I could feel her milk ducts on my tongue, and I covered those raised bumps with a long, saliva-laden lick. I sucked until the whole cap was in my mouth, barely fitting her fat areola inside.
She stroked my hair gently, weaving her fingers through it. "Feels even better than I remember."
"Mmhmm?" I asked, though words were beyond my reach.
"Yes, sweetheart. Even better." It seemed that she had understood me regardless. She sat back a little bit, so I sucked harder to ensure that her nipple would not pop out of my mouth, forcing an elongated stretch on the rounded milk bag that made it appear tauter than the other.
Mom lifted her hips a bit, sliding her greased pussy lips up the length of my cock. It was only a small distance, but it made the feeling ten times more intense when she dipped back down to swallow the meaty baton up with one gulp. There was no friction between the two thanks to Mom's juices, but I did not long for it. I'd found greater joy in listening to the wet, squelching sounds her cunt had made when it had taken me back inside. It had sounded like her pussy was drowning in its own nectar, gurgling helplessly as its mouth was stuffed to the brim.
Over and over again, Mom dropped her ass like it was a ton of bricks. She kept her pace, but gradually ramped up the force behind her butt bounces each time they landed. The intoxicating sound punctuated every beat, creating a steady rhythm that lulled me into a trance.
Slap.
Slap!
SLAP!
"Just a little more, sweetheart," Mom pleaded.
SLAP!
SLAP!
SLAPSLAPSLAP!
She had given no warning before she'd sped up subjecting me to more pleasure than I could possibly handle. "Ooooh," I moaned.
"Liiiittle more," she sang. "Little more for Mommy."
I dug my heels into the mattress, straining every muscle that could be consciously controlled in an effort to hold off my orgasm for just one more second. It worked at first... until all at once it didn't.
I popped her nipple out of my mouth. "M-Mommy! I'm gonna... I'm gonna..."
"Yeah?" she asked perkily.
"Yes!" I urged through clenched teeth, the only thing stopping me from yelling loud enough to wake the neighbors.
Mom lowered her body so she could press her forehead against mine, then emitted a low, rumbling growl. "Do it, honey. Do it. Give Mommy all that cum."
Every ounce of my focus was funneled toward my cock. I could not feel my arms or legs; they were nothing more than dead weight. It felt like every nerve ending in my body had been redirected to my dick, making it more sensitive than ever before.
Mom plopped her ass right down on my legs, her cheeks flush with my thighs, so that my dick stayed buried to the hilt. The only movement she performed was a small grind to coax the cum out of me, using the tiniest of cunt hugs to milk my dick just as the first throb turned it into a pillar of steel.


I could not help myself; I cried out in pleasure. "OOOHH-- Mfphm!"
Thankfully, Mom was quick enough to stifle the wail before anyone noticed-- I hoped. She had clasped a hand over my mouth, her fingers forming a mask through which I could empty my lungs safely. Her pussy, too, was a safe place for me to empty myself, but what I dumped into it was far messier than a yelp.
My cock flexed like a bicep, ushering cum towards the tip. It erupted out of me with resounding force, causing my body to lift off of the mattress as though it had been struck by a bolt of lightning. One rope, then another, then another flew out of the pulsating bulb. The pleated lining of Mom's cunt became sticky, its slippery texture changing as I injected more cum into her. It was like glue, adding a hint of friction that helped the ruffled meat cling to me, its folds a thousand gummy fingers massaging me at once.
Prior to Mom, I had never finished inside of a woman without protection, and I found myself becoming quickly obsessed with the feat. On top of that was the knowledge of whose womb was then swimming in a dense pool of cum. The two worked in tandem, tickling my fancy for both physical, carnal pleasure and the emotional weight of - as far as I knew - breeding the very woman who had given birth to me.
I mauled her ass cheeks, squeezing until my fingers shook from the strain, but not once did she ask for mercy. I knew I was being too rough, but other than curling my toes, there was no way for me to writhe while pinned under her. The euphoria was overwhelming, and each small grinding motion from Mom made it grow even stronger.
My cock head was smooshed against her cervix, its bulging tip flattened by the pressure. It spewed cum against the spongy wall, bathing the mouth of her womb with liquid grandchildren. My balls drew close to my body, and I could feel stray hairs from Mom's pussy tickling the tightly pulled sack. "Mmmmphfhm!" I yelled into her hand.
Mom blew a stream of cool air over my forehead. "Almost empty, sweetheart?"
I realized my eyes had defocused and become somewhat crossed. "Mmhmm."
She slowly lifted her hand off of my mouth. "You did it!"
I forced my eyes to straighten. "I did... I did it. Holy shit."
Mom dipped her head so she could rub her cheek against mine. "You did so good, baby. That felt like a lot."
"I've never... that much before," I said while trying to catch my breath. Apparently I had been holding it throughout my orgasm, and had not noticed until I tried to speak. "Mom, that... was amazing."
She folded her lips over her teeth and gingerly chewed on my jawbone, working them back and forth while she softly sucked.
I knew there was a chance that she would leave a hickey behind, but I simply did not care. In fact, I was so enthralled with her that I kind of wanted her to mark me.
She released her lips with a loud smack. "Mommy is so full now, honey. You just kept cumming, didn't you?"
"I did," I said with a sigh. "I really did."
Mom rolled to the side, fitting her body in the crook of my armpit. "I'm glad you liked it."
I turned my head a little, even though all I could see was the top of her head. "Did you like it?"
She giggled. "Oh, honey. Didn't you feel how wet Mommy was? Of course I liked it. That's not all cum making my pussy soggy."
My dick jumped. "I don't think I can handle hearing you talk like that right now."
"Why not? Scared you'll make it to round two?"
I kissed her head. "No. I'm scared there will be a third, and fourth, and... well, you get it. It's gonna be morning by the time I'm done with you."
Mom shuddered, so I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and held her tightly. "I'd like that," she said. "I might not have the energy at my age, but... I'm definitely horny enough."
I smirked. "Wow. My own mother confiding in me that she's as horny as I am. I never thought I'd live to see the day."
She nuzzled against my chest. "Shut uuuuup! I've been horny; I've just been too... oh, I don't know... too bored, maybe, to do anything about it. With you, I... I feel like I'm young again. You make me feel like I'm falling in love all over again."
"Well then, Mom, I guess I beat you to it."
"To what?"
I stroked her arm. "To falling in love, I mean."
Mom's toes were squirming, and along with the tension that overtook her body, I knew that she was wrestling with something. "You don't mean that, sweetheart. But I really appreciate that--"
"What?" I interjected. "I do mean it. Why wouldn't I?"
Mom huffed a big, breathy sigh. "I just mean, like, you're nineteen! I'm an old woman, and I don't... well, I just don't know if we're meant to be together in that way."
"So... I can have sex with you, but I can't be in love with you?"
"I-I'm your mother, Michael. I can't... you shouldn't... I just--"
"Stop," I said flatly. "Can you do something for me?"
"Maybe. What is it?"
"I just want you to answer one easy little question."
That scored me a point. Her expression shifted, and she let me finish.
"Are you in love with me, too?"
Mom hesitated, but her feet continued to squirm about while she wrestled with the idea. Perhaps she was wondering whether she would admit to it being true at all - if that, even more so than the truth of the matter, would irrevocably alter both our futures. I knew what I wanted; I just needed to hear it from her.
"Yes," she squeaked.
"Yes?" I asked.
She nodded slowly a few times. "Yes, yes, yes. Maybe I've just been with your father so long that I forgot what it feels like to actually be in love with someone."
"What do you mean? You don't--"
"Not like this." She hugged me tightly. "Not even close. This is... This scares me."
"In a good way, I hope."
"Yeah... yeah, I think so. It's only scary because I care so much, right? I want - or, I don't want to mess this up. You're very important to me, and I can't risk turning my own son against me."
"That's the beauty, Mom. There's nothing you could do to make that happen. Could I ever make you hate me?"
She chuckled. "I suppose not."
"Because we love each other - and now, apparently, we're feeling a little more than that, too. You don't stop being my Mom just because you're also... I mean, I don't know what to call it, really."
Mom drew a deep breath that puffed up her chest, making her breasts squish against my torso. "Your wife, honey?"
"That, or easily the best Christmas present I've ever opened."
Mom lifted her head and turned to look at me, planting her chin on my pectoral so we could look at each other. "Better than the PlayStation we got you when you were fourteen?"
I rolled my eyes. "Duh! I'd much rather play with you."
She hiked up her leg and laid it over mine, straddling my thigh while she stared affectionately into my eyes. "So you - maybe this is a silly question, but - you want to do this again?"
"More than anything, Mom." I could feel warm, gooey syrup drooling down the inside of my thigh. I immediately recognized it as cum, which had flooded Mom's pussy in such abundance that she literally could not stop it from oozing out of her. My leg hair was quickly soaked, matted down as the concoction - sticky cum and slippery cunt honey - glued it to my skin.
She kissed my chest, her lips lingering long enough for it to be an intentional pause. "Hmmm. Come talk to me tomorrow?"
I looked at the clock hanging over the brightly lit fireplace. "Uh, Mom? It is tomorrow."
She laughed, and I did, too, but she seemed particularly giddy to have stayed up past midnight just so she could fuck me. "Oh my god, it is!"
"Merry Christmas, Mom," I whispered.
"Merry Christmas, honey," she repeated after me. "I can't wait to see what we do on New Year's Eve."
"If I have anything to say about it," I said, "I'm going to be doing you!"
Mom shuffled in place. "Can I stay here a little longer? I don't want to go yet."
I rubbed her back with the inside of my forearm, imparting long, even strokes to the length of her spine. "As long as you want, Mom."
I do not remember falling asleep. Hell, I don't even remember being tired. It turned out that the length of time Mom desired was, as fate would have it, perfectly timed with the sunrise. Naturally, we had fallen asleep just a few minutes into our cum-laden cuddle, but were thankfully awakened by the bright morning sun beaming through the window next to the Christmas tree.
"Shit!" Mom cursed under her breath as she climbed off of the mattress. "Your dad is gonna be awake any minute. I need to go get cleaned up."
I chuckled. "Get cleaned out, you mean."
She narrowed her eyes at me and pointed a menacing finger in my direction. "That's not funny! I-- oh, god. You're right, though. I can still feel it dripping out, and look at my legs!" We both looked down at her pussy to admire it. Her mound was such a mess that it looked like someone had chewed it up and spat it out, and I am not ashamed to say that I instantly wanted to dive right back into it.
"You need a shower," I declared.
She pouted. "I wish you could join me. You're okay with hanging out down here for a bit?"
"Whatever you need, Mom." I really meant it. I could not think of a single thing that I would have denied her.
It was early in the day, but I'd already received the best Christmas present that I had ever been given. I could not imagine that anything - even a brand new car - would have given me the same exhilarating feeling that Mom had. She was special, and the way she made me feel was special, too.
I stared up at the ceiling and breathed in air that felt new, like I was lifting a veil to view everything in a new light. The lights on the tree seemed brighter, and the smell of my childhood home carried more nostalgia than ever before.
I spent the rest of the morning brandishing a smile that I could not control, but even if I had wanted to I would not have wiped it off my face. As far as the rest of my family was concerned, I was simply brimming with Christmas spirit. The truth, only known to me and Mom, was more fulfilling than any amount of holiday cheer.
We ate breakfast, and after the rigorous exercise that Mom had put me through, I was hungry enough to chow down on six entire pancakes. I will not out myself as a glutton by acknowledging exactly how many pieces of bacon I ate, but it was definitely more than six. By the end of the meal, my stomach was as full of food as Mom's pussy was with baby butter.
Opening presents was another matter entirely, and took a solid forty minutes before the final piece of wrapping paper was stuffed in the trash. There were books, candles, candies, and electronics, but no matter how many gifts I opened, the only one that I wanted was Mom.
A few minutes after we were done with presents, everyone scurried out of the living room, except for me and Mom. It was no accident that we stayed behind - she had been making eyes at me the whole time we were opening presents that said "We need to talk."
Mom poured us each a fresh cup of coffee, stirred in the milk and sugar, then brought it to me in the living room. "Special delivery for the handsomest man in the world."
I checked the hallway to make sure nobody was lurking there. "You are getting bolder by the second, Mom."
"I guess something's just gotten into me this morning... and last night, a couple of times."
I sipped from the warm mug. "Is it still, like, in there?"
She nodded, then rubbed a hand over her tummy. "I like letting them sit for a while. Makes it feel all squishy when I close my legs."
I enjoyed the knowledge that my cum had been marinating in her pussy ever since I had put it there. It seemed like, if she had it her way, it would remain until it soaked in and disappeared completely.
"You're not nervous?" I asked.
"Of?"
My eyes darted back to the hallway just to double-check that we were still alone. "Like... having another baby?"
Without missing a beat, Mom tilted her head and said, very plainly, "If it's yours, then I don't mind."
I laughed nervously to disguise how turned on I was. "Ha! Yeah, right."
A small smile turned the corner of Mom's mouth into a point. "You don't believe me?"
I shrugged. "I want to! Just... You know? That sounds too good to be true."
She set down her coffee cup. "You know, sweetheart, I think they're actually might be one more present for you to open."
I raised an eyebrow with curiosity. I looked under the tree, but did not see any unwrapped gifts waiting to be torn into. "Where is it, then?"
Mom gestured with her eyes towards the second floor. "In my room. Should I go get it?"
"Sure. Do you want me to come with you?"
She got off the couch and patted my leg a couple of times. "No, no. You stay right where you are. Mommy will be back soon." Her tiny feet carried her up the stairs and out of sight.
I heard her footsteps enter her bedroom, and then a few seconds later she reappeared at the top of the stairs. She had both hands behind her back, and was swaying side to side, as though she had a secret that she could not wait to share with me.
I was giddy with anticipation. "Well, what is it?"
She walked down the stairs one at a time, sauntering towards me at a slow pace. She came all the way up to the couch, keeping her hands behind her back the entire time, then sat next to me. "Close your eyes."
I did, and I even resisted the urge to peek.
"Hands out, please," she requested.
I did. "Ready!" Into my hands, I felt her place a rectangular box that was roughly the size of a tube of toothpaste. "What is it?"
"Open, honey." Her voice was as smooth as butter.
When I opened my eyes, it took a couple of seconds to process what I was looking at. "Mom? What is 'First Response?'"
"Read it."
I scanned the box, but did not put the pieces together until I moved my thumb off of the word "pregnancy." I snapped my head to the side so I could look at her. "Mom..."
"That's Mommy, to you," She nodded towards the box in my hands. "and one day to them, too."
"Are you... You can't be, though."
Mom put a hand on my leg, her touch as soothing as the smile on her face. "Not yet, silly. That one is expired, anyway. It's more of a... a gesture, I suppose. I mean, who knows? Maybe I already am."
My quivering jaw made my teeth clatter together. "B-but what about--"
"I don't care." She interrupted me like she'd known the question was coming. "Not about him, or them, or anybody else. What do you care about, Michael?"
I gulped nervously. "You, Mom. I care about you."
She bumped my shoulder with hers. "Good answer. It's just a question, that's all."
I knew exactly what the question was, but I longed to hear her ask it. "What question is that?"
She leaned over to kiss my cheek, her lips lingering on my skin for a second. "An easy little question."
My heart rate spiked. "Then ask it."
She rested her head on my shoulder and rubbed the small of my back with her hand. "Would you like to have a baby with Mommy?"
I did not have to think twice about the answer. "Yes!"
She lifted her head, then nibbled softly on the spot where it had been. "Good answer, honey."
"But... why, Mom?"
"Because I love you. Because I want to. I don't have any other, grander reason. I just... I think about it, and I ask myself what I want, and I keep coming back with the same answer."
"Every time?"
"Every time, sweetheart. I want to have your baby. I think we make a darn cute couple, and we'd make a darn cute kid, too."
I was speechless, but I had so much to say. "I... Fuck, Mom. I love you. I really, really love you."
She kissed my cheek. "I think you're pretty great, too."
I was already eager about the planned pregnancy. "So... when?"
Mom cocked her head. "Well, if I'm not already - which, let's be honest, I might be - I was thinking maybe you could come home for New Year's Eve?"
I nodded. "I can definitely do that." I was already mentally cancelling plans that I had made with my friends on that same day.
She brought her face close to mine, her breath wafting against my lips. "Merry Christmas, honey."
"Merry Christmas, Mommy." Then, I kissed her. With every ounce of my soul, and with every bit of love I had, I kissed her.
I wanted to turn the hands of time forward. It was only a handful of days, but every minute between that moment, and the one where I would get her pregnant, felt like a whole month.
In just one day, my entire life had changed, and it seemed like the days ahead were only going to get stranger. I looked forward to them, even though I felt like the earth beneath my feet was shaking. It was an unfamiliar feeling, like I was stepping into a different life than I had been living the day before, but - to my amazement - the snow kept falling outside.
The wind kept howling. The fire kept crackling. The clock kept ticking by and by, tracking the minutes when I would be able to hold my mother the way I truly wanted to. Despite my world changing completely - and hers, too - it all just carried on like nothing had changed.
Nothing had changed, but everything had changed. I considered that a Christmas miracle.
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Getting dumped sucks. Nothing can make a man feel shitty quite like being told that he is not good enough. To be fair, my ex-girlfriend, Jessica, had not used those exact words when she'd broken up with me, but that was exactly how I had felt.
I was still down in the dumps the following day, which is when she and I had planned to go to Farmer Fest - an annual festival hosted by the township intended to kick off the warmer weather with a bang. Though the event had been rather quaint when I had been a kid, by the time I'd turned eighteen - the same year Jessica had broken up with me - it was large enough to support a gigantic Ferris wheel that I had never been brave enough to ride. I was more partial to the dozens of other attractions that were designed to entice people from neighboring counties.
I had asked Jessica to come with me, and although she had said yes at first, she'd changed her mind after "thinking it over." Apparently she had decided that not only did she want to break up, but she actually wanted to attend the festival with a totally different guy.
That morning, with the festival on the horizon, I took a few minutes to mope in bed. I was upset, but not as sad as one might expect. It sucked to play second fiddle to another guy, but I was more distraught over that sense of inferiority than I was over actually losing Jessica.
Sunlight pierced through the cracks in my blinds, but I was in such a horrible mood that I did not want the day to begin.
I could hear my mother, Claire, walking around on the floor below me, humming a chipper tune, still unaware of what had happened to me. You might think a teenage boy would start grumbling about how nobody else should be happy if he isn't, but that's not how it was between me and Mom. Her positive energy was unmatched, and contagious more often than not. Her shine had dulled in the wake of my father's passing a couple of years prior, but she eventually regained the bubbly spark that made her presence so delightful.
It had taken time for both of us to recover from the loss. We had been reasonably close beforehand, but found a special connection in each other that grew stronger as we learned to lean on one another. We spent more time around each other, our hugs lasted a little longer, and frequently held hands when we went on walks. Even the occasional kiss on the cheek became commonplace, which had never occurred when Dad was still with us. It had been innocent at first, but over time - for me, at least - the line between familial affection and intimacy had blurred to the point that I could not accurately parse through my feelings for her.
I had never said anything about it, fearing that an inquiry would prompt her to change her behaviour so we were more in line with other mothers and sons. I simply accepted that we were a bit more touchy-feely than other families. Since I rather enjoyed being close to her - physically and emotionally - I was content to keep things the way they were.
I had often wondered, though, what it would be like for our relationship to evolve. I would think about kissing her on the lips instead, and perhaps slipping her a bit of tongue when I did to solidify our relationship as more than just mother and son.
It made me feel a bit guilty to admit that I was attracted to my mother, but my affinity went much deeper than that. She was compassionate, and funny, too. When we were together, she had a unique way of making me feel like I was the only person that mattered, so I opted to spend far more time with her than most guys my age likely did with their mothers.
Bolstered a bit by the fact that I had a plan, I threw on a t-shirt and jeans so I could at least wallow in something presentable. Sweatpants felt a bit too pathetic.
I found her in the kitchen, her hands plunged into a sink full of the soapy water. Her back was to me, giving me a portrait of long, wavy blonde hair to greet. "Hey, Mom," I said.
She straightened up the moment she heard my voice and did a sort of half-turn so she could acknowledge me while still keeping her hands in the sink. "Baby! Good morning, sweetheart. How'd you sleep?"
"Like a rock... if that rock was rolling down a hill and hitting all the other rocks on the way down."
"So, not amazingly?" she asked, her voice brimming with that signature sweetness that made me feel like everything was going to be okay.
I shook my head. "Definitely not, no. Jessica and I broke up last night, so—"
"What?" Mom squealed as she spun around to face me. "Today of all days? I'm so sorry, honey."
I shrugged and tried to hide the tremble in my lip. "It's fine, just didn't work out. That's life!"
Mom pulled her hands out of the water and dried them on the towel next to the sink. "Does that mean you're not gonna go to the festival?"
"Probably not," I replied. "I'll just hang out here with you, I guess."
Mom scrunched up her nose. "Oh, honey. I was planning on going, too. It's the festival, after all! You've never missed it before."
"I know. It sucks, but I don't want to go by myself."
Mom's eyes darted back and forth a couple of times. "Well... we could go together? That is, if you're not too cool to hang out with your Mom all day."
I scoffed at the absurd notion. "Like anyone would believe you were dating me."
She rolled her eyes. "Oh, sure. What would a tall, handsome young man like you be doing with an old lady like me, right?"
I smirked a little. "I think you've got it backwards. You're friggin' gorgeous, Mom!"
She did a cute little curtsy. "I wasn't fishing, but thank you. Come on, it'll be fun! We can get a funnel cake, go on the Ferris wheel if you're not too chicken, and you can win me a big prize from the midway!"
"Oh yeah? Can I?"
She shrugged with an adorable grin on her face. "If you're lucky, I might even let you carry it for me."
"I... I don't know. It just feels so pathetic. You know?"
She narrowed her eyes at me. "Pathetic would be staying home because your dumb little girlfriend—"
"Mom!"
"Sorry, but... also, I'm not. Jessica was a fine girl, but I never liked you two together."
I did not know if she truly meant that, or if she had just been trying to say something to make me feel better. "You could have said something earlier."
"It's not my place to decide who you date. I want to let you find your own happiness! Are you sure you don't wanna come with me? I was only going to go for a couple of hours. We don't have to commit to a whole day."
I scratched my chin as I mulled over the options. I knew she was right - it would be more depressing to stay home and wallow in my sadness - but there was too much baggage surrounding the event for me to make up my mind. "I don't know, Mom. I mean... just seeing her is gonna be painful. Hell, I even bought her this red dress that she said she liked a few weeks back that I was gonna surprise her with today."
Mom pushed her lips to form a little pout. "Really? That's so thoughtful, honey. She doesn't know what she's missing."
"Well, I know I'm missing a couple hundred bucks."
Mom winced. "Yikes. It had better be a damn cute dress if it cost that much." Then a fiendish smile stretched from on ear to the other. "What size is she?"
"I don't know, actually. I just kind of eyeballed it in the store. I don't even know if it would have fit her."
"Maybe it'll fit me."
I waited for the other shoe to drop, but after a few seconds of silence it became clear that Mom had not been kidding. "You... want to wear her dress?"
"It's not hers if you never gave it to her! I'm just thinking about the look on her face if she saw me wearing it. That would make me go crazy, so..."
I arched an eyebrow. "You want to make her go crazy?"
"Is it wrong to want some revenge for my son? I'm just thinking of ideas, honey, but first things first; do you want to go with me?"
I thought for a moment, and decided that, had it not been for the surrounding drama, I would have loved to go with Mom. With that in mind, it felt silly to deprive myself of a potentially fun afternoon over some girl who had broken my heart. "You know what? Sure. Let's do it."
Mom's face lit up. "Yeah? Yay! Oh, this is going to be so much fun, sweetheart." She pinched the sides of her dress. "I was just going to wear this old thing, but maybe the one you bought will look nicer. Can I see it?"
I felt my spirits lifting as I walked out of the kitchen and headed to my room. I grabbed the dress from inside my closet and made for the kitchen again, but I heard Mom call to me from her bedroom instead. "Honey? I'm in here."
I had not even heard her climb the stairs behind me, so I must have been deeper in thought that I had realized. I made my way to her bedroom and grabbed the doorknob, then turned opened the door without thinking what could be on the other side. My eyes were aimed at the floor when I entered, but once I pushed open the door and lifted my head I was caught complete off guard by the sight of my half-naked mother standing before me. "I hope you like red. It was— whoa, Mom!"
There, at the foot of her bed, was the most spectacularly beautiful woman that I had ever seen. She was clad in a bra and underwear, but it still struck me as more provocative than any of the fully nude women that I had seen before.
Her bra was barely large enough to contain her breasts, and though she was motionless, there was still a hint of a wobble - as though she had abruptly stopped moving the moment I had entered the room. The enormous white cups dug into her flesh on the sides a little bit; it would have been more accurate to say that she had packed her tits into the bra, rather than that she was merely wearing it. The cloth strained where her heft was the most pronounced, each ruby fiber stretched to the limit in order to fit the huge, weighty udders.
Her underwear, too, looked amazing. It was the same color as her bra, and pulled tightly against her mound. There was a pronounced curve to the fabric sloping between her thighs, and I instantly began to fantasize about what was underneath it. Around the sides of her panties, I could see a few stray hairs, black as midnight, peeking out. I had always wondered whether or not she shaved down there, but the presence of whiskers made the answer abundantly clear.
I tried to avert my eyes, but I could not bring myself to listen to the angel on my shoulder. "That's your mother!" he screamed. "Stop staring at her, you pervert!"
"Holy hell," said the devil on my other shoulder. "Look at those fuckin' tits, though!"
Unfortunately for me, they were both right. I felt a sick sense of guilt over how aroused it made me, but clearly not sick or guilty enough to go soft, or even partially deflate.
"Robert!" Mom snapped as she covered her breasts with her hands. "Hello? Earth to Robert?"
I shook my head, then looked down at my feet. "S-sorry, Mom! Fuck, I'm sorry, I... I didn't mean to." I did not lift my gaze from the floor, but extended my hand to pass her the dress. "Here. This... Yeah. This is it. I didn't... think you would be changing already."
She took the dress out of my hand, but I did not dare look up. "Well, I was - or, I am - so I hope you weren't too grossed out."
That was the exact opposite of what I was feeling. My cheeks, burning from embarrassment, were likely the same fiery shade as the dress. "I-I didn't... not like it."
I could not think of a reason to explain why I had said that, or at least not a good reason, anyway. My goal had been to let her know, without being too forward, that she was not gross. To me, it would have been worse to react with disgust, and not solely because it would have been disingenuous. I still had enough sense to know that telling my mother that I liked her tits was probably not the wisest move, but my vague comment seemed to work, since she did not kick me out of the room.
Mom shuffled about, likely putting on the dress while I bored holes into the hardwood floor. "You didn't not like it, huh? Well, that's very sweet, honey. It's been a while since I saw a man with that expression on his face. I guess I've still got it, even at my age."
I dug my toes into the floorboards. "Yeah, sure. Can I look up yet?"
I heard some more fabric ruffling, then she said, "Okay, sweetheart. How do I look?"
She looked remarkable, a picture of true beauty. Although the dress did not fit her perfectly, it sure did a damn good job of highlighting her most alluring features. It probably would have been slightly too large on Jessica. The fault was mine for lacking an understanding of her measurements. On a body like Mom's, however, it was a bit on the small side, but not so much that it looked painful.
The sides of the garment hugged her torso, formed tightly around her curves. Her breasts had been pushed together by the top half, making them appear as though they were about to burst through the opening. The bottom did a similarly poor job of covering her legs, stopping just above her knees to expose the merest hint of thigh.
"Jesus, Mom," I said.
She pointed an accusatory finger at me. "Don't just say that. I want the truth. You're sure it looks alright?"
"Yeah." There were about a million other words that would have described how incredible she looked in the dress, but the only other thing I could think of was "Wow."
She waved me off, but there was a genuine smile on her face. "Oh, stop. The top half feels a bit tight. I guess my... you-know-whats are a bit bigger than hers, but I like how it looks."
I swallowed so she would not notice how much I had begun to salivate. "Y-yeah, I noticed that, too. You could totally wear it. You should wear it."
Mom cracked a smile on one side of her face. "Well, if you think so, then I will. I never got to meet her, but I wanna make that little b-word jealous. Besides, it's been a while I since I wore something that made me feel cute."
Without thinking twice, I muttered, "Jess always did get jealous of women with nicer boobs than hers."
Mom recoiled a little bit and gave her head a shake, as though it would help her process the surprising news. "'Nice,' huh? Well, I suppose that explains the staring more than 'didn't not like.'"
Then it was my turn to be flustered. "No! No I-I didn't mean it like that."
"Uh-huh, sure. Think you can stop looking for long enough to tie up the back?"
I nodded eagerly. "Yes! Definitely."
She turned around and straightened her spine. "No staring at my butt while you're back there." Joking or not, it seemed she already had me pegged. Either I was being way too obvious, or perhaps she just knew me well enough to know that I had in fact been planning to give her butt a glance or two. I had always thought that I had been reasonably subtle with my staring, but, well, I'd hardly been the best judge any which way.
I tied up the back of her dress, and I am proud to say that I only looked at her ass a little bit when she had her back to me. When she turned around, even with the string secured behind her neck, it was obvious that the dress was slightly too small for her. Still, I was not going to say anything that would make her change out of it.
We went downstairs, grabbed the car keys and our wallets - and a purse for Mom - and then headed out the door. It was unseasonably warm, and I was already second-guessing my choice to wear jeans when the sunlight touched my skin. There was a mild breeze blowing through my short hair, and Mom's longer locks bounced softly in the soft wind.
She tucked a couple of long, golden strands behind her ear. "You drive, or me drive?"
I hunched my back like a Neanderthal and pointed at the car. "Me drive. Me drive good!"
Mom made a wonderful little giggle that caused my heart to hiccup. "Fine by me," she said. "Just don't crash us into a telephone pole because you were too busy staring at my boobs."
I grumbled with disappointment. "Am I ever going to live that down? I didn't mean to look! I was just caught off guard, that's all."
She caressed the side of my face with the back of her hand. Even her knuckles, despite their bones, felt soft as a feather on my skin. "Probably not, sweetheart. I'm gonna tease you all day!" Then her stomach rumbled something fierce.
"Or maybe you're just cranky because you skipped breakfast," I said. "Right?" I may have been a young, dumb teenage boy, but I still knew a few things about my Mom.
Mom scrunched up her nose. "I, um... had a bagel."
"A whole bagel?"
She pursed her lips. "Like half... of a half."
I threw my arms up in defeat. "You ate a quarter of a bagel? Your blood sugar is gonna tank, Mom."
She bit her lower lip with a wicked grin. "Then we had better get a funnel cake into me before I start getting really cranky. Feed me!"
I was not sure that fairground food would be the best thing for her to ingest on a mostly empty stomach, but did not want to spend another hour in the house with her futzing around in search of something else to eat.
We climbed into the car and got the show on the road. It was a quiet drive, but not an awkward one. Mom and I did not need to talk to enjoy each other's company. Sometimes it was just nice being around her - basking in her aura without a care in the world.
Unfortunately, I did have at least one care. It became more insistent as we neared the festival, and by the time we were paying for parking admission, I could actually feel my heart constricting with every pump. My chest felt tight, and my knuckles on the steering wheel were even tighter.
Mom noticed, of course, and laid a hand over my white-tipped fist. "Baby? You okay?"
I nodded - probably too hard for it to be convincing. "Uh-huh! Yeah I... I'm fine."
She used her palm to gently rub the back of my hand. "We might not even see her. Don't let some b-word—"
"Just call her a bitch!" I shouted louder than I had meant to. "Sorry! Sorry. I just, like... I shouldn't have yelled, but damn, Mom. Just call her what she is."
Mom fit her fingers between the cracks of mine, forming them like a second skin that pinned my hand to the steering wheel. "You're right, honey. She's a... a fucking bitch!"
I could not help but chuckle. "See? That's what I'm talking about! Now I know you're on my side."
"I always am, sweetheart. Always, always." That was our little code to each other— always, always. It was something we had started saying in the wake of Dad's passing, and though we had long healed from that trauma, the sentiment of being there for each other had always stuck around — pun intended. "You gotta say it back or it doesn't count."
I smirked. "Always, always, Mom."
She nodded contently. "Good boy."
I pointed to a blue pickup truck. "I think there's a spot next to this guy."
Mom let go of my hand and tapped my shoulder excitedly with the same hand. "Get in there, baby! Make sure nobody else takes it."
I pulled in to the empty spot and parked the car. Once we had gathered our things, we stepped out into the blistering sun and shielded our eyes so we would not go blind.


The fairgrounds were alive and bustling, its energy so palpable that I could have scooped it with a spoon. The festival grounds were teeming with life. Even the air felt energized: overlapping voices, the sound of far-off music playing on a loudspeaker, and the smell.... Let me really hammer that home: the smell. It was delicious, like somebody had injected every single air particle with grease and sugar before sending them to waft towards our nostrils.
I heard Mom's stomach rumble again, that time accompanied by a little whimper. "Hungry, are we?" I asked.
She nodded. "This may be shocking news, but a quarter of a bagel was not a nutritious breakfast. I want... I smell... Oh my god! I need a corndog, and I need it yesterday!"
We walked through the festival gates and handed some money to the cashier to get our tickets. Just past the entrance was a medium-sized booth that caught our eyes. Mom was the first to point it out. "They're really doing the kissing booth again this year?"
Inside the booth, protected by thin flaps on all sides except for the front, was a large, rectangular table. There sat a man and a woman, both absurdly good looking, who did not seem put off by the embarrassingly long line of less-than-good-looking patrons vying for a kiss. There was a sign beside them that said they would only be open for a couple of hours, so I felt slightly less bad for the pair... but only slightly.
I shrugged. "Doesn't it raise a ton of money for charity? Feels like a good idea."
Mom shuddered. "I guess it's cool... if you like getting kisses from a whole bunch of strangers, that is."
I bumped her shoulder. "You don't?"
She stomped her foot in denial. "No, I do not! Now you, on the other hand, might want to get in line."
"Why's that?" I could not wait to hear her reasoning.
"Maybe it'll help you get her off of your mind."
I winced at the prospect. "I'm not gonna kiss somebody else while I'm on a date with you."
Mom chewed on the inside of her cheek and pushed her mouth to the side of her face. "This is a date, huh?"
"I... guess so? I just meant, like, I'm with you! I don't want to go kissing somebody else when—"
"Somebody else?" Mom interrupted sharply.
I froze up, but thankfully my feet kept carrying me forward while I searched for something smart to say. "Uhhhh..." I did not find it.
Mom broke the tension by rubbing the small of my back. "I'm just messing with you, honey. Besides, you need to charm a lady first before you get a smooch." She blew me an air kiss as a consolation prize.
I caught it midair and pretended to eat it. "Hmm. I'm still hungry. How about you?"
Unfortunately for Mom's stomach, which certainly was craving some real food, the first vendor we passed was not selling corndogs. "Funnel cake!" she squealed with glee. "Please, please, please share a funnel cake with me."
I chuckled with a shake of my head. "Straight to junk food, then?"
She waved her arm, gesturing at the entirety of the festival. "Look around, honey. It's all junk food. Might as well start with the... junkiest? Is that a word?"
"It is now! Come on, let's get in line. Corndogs can wait."
Most of the vendors would come back to the festival year after year, so they knew how to churn out food at a breakneck pace. Mom and I were only in line for a couple of minutes - most of which I spent secretly peeking at her pronounced cleavage - before we were served a piping hot stack of fried dough with a generous scoop of vanilla ice cream on top.
There were a series of picnic tables assembled around the vendors; Mom and I picked the cleanest-looking one and sat down across from each other.
Luckily for me, the table was at the perfect height to provide a support shelf for Mom's tits. Rather than sitting further back so that they would rest below the table, she plopped them on top of the wooden surface so she could tuck in more closely.
I pretended not to notice the bulging display of poorly-covered tit flesh, which was easier said than done with them both wobbling on the tabletop. "Breakfast is served!" I announced.
Mom's stomach made a gurgle so loud that she covered her mouth and actually looked embarrassed, which I found ironic considering how freely she was displaying her breasts on the tabletop.
"We had still better be getting a corndog later," she insisted. "After all this sugar I'm gonna need some meat."
A dirty joke crossed my mind, but I was far too decent to share it with her. I handed her one of the two plastic forks I had grabbed, then used the prongs to point at the funnel cake. "It looks smaller than it did when I was a kid."
Mom arched an eyebrow. "Or, maybe, you're all grown up and stuff just looks smaller now."
I scoffed as another dirty joke ran through my brain, but that time I could not resist making a small allusion to it— one that I did not think Mom would catch. "Well, not everything looks smaller."
Mom pushed her fork into the funnel cake and tried to pry apart the web of fried dough. "Like my boobs, you mean?"
I felt the blood drain from my face as its warmth left my cheeks. "I didn't say that!"
"Uh-huh. Sure, sweetheart. Let's just pretend you weren't peeking at them while we waited in line."
I scooped the top off of the spiraling tower of vanilla ice cream. "I wasn't! I'm just taller than you, so maybe it looked like I was peeking."
Mom narrowed her eyes at me. "Well, then, let's play a little game to test you."
I did not know why, but I felt a tad bit nervous over what she might suggest. "Uh, okay? What kind of game?"
While staring me dead in the eyes, Mom lifted a chunk of funnel cake to her mouth and bit down. "Without looking, can you tell me the name of the place we just bought this from?"
I grinned with an equal mix of amusement and shame. "Er, um... Frank's? Maybe, like, Frank's Funnel Cakes?"
She shook her head. "Not even close. Now, also without looking, I wanna see if you can answer a question about my boobs."
The mere mention of her breasts already had me consciously fighting the urge to look down at them, but I was up for the challenge. "What about them?"
"Which one of them has the little brown—"
"The left one," I answered without hesitation.
Mom looked flustered, but impressed. "Um, yeah. That's right."
I knew right away that she had been referring to the tiny beauty mark on her left breast, located near the center of her cleavage and slightly obscured by the swell of her bosom. It was closer to the underside than the top, hidden from sight in the dress she was wearing, which meant that I had certainly not seen it while waiting in line.
"It's small, but noticeable," I said.
She pointed an accusatory fork at me. "It's noticeable to you!" Then she looked down to confirm a suspicion. "Wait a minute. How did you even see it in this dress? I can't even see it, and I know where it is!"
"Er, yeah. I guess I've seen it, like... other times."
She tilted her head to the side. "Like in my room this morning?"
I winced a little, but decided not to reveal that I had actually noticed it many times before that. "That was an accident, Mom. I'm not a creep!"
Mom lifted a scoop of ice cream, melting from the heat of the sun, onto her fork. "I believe you, honey. You were awfully red when you barged in on me. Besides, they're nothing special. I don't really mind you looking."
My eyes widened. "You... don't?"
She shrugged, but paused before biting into the ice cream. "I guess not. It's kind of harmless, so I don't see any reason to get up in arms over a teenage boy being fascinated with boobs."
If she had bitten into the fork of melting ice cream a moment sooner, I would have been able to keep myself from looking down at her tits. Instead, fate - or some other miraculous force - had caused her to pontificate just long enough.
A small, white bead, dribbling from the slowly liquefying scoop, oozed through the prongs. I could have warned her, but I considered it foolish to deprive myself of the view. Instead, I carefully observed the droplet on the underside of the fork grow larger as it slowly melted. It was small, but it was mighty, and that power was proven when it reached a tipping point and finally fell from the utensil. It only took a brief moment, but my filthy, horny mind tried its utmost to live inside of it forever.
The pasty dewdrop plummeted downward and landed on top of her right breast with a muted tap. Mom's skin was as white as the driven snow, but the ice cream was porcelain - an artificially vibrant color that stood out against the natural hue of her skin.
The drop held its shape for a moment - a liquid pearl with the faintest hint of reflection on the surface - before the heat of her body coaxed it back into motion. The tiny teardrop began its slow descent, a thin ribbon gliding over her skin as if tasting every millimeter of it. As it slid down, tracing the shape of her breast, gravity pulled it towards the deep cleft separating her tits.
It left a spindly trail in its wake that ran from its landing spot all the way to the center of her chest, where her tits were so tightly packed together that there was not enough room for it to sneak through. Instead, the droplet collected in her cleavage. It stayed there for another one of those eternal moments before it once again lost its grip. It had no choice but to follow the downward slope of Mom's breasts like water in a creek bed. The curve was so steep that it raced towards the bust line of her dress, leaving a vanilla vein in its wake that made her flesh glisten.
My eyes felt like they were going to fall out of my head, and apparently it was more obvious than I thought.
"Honey?" Mom piped up. "You're, uh... you're looking again."
I blinked hard and shook my head. "Fuck. I'm sorry, Mom. I don't know what's wrong with me today."
She giggled, which was definitely a strange reaction for a mother to have, but it made me feel better instead of worse. "I get it," she said. "Guys like boobs, and I've got some pretty darn big ones. I guess you're still thinking about this morning, then?"
I continued to stare, encouraged by her lack of disgust. "A-a little bit, yeah. I don't mean to, though. It's just... hard to stop."
Mom brushed her upper lip with the back of her fork. "Hard to stop... thinking about my boobs, you mean? Can you at least look at me while we're talking, instead of them? Or do I need to wipe the ice cream off first?"
I finally raised my head, but it felt like it was full of lead. "I— Yeah. You can wipe it off. I didn't think you'd even felt it!"
Mom rolled her eyes with a playful smile, then grabbed a napkin and dabbed the sticky, white liquid off of her tits. "Of course I felt it! I just wanted to see if you would notice."
I winced. "Oh... so it was a test? I guess I failed."
Mom shrugged. "Or maybe you passed."
I gave her a quizzical look. "What?"
"Just saying, sweetheart: it's all a matter of perspective. Don't be too hard on yourself." That made everything as clear as mud.
I was not stupid. I knew that it was weird for her not to get mad at me for being so perverted, but I could not tell exactly what was driving her to act so strangely. I thought she she'd enjoyed the attention at first, but it was beginning to feel like something more than that— something deeper. I began to wonder just what else she would let me get away with.
"It does feel a bit sticky, though," Mom said. "Are you okay if I pop into the bathroom to clean up?"
"Sure thing," I replied.
Mom pushed the plate of half-eaten funnel cake away from her. "I don't think I can eat much more of this, anyway. I need real food. How about you?"
I patted my stomach. "I could crush a corndog right now."
I folded the paper plate in half to make it easier to dispose of, then made for the nearest garbage can while Mom headed to the bathroom. Thankfully, there were no other women waiting to use the stalls, but the gaggle of men loitering just outside told me that there was still some heavy traffic.
I stood with my back against the concrete wall in between two other guys and dug into my pocket for my phone. Before I could pull it out, though, I was caught off guard when the guy to my left spoke to me.
"Hey," he said. He was about my age or maybe a couple of years younger, with a t-shirt that was as ratty as his head of unkempt hair.
"Uh, hey," I replied.
He leaned in a bit. "Saw you with that girl earlier."
I raised a curious eyebrow. "Okay? Good to know."
He shrugged his shoulders. "Sorry, man. Wasn't trying to creep or anything, but... I mean damn, right?"
I stared at him with a blank expression. "What?"
He fidgeted nervously with his hands for a couple of seconds, and he looked like the act of maintaining eye contact with me was causing him literal pain. "Nothing, sorry. I just, like... I came here with my mom, you know? She's great, but..."
"But?"
"Look, man, I'm probably never gonna see you again so I'm just gonna ask; how the hell did you get her?"
I scoffed. "My mo— er... my monumental girlfriend?"
The guy seemed confused, but shook it off. "Sure, whatever: her. You look like a regular guy, and I just don't even know how you got someone that beautiful to— I mean you said girlfriend, right?"
It felt a bit uncomfortable, but I was not going to tell him the truth after already I had committed to the lie. "Uh, yeah. Sure."
"Right! So... how did you do it? It would be cool if I didn't have to hang out with my mom at these things, but I'm not really good with women."
I pursed my lips. "Listen, man, it's just about being yourself."
He rolled his eyes. "Oh, brother. Now you sound like my mom."
"I'm serious! You wouldn't want to date someone who liked you for being anyone else, right?"
His eyes darted back and forth as he mulled it over. "I guess not, no. Just that 'myself' doesn't really seem to get the girls."
"Me neither, until it got the right one."
He smiled a little. "So just... patience?"
"I guess, man."
He gave a slight nod. "Well, let me offer you some advice, too. See that photo booth?" He pointed to the stall Mom and I had passed on our way in. "I just did it with my mom a couple of minutes ago, but we didn't see that it was a booth for couples."
"So?"
He leaned in. "Soooo, when it takes the last photo it gives you a prompt that says 'kiss!' Chicks love that sort of thing, right? Well, the girly-girl ones, anyway."
It felt particularly strange to lie to a stranger about my relationship with Mom, but more than that, it felt freeing. He had no idea who we were, and getting to pretend that we were something more than a mother and son - even just for a moment - was oddly fulfilling. I knew that Mom looked young for her age, but I had never imagined that we could pass as a couple.
"I, uh, yeah," I said. "I appreciate the advice."
He held out a closed fist. "No problem."
I tapped my knuckles against his. "Good luck with your whole dating thing, man."
I was afraid that things could get awkward if I were forced to keep hanging around after definitively ending the conversation, so I was grateful that Mom walked out of the bathroom before the silence got too heavy.
"Hi, honey," she chirped cheerily.
"Hi, uh... you," I offered.
Mom looked at the two of us like she was a detective. It appeared that she knew something had transpired, but was not sure what. "Everything okay?"
I nodded and held out a hand. "Uh-huh. Yep! Just waiting for my girlfriend to leave the bathroom. Uh, that is, waiting for you."
Mom narrowed her eyebrows, but still accepted my hand into hers. "Right, then. Well, boyfriend, let's get this show on the road."
I could hear my heart thumping in my ears, and I wondered if Mom felt my pulse racing as she tightened her grip on my hand. We took off, leaving my new acquaintance to wait for his mother while mine walked hand-in-hand next to me. It was a romantic kind of hold where our fingers were interlaced and her shoulders brushed against mine with every step. We even stepped on each other's toes a couple of times, but it was a small price to pay for the gift of getting to feel her so close to me.
Mom nudged my arm. "Wanna tell me what that was all about?"
I felt warmth nip my cheeks. "Uh, yeah. I might have told that guy that you were my girlfriend."
Mom gasped, but I could hear the smile on her face even though I was looking straight ahead. "You did? Why?"
"Well, he kind of assumed, and I just... didn't correct him."
She purred under her breath. "And why was that?"
"I mean, you are kind of like my date today, so it wasn't a total lie."
Mom laid her head on my shoulder. "Well, we might be on a date, but that doesn't mean I'm your girlfriend, sweetheart. You'd need at least two more funnel cakes for that. Oh! Or...."
"Or?"
She pointed with her chin towards a game booth that was a few steps ahead of us. It was one of the ones with stacked-up milk jugs, the goal being to knock all of them off with just a couple of throws. "Or maybe you just have to win me a stuffed animal."
There were dozens - perhaps even a hundred - stuffed toys lining the rafters of the modest booth - everything from bears to sea lions. I could not even see the ceiling through the dense layers of cotton-filled wildlife.
I chuckled and went along with the joke. "Oh yeah? And then you'll be my girlfriend? Is that right?"
She nodded emphatically. "Them's the rules, I'm afraid. How's that arm feeling?"
I rotated it a few times like a pitcher warming up at the mound. "Feeling strong."
"Lemme see." Mom reached over with her free hand to squeeze my bicep. "Oh, yeah. Those jugs are done for!"
"Which jugs, exactly?" I looked down at her breasts, though that time I intentionally made it as obvious as I could in order to sell the joke.
Mom made an adorable little snort-laugh that was loud enough to make her cover her mouth. "Okay, that was pretty funny."
I felt darn proud of myself for blurring the line between comedy and perversion so expertly. "Thank you, thank you. I'll be here all week."
She stomped her foot playfully, acting the role of a bratty child. "But I need a prize today, so start warming up!"
We stepped up to the booth and were greeted by a portly man with a beard that long enough to reach his belly button. "Hey there, folks. Wanna win a prize for the little lady?"
Mom gripped my hand so tightly that I felt my knuckles crack. "Uh-huh! My big, strong man here is gonna win me a prize."
"Is that so? Well, then, step right up and knock 'em down!" He stacked three balls on the counter, but I knew I would only need one.
I handed the guy some money. "How many do I need to knock over?"
"Ha! All of 'em, kiddo. Good luck!"
I had played enough little league as a kid to have some pretty strong confidence in my pitching arm, and as I curled my fingers around the first ball, those instincts came flooding back. I looked where I wanted the ball to go, through what I was actually aiming at, and let it fly. All three of the jugs came toppling down at once, each one bouncing against its neighbor to create a chain reaction that made Mom hoot and holler with pride.
"That's my boy!" she cried. "Er, my man. Good job, honey!"
I doubted the carnie would catch her little slip up, but there was still a twisted sense of pleasure that came with each potential reveal of our little secret.
"Thanks, Claire." I could not recall a time where I had ever used Mom's real name before. It felt foreign in my mouth, and the intense redness that flushed her cheeks made it clear that she, too, felt strange about it.


"Oh... my," she said quietly.
I held onto her hand again and gave it a squeeze. "Everything okay, Claire Bear?"
"Uh-huh!" Then she buried her nose into my shoulder so the carnie would not hear her whisper to me, "I still prefer 'Mom,' though."
I kissed the top of her head - not in any romantic fashion, but more so to comfort her. "Me too. It suits you."
The booth worker cleared his throat to get our attention. "So, anyway, you can pick any toy from the middle shelf."
There was a soft stomp of a tiny foot on compact dirt that came from just behind us. I turned around to see a little girl, no taller than my waist, pouting with their arms crossed— ironically the exact type of kid that Mom had impersonated with her own foot stomp moments earlier.
"It's not fair!" the little girl whined. "I wanted a ducky, too!"
Their mother, I assumed, consoled them. "It's okay, Maisy. Not everything in life is about winning. We'll come back next year."
The youngster was inconsolable, and continued to pout despite the words of wisdom. "I just wanted a toy. I never get to win anything!"
I looked over to Mom, who was already giving me the look. You know the one.
I had already gained my victory by winning her the prize, so I was not opposed to sacrificing it to make someone else smile. I nodded to Mom, then turned so I was facing Maisy and her mother. "Hey. I couldn't help overhearing, but it sounds like you could use some cheering up."
Maisy, with her face scrunched in discontent, nodded at me. "I only knocked one over! I didn't even get one of the little prizes."
"Oh, yeah? Maybe like.... that duck up here?" I pointed to the armless, stuffed toy.
Maisy's frown lost momentum as her hopes were restored. "Yeah! I like that one!"
I looked to the booth worker. "I think we'll take the duck, then."
The man grabbed a long hook from the floor and used it to grab the flightless bird off of the shelf. "One duck, coming right up."
I took the toy and immediately passed it to Maisy. "Take good care of him for me. I wanna make sure he's going to a good home."
"Yay!" she exclaimed. "I will, I will!"
"Maisy?" Her mom prompted. "What do we say?"
The girl was not even looking at us anymore, her gaze totally fixated on her fluffy new friend. "Thank you! Thank you so much!"
The mother rubbed her daughter's back. "Are you sure you don't want it? I mean, I know it's just a silly toy, but... I don't know. I suppose I should just say thank you, too."
Mom petted my chest in wide circles, gazing up at me with fondness in her eyes. "I mean, sure, everyone loves a stuffed duck, but I suppose this one is a good consolation prize."
"You two are cute together," the mother said. "Do, uh... do you have kids yet?"
Mom sucked in a sharp breath. "No." Then, to my delicious surprise, she added. "Well... not yet, anyway. You never know how things will go."
My heart nearly punched a clean outline through the front of my body. I didn't know if she was harmlessly playing into the girlfriend role that seemed to tickle us both, or if she was subtly hinting at something much more provocative.
"Thanks again," Maisy's mother said. "Seriously. That was really nice of you."
I was sure that Maisy would have thanked us again, too, but she was too enthralled with the duck to consider doing so. The two of them walked off, with the grateful mom guiding her distracted daughter through the crowd.
When Mom and I were alone, she leaned in and kissed my forearm. "That was a nice thing you did."
I beamed as brightly as a shooting star. "It made her happy, and that makes me happy."
She tightened her grip on my hand. "And you make me happy. What do you want to do next, handsome?"
I looked around the festival, and in between the half-fixed carnival games and the haphazardly assembled rides I spotted the photo booth which had been suggested to me earlier. "Uh, maybe we could take a commemorative photo? I feel like I never take any with my phone and... Yeah. It could be fun!"
Mom clicked her tongue against her teeth. "You mean the one with a big sign that says 'couple's photo booth,' honey? That one?"
I squinted and pretended that I had not been able to read it. "Oh yeah, you're right. I totally missed that."
She tugged on my arm. "Sure you did. I mean, we might not be a couple, but if you don't mind, then I don't either. It's just a photo."
I shrugged casually, trying to seem nonchalant. "We kind of are - a couple, I mean - like... just for today, sort of."
Mom's lipped thinned to form a wry smile. "Totally. Just for today."
"Totally."
"Come on, then! It probably isn't much different than a normal photo booth."
I think we both knew it was different enough. That's why it only felt a little bit underhanded to lead Mom there without bringing up the fact that we would be prompted to kiss for the final photo. A part of me wanted her to make that choice with everything out in the open, but another part of me actually did want to ambush her - put her on the spot so that her guard was down, which might force her to confront the strange, electrifying energy crackling between us.
The booth was empty, so I pulled the privacy curtain aside and gestured inside. "After you."
It was a tight fit, but I considered that a blessing; when I sat next to Mom there was so little room to move that our thighs were pressed right up against each other. The sounds of the festival became muted; the screams of children and the chaotic midway music faded into the background, giving me a chance to hear her patient breathing. That was the reality; what it felt like was that rest of the world had been swallowed into a void the moment I'd shut the curtain behind us.
There was a large, red button in front of us that said "Press Me!" on it, along with a laminated sheet of instructions that told us there would be four photos in total, as well as where to collect them when we were done.
"Wanna press it?" I offered to Mom.
She wiggled her fingers like she was selecting from a tray of fine pastries. "Don't mind if I do. Ready?"
I nudged her leg with mine. "Ready."
Mom pushed the button with her finger and then sat back as we heard the machine whir to life. There was a camera in the booth projecting our image onto the screen in front of us, and as I stared at the low-resolution image of my mother's smiling face, the thought struck me harder than ever that she was the most gorgeous woman in the world. Even the blocky pixels making up her image were astonishingly beautiful.
She nudged me back. "Smile, goofball!"
I realized that I had been too gobsmacked by how gorgeous she was to strike a pose, but quickly brandished a toothy grin in time for the first flash.
Click! Whirrrrr...
"Okay, okay," Mom said. "Next one super serious."
I threw away my smile and posed like I was getting a passport photo taken. Mom tried to do the same, but was defeated by an unrelenting curl in the corner of her mouth.
Click! Whirrrrr...
"Now a silly one?" I proposed.
"My speciality," she bragged.
We both made faces like we had tasted a sour lemon. Even with her face grotesquely contorted, though, I found her ravishing. I admired a woman who could let her goofiness shine, and Mom had never had a problem with that.
Click! Whirrrrr...
"That was a good one," Mom said. "Okay, last one. Maybe we should— Oh..."
I had been looking at her as she'd spoken, completely ignoring the screen. Something had interrupted her thought process, and one look at the monitor was all it took to prove that my confidant earlier had given me sound advice.
I could hear her breath catch in her throat like a stifled sneeze. "It... it says 'Kiss,' honey."
I turned my head to the screen where, along with the prompt, there was a timer counting down from five. I supposed that the festival did not want horny teenagers to spend an hour making out in the booth - one of the few private places at the event - so the timer was likely intended to get people to leave when their photos were done.
A firm hand gripped my chest, making my breath feel tight and laboured. "It... definitely does, yeah."
4.
"Should, uh, should we just do another silly one?" Mom asked with a hiccup in her tone.
"We could," I answered. "Is that what you want to do?"
3.
Her breathing was ragged, drawn through a chest whose heart was probably racing as fast as mine. "I-I don't know! I guess it's a couple's booth, so—"
"Mom?"
2.
"What?" she asked nervously.
"Can I kiss you?" I could barely hear my own voice over the ringing in my ears, and saying those words had taken every shred of courage that I possessed.
1! That final second lasted longer than all the others. There were a thousand things that she could have said, and any of them would have objectively made more sense than the single word that she whispered, as though the air was been stolen from her lungs the moment she tried to speak.
"Okay," she replied. Her voice was weak and quiet, like she was afraid someone would overhear us descend from playful flirting to something that we could not come back from.
Kiss! The screen insisted.
I closed my eyes and leaned forward a bit, expecting Mom to peck me lightly on the lips just to get it over with. Instead, to my delight, and despite her palpable anxiety, she did not hold back.
She tilted her head. It's funny how something so subtle can completely change a kiss. An innocuous show of affection becomes something more, and motivations change in an instant. She had given me brief kisses in my life, but they'd never amounted to anything more than a simple peck. Something about the booth, or the circumstances, or everything that had led up to that moment had caused her to tilt her head, but I wasn't thinking about any of that. All I cared about was the way my pulse kicked into high gear when I felt her head shift so that our mouths could be closer together.
It was a beautiful, magical tilt that slid her nose down the side of mine, bringing our faces so close that I would have felt her eyelashes fluttering if she had not been shutting them tightly. I followed suit to immerse myself in the moment, blocking out every other one of my senses.
Mom's upper lips grazed my bottom one, as though testing the waters before she - and it was her that initiated - leaned forward to press our mouths against each other. They fit together as though they had spent months molding to each other's shape, wedging together in a perfect unison. It took my breath away, but there was plenty to be found in the air as Mom exhaled heated steam out of her slightly open mouth.
Without thinking, I put my arm around her tummy like a seatbelt to take hold of her hips on the opposite side, then pulled her against me. She gave a stifled squeak of surprise, then placed one of her hands on my bicep and gave it a reassuring squeeze.
Mom parted her lips a little - just enough to overlap mine - which made the hairs on the back of my neck stand straight up. I wanted to kiss her with everything that I had - to pour my entire heart into that one embrace - but before I knew it, the camera had clicked and brought our kiss to an unceremonious end.
Click! Whirrrrr...
We held on for a second, neither of us wanting to be the first one to pull away. A second ticked by, then another, then another few, until the booth - quite unromantically - gave audible instructions to get out and retrieve our photos. Even then, Mom lingered on my lips for another couple of seconds before she broke the kiss. A string of saliva no thicker than spider's silk stretched between us— a glistening tether than begged us to reunite so it would not be broken.
Mom licked her lips, severing the tie with finality. "That was... that was nice."
"Yeah," I agreed breathlessly. "I-I think that was good."
"It was good, right?" Mom asked with a hint of worry in her voice. "It was— We were— I mean... It was cute!"
I clenched my jaw so my teeth would stop rattling, but my hand remained rooted to her hips. "Uh-huh. Super cute. I, like, I thought there was so much cuteness."
Mom put her hands on her lap and took a deep breath through her nose that made the sides of her nostrils cave it slightly. "Ready to get out?"
"I-I guess so, sure."
She bit her bottom lip. "You, uh... might have to let go of me first."
I let go of her and sat with my hands folded in my lap as though I had been scolded. "Right. Sorry." I was somewhat afraid that my knees would be too weak to carry me, and based on the quiver in her bottom lip, she, too, was riddled with adrenaline. "So, yeah. After you, Mom."
As we exited the booth, I imagined that a crowd of onlookers had gathered to gawk at the evidence of our incestuous kiss, but nobody had paid us any attention at all.
Mom picked up the photo reel from the dispenser on the outside of the machine. "Well, I was right. It is cute."
My eyes went directly to the fourth photo - the only one that really mattered. "Cute" was not the word I would have used. We looked like two young lovers still deep in the honeymoon stage. "Yeah. We make a cute couple."
Mom was absentmindedly brushing her thumb over the last photo, as though she would be able to physically feel the emotion through the glossy paper. "That wasn't too weird, was it?"
I shook my head almost violently. "No! Not at all, Mom. I really liked it."
"I did, too." She folded the reel in half and handed it to me. "Put it in your wallet for safe keeping."
"For now, sure, but when we get home it's going straight on the fridge."
She jokingly smacked my shoulder with the back of her hand. "It is not! Speaking of fridge, though, I really do need to eat something other than funnel cake before I pass out."
I took the photo from her and stuffed it into my wallet. "Well, lucky for you I have money to spare."
Mom's stomach growled. "I think that sounds great. I don't think a corndog will do it, to be honest."
"What did you have in mind?"
As if she had been waiting for her cue, she pointed to the "Fries N' Gravy Hut" a couple dozen feet away. "I want that."
I pulled a twenty dollar bill out of my wallet. "Wanna find a seat while I get in line?"
Mom shook her head and latched onto my arm, wrapping both of her hands around my bicep. "No. I'd rather stay with you. Is that okay?"
A warm tingle melted down the back of my spine. "Absolutely." I joined hands with her, and we walked at a leisurely pace towards the delicious smells of fried potato and warm gravy.
I did not realize how hungry I was until I had a steaming plate of smothered spuds in my hands. As soon as that heavenly aroma floated towards my nose, my stomach began rumbling ferociously enough for Mom to hear it over the roar of the other festival patrons.
"Whoa," she remarked. "Guess you're as hungry as I am."
"Apparently!" I said. "I haven't been thinking much about food, to be fair."
Mom flashed a fiendish smile. "Oh? What's been on your mind?"
"Just this girl I like."
Mom's nostrils flared. "Well, I bet she really likes you, too, and I bet she just found a nice little spot on that grassy hill over there for us to sit."
"You don't want to get a table?" I asked.
She shrugged. "I wanna find our own spot! Somewhere a little... further from the screaming children." The surrounding kids were actually being well behaved at that moment, but I knew that could change on a dime.
Far more important was that the spot Mom had chosen, which was far off on a mildly sloping knoll, gave us some privacy. We could look over the festival, feeling that wonderful communal energy, while also isolating ourselves from that very community. It struck a good balance, but I would not have minded if the scales had tipped in favor of total solitude - well, okay, not technically solitude.
I handed Mom a fork as we sat down on the overlook. "I wish I'd brought a jacket or something for you to sit on."
"On a day like today?" she asked. "It's far too warm for that. Besides, I don't mind getting a little dirty." With everything that had happened, even a tossed-off remark like that was enough to stir something lecherous in my gut.
I loved people-watching, and Mom did, too. As we watched the various passersby visiting booth after booth, it seemed like she always managed to spot the interesting characters that I'd missed.
I pointed out a guy in a funny hat, and seconds later she countered by mentioning the hilariously out-of-date t-shirt of a man who seemingly had not been to a concert since the late eighties. I knew it was silly, but I thought of it as yet another example of how well we matched. We were two sides of the same coin, which made sense, considering that one side had literally raised the other from birth.
After a few minutes of people-watching, Mom sucked a glob of gravy off of her thumb. "This is messy. We should've gotten napkins."
I stuffed a forkful of fries into my mouth. "I gueff fo, yeah."
Mom giggled. "Chew first, honey."
"Sowwy," I swallowed the mouthful. "Sorry, I mean. It's almost as messy as the funnel cake!"
Mom licked the back of her fork. "Probably wouldn't be as sexy if I dropped gravy on my boobs, huh?"
Without thinking twice, I said, "Anything to do with your boobs is sexy."
Mom puffed an amused breath of air out of her nose. "I guess we're done with subtlety, then."
"I... Yeah. Maybe that was a bit too forward. I didn't mean to be so blunt. It's just that... I think all this, like today, I mean, might have weakened my filter."
Mom was abrim with curiosity. "Well, pretend there is no filter."
"Huh?"
Mom placed a hand on my knee and gazed so deeply into my eyes that I thought she could see the trees through my skull. "If you had no filter -- like, none at all -- what would you say to me?"
I did not even have to think twice that time. "I'd tell you - hypothetically, of course - that you have some of the most amazing ones I've ever seen— like ever, Mom. They're... really, really nice."
There was a twinkle in her eye as she tilted her head, and for a second I thought - I hoped - that she was going to kiss me again. "Maybe I should leave so the three of you can be alone?"
I laughed at the idea, but even if it had been possible, I would not have wanted that. "I only like them so much because of who they're attached to. I'd rather be alone with you, but it's hard with all these people around."
The twinkle got larger, blooming into a fully-formed glimmer that would have outshone even the brightest star. "Come with me. I have an idea."
I packed up the remainder of the fries. "Where are we going?"
Mom held up two fingers. "The first question is: do you trust me?"
"Uh, I guess?"
"Good," she said. "And second: are you feeling brave?"
With everything that had happened in just the last few hours, I was in fact feeling rather courageous, but I did not want to give her carte blanche. "Depends on what you've got planned."
Mom pointed to the skyline - or, more accurately, to the slowly rotating circle of metallic death that obstructed it. "We would be alone at the top."
Fear churned my stomach, making me wish I had eaten fewer fries. "Noooo. No. We, uh... we don't have to do that."
Mom winked at me. "Well, I'm going up with or without you. Are you really gonna make me go all by myself?"
"That's a dirty trick." I held up the folded box of French fries. "If I knew this was gonna be my last meal I would have picked something better!"


"You'll be fine, honey," Mom insisted. "I'll be there to keep you safe."
I flashed her a nervous smile. "Always?"
She held out her hand. "Always, always?"
"Always, always," I repeated.
I reluctantly took her hand despite the recurring images in my head that informed me of all the ways the ride could potentially go wrong. I pictured the whole wheel toppling over just as we were at the top, but I did admittedly feel a bit less nervous knowing that Mom would be there with me.
She squeezed my hand as we entered the queue. "Your palms are getting sweaty."
"I'm just hot," I fibbed.
"It's been hot all day. You're just getting sweaty now?"
I craned my neck to look up at the giant wheel. "I guess so. Say, how often do you think they check this thing for safety? Loose bolts, frayed wires, that sort of thing."
Mom shuffled closer to me so that our shoulders were touching. "I think it's fine, sweetheart. Ever since that one year when it came crashing down—"
"When it what?" I yelped.
"I'm kidding! Honey, I'm totally messing with you."
Sneering at her did not stop my pulse from racing, but I did it anyway. "Oh, you are hilarious, Mom."
Upon reflection, her teasing was kind of funny, but at the time I was in no mood to play around. I tried to pretend that I was unfazed by the prospect of being two thousand feet off of the ground— an exaggeration that hardly seemed hyperbolic.
The amalgamation of moving metal groaned under its own weight. The noises could have been completely harmless, but to my uneducated ear, each steely creak was yet another reason to worry. Then again, there were dozens of kids in line that bore no hint of the panic that was written across my face. Either I was freaking out over nothing, or I was the only sane person in a world gone mad.
I did not want to look less composed than a child, so I put on a brave face as we stepped up to the wheel operator. "Two, please."
"Last two," he said to his co-worker in the control booth. "Let it rip after this couple gets on."
Saliva soaked my gums, the way it does when one's body is preparing to be sick. My fingers were quivering as I handed two tickets to the worker, but if he noticed he did not say anything.
"Here we go, honey," Mom said, adding a literal push to the verbal one.
I tested the solidity of the ride's foundation with my foot, trying to find any faults that would have made a good excuse for me to back out. To my surprise, and quite comfortingly, it felt reasonably sturdy. I put one foot in front of the other, hyper focused on the movements of my limbs as I walked across the metal platform to sit on the far side of the gondola.
Mom climbed in next to me and swung the metal bar down over our laps, then scooted over to me so that our hips were squished together. "Ready, baby?"
"As ready as I'll ever be," I muttered.
After ensuring that the metal bar was securely in place, the ride operator kicked us into motion. We ascended towards the sky at a leisurely place, but within just a couple of seconds I could no longer see the metal platform under our feet.
"Whoa," I said with a heavy exhale.
Mom put an arm behind my back and nuzzled her nose into my shoulder. "Freaking out yet?"
"Maybe a little bit. God, the people already look so small." They were getting smaller by the second, but it was the cars - which looked like tiny toys as I gazed out into the parking lot - that made me truly nervous. I felt my heart sink into my shoes, and thus instinctively reached out to Mom for comfort.
If I had thought a little harder about where I was reaching I may have paid more attention and changed course. Instead, my fingers stumbled upon something extremely soft and decidedly un-hand-like.
Mom made a soft gasp, but did not resist me. She did, however, pinch her legs together so that my hand was sandwiched between two pudgy, white buns, with her inner heat licking at the tips of my fingers.
I tensed my digits, digging them firmly into the putty. I applied varying pressure with my fingers, kneading her doughy flesh with an unguided rhythm.
It did actually kind of calm me down by giving me something to focus on other than how rapidly we were floating away from the ground, but in doing so it had absorbed all of my attention. I had not even noticed that we'd reached the very top of the wheel - the tallest spot at the whole festival - until Mom drew my attention to it.
"Is this too high for you, honey?" she asked calmly.
I lifted my head and took in the view. I had never seen the festival from that high up before, much less the town itself, and I was reminded right away why that had been. "Oh, Christ. We're... really high up."
Mom ground her thighs back and forth to massage my hand. "Look! We're going back down already. See? Not so bad, is it?"
The muscles in my forearms were tensed like steel cables, rooting me to the protective metal bar and to Mom's thigh. "I-I guess not. How many times does it go around, exactly?"
Mom shrugged as though she did not have a care in the world. "Dunno. Maybe we'll be here all day."
The wheel chugged along, lowering us from the precipice. Our gondola passed over the loading section, marking our first full cycle around the ride. It was far from exciting by conventional definitions, but I was figuratively on the edge of my seat— in reality, I was sitting as far back on the bench as physically possible. We began our second ascent, rising higher and higher above the ground until we were eye level with the horizon again.
"I really like this," Mom cooed softly. "I know you hate heights, but I'm happy you came with me. It's cool to see everything from a new perspective."
I chuckled nervously and relaxed my grip on her thigh, but I was still not comfortable enough to let go. "We're seeing a lot of things from a new perspective today."
She placed one of her hands over mine, blanketing my white knuckles, and lowered her voice an octave. "I really like that, too. It's been a nice day."
"I think so, too, Mom. I'm just hoping it doesn't end with—"
Crrrreeee—eek... krrrnnngg... EEEAAHK!
I almost snapped the metal bar in half from the force with which I gripped it, and I imagined that the skin on Mom's inner thigh had turned bright red from how hard I was squeezing it. "What the fuck was that?" I hollered.
"Hey, hey," Mom said hastily, rushing to console me before I entered a full panic. "It's okay. It's probably nothing to worry about."
The loudspeakers at the bottom of the ride, where I wished I was at that moment, crackled to life. "Uh, folks? We seem to be having a slight malfunction with the ride. Just stay calm, and everything should be sorted out in a few minutes."
"This has got to be a joke!" I exclaimed. "Did you pay them to do this? Are you messing with me?"
She used her thumb to gently brush the back of my clenched fist. "I promise I'm not, sweetheart. You know how these rides are; they're usually not in the best condition, but he said it was nothing to worry about."
"No," I insisted. "He said to stay calm, which means it definitely could be something to worry about!"
"Relax, honey."
"I'm trying!"
Mom applied tight compression with her thighs around my palm, smothering my fingers in her supple flesh. "Is there anything I can do to help? It feels like you relaxed a little when you put your hand on my leg."
My eyes darted around, trying to identify the softest spot to land if we had to jump. "I... Yeah, I guess that helped."
"Okay, sooo... how else can I help? What if you just focus on me, instead of the ground?"
My guts wound into a thousand knots. "The ground? Can we please not mention that right now?"
Mom took her hand off of mine, and as silly as it sounds, I felt like I was going to float away for a second. Having her pin my hand to the metal bar had given me the sense that I was tethered to something, and as soon as she let go I felt myself growing more anxious.
"Look at me, sweetheart," she instructed.
I hated how emasculating it felt to be in such a vulnerable state. I wanted to be her protector, not the other way around. In hindsight, though, I suppose that there was no amount of chivalry that I could ever offer that would stop her from being my mother. I turned in my seat to face her, shifting my body at a forty-five degree angle to do so.
An ocean of affection glimmered in her eyes. "Give me your hand."
"Which one?" I asked.
She nodded towards the one that was still clinging onto the lap bar. "That one, silly." Then she clenched her legs to compress my other hand in a tight embrace of soft thigh meat. "That one can stay right where it is for now."
I pried my trembling fingers off of the bar. "Now what?"
Mom held up her palm like she was offering me a high five, but her fingers were spread apart. She wiggled them back and forth as she beckoned me over. "Come. Put your fingers between mine."
I pressed my open palm against hers and marvelled at the difference in size. I knew I was bigger than her, of course, but the direct comparison between her tiny hand and my rather large one made her seem like a doll.
I closed my fingers to fit them between Mom's, who then did the same to mine so we were locked together. "Good job," she said. "Now can you put the other one around the small of my back?"
"Uh, sure?" I was trying to focus solely on her commands, rather than, for example, the people ahead of us who'd begun violently rocking their gondola to compensate for their boredom.
"Ignore them," Mom ordered. "It's just you and me."
"Uh-huh."
She jostled our linked hands. "Say it for me."
I wedged my arm between her back and the wooden bench. "Just you and me."
She unhooked her other arm from around my shoulders and brought it close to her body. "Always, always, sweetheart. Say it back."
"A-always, always."
She gave my hand a squeeze. "Good. Now, just look at me and don't think about anything else."
I could not help but chuckle, undercutting some of the tension. "You think that's gonna make me less scared?"
"I think it might. Eye contact is powerful!"
I sighed in defeat. I did not think she had magically found the cure for my fear of heights, but figured humoring her would not harm anything. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, and when I opened them again, I made sure to aim them right at Mom.
She greeted me with a thin smile and a quiet spark behind her gaze. "Hey."
"Hey, Mom."
"Is that better?"
I shrugged. "Maybe a little? I can still see the ground, though."
"Then get closer."
"Really?"
Mom nodded emphatically. "Closer."
I leaned in a bit so that less of my peripheral vision was taken up by anything other than her face. "Like that?"
"Closer," she whispered, lowering her voice to draw me in further.
I closed another inch of space, bringing the tips of our noses right up against each other. "O-okay."
"Better?"
"Yeah." The butterflies in my stomach did not disappear, but they did begin to feel more like the kind of eager excitement I had felt in the photo booth earlier. "You're even prettier up close."
Mom's smile stretched so wide that I could see the corners of her mouth, despite being close enough to her face that I could also feel her breath on my lips. "Oh, yeah? Then I must be the prettiest girl in the whole world, because you're as close as can be."
I felt my jaw quiver. "I can get closer."
Without blinking, or hesitating for a single second, Mom challenged me. "Prove it."
The hair on the back of my neck stood up, but anxiety had nothing to do with it. I leaned forward until I could feel Mom's eyelashes fluttering whenever she blinked, positioning my nose right beside hers.
"Mmmm," she said, "but you know what? I think you can get even closer." she said. Her lips grazed against mine when she spoke, each small, tender bump serving as a hit of courage that distracted me from the perilous height over which we dangled.
"How, uh... how close should I get?"
Mom closed her eyes and tapped her forehead against mine; we were as close as could be without letting our mouths touch. "You know the answer, sweetheart."
With the quiet hum of anticipation hanging in the air, I closed my eyes and pressed my lips against hers. Her mouth was soft - a warm invitation that coaxed me into serenity with each breath. She tilted her head, like she had once before, and it really did feel like it changed everything yet again. Our mouths met fully, and far more passionately than anything a sane, honest, or innocent person could ever call a peck.
There was, nevertheless, a sense of restraint, like we were testing each other to see who would allow the kiss to evolve first. I parted my lips a little, posing a question that she quickly answered. There was a faint hiccup in her breath, like she had caught herself mid-gasp, but she accepted my advance with open arms— or, really, an open mouth. I pressed, then eased off, and she responded by pushing back slightly to match my timing. She must have been as fond of the motion as I was, because we repeated it over and over again, each kiss blending into the next without breaking the contact between us.
Our lips fitted together with undeniable intent as that last barrier broke down. Every passing second made me feel more at ease, despite the fact that the body has quite a lot of trouble distinguishing between fear and excitement.
I brushed my tongue - just the tip - against her lower lip. It was another question that she answered eagerly by parting her lips further, allowing her own tongue to slither out and bump against mine. I moved in, entering slowly rather than all at once so I could feel the equally slow parting of her lips as she accepted me.
The dance evolved as we found our rhythm and fell into an ebb and flow. Our tongues touched, then retreated, then connected again as they got familiar with each other. I pushed into her mouth, prodding her tongue into submission with a series of flutters from my own, only for her to take back control. She twirled her tongue around mine in the most literal depiction of her experience— she was running circles around me. The kiss felt better when she was leading it - more natural. I was overly eager; I knew that, but Mom was precise. I could feel the passion behind her every smooch, but there was an articulation to her movements that made me feel like an amateur.
"Hey," Mom whispered between kisses, her breath as hot as the blood that flushed my cheeks to the color of her dress.
"Whu?" I asked lamely, my brain working at half speed.
She nibbled on my bottom lip and gingerly tugged on it, keeping it pinned between her teeth as she spoke. "We're moving again."
I opened my eyes to find that she was right. At some point the ride had begun to move again, but I had been too distracted by making out with Mom to notice. "Oh... yeah."
Mom finally opened her eyes, both of which were gazing at me with hints of wonder speckled in her blue irises. "I guess it worked."
I gulped. "I guess so. I hope we can get off soon."
Mom sported a cheeky grin. "Me, too."
"My heart is racing so fast," I said.
She put her palm flat against my chest. "From the ride?"
I shook my head. "Not exactly, Mom."
"Good. I just wanted to make sure of something."
It was bait, and I knew it was, but I was too curious to ignore it. "What was that?"
Mom batted her eyelashes innocently, but it was not wholly convincing. "I just needed to be sure that I wasn't imagining things in the photo booth earlier."
"And?"
She gave a long, seductive purr as she stroked my chest. "Felt real to me, honey."
"Me, too."
Our gondola rotated into the docking bay, and the operator lifted the metal bar to let us out. I could not get out of that seat fast enough, and I had to stop myself from literally kissing the ground when my feet landed.
Mom came up behind me and kissed the back of my shoulder. "What now?"
I adored how comfortable she had gotten with being openly affectionate. There was a non-zero chance that somebody at the festival would recognize us, but at that point I was so proud of myself for having attracted such a remarkable woman that I was dying to brag about it to anyone who would listen.
"I don't care," I admitted. "I just want to be alone with you."
There was that telltale flicker in Mom's eye again. "So you can kiss me again?"
"I want to do more than that." The need for subtlety felt less important than ever before.
Mom stepped in front of me and looped her arms around the back of my neck. She went up on her tiptoes so she was closer to eye level, but there was still half a foot of difference that she could not make up. "Tell me."
"Tell you?"
She seduced me with a pair of big, puppy-dog eyes. "What do you want to do with me?"
There was a knot in my throat, but I forced it down. I wrapped my arms around her waist like we were slow dancing. "I want... I, uh... It feels weird to say out loud."
She batted her lashes at me, effortlessly transitioning from puppy to doe. "Say it anyway."
I gritted my teeth and swallowed the dry lump. "I want... to fuck you, Mom."
Her eyes widened with surprise, and she gawked with a partially open mouth like a fish out of water. "I— Well. I thought you were going to ask to touch my boobs, or something like that."
I looked down at her wonderfully exposed cleavage, into which I could have plunged my entire arm and lost sight of everything below my elbow. "I want to do that, too -- but... if I'm being honest, I want to do a lot more."
Mom chewed on her lower lip. "With me? You... want to do that with me? You don't care that I'm—"
"No." I wanted to cut her off before that idea had a single second longer to linger in her head. "I don't care, Mom. I love you and... that's what I want."
Mom titled her head to the side. "To fuck me?"
"Uh-huh."
Her jaw tensed and slackened as she clenched her teeth. "Can we take a couple more baby steps first?"
"Yes! Of course. Anything you want." The fact that there was a snowball's chance in hell that I would actually get to have sex with her made any request insignificant. I would have agreed to sever a limb for that opportunity.
"Yeah? I'm just— I mean, I think we're having fun right now, so I don't want to rush things. Not yet."
I leaned in for a kiss. "What did you have in mind?"
To my shock, she did not meet me halfway. Instead, she playfully pulled away and walked backwards away from me, her eyes trained on me as she made distance between us. "Maybe you should follow me and find out."
I would have done so to the ends of the Earth and then back again, but luckily her destination was more local than that. "Back again" was actually how it started as she led me first past the funnel cake stand, then through the long alleyway of games. Beyond the tents and rides, where fewer of the festival patrons cared to wander - I, too, had rarely ventured so far - was an attraction that I had never had the opportunity to ride.
I read the sign aloud. "'The Tunnel of Love?' You wanna go in there?"
It was not a popular attraction, but one that had been part of the festival for years. Over time, it became something of a running joke since it was so out of style, giving it a reputation as a place of mockery. Even my friends had previously poked fun at the anachronistic inclusion of something so old-fashioned.
"I thought only big, horny pervs went into that place," I joked.
Mom, who had been holding my hand for the past few minutes, gave it a tight squeeze. "And what are you if not the biggest and horniest of them all?"
I chuckled at her apt description. "Fair enough."


"It's not for perverts, honey," she informed me. "It's for couples!"
I cracked a smile as warmth spread throughout my chest. "Also fair enough. I've never taken a girl inside before."
Mom jostled our interlinked hands. "And I've never been taken, so I guess we both get to be each other's firsts."
I was floating on air as we made our way to the queue. I knew I was awake, but everything for the past few hours had felt like a dream. I did not think there was any way that it could be real, but she'd surprised me more than once that day.
I handed the operator some two tickets, but they did not even glance up from their phone to accept it. They waved us into the enclosed building, through two modest wooden doors with chipped paint to a cart that looked perfectly sized for two people to fit into.
It was dark inside, with only enough light to provide a dull glow that reflected off of Mom's flowing, yellow hair, leaving the rest as silhouette. There were no workers inside - at least none that we could see - but a sign helpfully directed us to "Take a Seat and Buckle Up." Granted that I didn't think we were in nearly as much mortal peril as we had been on the Ferris wheel, but it still struck me as odd that we were to be completely unsupervised. I heard some laughter from deeper inside - more people enjoying things ironically, I supposed -- but other than that, Mom and I seemed to be completely alone.
I gestured to the seat before us and held out a hand. "After you."
Mom took my hand for balance and lowered herself into the cart. "Such a gentleman I raised— oops!" She looked around to see if there were any workers lurking in the shadows. "I guess I should be careful about how loudly I say that."
I slid in beside her and laid my left arm over her shoulder. "I don't think any of the other perverts mind."
Mom swatted my leg. "Other perverts?" Then she lowered her voice to a whisper. "That's no way to talk to your mother, honey."
I scooted closer to her as the ride kicked into gear, guiding our cart along the tracks that stretched far off into the darkness. "I wasn't talking to my mother, actually. I was talking to my girlfriend... for the day, at least."
Mom cuddled against me as she went along with the bit. "Oh, definitely. Just for today. We have to go back to normal tomorrow, of course."
I was ninety-nine percent sure that she was joking, but I still felt a pang of heartache over the prospect that our new relationship - as exciting as it was - would come to an end when the sun rose the next morning. "What if I don't want to?"
Our vehicle rounded a corner, bringing us into a narrow corridor of bright red neon lights. Some were in the shaped of hearts, and one particularly extravagant one was made to look like Cupid, whose arrow was aimed directly at our cart. Long, winding green vines had been strung throughout the rafters, their plastic leaves intermittently populated with blossoming roses of deep, rich hues. Soft music played from unseen loudspeakers, underscoring our ride with a heavenly arrangement of flutes and harps.
Mom leaned her full weight on me, and I found that I liked the pressure of her pinning me to the side wall of the tiny cart. "You don't want to go back to the way things were, you mean?" she asked.
"Yeah. I... I really like this, Mom. I don't want things to change."
"Hmm," she huffed. "Maybe they don't have to."
"You mean it? I mean, look, I know a lot has happened today, but... if you want this to be temporary, then it will be."
She must have found the idea rather comical based on the chortle that came out of her. "Feelings aren't temporary, sweetheart - not feelings like this."
"I know. Maybe my feelings are just different than yours, though."
Mom lifted her head and planted a small smooch on my cheek. "I wasn't talking about your feelings. I was talking about mine."
"About... yours? But, like, in what way? What do you feel?"
Mom fiddled with my shorts, raking her nails back and forth over the fabric. "I feel a lot of things. I don't know why, and I don't know, uh... when, I guess, but I know they're real."
"I love you," I blurted out in a decidedly unromantic way.
"I love you, too, sweetheart," she said. "I just... don't think it's the same kind of love that other mothers feel for their sons."
"Is that a bad thing?"
She lifted her head off of my shoulder and gazed lovingly into my eyes, piercing the veil of my iris to look directly into my soul. "Not to me, no. I thought maybe it was fleeting, but... after that kiss—"
"Which one?" I interjected.
She giggled. "That's... fair. After the first one, I meant, everything just kind of snapped into place. As soon as we walked out of the booth I just wanted you all to myself."
I turned the tables on her by asking the same questions she has posed to me. "Why? What do you want to do with me?"
"You know exactly what, honey. Don't make me say it!"
I leaned forward a bit, teasing her lips with the warmth of my breath. "Say it, Mom."
Her mouth curled into a fiendish smile, and out of came a flickering tongue that softly fluttered against my lips. "Say that I want you to fuck me?"
My heart punched an outline in my ribcage from trying to jump out of my chest. "Yeah, that. I mean, if that's want you want, you know?"
Mom reached over with her left hand to caress the side of my face, and when she lowered it she grabbed onto my wrist. "Give me your hand, sweetheart."
With my left arm still around her shoulders, I let her guide my right hand wherever she wanted. "Why?"
"I want you to feel something." She lifted my hand upward, slowly leading it towards her tits.
"Oh my god," I muttered when I realized what was happening.
Mom paused with my fingers less than an inch from her right breast. "Do you wanna touch 'em?"
I nodded fervently, even though my wiggling fingers probably communicated just how excited I was. "So fucking badly."
She let go of my wrist with a warm, affectionate smile. "Go ahead, baby."
I latched on, harder than she had expected based on her reactive grunt when my fingers pressed down. "Easy, now."
Even through her dress, I could feel how unbelievably soft her boob was. The heaping handful was pliable, like dough in my hands that molded to the pressure of my digits as I dug them in. I lifted her breast up a little bit and was astounded by the weight, and the fact that she had spent the better half of her life hauling around such bulk without needing a cane.
It was simply surreal. Had that version of myself gone back in time to tell past me what would eventually happen that day, I never, ever would have believed him.
"Fuck, Mom," I uttered.
"Big, huh?" she bragged.
I nodded slowly, the same pace with which I carefully toyed with her breast. "Huge."
She dipped her head down and placed a kiss on my neck that made lightning shoot through every one of my limbs. "Good thing you've got big hands, then. Do you feel that, honey?"
"F-feel what?"
She shook her chest, making her tits wobble under my grip. "Squeeze harder."
I tightened my hold, my fingers five fleshy prongs that sank into the billowing flesh deep enough that, in the dim light of the tunnel, I could no longer see them.
In the middle of my palm, I felt something poking me. I pushed against her boob with the flat part of my hand and moved it in tiny circles. "Your... nipples are hard."
She nodded, her lips grazing against my neck. "I guess I'm one of those big, horny perverts, too."
I drew a quivering breath. "Just like me."
Mom lifted her head and positioned her nose next to mine with her eyes closed. "Like mother, like son."
I closed my eyes, too, and leaned in so our mouths could meet. It amazed me that I was already so comfortable kissing Mom. It was only our third one, but it felt like something we had been doing for years. Our embrace was calm and certain, lingering just long enough to promise more.
Our tongues touched tentatively at first, then quickly became more involved as we traded gentle strokes. She encouraged me to be bold, her own tongue working earnestly to coax mine into a wrestling match. Our passionate swapping of saliva drowned out the subtle music overhead as we produced a lecherous symphony of wet, sloppy tongues and mouths to suckle on them.
We fought for every breath, desperately sucking air through our open mouths. Every so often, Mom would dump an adorable little whimper - the softest of moans - into my open mouth, inspiring me to be more vocal about my own pleasure.
"I fucking love kissing you, Mom," I said with a grunt.
"Uh-huh," she mumbled with her tongue firmly wedged into my mouth. "Me, too."
"I can't wait to get you home."
She tucked her knees together and curled up as close to me as she could. "Your bed or mine?"
My dick surged with energy, and my first thought was of getting her hands on it as quickly as possible. "I don't care. I just want you."
She broke our kiss, her lips shimmering with a thin glaze of saliva. "I think you should take me home after this."
I was so eager that I could feel the veins in my neck throbbing. "I'm gonna fuck you so fucking— wait, did you hear that?" The opening of a metal door had caught my attention.
A booming voice came from the darkness, shattering the illusion of privacy. "Hey! You kids can't be doing that in here, okay?"
I looked around for the source, but found nobody, so I called into the shadows, "We're not kids! She's my—"
"Ahem!" Mom cleared her throat.
"My... my girlfriend, obviously." I did think I had sounded convincing, but I also did not really care by that point.
The voice made a belaboured sigh, "Cool, man. You still can't be grabbing your girlfriend's tits and stuff. We're gonna get another fine."
Mom rolled her eyes. "Then why even have a tunnel of love?"
We did not receive a response other than the slamming of the metal door.
"He called me your girlfriend." Mom tittered with glee. "Here: let go of me, honey."
I reluctantly took my hand off of her breast. "Well, technically, I called you that, but... yeah. That was kind of cool."
Her grin illuminated the whole tunnel like a spotlight. "Do you think we're gonna get in trouble?"
"They don't know you're my mom, so I think we're fine. They'd probably just think you were an escort or something."
Mom narrowed her eyes at me. "Wanna try that one again?"
I raced to correct myself. "Sorry! Sorry, just that... you're dressed so nice, and you're fucking beautiful, Mom. I'm just some loser that's half your age. Nobody would believe that you'd really wanna be with a guy like me."
"But I do," she said calmly, her voice as soothing as waves lapping at a sandy shore. A light appeared at the end of the tunnel, marking the end of the ride. "Come on, honey. Let's go."
We exited through a set of doors that was similar to the ones we had entered through. Tensions were high, as I once again feared that a huge group of people had gotten word of the incestuous happenings in the tunnel and gathered to see the depraved scene for themselves. There was no such crowd, of course, and it felt strange that we had just gotten away with something so profoundly taboo right under the noses of unsuspecting guests.
I stepped off of the ride and did not look back, hoping to avoid the stare of the employee that had caught us in the act.
Mom was hot on my heels, and when she caught up to me she reached for my hand. I was immediately aware that something was between our palms - some rolled-up ball of cloth that possessed a staggering warmth.
I lifted our joined hands. "Mom, what is—"
"Keep walking!" she insisted sharply as she pulled our hands back down. "Don't look yet."
"When can I look? What is it?"
She did not answer my question, but pointed at the kissing booth which had been sealed on all sides after it had closed for the day. "You think anybody is inside?"
"You wanna go in there?" I asked skeptically.
"It'll be nice and private. I mean, if you can wait to get back to the car, then— whoa!"
I had yanked Mom's hand and taken off, speed walking faster than ever before. I was basically dragging her along behind me and forcing her little legs to keep pace with my long strides, but she followed along merrily. If the kissing booth had been a finish line, I would have crossed it in time to secure a gold medal.
I carefully eyeballed the crowd to make sure that none of the festival workers would see two random strangers sneak into the closed attraction. Upon realizing we were alone, I lifted one of the leather flaps and ushered Mom inside with a swift pat on her bottom. "Get in there, you."
Mom tittered giddily, tucking in her ass to avoid another spanking. "I'm going! I'm going!"
It was unoccupied, thankfully, since I did not have a backup plan to explain why we were intruding.
The chairs had been stacked in a corner of the tent, but the large, wooden table where the kissers had been sitting was still standing tall. There were cut-out hearts made of laminated construction paper strung throughout the metal bars that held up the tent that made the room - if it could be called that - feel cute and homely. All along the grass floor there were dozens and dozens of plastic ovals made to look like scattered rose petals, the majority of which were concentrated around the table.
"It's cute," Mom said cheerily.
Our hands were still joined together as we entered, but I separated them as soon as the flap was closed behind us.
I lifted a wad of bunched-up white cotton to my eyes and immediately recognized what it was. They were still warm, but I no longer wondered why; it had been Mom's body heat producing the staggering temperature. "You... you took off your underwear?"
She nodded sheepishly. "Surprise."
I looked down at her crotch as though I could peer through her dress. Nothing had changed visually, but it felt different. "They're still warm, and... uh..."
She dragged her teeth along her lower lip. "You can say it."
"They're wet, Mom."
"I wonder why that might be?" she pondered with a teasing tone.
I was speechless as I rolled her underwear around in my palm. There were still voices and movement outside of the tent, but they were drowned out by the blood rushing in my ears. I felt my face get hot, and the collar of my shirt suddenly felt like it was strangling me.
Mom tucked her hands behind her back, then strode over to the table and jumped up to sit on the edge. "Maybe you should take me home. What do you think?"
I hated the idea. "So that I have to drive all the way home thinking about these? About how you have—" I quieted my voice. "—nothing on right now?"
"Gosh, I know. I feel so underdressed." She was being playful, but the fun was lost on me.
I was being piloted my horniness, so barely even acknowledged her comment. "If you just, like, lifted up your dress... you'd be almost naked."
Mom wore a knowing grin. "Well, that is how underwear works, honey."
I shook my head, but I could not clear the fog. "I know. I just can't believe, like... these were on your pussy."
"Goodness, sweetheart," Mom said. "I thought you'd wanna see the real thing, but if you're that happy with your little gift, then..."
I clutched her underwear so tightly that my fingernails bit into my palm. "W-what?
"Have I got your attention now?" she asked as she nodded to the panties in my hand. "Is that all you wanna see?"
I stuffed her underwear into my pocket. "I wanna see all of you, Mom."
She seemed titillated to have grabbed my full attention. She used it wisely, ensuring I was watching her as she grabbed a hold of her breasts with both hands. "Like these, you mean?"
Saliva soaked my tongue. "Uh-huh."
She pushed her tits together so that her cleavage bulged outward. "You've been waiting all day to see them, huh?"
"And touch them!"
Mom cocked her head to the side. "I guess you didn't get enough of that in the tunnel."
I walked over to the table and situated myself between her partially spread legs, which she then widened further to make room for me. "I don't want touch them over your dress this time," I said.
She hooked her ankles behind the backs of my knees and pulled me closer to her. "You want the real thing? All you gotta do is ask nice."
I put my hands on her thighs, then slid my palms up until I was holding her by her waist. "Can I see your tits?"
She leaned forward - far enough for her lips to graze against mine. It was not a kiss, but one small move would have turned it into one. "Nicer than that, sweetheart."
I dug my fingers into her skin. "Can I please see your tits, Mom?"
"That's a good boy," she said with a beaming smile. "Wanna help me get them out?"
"So fucking badly. Yes."
Mom laid both of her palms flat on my chest, then gestured to one of her shoulder straps. "Pull."
I raised my right hand to pinch the length of thin, red fabric. It was tight enough that it had somewhat dug into her flesh, so I wedged a finger underneath the band to make some space. I pried it up and away, then pulled it to the side to lower it around her bicep.
"Now the other one," she instructed.
I repeated the action. It was a simple thing, but for some reason the sight of her exposed shoulders was captivating. Perhaps it was the light pink band that had been carved into her fair skin from the pressure.
Mom slid her arms out of the loops. Rather than pulling down the front of her dress, she interlocked her fingers and put them on the back of her head. She did not say a word, but nodded towards her breasts as if to say, "Go ahead."
I reached for the bustline and snuck a few fingers underneath it, fitting them between the dress and her bra, then began to peel the dress off of her. Since it was tighter than her bra, it had been acting as a containing wall that had kept her breasts from spilling out and revealing their true shape. However much I removed was reflected equally in the loss of that crucial support. Her skin had been taut and rounded when packed into the snug breast cups, making it impossible to guess how large her tits truly were. Without that pressure pinning them to her chest, they offered up some evidence of their true, enormous weight.
Gravity took hold of the heaving udders, drawing thin creases close to her chest as they drooped forward slightly, though her bra did still provide some modest support. It was not a massive change, but even the subtle ways her skin settled into place made them seem fluffier and more natural than when they'd been stuffed into the dress.
I pulled down a little more and felt the backs of my fingers brush against Mom's nipples, which elicited a little shiver that made her draw her shoulders up near her ears. "Ticklish?" I asked.
She nodded eagerly. "A little. They're sensitive."
"Good. I like that." I pulled the front of her dress all the way down so that the cups were by her tummy.
She was wearing the same bra that she'd had on that morning, of course, but the sneak preview I had gotten was nowhere near as exciting as the knowledge that I would soon be looking underneath it.
Mom reached behind her back to unhook the clasp, giving further freedom to the imprisoned milkers. While she slipped one arm out of its strap, she used the other to keep her bra from falling off. When they were free, she pressed her palms against the front for a moment to keep the cups in place, dragging out the reveal.
I watched her like a bloodhound, zeroed in on every minute movement in lustful anticipation. The tension was thick enough to cut through with a machete, and just when I thought I could not wait anymore, Mom finally let go. The bra fell in slow motion, giving me time to admire the magnificent view.


It was not the first time I had seen them in my life, but it was by far the most memorable. However they may have looked when I had nursed from her, I believed that they must have looked even better that day in the tent. How could they not have? There was such breathtaking beauty - such perfection in their flaws - that I could not imagine them having ever looked more amazing.
Her nipples looked hard enough to crack a tooth on, but I knew that if I were to bite down on them they would yield like plump, pink marshmallows. Her areolas were quite tiny - barely larger than a quarter - encouraging vivid imagery of latching my whole mouth around the rubbery cap and suckling until my lips were numb.
They were not mirror images. The left one carried itself a fraction lower, and there was gentler slope to its underside. The right one was a touch rounder. It was only by paying explicit attention to every inch of her nudity that I noticed the flaw, but that word was unfitting. It was character that gave them an identity, and imperfection that made them special.
In my mind they had always been perfect, their image shaped by educated guesses and comparisons to women on the internet, but what I saw in person was far more lurid. It was real. Her skin held a history, and though I was not privy to most of it, I was myself a chapter of their story.
There was the pull of flesh over muscle that answered only to the body beneath it, and when she shifted, the movement followed a natural delay— a gentle lag that made the motion feel slow and intimate. Every small shift travelled through them like aftershocks, proving that they were part of her rather than just some decorative ornaments made to entice men like me.
"Holy shit," I said, though I should have taken a breath before doing so to stop it from coming out like a pathetic squeak.
"Wanna touch 'em?" she offered calmly, a stark contrast to my rampant pulse.
I did not even respond to her. I reached out with shaking hands, forming them into a "U" so that I could cup her breasts from underneath. I wanted to feel their weight - to take the burden on myself until my forearms burned from exhaustion, even though I could never have lasted as long as I had wanted to. Their heft was staggering, and as I lifted them up off of her chest, I could no longer tell if my arms were quivering from nerves or from the intense bout of weightlifting.
"That feels nice," she said with a little groan.
"How... how do you do that?" I asked. "How do you just carry these around all day? They're so fucking heavy, Mom."
"And whose fault is that?"
I blinked a couple of times. "Wait, I did this?"
She put her hands on my shoulders and rubbed them reassuringly. "I had a very, very hungry baby to feed. They weren't always quite this big, and after I stopped nursing you they kind of just... stayed this way."
I squeezed and kneaded her tits, sinking my fingertips into the pliable dough while brushing my thumb over her nipple.
Mom shivered again. "S-sensitive. Remember?"
"Oh, I remember." I did it again, and she grabbed onto the edge of the table.
She folded her lips into her mouth to stifle a squeal. "God, I can feel that all the way in my toes."
I was the opposite; I could not even feel my feet. The only thing I was cognizant of was the mass of soft tissue overflowing from my palms, putting a gradual strain on my muscles the longer that I supported it. I finally understood the burden of Atlas - two whole worlds, really, in my hands.
I gently juggled her breasts back and forth, lifting one as I dropped the other, then reversing the motion. With the assistance of gravity on the downbeat, I could feel her tender flesh blanketing my fingers as it came crashing back down each time.
"Having fun?" she asked merrily.
I nodded, my eyes widening so as to take in the full breadth of her bosom. I parted her tits so that they fell to the sides of her chest, then released them so the enormous pendulums swung into each other. They made a salacious slapping sound when they collided with each other, and the momentum of their arc knocked her slightly off balance.
Mom tilted her chin upward to look into my eyes. "You know, you could be kissing me while you play with them."
I wanted her to get everything she wanted and more, so a kiss was the least I could do. Besides, her lips looked so plump and inviting that I could not ignore the idea once it was in my head.
I had to bend over a little to reach her mouth, but I would have gladly contorted my body into any number of shapes if a kiss were to have been the reward.
Mom inhaled sharply against my mouth, making a soft sound that was swallowed up as I pressed deeper. She tilted her head to invite me in further, and the kiss evolved into something almost dizzying. There was a hunger in it— not frantic, but focused, like neither of us wanted to miss a single sensation.
We were far too comfortable kissing by that point for me to worry about the propriety of slipping my tongue into her mouth, and she accepted it without a second thought. We skipped right over the light pecks that had initiated our previous smooches and went straight to making out.
Our tongues met like they had been longing for each other, lazily rolling into a tangled knot that ground our taste buds together. The coiled snakes writhed in harmony, finding a rhythmic give-and-take as we oscillated between leading the other and submitting to them. It was a conversation without words, and, for the first time, I felt like I could predict exactly what she was going to say.
We finally broke apart, but it was only for a second. Our foreheads touched, our mouths still lingering close to each other's. The kiss resumed almost immediately, giving time for just a single exchange before we would mash our mouths together again.
"Fuck, Mom," I said urgently. "I love you so fucking much."
"Always, always, honey," she whispered quietly. "Now kiss me."
Our lips fitted together like she was a cliff face, and I the chunk of rock that had separated from her so many years ago. Our reunion was taboo, of course, but there was no woman in my life with whom I had matched with as well as I did with Mom, so it felt entirely natural.
I felt her hands tuck into the waist of my jeans, which she quickly unbuttoned. I did not pause my relentless kissing for a single second. "Whatar ou doin'?"
"Pants," Mom said conclusively. "Off."
The impact of her comment made me pull my head back, breaking the kiss that I had tried so hard to maintain. "W-what? You want to... do it here?"
She nodded, eagerness spilling out of both of her brightly colored irises. "I can't wait. I need you." To punctuate her enthusiasm, she tugged the zipper down.
My heart was a jackhammer. I could not believe what she had offered was real. Even with my pants halfway removed, it still felt too good to be true. "Right here? You want to do it here?"
Mom batted her dark eyelashes at me, seducing me a little more with each wave. "Right here, honey." She lay back on the table and propped herself up on her elbows. The weight of her breasts made them separate and fall to the either side of her chest, but her rosy nipples still pointed directly to the sky.
My brain lapsed for a moment, and though it was a brief one, the realization that she was no longer wearing underwear hit me like a tsunami immediately afterwards. She had parted her legs so to wrap them around my torso, meaning that there was almost nothing separating my dick from the thing it sought more than anything in the known universe.
Mom carefully studied my facial expression. "Whatcha thinking about?"
"Underwear," I blurted out. "Y-you're not wearing—"
She cut me off with a raise of her eyebrows. "Take a look, sweetheart."
I gawked mindlessly. "At your—"
"Uh-huh." She was clearly having a lot of fun with her role. "She wants to say hello to you."
I felt my throat tighten, but I was invigorated. I pinched the corners of her dress and began lifting it like I was slowly exposing an animal back to the wilderness after years in captivity. That animal, based on the coat of thick wool covering her mound, would have certainly been a black sheep. The hair was soft and fluffy, but there were so many fine interwoven threads that I imagined my fingers would get caught in the luscious curls if I were to drag them through the thicket. There were a half-dozen tiny, glistening beads of juice clinging to her fur, collecting on the tips to accent it like liquid jewellery.
"You're so fucking wet, Mom!" I exclaimed.
"Thank you, honey. If I get any wetter my legs are gonna stick together on the ride home!" There was a note of pride in there, along with the best kind of desperation. Was it odd? Maybe, but I was beyond caring.
Even though her juices were surely too slippery for that to be true, picturing them as a kind of weak adhesive made my dick spring up. With the door to its cage already open, it bumped against the edge of the table a mere inch or so from Mom's exposed pussy. Even through my boxers I could feel the heat radiating off of it.
Mom sat straight up again, bringing her lips as close to my mouth as she could given her shorter stature. "Can I take him out?" She did not wait for a reply, and needn't have on my account. Her fingers rushed to my belt loops, and once they were hooked in, she swiftly tugged my boxers down to my knees in one clean sweep.
My dick sprung upward with enough strength to smack against my stomach, and when it settled, the head pointed straight at Mom. It was drawn to her; she was the only thing in the world that it wanted.
"Oh, honey. I didn't know you were this hard. All for me?"
"All for you, Mom."
She wrapped one of her little hands around my cock, her palm pressed against the underside while her fingers formed a loose grip around the top. Her strokes were gentle, gliding from root to tip in a calm, practiced motion. She was not jerking me off, but rather seemed to be admiring the pillar of throbbing meat that she had created— both by arousing me, and in a literal sense by having given birth to it. There was something in her eyes that I took for amazement, and it was so sincere that I did not dare interrupt that special moment between the two of them.
She squeezed her fingers around the base. "Is that too tight?"
I shook my head. "No, it feels good."
"Sorry, just... it's been a while since I've touched one." She tightened her grip, sending a rush of blood to the mushroom cap at the end that darkened its red color by an entire hue. "Jesus."
I smirked. "I guess he wanted to say hi to you."
Mom's head was in the clouds, her face a glazed-over display of wonder. With her hand around the base of my dick, she swung it toward her pussy mound like she was using the head as a hammer to whack a very furry mole. The impact sent a couple beads of shimmering juice into the air, one of which fell onto her tensed fingers.
I could feel the tendrils of pussy fur ticking my frenulum, their wispy ends lightly grazing my most sensitive spot. "F-fuck."
"It's soft, isn't it?" she mewed. "I like to keep it soft."
"Why?"
She shrugged casually. "Feels nicer. Don't you think?" On the off chance that I needed more proof, she increased the force of her swings. Each time my cock made contact with the dense pile of fur, it produced a dull thud, like she was beating the dust out of a carpet. Curls of black silk wrapped around the crown in a desperate attempt to keep it close, but Mom was having so much fun thwacking her mound with my cock that she refuse to obey their wish.
"God," I remarked. "That feels so good, Mom."
She hummed with satisfaction. "What about this?" She changed her movements, swapping her firm swats for a slow saunter that dragged the bulging helmet back and forth over the mound of fur.
It was far more tickling, giving my dick no reprieve. "T-that's good, too."
Mom gave a performative pout. "You're not gonna cum before you get inside, are you?"
I clenched my jaw tight enough to produce a ringing in my ears. "If you keep talking like that then maybe I will!"
She clicked her tongue against her teeth with disapproval. "No, no. We can't have that." With her horniness on full display, I was no longer sure which of us was more excited for me to get inside of her.
Mom's face softened to an expression that communicated such resounding calmness that it actually made my heartbeat slow down a bit. "I think he's ready."
"Me, too."
She pushed my dick down until the head was lodged between her soaking wet petals - just enough for them to wrap around the bulb. "Get in there, baby. She's ready, too."
"Jesus," I remarked. "My heart is beating so fast."
"Mine too, honey," Mom said warmly. "Just go slowly. I want to feel everything."
A gave a push - just a small one, but it was more than enough. She was so wet that that one tiny forward movement was all it took for the head to slip inside. I had felt the warmth from the entrance, but the tightness was new. As I burrowed my cock deeper into her, I felt her walls stretching apart to make room for me, the tightly packed tunnel pushing back against the first real cock that had stretched it out in years.
One of Mom's eyes fluttered like it was about to roll into the back of her skull. "Holy... fucking... Christ."
She had taken the words right out of my mouth.
The lining of her pussy was flexing velvet laid over warm, convulsing muscle. Her squeezing was hypnotic, coaxing my cock further inside while also lulling me into a mindless trance. I fed more into her, easing into her birth canal one fat, girthy inch at time. I told myself I would not stop until I was all the way inside. One, two, three seconds passed, and though they had passed quickly, in my mind it had taken a whole day for me to reach the bottom. I knew I was there, marinating in her torrid depths, when I felt my dick poke against something firm and spongy.
I looked down and, to my not-so-surprise, I was fully inside of my mother. I could not even see my dick through the sprawling forest of fur that covered her pussy. Her long, stray hairs brushed my abdomen, their faint tickle serving as a reminder that I was as deep as I could go.
I clenched up, making my cock throb hard enough to provoke a strong squeeze from Mom's cunt muscles. Its power was so resolute that I could tell through feel alone exactly how far my dick had sunk into her body. It was with an absent mind - vacant aside from that one thought -that I reached out and laid a hand on her belly. "You took the whole thing."
Mom placed had hand on top of mine and gave them both a little shake. "Can you feel it, too?"
"What?"
She patted the back of my hand and breathed out a long, patient breath. "There, sweetheart. That's where your dick is. Been a while since I had one this big."
I began to pull out, but did so as slowly as I had entered. I felt the rippled texture of her walls, their thick, pleated meat a series of bumps and ridges that tried to cling to me as I slid out. They constricted tightly, but with such slippery honey flooding her pussy, it was a hopeless endeavor.
Both of Mom's eyes rolled back that time. "B-back in."
I gave a stronger push than the last to bury myself to the hilt, nudging aside her loosened walls a bit easier that time. Just like before, I delved in until I felt her cervix pushing back against me.
"Jesus," Mom groaned. "I can seriously feel you in my stomach!"
I gave another flex to make my dick surge with energy. "Like that?"
Her mouth formed an "O," and her eyes fluttered with greater intensity than they had the first time. "G-get on top of me. I want to feel you."
I leaned forward and pinned her to the table, allowing my full weight to rest on her breasts. They bulged out to the sides, forming two plump, wobbling pillows that were a joy to lie upon. As if I needed more evidence that Mom was as aroused as I was, her hard nipples poked into me; luckily, I was no princess to be bothered by two peas.
"Fuck, yes!" she exclaimed with a hearty moan.
A wave of panic hit me - the fear that that someone would come to investigate those very loud noises - so I did the only thing I could think of: I kissed her, and I kissed her hard.
Her lips parted under mine, and I took advantage without hesitation. Our tongues clashed - not merely brushing against each other, but grappling. Each twisted knot they wound was an attempt to take ground, and as we fought each other for control, it very quickly became a heated exchange.
The word "passion" springs to mind, but in all honesty, it's not a strong enough description. It was carnal, and it was primal— the sick feeling you get in your stomach when you watch two animals fighting for food. There was no yielding, only the collision of wet heat, breath, and the relentless friction of mouths that refused to let go. It felt less like a kiss and more like a struggle to merge - to erase the separation of our bodies so we could be together in spirit, too.
Mom gasped, and I was fueled by the sound of it echoing around her open mouth. I kissed her harder, if that were even possible - as though I could carve my love into her lips so she would remember it until the end of time.
She wrapped around me like a spider monkey, securing her arms and legs around my shoulders and torso, respectively. With her ankles tightly locked behind my back, we ground together as we made out. It was a slow, steady rocking that was at odds with our fanatical kissing, adding a romantic counterweight to the torrid saliva swap. We moved as one entity, the steps of our lewd dance mapped out by pure instinct. I had never felt such harmony with a woman before, but I was not the least bit surprised that the one who had given birth to me was also my perfect match.
"Harder," Mom squeaked desperately.
"I-I can't," I admitted. "Someone might hear and... I'm close."
Mom's eyes shot wide open. "Really? You are?" She seemed excited more than put off, which was not common among the women I had been with in the past. "Then you need to fuck me harder."
"Why?"
She readjusted her arms so they were around my neck. "You're not the only one, baby. I want to cum, too."
My soul transcended for a second, leaving me speechless.
"Please?" Mom begged when I did not respond right away. To further plead her case, she shoved her mouth into my neck and planted dozens of small, wet kisses. When that did not get a response, she bit down on my shoulder until her teeth made dents in my skin, then she moaned with such vigor that it made my whole skeleton vibrate. "Please, honey, just hard."
"But... inside?"
She nodded urgently, her fingers scratching at my skin as she squirmed around underneath me. "It'll be okay, I promise. You can cum inside me."
Those words did almost as much to bring about my orgasm as her pussy did. I needed something - anything at all - to help distract myself from the overwhelming pleasure, hoping that it would give me just enough time to get Mom there, too. As it turned out, the big, jiggling answer was right in front of my face. All I had to do was open my mouth and start sucking.
I dipped my head a little and fit my mouth around one of Mom's nipples. I flicked it with my tongue a few times to make her body tense up, but she relaxed again when I applied a long, patient lick that dragged the sensitive nub across my tongue.
"That!" Mom squealed. "Do that!"
I formed a tighter seal around her nipple, enclosing her entire areola in my mouth. On my tongue, I could feel all of the tiny bumps that peppered the rubbery circle. Even the skin around them was tight, and decorated with hundreds of goosebumps. Then, for the first time in nearly two decades, I began to nurse from her. I suckled at her teat like it would spout milk, and though I knew that to be impossible, the pursuit of the goal was what really interested me.


Mom gently combed her fingers through my hair. "Good boy. Just like that."
I could feel our momentum building, so I picked up the pace. Not only could I feel my dick slithering out of the muggy depths, but I could hear it, too. Mom's pussy was so tight, and drenched in so much juice, that pushing back into the cozy pocket made a lurid squelching sound that was almost as loud as her moans.
I pulled out again until only the head was barely inside, hovering near her entrance, which made the suction release with a thick schlorp. It sounded like I was wading through a knee-deep marsh. Each thrust was another step in the soggy swamp.
I drove my dick into her as hard as I could and received a spine full of tingles as my reward. "M-Mom?"
"Close," she insisted. "Close, honey. Little more, little more!"
Her pussy had slackened, though not by much. Each of my powerful strokes was loosening it, and making small beads of honey drip down my balls as they oozed out. Her pussy was pulled so tightly to my body that I could feel each individual droplet making its way over my wrinkled sack, and just when one had fallen free, it was replaced by another.
I could also feel Mom squeezing my cock as hard as she could, but she was so wet that no amount of pressure would have been able to help her hold on. In and out it went, gliding through the slimy coating that saturated her pussy. My dick went all the way to the bottom every time, and would only pull out again when I felt the soft curls of her pubic hair graze my stomach.
"That's..." Mom muttered breathlessly. "I-I'm gonna..."
"Mmhmm?" I asked without letting go of her nipple.
"Are you, too?" she asked.
"Mmhmm!"
"Get closer!"
I wrapped my arms around her head like a helmet, and used my body as a shield to protect her from the world. If someone had been watching us, there was a good chance that they would have not even been able to see Mom underneath me - with the exception of her legs locked behind my back. She felt small beneath me, her body unable to move unless I said it could, and completely at my mercy.
Mom's body tensed up and she made a long, drawn out whimper. "H-hur-ry!"
I rapidly plunged my dick into her, producing more of those delicious slurping sounds from her pussy. They were even louder than before, but I was too enthralled to care. "Now! Holy fuck now, Mom!"
She scratched my shoulder blades with her nails. "Oh my god! Give it to me, sweetheart!"
We clung to each other with unyielding force, magnetized to each other's bodies as that magical moment struck us. The strength of her orgasm was communicated by her relentless whimpers, pushed through pursed lips, and her claws digging into my flesh. To the delight of my cock, even those scratches paled in comparison to the powerful convulsions of her spasming cunt. I did not tell her, but it was the first time I had ever made a woman do that, and it filled me with a sense of pride that accentuated my own burst of euphoria.
"Uuuggghhh!" I grunted.
My body became twice as heavy and locked in place; all it could do was tremble. I would have sworn that I was feeling every square inch of her pussy molding around me at once, clenching with such energy that it literally milked the cum out of me.
I fired cum into Mom's body, basting the mouth of her womb with a heavy dose of baby batter. I already knew that I often came in large amounts, but never in my life had I felt the cum literally ejecting from my piss slit. It had a thick, pasty viscosity, and with my dick shoved so deep there was nowhere for it to escape. Another rope spewed from my cock, doubling the size of the gluey pool forming in her heated depths.
Mom squeezed again, churning my cum around in its new home so that it spread around my dick like a coat of heavy, white paint. The texture became slightly sticky, and though she was still slippery, I could feel her walls clinging a little bit when the weak adhesive bonded us. I was already cumming, but that unique sensation - my first raw creampie - was so staggering that I thought it was the very thing that drew forth the large spurt that followed.
Her pussy turned to mush, forming a hot, sloppy sleeve for my dick to throb in while the aftershocks ran rampant through my body. I had flooded her with so much cum that my cock head was swimming in it. She was saturated - so much so that her clenching was slowly churning the buttery goo into a rich froth. Each compression from her powerful muscles thickened it, and by the time my balls were empty, I felt like my dick was resting in a vat of hot, bubbling soup.
Mom held me with quivering arms, but her grip was sure. "That was... that was..."
"Fucking amazing," I said as I exhaled. My body was still pinning her to the table, but I could not bring myself to get off of her.
Mom released a sultry groan that hung in the air like fog. "Better than that. That was perfect! You fucked me so good, honey."
I chuckled at the compliment. "I never thought I'd hear those words from you."
She put both of her hands on the sides of my head and made it level with her eyes. "Maybe you'll be hearing it a lot more, now."
I kissed her forehead. "Yeah? You mean it?"
"If you want to, yes."
"What do you want, Mom?"
She blew a stream of cool air over my face. "I just want you, baby." Finally, we were on the same page. "But first, maybe we should clean up in case someone heard those noises you were making."
I gawked at her. "My noises? What about yours?" I had thought I had kept it relatively subdued, but perhaps I had been so turned on by her moans - and the wet squelching from her pussy - that I had been completely oblivious to my own volume.
She shrugged. "I guess we'll both get locked up together when they arrest us."
I leaned in for a quick kiss. "I hope they throw away the key."
Mom met me halfway and pressed her lips to mine, making a soft whimper as she did. With our mouths still joined, she asked, "Now will you take me home?"
I faked a pout. "But... but then I have to pull out of you."
Mom dragged her nails down the back of my scalp. "I know, sweetheart, but my pussy will be waiting for you wherever we are. Okay?"
"Pinky promise?" I asked.
She constricted her pussy with as much force as her weakened body would let her, causing my eyes to defocus a little. "There. That should be better than a pinky promise."
I grinned from ear to ear. "A pussy promise?"
"Exactly. Lemme get up, honey."
I stepped back, and in doing so dragged my cock out of its steamy holster to greet the comparatively frigid air. I wanted to go back in immediately. "You sure we can't do, like, round two?"
Mom bared her teeth in a sinful grin. "If you can wait until we get home, then we can do as many rounds as you want."
I felt like a kid on Christmas morning. "Really? You mean it?"
She got off of the table with a nod and rose to her feet. "That's another pussy promise." With both hands, she smoothed down the front of her dress with trembling hands. "I suppose it's silly to ask for my underwear back?"
I patted my pocket. "Maybe when we get home."
She crinkled her nose. "Fine. Gosh, you are lucky that you're so cute."
I stepped closer to her and put my hands on her waist. "And such a good fuck, right?"
She rolled her eyes as she went up on her tiptoes. "At least you're modest." Then she kissed me right on the tip of my nose. "You had better make sure that the wind doesn't blow my dress up, either. I don't want anyone getting a peek!"
"Well... anyone else, right?"
Mom went back onto the flats of her feet, where the highest she could reach was my chin, upon which she placed a kiss. "I like it when you look, sweetheart."
I gestured towards the exit of the tent, encouraging Mom to go first so I could guard her backside— as well as sneak a peek of my own. "After you."
We opened the flap and stepped out into the festival once more. Yet again, there was no crowd to meet us. We were basically invisible. Even if someone nearby was suspicious, I did not catch a hint of eye contact from anyone as I glanced around - hopefully not guiltily, but probably.
I nudged Mom's leg. "I think we got away with it."
"I think so, too," she said, "unless those weirdos are suspicious."
I looked around the crowd of faces. "Uh, who?"
Mom pointed far off to the left and wiggled her finger. "The two that are staring right at us."
I followed her finger until my eyes landed on a woman's face that was immediately familiar, though I did not recognize the man next to her. "Oh, fuck."
Mom looked confused. "Do you know them?"
I pushed my tongue against the inside of my cheek. "Yeah. That's... her."
"Wait, seriously? That's Jessica?"
"Sure is. Oh, look, she's coming over. That's just... Fuck."
"Hmm," Mom huffed. "She's actually kinda cute."
"Moooom..." I hissed through my teeth. I could not quite read the expression on Jessica's face, but it was safe to say that she did not seem happy to see me.
Jessica stopped a few feet from us and did even not bother attempting an awkward hug. "Uh, hey... you."
I nodded to the man next to her, who was a couple inches taller than me but far skinnier. "Hey. Who's this, then?"
Jessica rolled her eyes as though she were annoyed at having to do introductions. "This is Tommy. Tommy, this is my ex."
Tommy's eyebrows went high up on his forehead. "Oh, shit. Yeah... Well, it's nice to meet you, man."
"Sure, man," I said flatly.
"So," Jessica said, directing my attention back to her, "found a new girlfriend already, huh? Why do you two look so guilty? Did you just, like, fuck somewhere, or something?"
Mom placed a hand on the back of my elbow and gave it a reassuring squeeze. "Honey, why don't you introduce me?"
"Er, right," I said. "Sorry. This is my mom, so..."
Jessica turned as red as Mom's dress. "That's... She's... Oh, okay. I'm sorry, Mrs. Cooper, it's just that I never got to meet you, so—"
Mom held up an open palm to silence her. "It's okay. I never met you either. No harm done."
Jessica looked relieved for a second, but that emotion was quickly washed away and replaced by a look of perplexity. "This is gonna sound so crazy, but... I feel like I recognize that dress."
Mom looked down. "This old thing? I don't think so. I think it might be a bit... big on you, shall we say?"
I knew that Mom was being intentionally cutting, but it looked like Jessica was not sure whether or not she should have been offended by the remark. "Um," she hesitated. "Okay, then."
It was oddly heartwarming to watch the two of them engage in conversation. Worlds were colliding, and each passing second made it clear to me that being dumped by Jessica had been a blessing in disguise. If she hadn't done so, I would never have ended up with Mom, which would have put me in the same position as Tommy, the poor soul.
What I mean by that is, when Tommy thought nobody was paying attention, he snuck a peek at Mom's billowing cleavage. I didn't call him out - not just to spare us both from the embarrassment, but also because it gave me a warped sense of satisfaction that the man who was sifting through my sloppy seconds was lusting after my mother. Apparently he was a man of great taste, if not also a little perverted.
"Tommy?" Jessica piped up.
He shook his head. "Uh, yeah?"
"You ready to go?" she asked.
He nodded. "Yeah. Yeah, sorry. It was, uh... nice to meet you two."
Mom gave him a little curtsey, and as she bowed, her breasts naturally tilted forward to give him a better look down her top. "Likewise, Thomas."
It was incredibly entertaining watching him avert his gaze from Mom's breasts like he was being blinded by the Sun.
"Yep," he muttered. "You, too."
I sent them off with a fake smile that I wiped from my face as soon as their backs were turned, but I waited until they were further away before I spoke to Mom. "That was close."
"Was it?" she asked with a chipper tone. "I don't think they suspected anything. Nobody thinks a mother and son would... well, you know."
A genuine smile spread across my face. "Fuck in the kissing booth in the middle of the day?"
Mom grabbed hold of my hand. "Precisely, baby. I wonder what else we can get away with."
I tugged on her hand. "Let's not find out, shall we? You were begging me to take you home a minute ago."
She squeezed my palm tightly. "Then take me there. I don't think I can handle the smell of fried dough any longer."
"Me neither." I gave the festival one last parting look before we began walking towards the parking lot. "I love you, Mom."
She mewed happily. "Always?"
I bumped her shoulder with mine, wishing dearly to kiss her instead, but I decided that could wait until we were back home. "Always, always."
The smells of the fairground grew weaker, the sounds quieter; by the time we were back in the car, it felt like we had left behind more than just the festival. My entire life had changed over the course of a single day, and as excited as I was to see what was next for me and Mom, I was arguably just as thrilled to be putting the past behind me — literally and figuratively.
I had woken up that morning thinking about Jessica, but her memory was growing distance with each step we took away from the festival. All I cared about was the future, and the woman that I was then planning to spend it with.
Getting dumped sucks, but sometimes it's darkest just before the dawn. On the ride home I found myself silently thanking Jessica for breaking up with me, since the passion between us had turned out to be a small flame compared to the fire raging between me and Mom. That's the funny thing about falling in love, I suppose; you never know where you'll find it, and it doesn't wait for the perfect moment to strike. It just happens. I knew I was ready with Mom, and I knew that would never change.
Always, always.
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The interior of our small kitchen was aglow with early morning light. It beamed through the window next to the kitchen table, bathing our breakfast in warm radiance.
It was the perfect way to start the weekend: sharing a meal with my mother, who was sitting opposite me with a bowl of oatmeal. It was important to us to spend some time together before the day truly began, and sleeping through the ritual would have skewed my entire day.
I pushed a lonely blueberry around my plate and used it to sweep around some stray bits of scrambled egg, but I was no longer hungry; my head was in the clouds. I was usually much chattier in the morning, so my sour state was an immediate warning sign to Mom that something was amiss.
She cleared her throat to pull me back down to reality. "Hello? Earth to Sean!"
I blinked hard a couple of times. "Huh?"
"You're totally spaced out, Bean."
"Sorry, Mom," I said. "What did I miss?"
She blew on a spoonful of hot oatmeal, sending a cloud of steam towards my face. "I asked if you were having any luck with that Rebecca girl. You mentioned her last week. Remember?"
I winced at the mere mention of her name. "Oh, yeah. I, uh... I don't think things are going to work out."
Mom looked dismayed. "I'm sorry to hear that, honey. It sounded like you really liked her. Did something happen?"
I shrugged my shoulders to their highest point. "I did like her, I guess, but something was just... missing."
"Any idea what it was?" she asked innocently, completely oblivious to the truth.
"Nope," I lied. The answer was so grotesque that it made me nauseous whenever I considered coming clean about it. I wanted to tell her what was bothering me, but I could not bring myself to do it.
Mom and I had always been open with each other. My father had passed away when I was just ten years old, leaving a void in my life which I'd used Mom to fill. The same went for her. I did not know of any mothers and sons that were as close as we were, and though that had been the case before Dad's passing, our bond had grown exponentially stronger over the following nine years.
It may have sounded pathetic to some people to hear that I considered Mom to be one of my best friends, but I would've deemed that label perfectly accurate if not for one caveat; I was madly in love with her. My feelings for her had slowly morphed in the previous year, ever since I had turned eighteen. There was one overriding reason for that change: her butt.
My mother's ass, which I considered to be her most alluring feature, was the most beautiful one that I had ever laid eyes on. That included any of the gigantic - and often fake - butts that one could summon with a simple Google search. I was no stranger to internet pornography, but no matter how long I had spent searching through the archives of any given site, I had never been able to find a woman with an ass quite like Mom's.
Some of them looked sort of like hers, but none of them made me feel the way hers did - like there was a snake in my stomach that was coiling itself into a tight, tangled ball. The longer I searched for an adequate and marginally socially acceptable substitute - and failed - the more depressed I became.
As hard as it was to admit, over time I'd begun to struggle to even get hard for other women at all, until it had eventually become outright impossible. I still found them conventionally attractive, but that raw, sexual energy was exclusive to Mom. I had never even seen her with her pants off - let alone sans underwear - but I could not deny that her ass in a pair of tight fitting jeans turned me on more than Rebecca's naked one ever had.
Mom got up out of her chair and grabbed her bowl, then my plate, and took them over to the sink. "Think you'll start looking for a new girl soon?"
I knew she meant well, but it annoyed me that she was so insistent over something that I felt powerless to control. "What do you even care? It's my life, Mom."
She dropped the dishes in the sink and turned around with a concerned look on her face, so quickly that her brilliant blonde hair was thrown over one shoulder. I was rarely that curt with her, so she did not react with anger to my snippiness, but rather concern. "I just want you to be happy, Bean," she insisted. "I think you're an amazing person with a lot to offer. You just need to find the right girl to give it to."
"I know," I said lamely. "Sorry, Mom. I don't mean to be a jerk, it's just... I dunno. Forget it."
Mom pursed her lips. "I'll try, but you know how nosy I am. I might follow you around and bug you with questions all day!"
Her glibness put a small smile on my face, lifting the veil of sourness despite my best intentions to pout. "I'd like that," I said.
"I bet you would -- any excuse to spend time with Mommy, you lil' mama's boy." She frequently teased me for being so close with her, but I had always taken it in stride. Truthfully, it put delightful butterflies in my gut any time she would refer to herself as "Mommy," so I never complained when she poked fun.
I did, however, decide to concoct a bit of petty revenge. It wasn't even about getting back at her, but rather about getting something for myself.
Seconds later, when Mom grabbed a bundle of clean plates, I knew that she was going to put them in their rightful place in the highest cupboard. That spot was so far up that she had to go up on her tiptoes to reach it, and I had memorized the routine. I swiftly grabbed my phone the moment I heard the hinges creak, then opened the camera and pointed it at Mom's ass as subtly as I could.
That morning, she was wearing a pair of tiny, bright red track shorts that stuck to her rump like cling wrap. The fabric was pulled tightly, and as she went up on her tiptoes, it sank between her fat, bulging cheeks. It did not disappear completely, but rode up into her crack just enough. A thin, crescent-shaped slice of vanilla flesh peeked out from the bottom of her shorts, and I tapped on my phone screen to ensure that the camera would focus on the revealed skin.
I snapped dozens of photos, knowing that I would look through them later and keep the ones that looked the best. I zoomed in on the deep, dark crease - a line of separation - where Mom's ass met the top of her thigh. It boldly emphasized the ridiculous size of her bloated cheeks, making her butt look like it was resting on an invisible shelf. Her legs, all the way up to her bikini line, were slightly tanned, which made the color of her skin - white as freshly fallen snow - pop by contrast.
It was a small glimpse, but it was more than enough to turn me on. By the time she closed the cupboard, I was already halfway erect. "Uh, Mom?"
She pulled a pair of yellow, rubber dish gloves over her fingers. "What is it, sweetheart?"
"I'm gonna go work on some homework, if you're cool doing the dishes."
"I'm very cool with that. I'm gonna start the laundry, too. Then I've got to call Aunt Linda. Maybe after that we can go for a walk and enjoy the nice weather. Does that sound okay?"
"Sounds awesome, Mom." I did genuinely enjoy going for walks with her, thinking naively that perhaps someone would see us together and spend the rest of the day wondering how I had landed a woman as gorgeous as her.
Mom maintained a kind of luminous, effervescent beauty that caused other women to clutch their pearls when they heard she was in her forties. I guessed that they would be similarly distraught if they were to catch their husbands staring at Mom's fat ass strutting by.
My line about doing homework had been a lie, of course. I did have some, but I'd just given myself something much better to do.
I was so fixated on Mom's ass that I often had to excuse myself to go and jerk off in my room whenever I took photos or videos of her. It had become such a frequent occurrence that the archive of rump-related content had grown to three-hundred and seventy-two individual items.
I made sure that my door was shut, then sat down at my laptop and opened the enormous library of incestual creep shots that I had accumulated over the previous year. Alongside the new batch, I called up a few of my personal favorites - like the one where I'd caught Mom doing some rather provocative yoga poses in the living room - and began to touch myself.
After an exceptionally sticky-soggy tissue had been summarily tossed in the bin, I felt dirty - not just in the perverted sense, mind you, but actually dirty, too. I elected to take a shower, so I threw on a towel, but had to wait a few extra minutes for my dick to settle down before I actually left my bedroom.
With my mood slightly lifted in the wake of my delightful beat-off session, I whistled the whole way to the shower. I carried the chipper tune under the water with me, and continued to emit the shrill melody even when Mom was, ostensibly, knocking on the bathroom door. I hadn't heard that, of course, but eventually she pumped up the volume sufficiently.
"Bean?" she asked-yelled.
I wiped my face to clear away the water. "Yeah?"
"I'm gonna grab your dirty laundry from your room, okay?"
"Go ahead, Mom."
She would always ask permission before entering my room, which I'd always appreciated. Had I been smarter, though, I would have realized immediately that her retrieval of my "dirty laundry" might end up being as metaphorical as it would be literal.
It hit me a few seconds later. My stomach sank. If only I'd been a vacationer suddenly worrying about the fridge or the stove back home.
Did I shut my computer off? I wondered. Yes, I did. Right? I must have, but I don't remember doing it. What if... I could not bear to mentally finish the thought, and had I tried to utter the words, they would have gotten caught in my throat.
With my pulse racing, I hurriedly rinsed the remaining soap off of my body and raced out of the shower. Water was dripping from my hair, and I surely left footprints in the carpet behind me as I sped towards my bedroom, but I was still too late to prevent the disaster I had envisioned.
I entered my room to see Mom standing over my laptop, still sporting rosy short-shorts that had ridden up between her cheeks, with her eyes riveted to the screen. Although the computer was blocked by her body, I knew exactly what she was looking at. Pure, unadulterated horror flooded every cell in my body.
She did not appear to have heard me enter the room. I figured it would be worse if she were to turn around and discover that I had been standing behind her for an undisclosed amount of time, so I made a not-so-subtle cough to announce my presence. "Ahem. Uh, Mom?"
I expected her to spin around in shock, but she did not move a single muscle. She was a statue, her eyes glued to the laptop so intensely that I wondered if she had already bored a hole through it with her piercing stare. "There are so many," she said in a barely audible whisper.
My adrenaline spiked. "I, uh... Yeah. Fuck. I'm sorry."
She took a deep, steadying breath over a few seconds, then exhaled just as slowly. "You're nineteen, honey. It's normal to be attracted to a woman's backside."
I winced twice as hard as I had in the kitchen earlier. "Not yours, though... right?"
She did not answer right away, and I was not sure if she was distracted by the pictures or simply too stunned to speak. "Apparently, yes: mine. You can't help what you're attracted to, honey. I'm not mad, but... I mean, how long have you been taking these?"
I clenched my teeth and forced myself to swallow. "About a year, maybe less."
Oddly enough, that made her giggle. "You've been a busy bee, then. There are hundreds of them."
"Three-hundred and seventy-two," I said, and I have no idea why.
Mom released a short exhale through her nose. "I-- wow. Yep! That's exactly right. How did you remember that?"
The answer was embarrassing, but I was already in too deep to start acting shy. "I look at them a lot."
She clicked her tongue against her teeth. "Couldn't find a butt on the internet that you liked, huh?"
I immediately became defensive, though I was not sure if I was defending my own obsession or the fact that Mom's ass was objectively deserving of worship. "No! It's just that yours is, uh... well. I mean, yours is, um..."
She turned around to face me with one of her eyebrows arched. "Spit it out, sweetheart."
I swallowed a deep breath of air, hoping that my anxiety would go down alongside it. "It's amazing, Mom. I know it sounds, like, really weird coming from me. But I think you have just-- I mean, it's such a good... er, butt?"
She made an amused titter. "You can just say 'ass' if you want to, honey. We're both adults. You think I have a nice one?"
I was once again slightly annoyed, however foolish that may have been, that she was underselling how spectacularly breathtaking her ass was. "I think you have the best one."
That turned her face a deep crimson, her fair cheeks taking on the color of a ripe cherry. "That's sweet of you to say. Been a while since somebody told me that. Even since your father passed I-- Well, anyway. I'm just saying that I appreciate it, even if it's coming from you." She averted her eyes and chewed the inside of her cheek. "I didn't mean to pry. I just came in to get your laundry, and my butt was just there."
"Yeah. Like I said, I-- Fuck, Mom. I'm really sorry."
She tilted her head to the side and shifted her mouth into a small smile. "I'm not mad, Bean." Then she pointed to the screen and the image of her ass plopped on a small, wooden stool. "It looks kind of nice from that angle, actually. Maybe you should go into photography."
"Well, you're a good subject," I said awkwardly.
She waved me off with far less disgust than I had anticipated. "Oh, you. You're making me blush! Next time you wanna take one of these, tell me first so I can actually pose or something."
I was speechless, my mind a whirlwind of ideas that I could not decipher. "What are you talking about? Why would you do that?"
She shrugged and gave me an empathetic smile. "Why wouldn't I? It's art, honey. You know? 'Draw me like one of your French girls.' That sort of thing."
I took a deep breath, but my chest felt empty, like somebody had carved out all of my organs. "It's not art, Mom."
"Well, okay, it's like... an appreciation of the female form, right? That's kind of artistic."
It was a lifeline, obviously. Why didn't I grab onto it? I don't have a good answer, but here's the best one I can offer: the sincerity on Mom's face made me feel like I could tell her anything - even my deepest, darkest secret. At the same time, it made me feel like if I didn't, I'd be lying to her, which felt incredibly wrong just then. I'm well aware of how absurd that sounds: the horny, perverted teenage son who'd been taking creep shots of his own mother's gigantic ass for nearly a year suddenly discovered in his gut that he had a code.
"It's not that, either," I said, and I probably did sound like that serial-killer dude from TV.
"You don't appreciate the female form?" she asked.
I rolled my eyes. "Yeah, obviously I do, but the 'female form' doesn't make me want to jerk off, Mom."
There it was. I had admitted the truth as bluntly as possible, and the impact from that revelation hit her like a baseball bat to the gut.
The color drained from her face, her wide eyes telling me that she could not believe what she had heard. It was not disgust on her face, though, but a curious kind of intrigue. "You... you... do that to the pictures?"
I hyperextended my legs so that my knees would not buckle, though they seemed very close to doing so. "What did you think they were for?"
She shook her head earnestly. "I thought... I dunno. Maybe you just thought I had a nice butt?"
"I do! But, I also want to, like... touch it, and stuff."
She clapped a hand over her mouth. "You do not. Really?"
I nodded. "Yeah. I know it's weird, but I just wanna be honest."
She thought over her words very carefully. "I... appreciate that. I do, but I think you can acknowledge that this is a bit... not normal."
I knew she was right, but it still stung to hear her say it so bluntly. "You don't think I'm normal?"
"I do! I do, sweetheart." She obviously did not. "I just think this is something that other boys don't go through with their mothers."
I dismissed her with a scoff. "Well, I bet their Moms don't have a phat ass like mine does."
She swatted my shoulder, her face displaying visceral disappointment. "Hey! Don't talk about me like that."
"It's a compliment, Mom. Phat is good."
"That's not what I meant." She crossed her arms over her chest. "I just like wearing stuff that's, uh, skimpy, I guess. It makes me feel less... I don't know, schlubby? I didn't mean to..."
Mom seemed unable to admit the words out loud, so I helped her out. "You didn't mean to turn me on, you mean." I said flatly.
She shook her head and tugged on the waistband of her shorts. "I think I sent the wrong message by wearing these."
"Or you sent the right one, but it just wasn't the one you intended to send." She looked confused, so I offered further explanation. "It sounds to me like you like being admired. Well, I like admiring you."
"Honey, I--"
"Please, Mom," I interjected. "Just let me finish. I like admiring you, and you said yourself that we're two adults, so I don't think there's anything wrong with a bit of, uh..."
"Admiration?" she offered weakly.
"Exactly. Did you feel anything - anything at all - when you saw those picture on my laptop?"
She chewed on the inside of her cheek again, so I knew she was considering it. She shrugged her shoulders, her eyes jumping around the room to look at anything that wasn't me. "It feels kind of nice, I guess, to have someone look at me like that again."
"Like what, exactly?"
"Oh, you know. Just that they - that you - liked what you saw."
"Well, what if I said that I actually loved what I saw?"
The corner of Mom's mouth turned up in an involuntary smile. "That makes me feel weird! Like, guilty and excited. I know I shouldn't want to hear those things from my own son, but... yeah. It's still nice to hear them."
I raised a curious eyebrow. "So, are you gonna keep wearing booty shorts around the house, then?"
She chuckled, and a wave of relief flowed through me. "Would you like that, Bean? Me and my 'fat' ass - according to you - walking around the house all day in a tiny little pair of shorts?"
I knew she was teasing me, but my dick responded instantly to her words anyway. A rush of blood turned it semi-erect, forming a noticeable bulge in my towel. It lifted the fabric high enough to catch Mom's attention, which she quickly directed to my crotch without giving it a second thought. I watched the horrific realization spread across her face when she took into account whose cock she was staring at. Her eyes turned into saucers, but she quickly averted them when reality hit her.
Instead, she gestured to my crotch with a nod of her turned head. "Honey, your-- um... your penis."
"Yeah?"
"Look!" She pointed at my cock, using the declaration as an excuse to take another peek for herself.


I felt a subtle shift in our power dynamic, and though my heart was racing, I tried to leverage it. "I told you: I really, really like your ass, Mom. There's nothing in the world like it. It's the type of obsession that I--"
"Obsession?" she cried sharply.
"Yes! It's crazy, but it's true. I can't even..." My confidence vanished in an instant. I did not want to finish the sentence, and had I been more astute, I would have stopped myself before ever having begun it. "Never mind. I'm just rambling."
She put a hand on my forearm and gave it a reassuring squeeze, sensing my vulnerability. "Then keep rambling, sweetheart. You can tell me anything."
I pursed my lips. No matter how sweet and understanding she sounded, I could not believe she was offering me a lifeline instead of a very different kind of rope... and yet...
"Okay," I said. "Well... I can't really - most of the time, anyway - get hard unless I'm thinking about it."
"About... my butt?"
I nodded. "Yeah. It's like magic, Mom. I can't explain it."
"I think you just did, honey. I understand."
"You do?"
"Well, I don't understand it, but I get what you're telling me. You like my butt."
I puffed out my cheeks with hot air. "A lot."
She rolled her eyes atop a sly grin. "Okay, then. You are obsessed with my butt. Is that better, mister?"
I cracked a thin smile. "Yeah. Sure."
Mom stepped close to me so she could wrap her arms around my torso. With our height difference, she only came up to my chest, which she then planted her chin upon. She looked up at me, her brilliant blue eyes swimming with adoration. "I'm happy you told me."
I looped my arms around her neck and pulled her against me, causing her to turn her head so that her cheek was resting flat against my chest. I buried my nose in her hair and inhaled deeply to take in the sweet scent of her strawberry shampoo. "You don't think it's weird?"
Mom giggled and rubbed her cheek against my chest, like she was trying to spread her scent over it. "I think it's very weird, but I also think you were really brave. I know that wasn't easy to admit."
We were both quiet for a few seconds, sharing an embrace that comforted me and turned me on in equal measure. I adored being that close to her, physically and emotionally, but I knew that it was a risk.
A few more seconds of that contact would have surely turned my partially hard cock into a raging erection, so I was thrilled when she gave me something else to focus on instead of her hot breath wafting against my chest. "Can I ask you something?" she asked.
"Sure."
She loosened her grip around my waist and stepped back a little bit so that she could look at my face. "You're not having any luck dating, right?"
"Er, not really. No."
She nodded, processing the information. "Okay, well, is this - my butt, I mean - the reason why? Like... You're ashamed that you can't get hard for other women, maybe? For Rebecca, even?"
I winced, and though the truth was uncomfortable, I was already in way too deep to start lying about mere details. "Yeah. I mean, it's not the whole reason, but it's a big part of it. I think other girls are pretty, don't get me wrong, but there's just something about you, Mom."
She clenched her jaw tightly. "Hmm. Wow."
"That's it? Just 'wow?'"
She shook her head. "I'm thinking!"
"Could you do it out loud?"
"Okay. Sure. I'm just thinking that... Okay. So, when I was a little girl, I had this huge crush on William Shatner. Do you know who that is?"
I scoffed in disbelief. "The Star Trek guy?"
"Yes! I didn't care for the show, but I thought he was dreamy. I had posters on my wall and everything. I was obsessed!"
"Ew, Mom."
She rolled her eyes dismissively. "Oh, boo. I can feel your dick poking my thigh, sweetheart, so let's not be judgmental. Anyway, there was some big event happening a city over and I knew he was going to be there, so your grandfather took me to meet him."
"To a Star Trek convention?"
She scrunched up her nose, as though reliving the smell in real time. "I know. I was a bit out of place, but I really wanted to meet him, so we waited in line for over an hour to get an autograph signed. I couldn't wait to finally see - face to face, I mean - this man who I thought was the most amazing person in the world."
"And?"
She shrugged. "He was fine. He was nice, I mean. But just... Yeah. Nothing like what I had in my head. People rarely live up to the impossible standards we set. Never meet your heroes, and all that."
I shot her a puzzled expression. "How does that apply here?"
She nodded slowly. "Right. Well, I was thinking - just spitballing, really - that maybe your idea of how "amazing" my butt is... well, maybe it's just that: an idea."
My heart began to pick up speed, but I did not want to jump to conclusions. "What are you saying, Mom?"
She petted my chest with her hand. "You're a smart boy. I think you know what I'm saying."
My teeth clattered together, and even though my mouth was shut, I could feel them rattling my skull from how hard my jaw was trembling. "You're saying I should 'meet' your ass and my obsession will stop."
She nodded patiently. "See? Smart boy. It's just a butt, honey. I hate the idea that someone as special as you is afraid to go out and meet that special someone."
I wanted to tell her that I already had met that person, and that she was in my arms at that very moment. It was unfortunate that the woman in question just so happened to be same one who had raised me, but that was out of my control. She was everything I had ever wanted in a woman, she just also happened to be my mother. "Do you really think it will help?"
She shrugged in a manner that seemed far too casual for the topic at hand. "I dunno. Do you think it will help?"
I nodded, but I was answering a completely different question. In my mind, there was no debate, and no pretense of an unconventional cure for an equally bizarre affliction. Did I want to see her ass? Yes, I very much wanted to see her ass.
She closed her eyes and gave a slower, more drawn out nod in response. "I only want what's best for you, Bean, which means I don't want you to feel like you can't go out and meet girls because, well..."
I cringed at what she was too polite to say outright. With sympathy radiating from her eyes, she caressed the side of my face, lovingly grazing my cheek with the softness of her palm. "I'm not judging you," she said. "I want to help if I can."
I nodded urgently. "You can! You can, Mom. I need your help." I was willing to say anything to get her out of her shorts. I did not want my obsession to end. I knew it was unhealthy, but like a junkie with a needle, I was not ready to get clean. That's also why all thoughts of deceiving my mother went out the window. She'd found a cure for my bout of conscience, at least.
"Hmm..." she said. "How about this? For the rest of the day - and only for today - my bum is all yours."
The muscles in my neck tensed like steel cables. "What... does that mean?"
"It means that anytime you get a craving, or start obsessing, or whatever you feel, I want you to come and tell me."
"And then what?"
She shrugged, once again in a way that did not befit the lecherous deal we were striking. "Then we will fix it -- together."
I was titillated by the vagueness of her offer, my mind racing to fill in the blanks. "So, like... okay. I want it now, then."
She grazed my cheekbone with her thumb. "If you're really sure this is what you want."
I had never been more certain about anything in my life before. I nodded with the seriousness of a heart attack. "I do. Please, Mom."
Her eyes did a playful roll. "If you insist, sweetheart. Do you want to do it on your bed, or mine?"
"M-mine, I guess," I said with a lump in my throat. My legs were quivering, and my jaw was trembling so fiercely that I had to clench it to keep from stammering any further. "What should I do?"
With a tilt of her head, she gestured towards my bed. "You should come sit on the bed and do whatever feels natural, sweetheart." She took my hand in hers and led us over to the mattress.
I sat down on the edge of the bed and expected her to do the same, but she climbed onto her knees next to me instead. "What are you doing?" I asked.
"Getting comfortable. You're not gonna be able to see my butt if I'm sitting on it, so I'm gonna lay down." She stretched her arms forward like a cat freshly roused from a nap in the sun, putting a steep arch in her back as she reached towards the headboard. Then, she flattened her tummy against the mattress so that she was perfectly flat-- though that description did not apply to her huge, rounded ass cheeks. "Is this good?"
I stood up and spun around so that I, too, was facing the headboard. My legs were still shaking, but my knees had just enough strength to support me. "Just like this?"
Mom turned her head to the side to look at me over her shoulder. "Is there something more you'd like, honey? My big butt isn't enough, now?"
"No! It is! It totally is, Mom. Just... I mean, I was kind of hoping that maybe you'd take your shorts off, too?"
I heard her make a shy, nervous little whimper. "Um... Yeah. Yeah, okay. Sure, sweetheart. I have underwear on, but..."
"But?"
She sighed deeply and turned back to face the headboard. "I didn't plan on letting anyone see them today, and I'm still doing laundry, so..."
"So?" I said more insistently, my curiosity building.
"Sooo, you can't make fun of me! This pair was all I had left."
I did not mind the insinuation that she was wearing a pair of granny panties that were designed for comfort over seduction. I just wanted more, more, more - which, in context, meant less... clothing. "It's fine, Mom," I said. "I don't care if they're an old pair, or whatever."
She murmured something quietly to herself that I could not catch, then said, "They're... not old. I mean, they are, I guess, but they're-- Well, you'll see in a second. Just remember that I had to wear these!"
My mind was racing with possibilities the whole time that she - at a methodical pace - hooked her thumbs under her waist band, but it went silent the moment she began to tug them down. She arched her back again, making enough space for her to pull her shorts down without it getting caught on the bedsheets. Her ass jutted towards me, and though it was a slight shift, it made all the difference to how round it looked-- as though it had been sculpted by hands that only knew how to produce masterpieces.
The waistband of her panties came into view, and their deep, dark plum color immediately caught my eye. I held my breath as she pulled her shorts further down, revealing the material that hugged her curvy rump. It was a second skin that stretched seamlessly over her flesh. There was no bunching, no digging, and no signs of strain, even though the expanse of her bottom was so tremendous that it probably would have ripped a lesser, tighter pair.
There was lace edging along the leg holes that dug softly into the flesh of her lower cheeks -- a whisper of white silk tracing skin that curved outward for what felt like miles. There was something almost surreal about it - how such a large, heavy slab of dough could look so carefully framed and so elegantly restrained.
My favorite part was located right along the upper swell of her buttocks. It was a single teardrop panel, revealing the contrast of white skin beneath. It was a kind of keyhole, but long and vertical, like it had been dragged down by gravity. Directly above the small opening was a tiny, purple ribbon that made her ass look like a birthday present.
She pulled the orange shorts off of her legs and kicked them onto the floor. "How, uh... how do they look?" Her voice was barely louder than a whisper.
I nodded, but that was all I could muster. I was completely frozen in place - with the exception of my eyes, which moved slowly across the vast landscape of her backside. I relished every subtle, little indent where the fabric met her skin. A faint shadow ran down the center where her large cheeks met, giving a hint as to how deep the trench was. I vividly imagined wedging my entire face between them, and how the pressure would have felt on my cheekbones.
When I leaned forward to get a better view, I noticed how the pressure from the tight-fitting lingerie had caused the lace pattern to be embossed onto her skin, leaving soft floral imprints like petals pressed into warm clay. "Fuck, Mom."
I could hear the bashful smile in her voice even though I could not see her face. "I thought you might like them - but I didn't wear them for you! It just... happened like this."
I had never been a man of faith, but I was coming around to the idea of divine intervention. "Would you be okay if I, um... you know?"
"You want to touch yourself, honey?" she squeaked.
I blushed sheepishly. "Yeah."
"Go ahead. It's okay."
I could not believe my luck, but I also knew better than to question it. I pulled my basketball shorts down - boxers, too - so quickly that I heard the stitching rip a little bit.
I was the only one naked, yet it still felt like Mom was more exposed. Sure, I was half-naked, but that paled in comparison to the openness she was displaying by offering herself up as a form of taboo pornography.
"C-can I touch you, Mom?" I stuttered.
I heard her take a deep breath before answering. "Maybe we can just look for now, honey? Is that okay? This is already a bit strange for me, so maybe we should go slowly."
"I can do 'slowly.' Maybe, then, can you pull them up a little?"
She giggled. "You want me to give myself a wedgie?"
I cringed, both from the callout and from the way my cock throbbed in response to her using such an immature term to describe something so lewd. "Uh, yeah. Kind of. Is that cool?"
"It's... fine, I guess," she said thoughtfully, mulling over her decision even as she was making it. She then pinched either side of her waistband between her fingers and gave it a yank, causing the fabric to slip even deeper between her plump ass cheeks. The elongated shadow between them disappeared when her underwear was pulled taut, filling in the cleft with purple floss.
I sucked in a sharp breath, stunned by the visual. "Whoa."
"That's good?" she asked.
My hand picked up speed as I stroked my cock from root to tip, trying to touch as much of it as I could on each pass. "Fuck yes."
"Well... good, then. Is there anything, uh, else I should do?"
The metaphorical lightbulb above my head came to life. "Could you make it jiggle?"
"Make it j--" She stopped herself to swallow nervously. "Jiggle, you said?"
I knew I should have felt ashamed for being so forward, but there was just no room inside of my head or my heart for anything besides horniness. "Please, Mom?"
She sighed heavily. "Gosh, Bean -- the things I do for you."
If she was trying to hide her own enjoyment, she wasn't doing a very good job. Despite her presenting it as though she was doing me a - okay, another -- favor, her moments of hesitation were all short-lived, and she was saying "yes" a lot more than she was saying "no." Moreover, every time she'd been willing to say "yes" to something, she'd noticeably brightened; the awkwardness and notes of apology had disappeared quickly, replaced by something playful.
"One jiggle," she announced, "coming right up."
Mom rocked her hips to the left, making her pudgy cheeks shift slightly to the side, then swiftly flung her weight over to the right so that they careened into each other with a sultry clap that rang in my ears like a starter pistol.
"Jesus Christ," I said with the last ounce of breath in my lungs. "Again."
"Agaaain?" Mom asked with an adorable inflection. She knew the answer, so I knew that she just wanted to hear me say it.
"Again, Mom. Please! That was so fucking hot!"
She tilted to the left again, then swung to the right, producing an even louder clap that made me flinch involuntarily. The texture of her cheeks was that of unset cake batter, wobbling like they would have spilled off of her had it not been for her underwear holding them in place.
"Another," I demanded.
Mom kept her thighs glued to each other, closed so tightly that I could not see a lick of space between them even when her cheeks were shaking. The quaking flesh sent ripples outward from the point of impact, a visible representation of both the softness of her flesh and how forcefully she was jiggling it.
She engaged in a kind of horizontal twerking, rolling her hips in a loose figure eight that made her cheeks wobble back and forth. Her motions were unpracticed, but I admired that she was doing her best for my sake. She was no expert, but her ass was so beautiful that even the awkward attempt was mesmerizing.
Left, right, left, right. Her cheeks took turns rocking side to side, grinding against each other from even the slightest rotation of her hips. Time slowed to a crawl, giving me time to relish the slow-motion sloshing of Jell-O molds set on vibrating plates.
"Is that good, sweetheart?" she asked delicately.
"Uh-huh!" I blurted out.
"I can do it a little harder, if you'd like."
My heart leapt into my throat. "Uh-huh!" My dick was so hard that I could feel the veins pulsing under my fingertips.
Mom cheeks reverberated as she bucked her hips upward, responding with a delayed, enthusiastic shake of their own that came a half-second after she had reared. She was leading the routine with her swaying hips, and her cheeks were backup dancers who had not quite learned the routine. The longer I watched, the more pronounced the delay became. The soft tissue was resting loosely on her frame, jiggling as though the weight of her rump could not keep up with the motion of her hips.
Her movements became more pronounced as she began to find her pace. Mass shifted with momentum, each cheek rolling upward then spilling down gently, only to rise again. The fabric moved with them, stretching slightly into the creases to trace the shape beneath. Her ass moved as one unit, then in separate waves, each glute rising and falling with a soft, steady rhythm. There was a liquid quality to it, like the tension was steadily draining out of her as she became more comfortable.
The more provocative her performance became, the quicker my orgasm rose to meet it. I wanted to hold it back as long as I could, but then remembered her promise that her ass would be mine "all day." As hard as it was to allow that first session to come to an end, the promise of what lay ahead softened the blow.
"M-Mom?" I whimpered, refusing to break my stride.
She turned her head a little, but still could not see me. "What is it, honey? You want me to go faster?"
"N-no," I muttered. "I'm gonna c-cum."
She squealed with what I could only describe as gleeful enthusiasm, her voice rising to a pitch that was often reserved for whistles. "Really? Already?"
"Uh-huh!" That was quickly becoming my go-to catchphrase.
She squealed again, and there was simply no way she was faking it. "Oh! Well, then do it, sweetheart! Let it out!"
She ramped up the force of her twerking to drive her hips upward in a sharp, purposeful motion. It made her cheeks snap against themselves, the flesh striking and releasing with crisp, audible whip crack. Every bounce caused them to collide and separate, creating waves of motion that passed visibly through the surface of her skin and amplified with each repetition.


"Holy fuck, Mom!" I bellowed mightily.
My dick turned to steel, each sprawling, blue vein becoming so engorged that it felt like I had gripped the winding roots of a great oak. The head ballooned and turned a fiery shade of red, smoothing out the subtle wrinkles along the spongy surface until the entire bulb was smooth as glass.
Mom had not given me permission to dump cum onto her ass, but in that moment I could not imagine doing anything else. My dick was already pointed at it, and when the first volley of cum flew from the tip, it landed directly on the dark purple material.
"Oh!" Mom yelped, recoiling slightly when the piping hot cum singed her cheek. "Is that-- Oh my god, Sean!"
Despite her surprise, she did not stop performing for me. The rope of thick, pearly cum jiggled mercilessly throughout Mom's continued wobbling, and remained visible on the surface even as the watery pre-cum started to soak into the fabric. The hue of the plum-colored lingerie deepened as it became wet, forming a dark outline around the sticky, white cum-- a silhouette that accented the glistening glob like a wet shadow.
"Uuugghuugh," I moaned senselessly, but it was the closest thing to words that I could make.
Another eruption doused Mom's undulating cheeks with more of the dense paste.
"Oh my God, honey!" she exclaimed. "It's so hot!"
My vision darkened around the edges, shutting out every ounce of stimulus that was not explicitly sourced from her fat ass. Fearing I would pass out, I leaned forward a bit and steadied myself on the mattress with one hand, using the other to furiously stroke my cock throughout the next firing of baby batter.
I was eager to cover as much of the fabric as I could, and hearing her admit that she could feel the heat - even through her underwear - made me all the more excited to cover her bloated cheeks with hot glue.
I pinched the base of my dick, then dragged my clenched fingers towards the tip, coaxing out a final dribble that clung to the end. It refused to drop off even when I shook my cock a few times, forcing me to brush the tip against the silky fabric of Mom's underwear like I was smearing paint on a huge, purple canvas. The texture of the supple fabric rubbing against the head, which was exponentially sensitive in the wake of my orgasm, sent shivers through my entire body from the overwhelming sensation.
"F-fuck," I grunted. "Holy fuck." My breathing was ragged, but Mom was fresh as a daisy.
"Are they empty?" she asked sweetly.
"What?" I used a laborious exhale to push the word from my mouth.
"Your balls, sweetheart. Are they empty?"
I nodded, then once again remembered that she could not see me. "Y-yeah, Mom. I think I need to lie down."
She rolled onto her side, careful not to rub her cum-stained butt on the bedsheets, and opened her arms for me. "Come, honey. You can be the little spoon."
My cock wasn't ready to respond to that, but my heart swelled. The idea of cuddling her after I had experienced such a whirlwind of emotions made me want to cry tears of joy, and had I not been so profoundly exhausted, I might have done just that.
I slumped on the bed next to Mom and backed up until my ass was flush with her crotch. She wrapped an arm around my belly and hugged me tightly. "You're shaking," she said.
I nodded rapidly. "Yeah."
She kissed my shoulder blade. "Good shaking?"
I nodded with my whole body. "Yeah, Mom. Really fucking good."
I heard her lips peel apart to form a smile. "This big ol' booty and I are glad we could help. I'm glad you liked it."
"And you?"
She hummed, making her lips vibrate against my back. "Hmm. I guess so. I had fun, I mean, but it was more for you than me, honey."
"For me," I mumbled lazily, my brain only half tuned in to the conversation. "You didn't think it was weird?"
She did not answer right away, but did continue to place little kisses along the back of my neck. "It was, at first. Then... I dunno. Less weird, in a way."
"But still weird?"
She snickered. "Honey, I can literally feel your cum cooling on by butt right now. I think it's fair to say that it's all a little strange."
"But... good strange?"
"Good strange." She nuzzled me with her nose, then huffed air out of her nose like she had found something amusing. "Well, I guess I need new underwear, huh? Somebody made an awfully big mess back there and-- Shit! It's laundry day! I forgot this was my last pair!"
My stomach flipped upside down. "So, like, you're gonna wear them all day, then?"
"No, silly. I bet the laundry is done, so I'm gonna go get a nice, warm pair from the dryer." She removed her hand from around my stomach and pulled it back, out of sight, then made a couple of dull pats on her butt. I could tell because the little taps of her fingers sounded wet and sticky. "I definitely think I should take these off."
I smiled ear to ear at the implication that she was fretting over how much cum I had dumped onto her cheeks. "I wouldn't mind that."
Mom shuffled backwards off of the bed and stood up. "Oh, I'm sure you wouldn't, Bean, but you're not the one with a sticky butt, so you don't get a vote."
I turned my body so I was facing her. "Why don't you just wear a pair of mine?"
She scoffed at the idea and pointed at the foot of the bed, where my underwear sat in a crumbled ball, then pointed to her creamed ass cheeks. "You think those would fit this? My bum is too big!"
"Just open the drawer and see if there's a black pair with a red waistband. They're really stretchy."
Mom gestured to her ass with an exaggerated wave of her hand. "Well this needs more than just 'stretchy,' honey, but I'll try. You said red waistband?" She shuffled over to my dresser and pulled out a drawer, facing away from me so I could admire the clashing hues of plum fabric and white cream that decorated her ass.
From the dresser, she pulled out the pair that I had in mind. "These?
I nodded. "That's them. They'll totally fit."
She turned to face me and held the briefs up in front of her crotch. "Are you sure? They seem kind of small for me."
I rolled my eyes and made a subdued chuckle. "Just try them. What's the worst that could happen?"
She shrugged, unable to produce an answer, but then narrowed her eyes at me. "Are you planning on giving me some privacy?"
I put on a fake scowl. "Do I have to?"
She chewed pensively on her lower lip, her eyes aimed up and to the right like she was trying to look through the ceiling. "Hmm. I suppose you can watch. You're probably going to see it by the end of the day, anyway. But then that's it, mister! No more butt stuff until I get some housework done. Deal?"
I scurried to sit on the edge of the bed and folded my hands in my lap to express my compliance. "Deal!"
With a smirk on her face, she turned away from me. She pushed her thumbs under the waistband of her panties, then bent over a little and jutted her ass out. Her legs were tightly sealed together, and she kept them that way as she began to peel the underwear down over the swell of her rump.
I leaned in, straining to see between her cheeks for even the smallest glimpse of the treasures that they shrouded - her asshole, her pussy, or even just the hair that I imagined it was covered with. Unfortunately, her legs were too close together for me to see anything.
Mom used her feet to kick her panties to the floor, where the mass of sodden cloth surely transferred some evidence of guilt to the carpet. She lifted one leg to slide her foot through the leg hole of my black briefs, then did the same to the other. It was surreal to watch her put on a pair of clothing that I knew so well, and even more dreamlike when I saw how well they fit her.
"Wow, Mom," I said. "They do fit!"
She did a little spin so that I could see her from every angle, but her nose was scrunched up indicating that she did not agree. "If you say so, honey. They feel a bit tight to me." When she finished her spin, ending the pirouette when her eyes landed on me, I swiftly straightened up so that she would not think I was trying to see more than she had offered.
She put her hands on her hips and gave a performative pout, more playful than sincere. "Excuse me, young man. Were you trying to take a peek at my vagina?"
My skin crawled like pure electricity was surging through it. "N-no! I-- Well, okay. Yeah, I was staring. I wanted to see if there was any, like... Anyway. Sorry, Mom."
Her smile was as comforting as a warm bed on a cold winter night. "You wanted to see if there was any hair on it?"
My throat closed up until it was no wider than the eye of a needle, making me choke on my words as I spat them out. "Y-yeah."
She cocked her head to the side, looking at me at an angle. "Do you want me to show it to you?"
I was too stunned to even blink. "Your p-pussy?"
She gave a gentle nod. "If you're curious about it, yeah. It's not like I'm letting you go inside of it. If you'd prefer, I can just tell you."
"Tell me what?"
Her smile stretched to cover the entire bottom half of her face. "Yes, sweetheart. It does have hair on it."
When I swallowed it felt like I was trying to force a rock down my gullet. "F-fucking... fucking hell. Wow."
She petted her panty-clad cunt with one hand, dragging her fingers across the front as though she wanted me to visualize them combing through her bush. "Why does that surprise you? I don't have anyone to shave for, so I just let it grow out, but I do trim the sides from time to time."
"I know, but... still. Just talking about it so openly is, like, blowing my mind."
Mom strode over to me, patiently closing the space between us. When she reached me, with her knees between my parted legs, her presence felt enormous. She was usually much shorter than me, but from my seat on the bed she was at least a foot taller. Due to her tummy being so close to my face, she felt bigger than me - more imposing - as she towered over me the way she had when I'd been a child.
She gazed down on me and locked her eyes with mine. "Pull them down, honey."
"Pull... them? Your underwear?" I was so thrilled that I grabbed the waistband with both hands before she could answer.
She extended both her arms and put them around my neck, then gave a brief nod. "Well, they're your underwear. I'm just borrowing them."
I gave the briefs a small tug and felt the elastic waistband stretch to its limit as I pulled it over her enormous cheeks. What I saw waiting below took my breath away in the most literal sense.
There, nestled between the lines of her wide hips, was a triangle of dark, tightly curled hair. It was rich in color - deep, earthy, almost chocolate - and it seemed to catch the light in a way that gave it texture and softness. The fullness of the bush was striking, its height stretching a full inch or so off of her mound.
There was nothing wild or unkempt about it. It had a natural, symmetrical shape that followed the contours of her body with precision. The way it sat - thickest at the center, tapering at the sides - created a kind of frame. Though the amount of fur was staggering, the edges were slightly trimmed to give the triangle a pronounced definition.
The curls lay differently along the ridge. They were flatter near the top just below her belly, but grew denser as they neared the curve of her labia. The crease of her pussy lips, tucked between her thighs, was barely visible, but the suggestion was enough to make my mouth water. They were smooth, and gently sloped, leading further between her closed legs where I could not see no matter how hard I stared. The furry curls followed the gentle slope of her pelvis, a shadowed suggestion of what lay beneath that left more to the imagination than it revealed.
After a few seconds of silence, Mom gave a satisfied purr. "Pussycat got your tongue?"
I gulped, my tongue dry as a sand dune. "You're-- It's so-- I'm just... Wow, Mom. I don't know what to say."
"Do you like it? Start there, sweetheart."
"I love it."
She pulled away and tugged the briefs back up in one smooth motion to cover herself, snapping the elastic waistband against her belly. "Good! Then you've got something else to obsess over while I do some chores."
"Now? After showing me that?"
"I haven't even finished laundry! You have all day to look at my bum, honey, but I still have things I need to do. We have plenty of time to get this out of your system."
I felt like a spoiled brat for wanting more, but my lust was undeniable. Less than five minutes after I had come, I was already thinking about the next time I would be able to lay my eyes on her. Getting to watch it jiggling as she left my bedroom felt like a terrible tease instead of another gift, which I suppose meant that I actually was a spoiled brat.
I spent a few minutes laying on the bed, poring over the details of our encounter so that I would remember them as accurately as possible. I still could not believe that it had actually happened, so I pinched myself a couple of times just to make sure that I was awake.
The realization that it had all been a dream would have, in fact, been a genuine nightmare, so I was happy when I finally came to terms with the truth: the woman for whom I had been yearning for over a year had just allowed me to cover her backside with enough cum to get her pregnant ten times over. It had been a dream come true in a literal sense, but it had not yet begun to approach my wildest dreams.
In those instances, at the behest of my unbridled lust, I would not stop fantasizing until Mom and I had committed the ultimate, taboo sin. It was not something that I would have ever thought to tell her, but after what she had just done for me - and allowed me to do to her - I began to wonder if there was yet hope for my sickest, most depraved fantasy to come true.
The urge to immediately summon her back to the bedroom was powerful, but I found the strength to deny it. I did not want her to serve my perverted whims like some sort of fuck-maid - or, rather, I feared that I would appear ungrateful if I asked for too much too quickly.
To stop my brain from obsessing, which it was easily prone to doing, I took out my phone and started scrolling through Instagram. There was enough short, sporadic content to momentarily pull my focus away from the gorgeous woman walking around just a floor below me, singing to herself while she roamed the house, but it ultimately only bought me a few minutes.
Every time I heard her voice coming from downstairs, it filled me with the desire to see her again. My infatuation did not end with her ass, or even with all of her other naughty bits. I found that, after twenty or so minutes of lifeless scrolling, I simply wanted to be around her again. Her aura - the energy she exuded merely by being her wonderful self - was so great that I could feel it bursting through the floorboard to warm the soles of my feet.
I went downstairs and found her in the living room on the phone with, I assumed, my Aunt Linda: her sister. Mom blew me a kiss as I entered, but did not pause her conversation, so I leaned against the doorframe to make it clear that I wanted something.
"Sorry, Lin, give me one second." Mom lowered the receiver away from her mouth. "Hi, Bean. Everything okay?"
"Uh-huh. Yeah. I'm good. Just... you know?" I was not sure how exactly to ask for what I wanted, especially while she was still on the phone.
Without making a sound, she moved her mouth to form the word "Craving?" with an inquisitive look on her face.
I felt like a shy kid, but like many bashful children, I was lucky enough to have a mother that understood me. I confirmed with a nod that, yes, I was deeply craving her and could not wait another minute to get what I wanted.
Mom lifted the phone back to her mouth. "Hi, sorry. Yeah, I know, but something just came up so-- Yes, you know what I mean. Exactly, Lin. I'll call you back in a bit, okay? Talk soon." She hung up and put the phone down on the arm of her easy chair, then flashed me an alluring smile. "That didn't take long. Didn't I just take care of you, mister?"
I stared down at my feet. "Yeah, yeah. Kind of. Sort of, I mean. Not really."
She got up out of the chair and took a couple of steps towards me. "Do you need my bum again, sweetheart?"
I lifted my eyes off of the floor to look at her. "I mean, you said I could ask any time I wanted to, so I'm asking now."
"And I bet you're gonna ask me a few more times before the day is done, too. I know what I signed up for, honey. I want you to do it as many times as you want to, uh... to get it out of your system, I guess."
Mom's reasoning was not wholly convincing, but I did not want to let myself believe the egotistical whisperings coming from the devil on my shoulder. He told me that she was selfish, and just as horny as I was, and using my obsession as an excuse to feed her own sexual appetite. The angel on my other shoulder, however, was adamant that my loving, saintly mother was only doing her best to fix me.
She'd said herself that she was doing it for my sake, but it was just as obvious to me that she took some degree of genuine pleasure in doing so. Based on the excitement on her face, I got the impression that she had been waiting eagerly for me to ask for help again.
Using her chin, she gestured towards the hallway that led to the upstairs. "Shall we? Or did you want to do it here?"
My eyes ballooned. "We can do it here? Like, on the couch?"
She gave a slow, patient nod. "I don't mind. I'm going to be laying down either way, so you choose."
"Here!" I spat out enthusiastically. "I mean, yeah. Here is... here is good."
Mom giggled and got out of her comfy chair. "You don't have to feel shy for being excited, Bean. I think it's kinda cute that you're so eager."
"Yeah, eager. So... couch, then?"
She rolled her eyes in response to my bluntness. "Jeez, honey. You know, there is a whole woman attached to this butt."
"Sorry, Mom."
She pursed her lips and formed them into a small smile. "No you're not, but that's okay. You're just a big horndog for Mommy's big butt. I get it."
I was feeling bolder and wanted to see how far I could push my luck before she pushed back. "Could we do something different this time?"
She bit down on the inside of her cheek. "Maaaaaybe. What is it?"
"No underwear," I said firmly, though I knew I would cave immediately if she were to resist.
Thankfully, she did not, though she did seem hesitant. "I... guess so? I think that's okay, right? That's not too much. You've already seen it, so I think I can do that." She sounded like she was encouraging herself to be brave more than she was responding to me.
"Great!" I exclaimed.
"But, like... you won't go in me, right?"
As much as I wanted to do just that, I knew that rushing things would lead to disaster. "Pinky promise, Mom."
She nodded, but it once again seemed intended as self-reassurance. "Okay, honey. Should I lay down like last time?"
I nodded. "Please."
Mom returned my nod with a small one of her own, though her face still bore hints of trepidation. "Should I-- I'm just gonna... Yeah. Okay, then."
"What?"
"Well, just... should I take them off now, or when I'm lying down?"
"It doesn't matter."
She scrunched up her nose and gave her head a shake. "I know I'm overthinking it. I just can't help how nervous I am! Can you decide, sweetheart?"
I removed my shorts so that I was only in boxers and sat down on the couch. "Take them off now, Mom."


With Mom standing in front of me while I sat comfortably on the couch, it felt like I was receiving a private striptease. She was not in conventionally sexy attire, but my briefs hugged her curves so tightly that they looked better on her than any Instagram model would have looked in lingerie.
"You look amazing, Mom," I said earnestly.
She used her hand like a fan to wave away the compliment, but I cared more about the blush that quickly spread across her cheeks. "Oh, stop. My butt isn't even out yet!"
I put a hand in my lap and started to grope my cock. "Ready when you are." I made a twirling motion with one of my fingers. "But, could I see it from the back?"
"See me, you mean? I'm more than just a bum, honey, but yes; I will turn around for you." True to her word, Mom spun on her heels so that her ass was facing me. "Okay, here we go. Three... two... one!"
She yanked down the underwear faster than I would have liked, but opting for a rapid reveal had the added effect of making her ass jiggle a little when she threw the briefs over her rump.
The top half of her body was still clad in a short t-shirt that barely covered the bottom of her tummy, but for some reason that made her look even more seductive. Half of her body was left to my imagination, while the other half was put on display for my entertainment. Her plump ass, her short legs, and even her tiny toes all looked ravishing. Though I longed to see her naked, I had no trouble appreciating the bottomless view.
I squeezed my cock head over my boxers. "Fuck, Mom."
She gave her butt a tiny shake. "Can I lay down now?"
I patted the sofa cushion, then stood up. "Yeah, go ahead. I want to sit on your legs so I can just, like, look at it."
Despite the obvious tension in her shoulders, she didn't voice an objection. She peeked over her shoulder at me and offered a smile that seemed at least partly genuine. "Okay, Bean." It took only two steps for her to reach the couch, at which point she laid supine and stretched her legs out behind her with her ankles touching each other.
Her ass looked simply delectable, perched above her legs like two humongous, white lollipops atop two relatively pudgy sticks. The crease between her cheeks was a line of scrimmage over which the mounds fought as they wobbled back and forth.
I took off my boxers and got on top of her - though not quite in the way that I wished I could - and straddled her extended legs so that they were trapped under me. "Am I too heavy?"
"No," she replied. "It's okay. Just do what you gotta do, honey."
"Does it feel weirder being naked? Or, like, half naked?"
She squirmed underneath me, making the backs of her knees brush against my ballsack. "A little, honestly. I thought I'd be wearing underwear this time, too, but..."
"Do you want to put them back on?" I mentally prepared myself for the worst.
Luckily, she was not willing to backtrack. "No. It's fine. It's weird, but it's not that weird. Does it look, uh... better without underwear on?"
I nodded enthusiastically as I began to stroke my cock, which quickly grew to its full size after just a few passes. "Fuck yes it does."
Mom folded her arms and rested her head on one of her elbows. Her face was buried in the couch, so I could see nothing beyond the veil of blonde hair blanketing her head.
My overhead perspective allowed me to truly appreciate the shape of her body. Her waist - rather narrow considering the rest of her - curved outward to form full, broad hips, calling attention to the object of contrast. The steep curve in the small of her back further highlighted it, too. It dipped inward at a slight angle to highlight just how high the pile of putty was stacked. There was at least five inches of height difference between that shallow dip and the apex of her cheeks.
I felt musty heat wafting out from between her closed thighs. I did not know if she was wet down there, but my balls felt like they were swinging back and forth over the mouth of a volcano.
My dick was made of steel, and just when I thought it could not get any harder, Mom performed a magnificent little jiggle that made her cheeks collide with each other. They did not produce much sound, but even the dull claps were strong enough to make my stomach do a pleasant somersault. Her range of motion was limited by my weight on her legs, but she had more than she needed. Even the tiniest wiggle of her hips carried enough momentum to make ripples in her flesh.
Hundreds of goosebumps - perhaps even thousands - peppered her bottom, adding a remarkable texture to the mass of wobbling dough that made me want to reach out and touch it. "Mom? Can I, er... can I touch it?"
She grumbled under her breath, but I could not make out the words through the couch cushion. "Maybe you can just watch me do it, honey? Is that alright?"
I tried to respond without sounding too dejected. "Uh, yeah. I guess that's fine."
Mom made a disgruntled sigh, then whispered something else to herself at an even lower volume. "Honey, just... Do you really need to touch it yourself?"
"Fuck yes! Of course I do!" Without thinking twice, I reached out with my left hand and took a big, greedy handful. It was softer than I had imagined, like how I imagined it would feel to squeeze a pillowcase full of clouds.
"Oh!" Mom squeaked. "That... Oh, sweetheart. That wasn't an invitation."
I did not remove my hand, but instead clenched my fingers so that they could dig in and make some of her ass fat ooze through the cracks between them. Her tender flesh molded around my digits like I was leaving my handprint in warm, squishy cement. I dug in a little harder, unwittingly prying her left cheek to the side as I did, and felt the steam coming from her cunt tickle my knuckles.
"Y-you're spreading me, honey!" Mom squealed. "You don't have to, like, open it, do you?"
"Should I stop?" I asked as a formality, quite sure of what her answer would be.
She gave a dramatic sigh, but her tone made it clear that she was not that upset. "I know you don't want to let go, so... it's fine. Just be gentle with my bum, please. Don't go leaving bruises on it."
"I won't leave a mark. But..."
"But?"
"But I kinda want to spank you," I admitted.
Once again, Mom gave an annoyed grumble. "I knew it! You're just like your father. What is it with you men and spanking, huh?"
I shrugged without a care in the world. "I dunno, Mom. Sounds like it's in my DNA."
"Oh, how convenient. Do you promise to be - and I'm serious about this - nice to it?"
I shook her chubby cheek a couple of times, making bulky waves that spread outward from my hand. Her ass appeared to be made of water with how rapidly the aftershocks swam through it. "Is that a yes?"
"If you're gentle!"
Despite hearing it three times, my brain refused to comply.
My dick had made a great throb when she'd given me permission to get a little rougher, sending a rush of blood to the head that had turned it a deeper shade of red. It had never been so hard. It was as though the months of masturbating to images of her ass had trained it to respond only to her. Finally being face to face with it - well, it was more like face to butt, really - was an experience unlike any other.
I had to release her cheek in order to spank it, and even though it was difficult to let go, I knew it was for the greater good. Our separation did not last long. I lifted my hand about a foot off of her butt and then, with more strength than I knew she would have wanted, I brought my open palm down on her bottom.
It landed directly in the center of her cheek. The impact produced a seismic shockwave so large that it spread all the way down to her pudgy thighs.
She yelped and clenched her cheeks so hard that the loose tissue resting atop her frame was drawn taut and firm. "Fuck!"
"I know, I'm sorry. Just... Fuck, Mom. It looks so fucking good when it's jiggling." I was not sorry in the slightest, and rather felt like I had gotten away with murder by disobeying her request for a gentle hand.
"I'm glad you like it, but can you be a little softer on the next one?"
My brain tingled. "You mean... I can do another?"
She laughed at how oblivious I was. "Mommy's got an ass like Pringles, honey. I bet you can't have just one, just like your dang father!"
I felt oddly connected to him in that moment. For us to share the same proclivity meant that he and I had been more alike than I had realized. I felt like I was carrying on his legacy by delivering another swift - albeit more restrained - slap against his widow's bottom.
The noise was less a firecracker that time, and more of a muffled tapping. I rapidly patted her cheek with a series of tiny touches and adored feeling the ripples spread out under my fingertips after each gentle swat.
"That's better," Mom said. "See? That's nice."
"Yeah, but, uh..."
She chuckled, seemingly amused by her ability to predict my thoughts. "But you don't wanna stop, do you?"
"Not at all, Mom."
Her playful titter was both reassuring and encouraging, but I was quite sure I was the one having the most fun. "Greedy boy," she said. "Alright, sweetheart. Gimmie another one."
I obliged her and took the opportunity to bring my hand down with even greater force than I had on the first spanking. A fleshy gunshot rang out across our small living room, and I prayed that the echo would bounce around inside my head for years to come.
Mom shrieked like a banshee and kicked her feet against the couch as she rode the waves of pain. "Jesus Christ, Sean!"
I did not want to stop, so rather than give her the opportunity to resist, I sent another firm spanking her way before she could be more explicit - pun intended. A brilliant, red brand from the first two had already been seared into her ass cheek. Her tender flesh, as supple as the petals of a blooming tulip, turned a rich hue of pink. My palm and all five of my fingers had been stamped onto her, imparting a mark of ownership that was uniquely mine.
She made a gasp that got caught in her throat as it exited, coming out as a garbled wheeze. "Ohhhh, fuck!"
"Too much?" I asked with my hand still resting on her battered cheek. I gave it a squeeze that was intended to soothe her wounds, but my thumb was so close to her crack that simply curling my fingers caused it to slip between her cheeks.
"Yes!" she yelped.
The tip of my thumb poked something soft and rubbery - a living muscle. I pushed on it a little harder, digging into the wrinkles that surrounded her tiny butthole. The hole itself felt incredibly small, but the creases and ridges that sprawled outward from the center of it stretched almost a full inch in either direction. I pulled her cheek to the side, keeping my thumb in place so that her asshole was pried open as well.
The donut was perfectly circular until I put pressure on it, the force of which smeared one side of the pliable, pink ring. It looked like melted taffy that had been left in the sun too long, and that made my mouth water something fierce. All I wanted to do was shove my tongue in the middle to see how far in it would go, but simply envisioning that act of debauchery brought my orgasm screaming to the forefront of my brain.
"M-Mom," I said with a grunt. "It's coming."
"It's coming?" she asked in confusion. Then, with more enthusiasm, she exclaimed, "Oh! You're cumming!"
"Uh-huh. Yeah, like-- Oh my fuuuuuck!" Before I could finish my thought, a shroud of warm tingles had been draped over my head. They melted downward from my skull until every atom in my body was cloaked in pleasure.
"Do it, honey! Cum on Mommy's butt!"
My brain was being rewired to view that title as an exclusively sexual thing, and the mere mention of whose butt I was staring at brought such a surreal sense of guilt that I felt I had no choice but to be turned on by it. I was not cumming on some random girl, but rather the very woman whose plump rump had given me the obsession to begin with. Something about that felt right to me even if it also felt very, very wrong.
My balls pulled tightly against my body, and my dick pulsated vigorously. I momentarily closed my eyes just as the euphoria peaked, but opened them again in time to watch myself paint my mother's ass with more cum than I would have thought I could physically produce. "Ooooohhhh, Mom!"
A heavy stream ejected from the tip. It felt like jelly - so viscous that I felt my urethra widen to make room for it all.
The white syrup landed on her left cheek, fired with such strength that I could actually hear the impact when it splattered against her bare skin. I lashed her again with the liquid whip, forcefully squirting a second rope that intersected the first to form an off-kilter "X." The third stream carried such momentum - though that was nothing compared to its sheer volume - that it stretched from the center of her right cheek all the way up to the small of her back, where it finally glued itself to her skin. A fourth, and then a fifth eruption stained her backside. The final one was noticeably smaller, yet it looked perfectly at home with the others as they coalesced to form a single, sticky heap.
The paste clung stubbornly before surrendering to gravity, sliding downward in long trails that met and merged in a shimmering pool between her cheeks. Cum began to fill in the crack, growing larger as more baby batter settled into place. It dripped slowly to form a steadily growing moat of warm goo between her cheeks. Mom's skin shimmered faintly, each ribbon of cum gleaming like melted moonlight. I marvelled at the milky rivulets that sprawled out over her ass like lines on a map. The way they folded over each other, gathering in shallow streams that traced her curves, filled me with a sense of satisfaction that I'd never before experienced.
I roared with the might of a thousand lions, drowning out Mom's encouraging words right up until the end of my orgasm. The ringing in my ears rendered me deaf, but as I slowly came down from the pleasure high, I realized that she had been coaxing me the entire time.
"--boy!" she cried. "That's a good boy, sweetheart. Let it all out."
My knees were quivering, so I leaned to the side and used an elbow to balance myself on the back of the couch. "I-I'm d-done, Mom."
Mom turned her head and peered at me out of the corner of her eye. "Need to sit down, Bean?"
I dropped my weight, slumping my body over hers so that she was covered by a human blanket. "Fuck. Fuck, Mom. That was amazing."
She reached a hand up behind her head and felt around for mine. Once she found it, she gingerly raked her fingernails through my hair to rain tingles down my spine. "Better with no underwear?"
I nodded fervently. "Hell yes! I've never cum that much before."
She gave a cute giggle. "And now you're lying in it, so we're both sticky."
I felt the warm cum gluing us together like a natural adhesive, and it definitely wasn't a pleasant physical sensation. "I don't mind," I replied honestly. "It's worth it to be close to you like this."
"I bet! You're just happy that your dick is touching my bum."
I humped her softly a couple of times. "Well, more like on your leg, really. But... yeah."
"You'd better not get hard again, because that thing is gonna go right inside of me at this angle." To prove her point, and perhaps to tease me further, she shook her ass to the side a couple of times.
The sensation of her smooth rump sliding back and forth against my stomach, gliding through the glaze of cum, was a sensory overload. I immediately felt my dick begin to stir. "Wow. That's, like, actually making me hard again."
Mom patted the back of my head two times. "Then I think it's time you got off of me, sweetheart. We don't wanna make that mistake, do we?"
I could not tell if she was genuinely asking, or if she was just nervous that such an unforgivable act of taboo was so close to taking place. To me, it seemed like the natural progression of our time together, if not a bit rushed. Although Mom was wary, I could have sworn I'd picked up on a hint of excitement in her voice.
"I dunno, Mom," I replied. "Do we?"
She did not answer right away, so I prayed that she was mulling it over, but her answer was just what I had expected. "N-no... no, we can't."
I placed a kiss on her shoulder, lingering for a few seconds to feel her delicate skin against my lips. "I was just kidding, Mom."
She gave a purr that was halfway between sarcasm and seduction. "Uh-huh. Sure you were, honey. Mommy totally believes you."
I groaned right into her ear. "Well if you talk like that, it's gonna happen whether we want it to or not."
Mom bucked upwards, throwing me off of her body so that I fell to the side. "Be a good boy and get me a cloth, please. I thought there would be less of it since it was your second one of the day, but... is it always like this?"
"Like what?"
"Like this much! I feel like my entire bum is just... friggin' soaked! I dunno!"
I reached down and cupped one of her fat cheeks in my hand. "I guess you're finally starting to see what your ass does to me."
"Hmm. Well, you did use the word 'obsession.'"
I stretched my leg over her body until my foot was on the floor, then shifted my weight so I could heave myself off of the couch. "And I meant it! But right now all I'm obsessed with is getting you a cloth."
Mom beamed at me, her smile warm and inviting. "Thank you, honey."
My hands did not stop trembling for the entire walk to the linen closet, or the bathroom to get the cloth wet with warm water, or even as I returned to the living room.
My mother had not moved an inch, her ass plainly displayed for me to gawk at as soon as I entered the room. She must have heard me enter, though, since she cleared her throat after a few seconds of silent staring. "Ahem!"
"Sorry! Sorry, Mom."
"Boring holes in my butt with that stare, aren't you? I thought the whole point of doing this was to get it out of your system!"
"Uh, yeah," I said. "Yeah, it is. It's working, too, I think."
Mom turned on her side so I could see her face and raised an eyebrow. "Really?"
I froze, which was antithetical to the rush of hot blood that filled my cheeks. "I, um... Y-yeah. I think so! So, we don't have to stop, right?"
Mom's eyes flicked back and forth, searching mine for either sincerity or deceit. "Hmm. Okay, sweetheart. If you say so. It's only for the rest of the day, so..."
She seemed to believe it enough to drop the topic, which was quite a lucky thing. I was a horrible liar. I could barely even lie to myself that I'd convinced her of anything with that first embarrassing attempt.
Mom nodded to the cloth in my hand. "Did you get it warm for me, too?"
I nodded back.
Her grin was undeniable, though I did not initially understand why she was so gleeful. "You know, a woman can tell a lot about a man based on what kind of cloth he brings her to clean up."
I had never heard of such a litmus test. "Really?"
"Wet with warm water is a good sign. I've had guys bring me totally dry ones after sex! But I guess even that's better than it being cold and wet, which feels gross."
I crinkled my nose in disgust. "Too much information, Mom."
"That's rich coming from the guy that just squirted enough cum on my butt to make ten baby brothers! I thought we could tell each other anything?"
"We can, but I don't love hearing about other guys you've had sex with. You're still my mom, after all."
"Oh, I see. Jealous, are we?"


I arched an eyebrow. "Of..."
She shrugged, which disarmed me enough for her to knock the wind right out of me - and no, not just my sails. "Jealous of the guys who've already gotten to have sex with me. I bet you wish you were on that list, too."
I felt the color, and all of the warmth, drain from my face until I felt like a living skeleton. "You're... just messing with me."
She shrugged like I had just accused her of something as innocent as stealing the last slice of a cheesecake. "Maybe I am. Now, clean your babies off my butt, please."
I wiped her ass clean, dragging the cloth over her cheeks to clear away the deluge of cum. If I had used a dry one, it would have been twice as heavy after it had soaked up most of it. I pushed two cloth-covered fingers deep between her thighs, curved them slightly to form a scoop, then pulled the cloth between her tightly packed cheeks. She had done the same for me when I was young, and though the circumstances then had been much different, it still felt like an odd callback to the days when I had to rely on her.
"That feels so weeeeeird," Mom said with a little chuckle. "It's like you're... Yeah. You get it."
I returned her laughter with some of my own. "Yeah, I get it. It's kind of nice, though."
"Well you're not the one being wiped right now!" she said in an argumentative tone. "I mean, it's kind of nice, I suppose. Just laying here while you clean me is kind of relaxing. Just be careful where you're-- oh! P-poking, honey! Be careful where you're, um... touching me."
"Why?" I asked ignorantly as I did another pass through the semen-soaked crease.
"Because that was my pussy!" she squealed.
Pussy. I mentally repeated the word. It was the one of the most explicit things I had ever heard her say. I pressed a little bit harder as I wiped, which made her emit a defeated sigh.
"Aaaand that was my butthole," she declared.
"Sorry, Mom. I'm just, like, wiping! I can't even feel it through the cloth."
"But I can feel it! Just be more careful."
"Does that mean I won't get to touch you next time, either?" I asked, completely forlorn.
She sighed deeply. "It means we will see, honey. I think I'm clean now, but I still feel like I should take a shower."
"Why?"
"Just in case you missed any. It was really drippy. I think some of it might have gone... you know: inside."
My eyes widened. "Whoa."
"Yeah. I'm not on birth control, and I don't think you want to be the reason I have a surprise baby at my age!" She laughed it off at first, but one glance over her shoulder at my astonished expression wiped the grin off her face. "Oh, maybe you would like that. Geez, honey."
"What? Nothing. Sorry, I was thinking about... something else."
"Mmmm. If you say so, Bean."
It had been my worst performance yet, but I was saved by the bell when Mom's cell phone rang and stopped me from having to lie any further.
"It's Linda again," she said. "Shit. I forgot I was supposed to call her back."
I pointed to the hallway with my thumb. "I've got some homework to do, anyway. Maybe we can, like, meet up when you're done showering?"
Mom tilted her head to the side. "Are you scheduling sessions with my butt now?"
I shrugged awkwardly. "If it's available."
She blew me a kiss. "It's a date, Bean."
I pretended to catch it, then placed it on my mouth and made an exaggerated kissing sound. "Mwah!" With that, I left the room just as Mom answered her phone and began to make excuses to her sister as to why she had disappeared for so long.
The walk back to my room was long and lonely. I thought about Mom more and more with every step I took, and by the time I was back in my room I could not get her out of my head. I tried to do some homework - I really did! - but it was useless. Even something as simple as numbers - such as the curviness of the number three - had me obsessing as though I had not already ejaculated twice that day. Once again, I thought about having to lie to her about how well her plan was working out.
That dread, ironically, made me want to return to her, though for a different reason: I missed her. It had been no more than ten minutes since I'd left her to talk with Aunt Linda, but it felt like a week. As pathetic as it felt to go back to her so soon, I was willing to grovel if it would grant me a few precious seconds in her presence.
I struck a deal with myself: I would go down for a drink of water, and if she was still on the phone, I would suck it up and do some homework. If she was done, though, I was prepared to beg for a reunion with her ass.
I crept down the hall, carefully planting my feet in the spots where I knew the floorboards would creak the least. From the kitchen I heard her chatting, so I filled a glass with water from the tap and began to eavesdrop.
She might be done any second! I'll just wait for a minute and see if she hangs up. That was one deal broken and a new one hastily assembled.
I stood around the corner in the kitchen listening to her, out of sight but - by the sounds of it - definitely not out of mind.
"It's all going faster than we expected, Lin," Mom said, then lowered her voice. "Seen it? Lin, he's already touched me!... I know! He's literally obsessed!"
They're talking about me! Linda knows about us? I hated that I was only getting half of the conversation, but it was better than nothing. I knew that Mom was close with her sister, but never in a million years would I have guessed that she would be so open about what we had done together.
Mom continued. "It was a little awkward. The first time he touched me I was... Yeah. Exactly, Lin. But I think we're both getting over that pretty quickly, too... Yes, he believed your 'one day' idea, but I didn't think he would be bold enough to touch it today! I sure didn't think I'd be crazy enough to let him, either. It's nerve wracking, but it's exciting."
It was a lie? But... but that means she really did want this to happen.
"I don't think he suspects a thing. I thought I would have to act nervous, but I am nervous!... No, not as much as him. You should see him. His hands tremble, and his dick gets so hard! It's adorable, and... Yes... Yes, exactly! Really hot, yeah."
It sounded like, for whatever reason, Mom and Linda were aware that I had been infatuated with the former's ass for a long time. Even more curiously, it seemed like Mom had been waiting for a chance to leverage that affection. I did not know what their end game was, or how far into the future their plans extended, but I was desperate to find out.
Having just learned that Mom and Linda had absolutely no secrets between them whatsoever, I was anxious that Mom would mention my impotence with Rebecca, but it never came up. I doubted that she had been aware of the issue before I had told her, and I admired that she kept it between the two of us instead of blabbering about my issue to her sister.
What amazed me the most, though, was the serendipity of the whole thing. If Mom had not previously known about my issue with getting erect, then it was in fact fate that had put the two of us together and given her the perfect excuse to ostensibly "help me."
"He's bigger than you thought he'd be, too, so I guess you'd better pay up... No, we said twenty dollars... Oh, boo, you cheapskate!"
I rearranged my footing and accidentally triggered a creak from the wooden floorboards. I held my breath, waiting to see if she would react to the telltale sign that she was being spied on.
There was silence in the living room. I could not tell if Mom was listening to Linda, or listening for me.
"Lin?" Mom said. "Yeah, I gotta go... No, not that... Yeah, that. I gotta go check."
I backed up a little bit and, for some reason, clamped a hand over my mouth to stay quiet.
"Honey?" Mom called out. "Is that you?"
I did not respond, but raced quietly to my room before she had a chance to investigate. I was worried that my heartbeat, which was pounding in my ears at a tremendous volume, was loud enough to give me away. It did not calm down even when I closed the door to my room and dove headfirst onto my bed.
I heard footsteps, and as they drew nearer to my room, my heart threatened to go from racing to fibrillating. I felt like I was going to pass out, nauseous from my stomach flipping over and over on an endless loop.
The shadow of Mom's feet blocked the light under the crack of my door. "Bean? Are you in there?"
"Uh-huh!" My voice cracked something awful trying to spit out the last syllable.
"Okay. Can I come in?"
I cleared my throat to avoid another embarrassing warble. "Yep!"
The hinges whined as Mom pushed the door open, their shrill shriek igniting another stomach turn that made me want to hide under the blankets.
I'm so busted! I thought.
Funny enough, when I saw her beautiful face poke through the half-opened door, I felt some of my nerves subside.
"Hi, sweetheart," she said in a soothing tone. "You okay?"
"I'm good! I-I'm fine. What's up?"
She stepped all the way inside and leaned against my dresser. "Nothing. I just finished talking to Linda, so I think I'm gonna shower now."
"Uh, yeah. Cool."
There was a look on her face whose nature and meaning I could not discern. I wanted to call it curiosity, but that ran counter to the mischievous grin she was sporting. She was equal parts sleuth and slut, seducing me with her cheeky smirk while intently studying my reactions. "Have you been in here the whole time, then?" she asked.
I nodded urgently. "Yes! Yeah. Just been, uh... on my phone."
Silence fell, and she interrogated me with her eyes. The inquisition didn't end even as she spoke words of neutral acceptance. "Okay, then. I thought maybe you'd left. You don't need the bathroom, do you?"
I shook my head. "All yours."
Mom dipped out of my room and closed the door behind her, though she was kind enough to blow me a kiss before she left.
I wished dearly that I had set up a camera in the bathroom so I could capture every second of her shower.
My greed was bottomless. No matter how frequently I was allowed to look at her ass, or touch it, I knew it would never fully satiate me. It was foolish to think that exposing me to something so beautiful would make me want it less, and with the clarity provided by Mom's phone call, that silly idea made a whole lot more sense. I no longer felt guilty for pining over her so intently, since it was exactly what she had wanted me to do from the start.
It was lucky for her, then, I was still deeply embedded in the throes of obsession by the time I heard the shower shut off. I was on my feet with my ear pressed to the door before the water had even stopped trickling. I cracked the door a couple of inches and heard Mom pull the shower curtain open, then - I assumed - got out and began to dry off.
I was forced to wait for several long, painfully dull minutes until she finally opened the bathroom door and walked out. I poked my head into the hallway the very second I heard her damp feet pitter-pattering on the wood floor. "M-Mom? Are you, uh... done?"
She fed me a half smile and nodded. "I sure am. Did you get another craving while I was in there?"
I gave an eager nod. "Uh-huh. Can we... You know?"
Her grin grew an extra size. "Of course, Bean. Just give me a few minutes, okay? I want to put something on for you first."
My voice got caught on my collapsed trachea, so I only nodded in response.
Mom turned her back to me and slunk into her bedroom, shutting the door behind her so I would not peek before she was ready for me. I had some idea what she had meant by "put something on," but I tried not to speculate. Whatever it was, I knew I would be into it as long as it involved her ass, and I wanted to be surprised.
I heard her shuffling around behind the door, then the opening and shutting of a drawer, then her bedsprings groaning as she laid herself on the mattress.
"Okaaaaay, honey," she called to me with an alluring melody. "Mommy is all ready for you."
At the starter pistol, I broke free from my room and flew down the hallway. I tore off my clothes, shirt, then shorts, and discarded them in the hallway. I did not want to waste a single second of time once I entered, and that included the precious few seconds it would have taken me to strip.
I turned the knob and slowly pushed open Mom's door. The lights were off, and the sun peeking through the cracks in her blinds had submerged the room in a hazy, dreamlike atmosphere. I could see individual beams piercing the shades, and tiny flecks of dust suspended in the yellow glow like the rays were tractor beams holding them afloat.
Once my eyes landed Mom, though, they refused to be distracted by anything else. She was completely naked with the exception of one item of clothing: a pair of sheer, black stockings. They stretched from her tiny toes all the way to her upper thigh, enrobing her legs in a thin layer of dark mesh. Her creamy skin was visible through the fine fabric, but the contrast between her stocking-clad legs and her pure-white ass cheeks was astonishing.
The stockings became one with her skin, and I admired the package deal as though it were a singular item worthy of nothing less than worship. At her thigh, where the band halted its climb, the compression was deliberate-- firm enough to smooth the skin without biting into it. I studied the faint paling where the elastic gripped - the subtle color change where blood pressed gently against the constraint.
Mom swayed her ass back and forth, and as she moved, the stockings followed. They were molded to her muscles, painted on every curve to highlight their shape. As she rocked in place, the visual texture changed, too. It shifted gradually between glossy satin and dull matte, brightening when the sunlight struck it, only to fade when cast in shadow.
Her breasts were pressed against the mattress, bulging out from under her core like she was applying pressure to a pair of overinflated water balloons. I could not see her nipples, but was still stunned by how much I could see. I would have needed two hands to properly fondle just the exposed portion, and that did not include whatever had been sandwiched between her and the bed.
I stared until my eyes began to water, but even then, it was impossible to look away. I did not want to even blink for fear that it would have made it harder to imprint the iconic image in my brain.
"You're not wearing underwear," I noted.
Mom looked at me over her shoulder, causing her wet hair to fall to the side of her head, then gave a soft giggle. "Hello to you, too, honey. I took them off already. Figured I would save you the trouble."
"I kind of liked taking them off of you."
Mom seemed surprised as how blunt I had been, but she did not object to it. "Oh. Well, I can put them back on if you'd like?"
I removed my boxers and crept towards the bed. "No, Mom. This is perfect." I slowly stroked my cock, bringing the half-erect member to a throbbing pillar of muscle that felt alive in my hand. I climbed onto the mattress on my knees and shuffled towards Mom with my eyes trained on her backside.
Without asking permission, I reached out with my left hand to grab onto her ass cheek. I squeezed until the pressure on my fingers made my bones ache, but Mom did not make a peep of resistance. I supposed that, since her rump was so ridiculously fat, it would take nothing short of hydraulic force to actually cause harm. I jostled the mound of pliable tissue, my grip firmly rooted so that her left cheek clapped against the right one. Even with my thumb wedged in the crack to soften the impact, the noise was as sharp as it was loud.
"You're not gonna tell me to be gentle?" I asked.
Mom shook her head, then folded her arms and rested her head upon them so that her nose was buried in the mattress. "Not this time, Bean. I just want you to enjoy yourself."
"In that case... can I make a request?"
"Hmmm," Mom groaned. "Let me guess, you want me to make it jiggle? I can do that."
"No. Well, yes, but no. Could you, uh... Would it be okay if you got up on your knees and, like, arched your back?"
Mom did not move a single muscle, and with the exception of the rippled scattering throughout her ass fat, she was completely still. "But... Honey, you'll see my pussy if I do that."
A muscle in my neck twitched involuntarily, but I maintained my composure. "I've already seen it. Remember?"
"The front of it! But all the, like... pink stuff is inside."
"I want to see," I insisted.
"Oh, God," Mom muttered. There was excitement in her voice - the kind that a person gets just as they're about to go over the top of a rollercoaster. "If you really wanna see, um... all of that, then-- Oh, who am I kidding? Of course you do."
"Of course I do!" I echoed.
Mom did not raise her head off of her folded arms, but shook it back and forth. It was the kind of shake that usually precedes one asking themselves "What have I gotten myself into?" but she asked no such question. Instead, she obediently raised herself onto her knees and arched her back, making her ass stick out like she was presenting it to me for judgement.
As she assumed the position, her cheeks naturally parted to the sides to expose what was usually hidden behind the wall of thick padding.
The outer curtains of her pussy were smooth, their edges slightly darker than the rest of her skin. They curved outward subtly, framing the more delicate parts that lay closer to the center, but it was her plushy, pink lips that took my breath away. The thin folds, glazed in a layer of reflective cunt honey, were visibly soft. Their texture reminded me of a snail without its shell-- so incredibly supple that I imagined they would shrink at a single touch. The dark fur covering her mound looked soft, too, like each curl was a piece of spun silk woven into a curly, black carpet.
"Happy?" she asked.
I had to wipe the drool off of my lips before answering her. "It's beautiful, Mom."
Being face to face with the hole that had birthed me filled me with a sense of wonder. All the time that had passed, all the effort that she had put into raising me for almost two decades, had brought us to that moment. Our origin was identical to many mothers' and sons', but our destination was unique.
"I'm glad you like it," Mom said. "It feels kind of weird to have you staring but... Yeah."
There was a strange power dynamic at play. I knew the truth that Mom had been hiding from me: that everything we had done that day had been planned beforehand. Even though we were moving faster than she had expected, I knew she wanted it - no more worrying about motherly martyrdom. Still, I believed her when she'd said that it felt weird. It was strange, and it was awkward, but not nearly as much as it was exciting. Whatever discomfort she was feeling by having me stare at her pussy was not enough for her to back out, and I was eager to see what else she would be curious enough to permit.
"Well, I don't have to stare," I offered.
"Oh yeah?" she asked. "I'm a little scared to ask what you'd rather be doing, but... What did you have in mind?"
I licked my lips. "I want to taste you."
Mom's cunt clenched tightly in response, as though stricken with stage fright, trying to shrink away from my gaze when the spotlight was put on it. "You don't have to do that?"
"I want to. You just showered, didn't you?"
Mom huffed and puffed. "That's not the point! You... you can't just do that!"


"I can if you'll let me." Even though she had not said yes, I still crept slowly towards her. "All you have to do is say yes, Mom."
I could hear her fingers scratching at the bedsheets as she wrestled with, I assumed, the desire to take things a step further. If she had truly expected me to only look at her ass that day, then allowing me to taste her was about ten thousand notches above that. It was a lot to ask of her, but I had a funny feeling that she would say yes.
"Come on, Mom," I pleaded. "You've been making me feel good all day. Let me do something for you this time."
Mom shifted her weight back and forth between her knees. "O-okay."
"Yeah?"
She nodded urgently. "Uh-huh! Sure. Just... Only if you want to, sweetheart. You don't have to do this for me."
My stomach growled something fierce. "I'm not just doing it for you."
Her body shivered. "Alright, Bean. You can have a taste."
"Can you come to the edge of the bed?" I asked.
Mom sighed, but it sounded like another expression of the same bewildered question from earlier: what had she gotten herself into? She scooted backwards on her knees until her feet were hanging off of the mattress. "Like this?"
"Perfect." I knelt down on the floor to bring my face closer to her ass. The massive, white slabs were twin billboards advertising all of the wonderful things that lay within, but I was only focused on one.
"Oh, Goooooood," she groaned. "I can't believe I'm letting you do this."
I smirked arrogantly. "You love it, Mom."
"I... Shut uuup!" she whined.
I closed my eyes and leaned forward, then took a deep breath through my nose to flood my lungs with her scent. I believed that the anticipation was the hardest part, so I, being a good son, did not want to keep her in suspense.
I stuck my tongue out of my mouth, using her warmth as a beacon. It was more than just heat. It had a weight to it - a kind of fullness that felt tangible against my lips.
I felt her ass cheeks flanking the ones on my face as I pushed between them. I did not want her to spread. I wanted that compression, that pressure, squeezing my face. I slowly turned my head side to side, using the motion to wiggle deeper into the crevasse by nudging her cheeks out of my way.
Mom's honey coated my tongue, its flavor sharp and pronounced. She tasted clean from the shower, but undeniably raw. I was tasting her pussy in its purest form, unadulterated by sweat or anything else that would have altered the sublime flavor. It was distinctly human - the essence of her womanhood boiled down to the tart, tangy sizzle on my taste buds.
I poked around with the tip of my tongue, and quickly found the small alcove between her clit and the pink hood in which it was housed. I lodged the tip underneath the sensitive button and gave it a small wiggle that made her squirm instantly.
"OooOOhhHHH, wow," she warbled.
I dug into her clit, swirling the tip of my tongue around it in small circles. There was a telltale throbbing from the tiny bead that told me I was doing a good job, and that sentiment was further confirmed when I felt Mom's left leg start twitching every time I fluttered my tongue in just the right spot. I focused on that area to elicit a full-bodied shiver that was strong enough to affect her speech.
"W-whoa," she mumbled. "That's... s-sensitive."
"Guh," I said. "Ah wanna mae ou cum."
The time between her breaths was getting shorter. "Really? You-- I mean... C-can I help, then?"
I refused to take my tongue off of her to utter even a single word. "Ohay." I was not sure what she had in mind, but the answer was quickly provided when I felt her fingertips brushing the tip of my tongue.
I gulped down a mouthful of pussy juice, then took a deep breath, but she was so wet that it sounded like I was sucking water out of a sponge. "Keep going, Mom?"
"Yes!" she cried out. "Yes, sweetheart! Keep going!"
I do not even remember when I had started jerking off. It was as though my hand had started stroking without asking my brain for permission, instinctually partaking in self-pleasure sometime after her scent had wafted toward me.
"Long licks, honey," Mom directed. "Up and down."
I pushed my tongue flat against the length of her slit so I could cover all of it at once. Starting near her clit, I gave a long, patient lick that plunged my tongue between her slippery folds. I felt her lips curl slightly around the sides of my tongue, their loose grip providing a subtly marked pathway through the soggy meat. I dragged my tongue through the muggy trench over and over - up, then down, then back up to the top again. It was oddly meditative for me;
Mom's reactions were anything but zen-like. She frequently emitted soft whimpers that helped me stay on course, their encouragement telling me when I had found a tender spot to work for a few extra seconds. One of those spots, much to my delight, was revealed when my tongue dipped into the shallow pool of juice that had collected around the mouth of her pussy.
"There!" Mom hollered. "Inside! Go inside, sweetheart."
I traced a circle around the hole, priming it for my entry. The concentration of juice was astoundingly strong and made everything I had tasted thus far seem watered down in comparison. My tongue was suspended in the syrup, floating in a dense bath where gravity did not exist. I shoved it in as deep as it could go, pushing into her pussy until I felt a strain on my muscles. I lapped at the pleated velvet that lined her insides and rubbed my tongue against the walls like I was trying to imprint the shape of every tiny taste bud into her soft meat.
I was hungry, and could only be satiated by the devouring her cunt with the type of reckless abandon usually witnessed at a pie-eating contest.
"Harder!" she urged. "Eat Mommy's fucking cunt!"
I had never heard a woman talk like that outside of videos on the internet, but I knew Mom was not exaggerating for my sake. She had nothing to prove, but everything to gain, by encouraging me with such vulgarity.
Mom whipped her fingers around her clit with furious intent. She was driven - focused on herself rather than me - but I did not mind the switch up. It was fulfilling to be the one making her happy for a change, even though it was a profound deviation from the plan we had agreed upon just a few hours earlier. My obsession with her ass had taken a backseat so that we could focus on what she wanted - or, based on the speed with which she was rubbing her clit, what she needed.
I sucked one of her plump flaps into my mouth and nibbled on it gently. Then I pulled back slowly, taking my time to savor the feeling of the wetted wing slipping through my lips before I released it. It was the opposite of what she had requested, but I wanted to tease her a little before the big finale.
"Harder!" she howled. "Please! Mommy's almost there just... just do it fucking harder!"
Rather than risk the wrath of a woman whose orgasm had been ruined, I complied with her desperate request. I thrust my tongue back into the creamy pocket, diving in to coat my tongue in sweet liquid. Once it was slathered in the stuff, I pulled it out and stiffened it to a point, then began battering her clit with dozens of little flicks.
I closed my mouth around the bulk of her pussy and sucked so hard that my cheeks became hollow. Within that partial vacuum, I isolated my tongue so it could more easily flutter against the pulsating bud that was throbbing for attention. Then I sucked even harder to draw it out from its hiding place beneath the fleshy canopy.
My jaw ached, and my tongue felt heavy from the muscle strain, but I was determined to endure it. I scrunched my face up, trying to ignore the burning sensation that begged me to pause.
"C-c-cumming," Mom warbled. Her words were weak, so I knew that she was pouring all of her energy into rubbing her clit. Then, all at once, she stopped. There was a brief pause - probably less than a single second - where she was completely still. It turned out to have been the calm before the storm -- a raging hurricane that made her buck against my face as soon as her orgasm hit. "Fuuuuck!"
Her body tensed up. The steep arch in her back reversed, curving her spine outward as her muscles seized. It was as though the pleasure was a physical blanket that surrounded her, its aura so magnificently strong that it compressed her entire body into a tightly curled ball.
"K-keep g-go-going!" she whined.
I dug as deeply between her cheeks as I could, my tongue thrashing her clit mercilessly as she pushed it against my mouth. She clearly did not care if I could breathe, and when I tried, I only succeeded in drawing some of her pussy fur into my nostril. It was incredibly ticklish, but I did not want to relent, so I did what any man would have done: I stopped breathing. The air in my lungs went stale, yet still I held my breath.
A warm current flowed over my tongue, basting it with the flavorful ambrosia to which I was quickly becoming addicted. I was beginning to like the taste so much that I imagined using her juices to sweeten my morning coffee, fueling my new obsession from the moment I woke up.
The vicious tremors rocking Mom to her core slowly subsided. Her passionate wailing softened to a gentle mewling, but still her muscles remained tense.
I wanted to match her tempo, so I slowed down the flicks of my tongue. Instead of focusing on her clit, which was throbbing so mightily that it was giving my racing heart a run for its money, I lazily lapped at the drooling hole. I was honestly impressed that I was capable of exercising such restraint. Between the two of us, we were abuzz with enough energy to power a small city.
Mom fell forward in an exhausted heap and laid on the bed, her stomach flush with the mattress. She was so relaxed that, at a glance, it looked like she had fallen asleep. "Oh, honey. That was... that was just wonderful."
"Uh, Mom?" I asked.
She made a satisfied hum. "What is it, Bean?"
"Can we do me now?"
Mom had come down a bit, but I was still at a dizzying height. In a way, it was frustrating to see her body unwind in the wake of her orgasm. It made me jealous; I wanted what she had. "Can't wait any longer?" she cooed.
I wiped the glaze of pussy juice off of my chin just as I felt a fat bead come close to dripping off. "No. No, I can't. That was... I'm fucking horny, Mom. I need you now."
She purred with delight. "You can use Mommy's bum, honey. How do you want to play with it?"
The menu was enormous. There were roughly ten thousand things I wanted to do, but there was one that stood above all of them. "Do you have, like, oil or something? I just... I want it all shiny, and stuff."
"Slippery, too?"
I gulped. "Uh-huh."
She used her head to gesture to her bedside table. "Top drawer, white bottle."
I pulled it open and grabbed the half-full bottle of mineral oil.
She turned her head to the side and lifted it to flash me a soothing smile. "Wanna get on my legs again?"
I nodded hard enough to make my brain bounce around in my skull. "Fuck yes! Thank you, Mom."
She rested her head back down on her folded arms, then gave her rump a resoundingly strong shake. "Climb on."
As I did, I saw the bunched-up sheets near her hands, stretched and wrinkled from how hard she'd gripped them during the orgasm that I'd helped give her. My aching cock and balls, satisfied that we were heading in the right direction, graciously allowed me to feel a twinge of pride - still selfish, but sort of in a good way.
I vaulted onto the bed and straddled Mom's outstretched legs. They were pinched together, but still possessed such girth that I felt my thigh muscles groan due to how wide they needed to spread in order to sit on her. Her ass was right in front of me, a bare canvas waiting for me to apply my special paint.
My dick bobbed up and down with excitement. I conjured up ideas of pushing inside of her. She was sopping wet and already loosened from my tongue, so I knew how easily my cock would have slipped inside. I set them to one side - mostly, but not completely, out of the way. I had an ass to play with, but my ultimate goal of having sex with her seemed closer than it had ever been.
"What am I, like... allowed to do?" I asked eagerly, hoping she would write me a blank check.
"You know the rules, honey," she said.
"I know. I just thought, maybe, we could try something new."
"You don't want to play with Mommy's bum anymore, sweetheart?" It amazed me how quickly she shifted from "eat my fucking pussy" back into her role of a doting mother-- albeit with a decidedly sexual twist.
"I do! I do. I'm just wondering, like, can I use your butt?"
She giggled. "Isn't that what we've been doing all day?"
"Yes! But... You know?"
"Pretend that I don't, Bean."
"Well, um, do you know what a titjob is?" I asked.
"I do, but--"
"I wanna do that," I said sternly, "but with your ass."
"Ooooohhh," she cooed. "That sounds... interesting. Is that what the oil is for? Wanna get Mommy's fat cheeks all slippery so you can fuck 'em?" Her demeanor was already shifting back over to coy seduction again.
A vein in my neck throbbed. "Jesus. I don't think I'll ever get used to hearing you talk like that."
"Good! I like making you all flustered."
"I'm not... No. I'm totally not flustered!" Apparently, that lie had been as obvious as the real intent behind why I wanted to shove my dick between her cheeks, which she swiftly called out.
"Uh-huh. Suuure, sweetheart. Just like how you're totally not gonna 'accidentally' end up sliding into Mommy's hot, wet little pussy, riiiight?"
I wanted to play it cool, to lean into the lust, but I was out of my depth. I was astonished by the impact of her vulgarity, and how just a few words could make my stomach feel like it was doing back flips. "I-I don't know what you're talking about."
She shrugged casually. "If you say so, Bean. Just be careful where you stick that thing. I'm not on birth control, remember?"
I did remember. In fact, I had not forgotten about that fact for more than a few minutes since she had mentioned it. The idea of getting her pregnant - creating life of our own that we could raise - made me as horny as it did truly happy. I could think of no better way to spend the rest of my life than making babies with Mom, but I knew I was getting ahead of myself. We hadn't even had sex yet.
I popped the cap off of the bottle of mineral oil and flipped it upside down, then gave it a little squeeze over her right cheek. Droplets of oil hit her skin with soft taps. They bloomed instantly, flattening into round pools that shone like polished coins. It only took a second or two for their edges to loosen, liquefying as they relaxed and spilled outward.
Unsatisfied, I squeezed the bottle to produce a long, silvery thread that plummeted towards Mom's ass. It landed at the top of the curve, then glided down the slope. It moved like mercury, clinging to her skin as it caressed the contour of her bulging cheek.
The oil ran over dozens of the goosebumps that had popped up along her flesh, making the texture of her backside appear coarse. To disprove the silly notion that it was anything but pillowy soft, I reached out with my left hand to fill my palm with dough, leaving the oily surface of the other mound undisturbed.
I dug my fingers in and gently pried it open to shed light on both of Mom's beautiful, pink holes. Some of the oil had already run down between the deep valley to wet a few of the wrinkles around her asshole, but many of the leathery ridges surrounding it were still dry.
I pointed the tip of the bottle between her cheeks and squeezed it, sending a powerful stream against her butthole that smothered the puckered donut.
Mom tensed up when the cool liquid splashed her hole, narrowing the rubbery ring to eject a dollop of oil that had collected in the divot. It had nowhere to go but downward, directly towards the similarly reflective glaze of nectar that coated her pussy. The oil continued to trickle down further until it reached her fur, where it saturated the woolly fibers to turn the fluffy hair into a dense, soggy coat.
I squeezed the bottle again, but that time I slowly dragged the flowing stream back and forth across her rump, spreading an even drizzle across them both - two long, winding snakes that each started near her lower back and ended down by one of her thighs. Back and forth I swept, applying a second coat, then a third, until the streams could not be told apart.
Mom's ass was more oil than skin by then, and so I was finally satisfied. I closed the bottle and tossed it on the bed next to me. With both of my hands, I gently cupped the underside of her greasy cheeks. My thumbs flanked her pussy on either side, and I kept them rooted in place as my palms massaged her ass in wide circles. I spread the oil as evenly as I could, ensuring that the entirety of her fat rump was shining like a pasty mirror when I was finally done.
"You're good with your hands," she piped up.
"Thanks, Mom." It sounds silly, but for a fleeting moment I had forgotten that she was there at all. It had just been me, her ass, and the sensational bliss I had felt in that isolated little world.
She made her cheeks jiggle about with a lively shake. "You ready to fuck my butt yet?"
"Fuck yes," I murmured.
She craned her neck to peer at me over her shoulder, though she could not see my face. It was more a gesture - a reminder that she was paying attention to my every move. "Don't go getting any ideas, mister. I meant my butt cheeks."
I gave a soft chuckle along with an equally soft swat on one of her cheeks. "I know, Mom. I'll be careful... mostly."
Based on the way she grumbled, I could tell that she was rolling her eyes. "Good behaviour, please, sweetheart. Just because I can't get pregnant with my bum does not mean that your dick gets to go inside of it."
I made her fat cheeks wobble back and forth. "This is all I need, Mom. I can't wait to get between these fuckin' things."
She gave another resounding shake. "Hurry up, then. They're waiting."
I grabbed my cock by the base and shimmied closer to the territory I sought to claim. The pillar of muscle loomed over her ass crack, casting a long shadow over the crease that stretched all the way up to her tailbone. With one hand, I pushed the head downward to shove it between her cheeks.
A shiver ran down my spine when I felt the sensitive knob sink between the mounds. Such lush softness was a sensory overload, as though her skin were coated in a layer of wet velvet. Further and further the head dove into the cleft, pushing aside her ass cheeks until I felt the underside nudge her asshole. Its thick ridges pressed against the bottom, greeting my dick with a wet, slimy kiss.
"Can you still see the head?" Mom asked curiously. "Or is it all gone?"
You probably already know the answer. Her ass had molded around my dick, swaddling the throbbing helmet to make it feel safe and secure. It throbbed mightily, inflating to assert its dominance, but it had been swallowed so deeply that there was no hope of escape.
"It's gone, Mom!" I exclaimed. "God, your cheeks are huge."
"Puuuush, honey," she insisted.
I complied with a firm shove, driving my dick forward to enter the cozy burrow. I felt my entire cock, head and shaft, being smothered in dense, muggy heat. The pressure, too, was tremendous. I could tell by the dimples on the outsides of Mom's cheeks that she was squeezing as hard as she could, compressing her muscles to give my cock a narrower trench to trudge through.


"Are you d-doing... that on purpose?" I asked.
"Uh-huh," she replied. "You like it?"
I nodded, but remained in stunned silence.
Mom giggled. "I'll take that as a yes." She switched up her technique, exchanging the long, drawn-out squeeze for a flurry of small hugs. They were timed about a second apart, and that rhythm was as predictable as it was hypnotic-- squeeze, release, then squeeze again, ramping up the strength behind each effort until it felt like my dick was being throttled by a spongy vice.
I grabbed her cheeks by the outsides and pushed them together, making the canal even tighter as I withdrew my cock. My left eye fluttered uncontrollably as the pleasure soared through my body, and I was thankful that I was not dependent on my quivering legs to hold me up. The head slipped out of its pocket and sprang up wildly, smacking against my belly with a sharp, wet thwack!
"Jesus," Mom exhaled under her breath. "You're so hard, honey."
"That feels--" I took a deep breath. "--amazing. I've never felt anything like that in my life."
She shook her rump side to side, making waves in her glistening skin like ripples in a still pond. "There's more where that came from. You're not gonna cum yet, are you?" I could've sworn I'd heard an anticipatory pout.
"Not yet," I assured her.
With her cheeks pushed together, the space between them - into which my cock had somehow fit - was a snug squeeze. I poked the tiny opening with the tip of my dick, giving it a small greeting before I pushed inside of it again. I adored the breathtaking view of her tightly packed cheeks spreading open to accept the head, easing apart as the fat knob slid inside only to prove just how tight they were when they smothered it in the coziest hug imaginable.
"Fuuuuuuck," I groaned.
"All the way this time," Mom insisted.
I thrust until I felt my thighs press against her cheeks. If that were not evidence enough as to how deep I had gone, there was another hint that was just as telling. On the other side of the trench, near the small of her back, I could see a small sliver of bright red flesh nestled among the mounds of white. It was the tip of my cock that I saw peeking out, giving a hint as to how much of the shaft had been submerged between her cheeks. I could even feel that my balls had tucked themselves tightly between her closed legs, and each fat egg was marinating in the pool of oil that had gathered in the small nook.
"Holy shit," I said.
"Fuck me hard, honey," Mom said encouragingly. "In and out."
I sawed my cock through the sodden furrow, carving the outline of its sprawling veins in her pillowy flesh like cave drawings. When I pushed in, I did so with enough force to make a wet, salacious slapping sound from our slickened skins clapping together. On the way out, I found that there was enough of a mild suction that - with the aid of the oil - we produced an equally lewd squelch. By the noises alone, one would have been forgiven for thinking that I was roughly fucking a bottle of runny glue.
I could barely keep my grip on her slippery cheeks, and so had to keep readjusting my hands' positions whenever they would finish their gradual ascent from the sides of her cheeks towards the curve at the top. It amounted to a slow massage, and each pass served to gather a small amount of oil between my outstretched fingers. My hands would push toward the center, ushering the accumulated oil into the deep crevasse into which my cock was thrusting. Over and over again, I dumped the built-up lube into the opening, bathing my sunken dong.
"Hard to hold on, isn't it?" Mom said rather smugly. "Somebody used too much oil, I think."
"I don't care," I said assertively. "It looks so fucking good. It was worth it."
Mom muttered something to herself that I could not hear, then lifted her head so that her chin was resting on her folded arms. "I've got a better idea."
I spanked one of the shiny bubbles wrapped around my cock to put ripples in her flesh. "Tell me."
"Take your dick out, honey."
"But, Mom!"
She hushed me. "No buts! Or, I mean, no butts. Just for a second. Trust Mommy."
I did, but it was emotionally devastating to pull my dick out from its heated hovel. "Fine. Now what?"
Mom tucked one of her arms under her stomach and reached between her legs. Something between her closed thighs caught my attention-- two of her wiggling fingers.
"Come," she said.
"What?"
She wiggled her fingers more aggressively. "In here, honey. It'll feel nice between my thighs."
My eyes defocused for a second as the revelation hit me. "I can... Can I do that?"
She nodded emphatically. "If you want to try it, yes. I think you'll like it in there."
My dick followed the heat radiating from between Mom's legs, as well as the eagerly twitching digits that beckoned it forth. I pressed the tip against the pads of her fingers, then she stuck her whole hand through the gap in her thighs and wrapped her fingers around the head. She pulled as I pushed, and together we slowly fit my cock between her legs one inch at a time.
The sensation was notably different than it had been between her cheeks. They were soft, but they paled in comparison to the texture of her inner thighs. They were soaked in a healthy coating of cunt honey and mineral oil, giving the luscious skin the texture of warm marshmallow. It felt like they were melting around my cock, enveloping it in melted confectionary.
Mom's pussy breathed steam - dense like fog - against my dick, basting the topside with such heat that I felt sweat form along my hair line. The bottom was tended to as well, caressed by the buttery-smooth cashmere that lined her inner thigh. They were unique sensations, but combined to form the most remarkable bliss I had ever felt in my life.
"F-fuck, Mom," I said with a gasp.
"Go a little further," she urged warmly. "You can put your weight on me."
I fell forward a little, but used my arms to prop myself up. I slowly lowered my body down, giving her a little bit of my weight at a time, until my stomach was flush with her back.
She reached up with one hand to stroke the back of my neck, raking her nails against my scalp to send a shiver throughout my entire body. "Good boy. Just like that. Relax, now."
It felt incredible to be that close to her, and even though we were not having sex, it was such a close parallel that my brain - at least part of it, anyway - was tricked into thinking we were. I could feel her heartbeat thumping through her back to pound against my chest.
I pushed my dick firmly between her thighs until her warm, wet pussy fur was tickling the head. There was so much of it that it felt like padding - soft as the fur of a newborn fawn - yet I could pinpoint dozens of individual fibres dragging themselves over the sensitive crown as though they had congregated to welcome it.
Mom clenched her legs, pinching them closed as tightly as she could. "There he is."
I knew she was not tightening up for her own sake, and I found it oddly heartwarming that she continued to go to such lengths to enhance my pleasure.
I kissed her shoulder, my lips lingering for a second before I let go. "I like being close to you like this."
Mom wiggled her hips side to side, grinding my dick between slabs of wet thigh meat. "Me, too, honey."
"Am I too heavy?"
"Not at all. Will you hold me?"
The thought had already been on my mind, so as soon as she mentioned it, I swiftly wrapped my arms around her. My left arm went under her belly like a belt while my right arm snaked under her armpit - just above her breasts -to reach the far side of her torso. I clung to her for dear life, joining us together with not only my weight, but an incredibly tight hold that would have made a straitjacket jealous.
Mom made a seductive purr that lasted a full three seconds. "Are you pretending you're in my pussy right now, honey?"
I whimpered inadvertently. "Y-yeah."
"Good. Me, too." She gave two light pats to the back of my skull. "Then keep pretending and fuck me!"
It was impossible to tell which of us wanted it more. After one thrust - I pulled out slowly, then back inside a bit faster - we both made noises that made the answer even more mysterious. I did not know what I had hit to provoke such a salacious sound from my mother. Whether it was because of my cock nudging her clit or just the feeling of it sliding through her greasy pussy lips, she released a profoundly unladylike groan as soon as I shoved back inside.
"Fuuuuuuck," she howled. "Do it again!"
I isolated my hips, focusing on the thrusting motion to withdraw my dick then drive it back into the cubby in one go. Her ass cheeks clapped against my thighs, reproducing the same provocative clap we had made before, but that time it was cut short due to my body weight stifling the echo. I felt the thick dough rippling against my legs, and before the jiggling had stopped, I was already pulling out again to ready another plunge.
"Fuck, Mom!" I wailed.
"Again!" she hollered. "Again, sweetheart!"
In, then out again. It was not a movement that I was familiar with, but I quickly grew accustomed to focusing my effort on the slow withdrawal, then the rapid dive back between her legs.
Mom buried her face in the sheets and dumped a muffled grunt into the mattress. "Oh my god, honey! You're hitting my clit!"
"Yeah?" I asked curtly.
"Uh-huh! Uh-huh, yes! Right there, keep hitting right there!" She had punctuated her words each time my dick ventured between her legs again, highlighting precisely when she had felt my cock head prodding the sensitive button so I could zero in on it. "Harder! Harder!" She was not asking; she was telling, but she could not have predicted what her instruction would incur.
You see, it was unfortunate that I was not as practiced as I wanted to be. Perhaps, if I had been better versed in sex, I would have known just how far to pull my hips back. Instead, I overshot the distance. It was a small discrepancy, but it ended up being more than either of us had expected.
When I pulled my hips back that extra inch, intending to plow between her thighs with full force, my cock slipped out from between her pinched thighs. Rather than dipping between her legs again, a small muscular flex made it spring up a bit. It was not much, but it was enough to inadvertently redirect the tip towards the very opening that I had been instructed to avoid.
Thankfully, Mom's reflexes kicked in before things were too late. "Wait, honey. Wait!" Her yelp was louder, and at a higher pitch, than any I had ever heard her make before.
It was too late to stop myself from thrusting, but I immediately felt Mom lurch forward, like she was trying to escape my clutches. She failed, of course, but the small space she made between our bodies - and her anxious squeal - had given me a split second to realize what was about to happen.
I pumped the brakes, but not before the head of my cock wedged firmly between her slippery pussy lips. I held it there even though I knew I should have pulled back, or gotten off of her entirely. I was stuck in a stunned trance, faced with a rapture so alluring that I could not manually override the desire to embrace it.
"H-honey," Mom whispered meekly. "You're almost... That's my... J-just wait a second."
I held her tighter, narrowing my hold around her body. "Fuck, Mom."
She anxiously patted the back of my head like she was trying to shoo a dog away from the dinner table. "I know, I know. It's okay, though. It's not too late! Is that... just the head?" It sounded as though she was trying to comfort herself with the idea that simply accepting the head into her pussy - nothing more - would be a lesser sin.
I flexed to make the bulb expand, widening her opening as it ballooned to plug the entrance. "Uh-huh."
"Ohmygod," she mumbled in a rush. "Y-you... you're in me! Honey, please. W-we can't do this."
I sank my teeth into the side of her neck and nibbled gently. "Why not? You've been teasing me all day."
When Mom inhaled, her breathing was erratic and hurried. "You p-promised, remember? Just... This is happening so fast. I didn't think--"
"I heard you," I said flatly. "On the phone with Linda."
Mom mewled nervously. "Oh, god. I should've known you were listening!"
I softened my approach by placing tiny, wet kisses across her skin. "You want this, Mom. I know you do. All you have to do is say yes, but I need to hear you say it."
She had moved her other hand - the one that was not on my head - down the side of her body, where she was rigorously squeezing my thigh like it was a stress ball. "I-I don't... I don't know."
I wormed back and forth, mitigating the urge to push inside by working the head within the mouth of her creamy pocket. It was not even an inch, but I could feel the pressure from the tight ring of muscle squeezing just below the helmet. "It'll feel so good, Mom. Don't you want that?"
"I... I..." she took short, sporadic breaths as she clawed at my leg. "W-what about if you just do the tip? Can we do that, honey? Is that okay? You... you can just, um... keep the head in, right? That'll feel good, won't it?"
I had never seen her reduced to a blubbering bundle of nerves before, but it was safe to say she was a wreck. Even had I not known anything about her grand conspiracy, however, I think I still would have sensed her inner conflict. Even as she weakly protested, I could feel her cunt squeezing me like it wanted to drag me deep down into its depths.
I did know much more than that, though, which made my next decision a lot easier.
"I want to fuck you, Mom," I said firmly. "I just want you to want it, too."
"I... do," she admitted quietly. "I do, honey. I want that, too, but we can't come back from this."
"I don't want to come back from it."
She whimpered like a puppy. "I'm scared, honey. What if this is a bad idea?"
I inched forward a little more, sinking the head further into the plushy den so that the muscle encircling the mouth of her pussy hugged my frenulum. "What if it's a good idea?"
I could hear her sucking on her bottom lip - likely chewing on it, too - as she wrestled with her decision. "You're not scared?" she asked with a wavering voice that was thinner than tissue paper.
"No, Mom. I want this. I've wanted this for a long time. I want you. I love you ass, but this--" I accented my word with a little thrust that embedded another half-inch of dong into its slimy sheath. "--was always what I wanted."
For the first time since the alarm bells had gone off, Mom made a happy sound: a small giggle. "You tricked me."
I kissed her neck again and took a deep breath to flood my nostrils with the smell of her sweat-kissed skin. "You let me."
She gave a slow, reluctant nod of defeat. "I did, didn't I? God, honey, I'm sorry I... I'm the worst mother ever!"
"You're the best, Mom. I love you, and I'll love you no matter what happens."
She gave her rump a small wiggle. "You're not just saying that so that I'll let you fuck me, are you?" Slowly but surely, her playful side was resurfacing.
"Is it working?"
She made a grumble that struck my ears as a vocal submission. "Do you wanna find out?"
Tingles rained down over my scalp. "How?"
"Push a little more and see if I stop you."
I complied, shoving another inch of fat, girthy cock into my mother's pussy. "And what if you don't stop me?"
She gave a lustful purr. "Then I guess you're gonna touch the bottom, aren't you?"
I laid my lips against her shoulder blade, then hugged her tighter so my body would act like a weighted blanket to keep her calm. "Best mother ever."
Then, I dropped my hips. I did not so much thrust as I simply let gravity take hold. My cock was wedged deep enough that it had nowhere left to go but deeper, and it went there without a hiccup. Her pussy was completely soaked from her honey mixing with the mineral oil, which combined to form an impossible slippery substance that removed any resistance my cock might have faced. It slid into the warm-walled burrow all at once, pushing aside the slimy meat to dive all the way to the bottom and kiss the mouth of her womb.
A wave of warmth enveloped my cock that was dense and alive. It was not merely heat, but an internal climate that cradled my dick. Her inner lining was riddled with ribbons of magnificently thick flesh that coiled around it. It felt as though my cock was being massaged by a thousand invisible fingers.
"Ooooohhh, f-fuck," Mom said with a long, boisterous moan. "Jesus, honey. Y-you really did it."
I nibbled on one of her earlobes. "No, Mom. You did it. You took the whole thing."
She seemed to be half-listening to me. "My son... Holy shit my son is inside of me."
I exhaled hot air against the nape of her neck. "And it feels fucking amazing."
With a certainty and pressure that was nothing short of hydraulic, Mom's walls closed around me. A slow undulation rolled through the tunnel - a ripple like a throat that was trying to swallow me whole. Spirals of contracting muscle wavered in alternating pulses, oscillating patiently between tightening loosening, in a rhythm that felt very intentional.
My dick was buried deep in her belly, surrounded by hot, wet meat. A plethora of folds and ridges lined her innards that were softer than the petals of a freshly bloomed flower. It was a seamless sleeve, so supple that I could not believe it was real, but each mechanical squeeze reminded me that I was not imagining the sensation.
"I like when you make it tight for me," I whispered into her ear.
"Like this?" She timed her question with a sudden muscle contraction, applying firm pressure along the entire length of my cock. It was so intense that it felt as though it had bypassed my skin to sink straight into my nerves, and each heaving pulse made the massage deeper, and fuller.
"H-how tight can you make it?"
"You sure you wanna find out?" Mom asked teasingly, but it was rhetorical. "Here you go, honey."
Her walls grew dense as she compacted them, bunching like fists gripping a bedsheet. Her internal muscles began a series of overlapping contractions, creating moments where the pressure hit in dual spirals, like two invisible hands twisting in opposite directions. The network of internal gears was primed to do one thing, and it did it tremendously well. She was polishing my dick to a healthy shine, and I imagined that I would have been able to see my reflection smiling back at me in the head if I had pulled it out of her.
The cubby gave one final pulse, longer and deeper than the last, and ended its feat of strength with a slow release that made my breath hitch. My whole body was buzzing with energy. "Jesus," I muttered.
"Tight enough, sweetheart?" she asked with a chipper tone as she released the tension. "I toooold you it would be."
I pushed forward a little, and even though there was nowhere left to go, I liked feeling the pressure on the tip of my cock that came with smushing it against Mom's cervix. "You feel fucking amazing." I knew I was repeating myself, but it was such an all-consuming thought that there was no room for anything else.
"Show Mommy how good she feels," she purred encouragingly.
I knew exactly what she meant, and wasted no time in drawing my hips back to ready myself. The air outside of her pussy was shockingly cold by comparison, even though the room's temperature had barely changed. More strangely, my cock felt lighter, as though it had gotten so used to the pressure of her cunt hugs that going without them had lessened the gravity around me. It immediately throbbed in protest, screaming, "Put me back inside!" I thrust forward to bury it in layers of wet, convulsing velvet.


Mom constricted faster that time, and I wanted to believe that it was because her pussy recognized me and knew what I wanted. Her grip was soft but assertive, her ring elastic enough to stretch and strong enough to seal my cock inside where none of the dastardly chill could touch it.
When I pulled out again, there was a faint tactile drag. It was not necessarily sticky, nor resisting my pull, but a subtle hint of suction that felt reluctant to let me go. The absence of pressure when I pulled out made my cock feel light as a feather, then heavy again when I pushed back inside. It remembered her warmth and tightness, creating a phantom heat that faded the way hot breath would on a pane of cold glass.
We made noises that were horrifically unbecoming of a mother and son. Our moans braided together - mine a deep, rolling noise like distant thunder, and Mom's a sharper groan that rode above it, breath-rich and trembling with eagerness. They overlapped in waves, rising and falling in and out of sync to create a natural rhythm. It was organic, blurring the line between voice and breath, and although I was familiar with her cadence, it sounded heavenly when emitted in a series of desperate grunts.
"Good boy, honey!" Mom yelped. "Just like... just like that! Holy shit!"
"I fucking love you, Mom!" I shouted, ignorant to how close my mouth was to her ear.
"I love you, too!" she yelled back even louder - by necessity, if she wanted to be heard over the unruly slapping of skin on skin. "Ohmygod! Keep going for Mommy!"
It was a ritual of sensation, a looping tide of warmth and pressure that pulled me out of my head and into something magical, for lack of a better word. Each push back into Mom's pussy brought a full-bodied thrill that was just as emotional as it was physical. My cock was a key, and her birth canal a doorway through which I could access something bigger than myself.
What struck me the most was the idea that, although the euphoria felt personal - tailored to me specifically - it was not. Her body was simply doing what it was built to do, but I interpreted it - rather romantically - like a story she had written just for me. I felt like I had been chosen -- by fate, by her, and by every ounce of luck that had been required to get to that moment. It was the first time in my life that I truly felt like a man, fulfilling a desire that had laid dormant in my psyche for a long time.
As time dragged on, one thrust followed by another, my thoughts became unfocused. I succumbed to the dizzying pleasures that flowed through my entire body, drifting in and out of consciousness as the awe-inspiring sensation washed over me. I was becoming concerned with how good it felt, and knew that I would not be able to hold on for much longer, so I slowed my strokes.
I ground against her ass with my dick buried to the hilt, pressing my full weight against the plump mounds so that they bulged outward. There was a distracting thought that had entered my brain when I'd realized how close I was to popping, and I could not let it go unmentioned. "You're not on birth control."
Mom gave an animalistic growl that was so deep it surely had come from the pit of her stomach. She knew exactly why I had mentioned the lack of protection, and did not bother with pointless questions. "You're c-close, aren't you?"
I huffed and puffed, drawing deep breaths that I naively thought would settle me down. "Yeah. Yeah, Mom. I'm fucking close."
She cooed with delight. "Oooooohhh, God. You... you should pull out, right?"
I gave a dissatisfied grunt. "Don't wanna."
She trembled from head to toe like she was standing naked in a blizzard. "N-no, we can't." Once again, I picked up on something in her voice that was begging for me to disagree, which she confirmed by asking, quite weakly, "Right?"
I pressed the tip of my cock firmly against her cervix, stuffing her to the brim with as much meat as she could fit. "I'm not stopping."
Mom squirmed underneath me. "W-what? Honey, y-you have to. We can't... have a baby." The reality was striking, and took her breath away as she seemingly pondered the real possibility that we were seconds away from making a very big mistake.
"I'm not stopping," I repeated. "If you want to stop, then you do it."
I would have let her go if she were to have truly fought me. I was not prepared to force myself on her; I would not cross that boundary no matter how badly I wanted what lay on the other side. Where vanity and morality intersected, I needed her to make the choice.
"I... can't," she admitted. "I-I don't know. I just... Please, honey. Don't make me choose. This is wrong."
"It's been wrong all day. All you have to do is let it happen, so if you really don't want me to cum inside of you--"
"Fuck!" she cried after a firm thrust buried my dick in her belly.
"--then you have to stop me," I concluded.
"What... what if I don't?" Her voice was shrill but weak, as though simply mentioning the possibility of letting me empty my balls into her was intimidating.
"Then I'm gonna breed you, Mommy," I huffed with certainty. I felt oddly empowered, though I imagine that was due to the rush of adrenaline.
"Oh," she whispered so quietly that I barely heard her.
My balls pulled tightly to my body, resting again in the snug alcove between her thighs. "Here it comes, Mom."
She shuffled under me, but her nervous squirming was not enough to convince me that she actually wanted me to get off of her. "Oh my god. Ohmygod. W-wait, wait, wait! I-I don't know what to do!"
There was so much riding on her decision. I did not envy the position I had put her in, forcing her to decide between instant gratification and a sensible near-miss, plastered all over her backside once again. We both knew it was dangerous, and we were both hoping that the other would make the hard choice. From that stalemate, a single word was born.
At its utterance, I stopped caring about anything that existed outside of Mom's bedroom. I heard her pasty lips separate, glued together from how dry her mouth had become after panting so heavily. Through her gasping mouth she said the one thing that I was longing to hear:
"Okay."
I had been riding a razor's edge, and her permission opened the floodgates. I pushed into her with such resolve that I felt like I was trying to climb inside of her - to give every inch of my body to an orgasm whose beginning already felt stronger than the peak of what I had ever achieved on my own. My toes flexed, clawing at the bedsheets to give me a tiny bit more leverage that I did not need; I was as deep as I could go.
"Oh my fucking god!" I cried out in undiluted ecstasy.
"Do it! Do it!" Mom chanted as she gripped the back of my neck with iron fingers.
Her nails hurt a bit when they dug in, but it was nothing compared to the lightning that shot through my veins just as the first explosion of cum flew from my cock. I felt it pulsate vigorously, throbbing to achieve its full size just in time to spew a health dollop of cum deep into her cunt. Ropes flew from my piss slit that were so thick they almost felt painful, like my cock cared more about getting everything out all at once than even surviving the experience. Even so, it failed. Behind each powerful eruption came another, then another, until I could not tell whether anything was coming out of me at all, yet the pleasure remained. The rich, sense-overloading serenity made me feel like I was floating in something enormous, something that could not be measure by mortal instruments.
Mom pinched her legs as tightly as she could, smothering my dong in a cocoon of churned butter. Her staunchly sealed thighs were quivering - from exhaustion, most likely - but still she kept them clamped shut so I would have somewhere cozy to offload her molten grandchildren.
The rush was so intense that it almost felt like shock. It was too big and too sudden for me to comprehend all at once. I had been sealed in a bunker for ages, waiting to see the sun, and her pussy was the blinding light that I had finally laid eyes on after a year of pining.
I held onto Mom like the roof was about to come off of the house and some foreign force would suck us up into space. My biceps ached from the sturdy grip, and there was a cramp in my left leg that begged me to relax, but that was not an option.
I bit down on her shoulder and hollered at the top of my lungs, releasing all of the pent-up emotion that I had been storing for - unbeknownst to me until then - that exact moment. It felt like a culmination of my life's work: all the effort I had put into capturing photos of Mom's butt, leading to the miraculously perfect moment where her pussy milked the baby batter straight out of my balls. If I hadn't been in control as much I had been - which was about ten percent - tears of joy surely would have spilled from my eyes.
"Mooooooom," I moaned with unbridled lust, my mind swimming in a warm ocean current against which I was merciless.
She pressed back against me, squishing her ass against my legs. "I'm here. Mommy's here. Let it all out, sweetheart."
My pulse drummed loudly in my ears, and my temple throbbed powerfully, but I welcomed it. As my body drifted into the ether, the sound of that wild thumping was welcome proof that I was still alive and had not been fatally overloaded by that otherworldly bliss.
I roared in Mom's ear like a revving engine, drowning out her vocal encouragement right up until I felt my temple stop pulsating. Each breath made my body heave, but it felt so heavy that it was the only movement I could muster. The rise and fall of my shoulders as I drew air into my lungs was meditative. Coupled with the gratified glee of having inseminated my mother, I felt like I was closer to heaven than I had ever been. "G-God dammit. Holy shit, Mom."
She did not seem to mind me panting on top of her, and gently petted the back of my head with long, tender strokes. Her fingers were shaking, but her voice was relaxed and soothing. "Breathe, baby. Breathe with me." She took a deep breath in, and I did the same, holding it for a few seconds before we exhaled together. "I can feel your heart racing."
"I can't believe we just did that," I said.
"Me neither. That was... I can't even think of the word."
I chuckled, but even that small movement jostled my body and made my cock squirm around inside of her. "Amazing, Mom. It was fucking amazing." I supposed that it was the word of the day, since it kept coming up.
Mom patted my leg a couple times. "Will you cuddle me?"
"As long as I don't have to move. I feel like I weigh a thousand pounds right now."
She clicked her tongue against her teeth. "You fucked yourself to exhaustion, honey. That's kind of cute. My big boy is all tuckered out from dumping in Mommy's pussy."
"Hey! Don't talk like that while I'm still inside you, or I'm gonna get hard again."
She tapped on my leg again. "Roll with me on this side."
I clung to her so that I would not fall off as the two of us rotated, causing me to fall perfectly in place as the big spoon to her little one.
"Oh, that's nice," she said.
Surprisingly, my dick had not fallen out of her when we'd moved. It stayed rooted deep in her cunt, where it marinated in the luxurious concoction of cum and honey saturating her innards.
Mom peered over her shoulder. "Comfy, right? I used to love cuddling."
I hugged her tightly around her midsection. "I love it now."
She laid her arms over mine so we were both holding each other. "So do I. You don't think it's weird, do you?"
I smiled at the impossibly silly idea. "To snuggle like this?"
"Yeah."
"That's funny, considering I could still feel your pussy squeezing me while you asked me that."
She shrugged casually. "Well, I just wanna make sure there's no more cum in those fat balls of yours, so I'm gonna keep milking them. Is that okay?"
"Very." While cuddling was technically miles tamer than anything else we had done that day, it did have an oddly surreal sense of romanticism to it that made it feel important. "I like being close to you."
Mom giggled. "You like being inside of me, honey. That's not quite the same thing."
"No!" I insisted. "I mean, like, being able to hold you like this. I like this as much as I like fucking you! Okay, well, maybe that's not true, but I really like it."
She pressed her rump into my crotch. "I guess you can take that off of your bucket list."
"How do you know what's on my bucket list?"
"Mothers notice these things," she asserted. "I picked up on some hints."
My stomach flipped upside down. "Uh, like what?"
"Hmm. Maybe like some stolen glances here and there - glances at my bum, in particular."
"You... knew about my obsession? All along?" I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised, but it felt like her knowing that was a step beyond whatever I'd thought her and Aunt Linda had been discussing behind my back.
"Of course I knew, honey. You are very, very obvious. You think you got to that many photos without me cluing in?"
"... Yeah, I did." I felt stupid, and didn't bother trying to hide it.
"Sorry to burst your bubble, but I didn't just magically start wearing tight shorts for no reason."
"You did that for me?"
Mom stroked my forearm with her fingertips. "I did it for both of us. I saw how happy it made you, and I... Well, I'm still a woman. I like feeling sexy. I didn't feel that way for a long time after your dad passed, and it made me feel special when you looked."
"I'm sorry, Mom. I didn't think about how hard that must have been for you."
She rushed to explain herself. "I don't want to make it about him. I just mean that you're not the only one that got something out of me dressing a little sexier. It was harmless... or so I thought. It wasn't supposed to lead all the way to this - at least not so quickly - but I'm glad it did."
"I wouldn't have it any other way." I nuzzled my nose into her hair. "So, are we gonna do it tomorrow, too?"
Mom tittered with delight. "Oh, would you like that? All-day everyday access to my pussy?"
I dragged my teeth across my bottom lip. "And maybe other stuff, too?"
She straightened her back so her spine was flat against my chest. "I bet you have a whole bunch of ideas, don't you?"
"Maybe a couple."
"Maybe a thousand! Patience, honey. Let's just see what tomorrow brings."
"But..."
Mom sighed, but I could hear a smile underneath it. "But... Yes. To answer your question--"
"Really?" I perked up. "You promise?"
She reached down with one hand to squeeze my thigh. "Yes, sweetheart. We can have sex tomorrow, too - that is, if your dick can handle it!"
She laughed, and I did, too, but I was completely serious. Even if my dick could not handle it - even if I was so sore that I could barely get out of bed - I knew I would find the strength to fuck her all over again. It was all I wanted out of the future: to be with her.
It was safe to say that our experiment in quelling my urges had failed, but I eventually came to realize that it had been destined to. She had wanted it to go exactly as it had. Even though we'd moved faster than she'd intended - well, at least based on what little I'd overheard - it was that very phone call that had given me the confidence that we were finally going to be happy together.
I had never been in love before, but I knew that what existed between me and Mom was something far more than mere lust. It was important, I felt, on a scale that was incomprehensible in that moment. Nevertheless, I knew what I wanted. I wanted her. All I wanted was her.
I was happily addicted - we both were - but my obsession was no longer centered on her ass. I wanted all of her, and as often as I could have her.
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It takes a real piece of shit to abandon their family, and I considered that a perfectly apt description of my father after he'd left me and Mom to go on a month-long with a fuck-fling he'd met at work. They hadn't yet divorced, however, so, given what we couldn't change, I figured it was better that he wasn't around the house. His line - delivered long distance - was that he and Mom were "figuring things out." For Mom, there was not much to figure out; she hated him.
I was no fan either, but I think I was confused more than anything. Maybe it was my youthful naivety, that of a college student still trying to find their place in the world, but for the life of me, I could not understand why Dad had picked a thin, slender woman over one as magnificent as my mother.
Mom was one of the most spectacularly gorgeous women I had ever laid eyes on. Her face was a softly rounded, heart-shaped portrait of natural beauty. Her skin was fair, with a smooth, almost luminous quality in the right lighting. Her wavy, shoulder-length hair fell neatly around the sides of her face as a delicate blonde frame. Whenever I gazed into her eyes, I would lose myself in their astonishing blue hue, like I was gazing into two almond-shaped pools whose bottoms were too deep to see.
As if that was not enough, Mom also possessed a unique magnetic charm; I'd never once felt anything like it emanating from any other woman. All in all, she was simply a remarkable person, but beyond her personality and overall beauty, there were two big, huge reasons for my infatuation: her tits.
Mom had a condition known as macromastia, which she had been suffering from her entire life. It had caused her breasts to balloon far beyond the measurements of her short frame. It was no exaggeration to say that hers were the biggest I had ever seen in person by a large margin. They looked like they belonged on a woman twice her size. They were a visible burden to her, but I found them absolutely enthralling. Rather selfishly, I even considered them a blessing rather than a curse.
When it came to the particulars, life did not imitate art, nor vice versa. Mom constantly had to deal with debilitating back pain, and whenever she was standing up, she was actively fighting both gravity and inertia so as not to be pulled face first to the ground. Yes, they really were that big. Whatever size you're picturing, picture them bigger, and then realize the torment that I - a lifelong lover of tits - had to live with.
Having them waved in my face every day of my life was a blissful sort of torture, and even worse, it paired with just how delightful Mom was to be around. We could, and sometimes did, spend entire weekends together comfortably, needing nothing else besides each other's company... well, as far as she knew, anyway. I desperately needed to indulge in all manner of depraved, tit-centric fantasies that I'd concocted, but some combination of shame, guilt, and denial kept me from visibly losing my cool.
It would be quite a bit more romantic to claim that Mom's charm, rather than her massive breasts, interrupted my quest to find myself a girlfriend who could measure up, but the truth was that none of the girls I'd met could ignite that blatantly sexual spark within me. Without that, I hardly saw the point of pursuing any of them even as a distraction; they wouldn't have properly distracted me!
Simply put, my standards were too high - and tall, and long, and wide. Only a few months into adulthood, it was getting difficult to deny that what I really wanted was right in front of me every single day, and probably nowhere else in the world. That left shame and guilt, and I just wasn't sure that they'd be enough to stop me from saying or doing something stupid.
On one particular Friday night, Mom and I were together again. She was wearing a big, loose-fitting t-shirt that went down to her knees. She happily made small talk and flipped through channels in search of something to watch; most of my attention was dedicated to actively hating that her outfit covered her tits so effectively, leaving not a shred of cleavage for me to gawk at during commercial breaks.
During one of those breaks, we were shown an advertisement that took the wind out of Mom's sails. She'd been chipper right up until the moment it played, but her smile vanished just as the words "breast reduction surgery" flashed on the screen.
"Maybe I should do that," she said quietly.
I nudged her arm with my elbow. "Are you joking?"
She shook her head. "I dunno. I've always been scared of surgery, but... maybe it's time."
I scooted closer so that our hips were touching and wrapped an arm around her shoulder. "That'd be like clipping the wings off a butterfly."
Mom pushed her lips into a pout. "So I'm just a pair of tits, am I?"
"N-no! I didn't mean it like that! You're so much more: funny, charming, kind..."
Mom relieved the pressure with a small giggle. "I'm just teasing, honey. I know you meant it as a compliment."
"A huge one!"
"Two huge ones, actually."
After having been let off the hook so graciously, I still found a way to take things too far. "Two huge, massive, heavy--"
She slapped my thigh to silence me. "Easy, mister. The last man that talked about them like that proposed to me."
There was a mildly awkward silence, but it only lasted until the end of the commercial. Funnily enough, it was followed immediately by a commercial featuring a bikini-clad model trying to sell us on the benefits of tanning oil. Summer break was on the horizon, so the ad was not out of place, but I could tell right away that it irked her.
"Great!" she exclaimed sarcastically. "Just another woman I'll never look like!"
"I bet she'd actually be jealous of you," I said sincerely.
Mom scoffed in disbelief. "You think so, huh?"
"I'm just saying that all my friends had moms growing up, but I was the only one that constantly had to hear about how amazing my mom's boobs were."
Her once sour face slowly softened to something sweeter. "They... really did that? They called them 'amazing?' I mean, I know they're big, sure, but..."
Those comments had only come up once before I'd shut down their chauvinistic gossip, but I decided to exaggerate the story for Mom's sake, since she seemed intrigued. "All the time! They thought yours were the biggest and most beautiful they'd ever seen."
Mom failed to hide a tiny smile from spreading across her face. "That must've been weird for you, though. Right?"
I shrugged. "Didn't bother me much; they were right. They're not just big, Mom, they're, uh..."
"Beautiful?" she suggested quietly.
"Took the words right out of my mouth." I neglected to tell her that what I wanted in my mouth at that moment was one of her nipples, the thought of which wetted my maw in a heartbeat.
The commercial ended. After another short silence, Mom piped up. "I've been meaning to ask you something, by the way."
"Shoot," I said.
She shuffled in her seat. "I've been feeling really lonely this last week, and seeing posts from your father on Instagram didn't help."
"Mom, I said--"
"I know!" she said sharply. "I should've unfollowed him like you said, but I just couldn't do it. I know it's a strange thing to ask, but..."
"Say it, Mom," I urged compassionately.
"I was hoping you'd stay with me tonight."
"Sure," I said, but she continued speaking as though she had not heard me. Indeed, she had worked herself into a tizzy, gripping my thigh harder than I believed she intended to. "You can say no! I figured you would, probably, but I miss sleeping next to... Wait, did you say yes?"
I nodded slowly and sounded out each syllable. "Yes. I would like that, Mom."
She calmed down, loosening her iron grip on my leg. "Really? That would mean a lot to me, honey." She was treating it like a noble sacrifice, but I only saw upsides to the deal. "You don't think it'll be weird at your age - sharing a bed with me?"
"Not at all. You do so much for me, Mom, and I'm happy to return the favor."
She gave my leg a comforting squeeze. "Thank you, sweetheart. I... Yeah. I do not want to spend another night alone in that bed."
I rubbed the back of her neck. "As long as I'm here, you won't have to."
She huffed air through her nostrils. "Well, let's see if I can put up with your snoring before we make plans for tomorrow, too."
"I don't do that... Do I?"
Mom nodded. "I can hear it through the walls sometimes."
I sank back onto the couch. "Great! I had no idea!"
Mom patted my thigh. "Just means you must be having some awfully nice dreams."
I often did, and when I did, they would always be centered on her huge, drooping udders, which looked heavy enough to crush granite. I often imagined getting my hands on them; a dream wherein I did so was as close as I'd ever come. Hell, I had never even seen the damn things!
I spent the next hour watching the minutes on our digital clock tick by, and when our show finally ended, I leapt off of the couch in a hurry. "Time for bed, then?"
Mom shook her head in disbelief. "Never seen you so excited to go to sleep. Aren't you usually up for another couple of hours?"
I stretched my arms behind my back in a fake yawn. "Nah, not tonight. I'm feeling sleepy, too, so we might as well call it here."
Mom looked me dead in the eye, looking for something that I could not put my finger on. Whatever she found satisfied her. "Okay, then. As long as you don't mind some cuddling."
My heart pounded inside my chest, but I played it cool. "I already said yes, Mom. You don't need to sweeten the deal."
She took off upstairs while I cleaned up a bit. When I was finished, I raced to my bedroom to throw on some boxers, then went to meet her.
I gave a few customary knocks against the door as I opened it. "Knock, knock. Is anybody-- Whoa!"
Now, to be fair, there was not much that looked modest on Mom. Thanks to her exaggerated bosom, everything she wore came with a sexual charge, but that went double for the view I received when I opened the door to her bedroom.
The first thing I saw was her teardrop rump, hugged by a pair of tiny shorts. As you've already guessed, that was merely the starter. I forgot all about them when she spun around to face me. Unsupported and barely contained by a thin, nearly transparent white t-shirt, her enormous boobs swung haphazardly from side to side.
I stared for a few seconds in silence, my mouth refusing to obey the command from my brain to close it. "Wow, M-Mom."
She seemed confused, and did a quick once-over in the mirror. "Should I wear something else?"
"No!" I exclaimed vehemently. "I-- You look really great."
She slapped her hands on the sides of her thighs. "I wasn't trying to look like anything! This is just what I wear to bed."
I gestured lazily to her tits. "Don't they, like... move around?"
She looked down with a cheerful giggle. "I guess they're a bit sloshy, but it's not like I'm gonna wear a bra to bed." To emphasize the aforementioned sloshiness, she shook her shoulders back and forth to impart a gentle wobble on the low-hanging milkbags. "Unless you think I should put one on?"
I dug my teeth into the inside of my cheek so hard that I almost drew blood. "No, it's fine." I did not want to scare her by literally jumping for joy, so I made a joke to cut the tension. "Is there even gonna be room for both of us?"
Mom lifted the covers and climbed into bed. "They're not that big! Come get next to me. You'll see."
I raced to slide in next to her and lay flat on my back. Before we had finished putting the covers back down, she was already making a showy performance of cuddling close to me. She turned on her side and wrapped an arm around my stomach, then began to close in. In fact, she was so committed to the bit that she did not stop until she had pushed me close to the edge of the bed, leaving just a thin sliver of the mattress for me to lay on.
"See?" she asked sweetly. "Tons of room for you and my boobs."
I could feel her body heat under the covers, a furnace amplifying the sensation of her pillowy tits squishing against my arm. I pushed back against it, digging my elbow into the soft mass. "Y-yeah, I guess so."
Mom turned her body a little more so she could reach all the way across my torso, causing her top tit - the one that was not squashed against my ribs - to spill over onto my chest. It was a heavy, dense quilt, its warmth so vast that I immediately felt tiny beads of sweat pop up along my hairline. When I tilted my head to look down, I could not even see my feet past the enormous swell perched on my chest.
"You sure you don't need more room?" she asked.
I fought the instinct to touch her by digging my nails into my palm. "I'm... sure, yeah."
She kissed my cheek. "Me too, honey. Thank you for doing this. I just... I don't sleep well by myself these days."
"Sure thing, Mom," I whispered, partly to bring down the energy as we headed towards sleep, but also so that my voice would not crack from nervousness.
Mom fell asleep almost a full hour before I did. I spent the whole time staring up at the ceiling fan, trying to doze off, but every time she shifted, or even so much as breathed, I was reminded of the delightful proximity we shared. I could not sleep easily, but I also did not want to, because I knew that, subjectively, our cuddle would end the moment my brain turned off. I did eventually fall asleep, thinking about how much nicer it would have been if Mom had been shirtless. The thought of her tender tit flesh pressed right up against me lulled me into a deep, trance-like slumber.
Coincidentally, I also woke up before her, too.
The first thing I noticed was that I was in a strange room whose lighting I did not recognize. It spilled in through the sheer curtains, bouncing off of the walls to bathe everything in the room with faint, golden rays.
She was still cuddled up closely to me with her arm around my belly, but once my senses returned to me, something else caught my attention.
I could feel, with astounding clarity, the nipple of her bottom tit jutting into my side. The top one was hard, too, and though I could not feel it, I could clearly see the outline that the pointed peak made in her shirt. With that stiff nub poking through the cloth, I could roughly envision what she might have looked like topless, but I was desperate to see her whole areola so I could paint a full, unadulterated picture in my mind.
The next thing I realized was that I had morning wood, and I had it hard-- pun absolutely intended. The line between bravery and stupidity is rather thin - so thin that a raging erection can cover it up completely. I did not know which it was that gave me the confidence to reach out and graze her top nipple with the tip of my fingers, but I knew that my current state had a lot to do with it.
It was more rubbery than I had expected, yielding under the slightest touch. I circled the firm button, tracing a path around her hidden areola to lightly tease the edges. I pushed it back and forth, marvelling at the texture so pronounced that it could be felt through her shirt.
"Holy shit," I whispered, which was a very dumb thing to do while engaging in subterfuge.
My words roused her from sleep, giving me just a few short seconds to pull my hand away from her breast. I quickly closed my eyes and acted like I had been sleeping the whole time.
"Honey?" Mom asked quietly, to which I did not respond. Her weight shifted as she moved around, peeling off of my chest the heavy, smothering tit that had been blanketing me all night.
"Are you-- Oh, my," she whispered to herself, as though something had caught her attention. There was a long pause where I did not feel her budge. She barely even breathed, but after a few seconds both of those things changed. Her inhales became shaky, and with that shuddering breath came an equally unsteady hand that gripped the covers near my chest, then began to slowly pull them down.
I thought nothing of it at first, assuming that she was getting up to go take a morning shower, but every inch of bedsheet that she withdrew made that idea harder to believe.
Mom dragged the covers down to my knees, leaving nothing but my boxers to cover my erection, which had made a rather obvious tent in the fabric.
She gave a small gasp that made the back of my skull quiver, and the tingles got even stronger when I realized what she was staring at.
Oh my God! I thought excitedly. Mom is looking at my cock right now! This is crazy!
I wanted to open my eyes to see for myself, but knew it would blow my cover, so I fought the urge to "wake up."
Mom let go of the covers and laid a hand on my thigh, causing my dick to flex with excitement. "Oh, my," she repeated.
Her hand moved higher up my leg and headed towards my cock without hesitation. Her fascination was wildly sexy to me, and the sensation of her finger timidly grazing the fat vein along the bottom made my dick flex mightily.
She traced that bulging, girthy vein, running her finger from the base of my cock all the way up to the tip, which elicited another energetic jump from the pillar of muscle.
"Wow," she mumbled to herself. "Guess I'm not the only one in this family who's big."
I tried to stop myself from chuckling, but rather than stopping it entirely, I could only bring it down to a small exhale through my nose. It was not quite a laugh, but something close, startling her either way.
She hurriedly pulled her hand away and threw the covers over my cock. "Uh, sweetheart? A-are you awake?"
I grumbled, pretending to have just woken up. "It's the weekend. Just give me five more minutes."
She breathed a sigh of relief. "Oh, good. I'm gonna, um, get up and take a shower. You can keep sleeping, honey."
I felt her weight shift the mattress momentarily as she got on her feet, followed by a series of footsteps that carried her to the shower.
As soon as I heard the water running, my eyelids flew open and my mind started racing. I can't believe that just happened! She just touched it, and all on her own, too! Maybe she's as horny as I am after all, but... No. That would be insane... Wouldn't it?
I stayed suspended in those thoughts until I heard the shower shut off. She's coming! What do I do? Do I leave, or should I stay and... see what happens?
The thought of spying on my naked, freshly bathed mother was not a proud one, but it made me so ludicrously horny that I could not bring myself to make the morally right decision. Fuck it. She touched me without consent, right? Maybe this isn't so bad. Maybe she'll-- Oh, shit! She's coming!
I only had a few spare seconds to act, so I turned my body so that my back was to the bathroom, but my eyes were aimed right at her closet. I had a suspicion that she would get dressed there, and hoped that she wouldn't try to rouse me first.
I heard her feet pitter-pattering in the wood floor behind my head, but they stopped behind me at the side of the bed.
"Honey?" she asked timidly.
I stayed silent, praying that she could not hear my heart beating against my ribcage like a bass drum.
"Boys fall asleep so easily," she said with amusement.
My heart raced faster as I heard her approach the foot of the bed, circling around me until she appeared - draped in nothing more than a towel - in front of my subtly half-closed eyes.
I cracked my lids open, the gap between them thinner than a whisker, and looked through my lashes to watch her approach the closet. Even with the towel tied above her cleavage, the staggering bulge made by her tits was mesmerizing. It looked like she was smuggling two enormous, wobbly watermelons under the cloth, whose loose hold could not stop them from trembling with every step she took.


She gave one last look over to me, ensuring that I was not peeking, then dropped the towel all at once. Whether by fate or by luck, she was facing me when she did, and I had to stop myself from gasping in shock when I was finally allowed to gaze upon the illustrious breasts that I had been lusting after.
They were exceptionally large, and I would've been downright shocked if they'd weighed less than fifteen pounds each. They were rounded at the base, their enormous size causing them to sag heavily under their own visible weight. They hung low enough to rest against her torso, just above her belly button, their naturally pendulous shape emphasized by the pull of gravity.
The skin looked smoother than porcelain, but taut from the strain, highlighted by prominent stretch marks. All across the top of her chest and the upper portion of her breasts were long, wavy lines of lighter, slightly indented skin that fanned out from her collarbone. They gave her flesh an alluring texture, displaying how much strain her body was under from carrying such an extraordinary load.
Further down were her nipples, staring at me like two rosy, unblinking headlights. They sat low due to the natural sagging, pointing slightly downward rather than straight ahead. Their color was a deep mauve, a hue that got slightly darker around the center. The edges of her areolas, where the color was somewhat faded, blended seamlessly into the surrounding skin. The sizable circles spanned several inches in diameter, formed into an irregular oval shape that I knew would have fit perfectly into my mouth.
On a woman of larger build, perhaps such gigantic breasts would have made more sense, but Mom's relatively petite frame made them look disproportionately huge: her narrow upper chest, slim arms, and slender shoulders that were ill fitted to carry the burden she had been cursed with.
She turned her body to the side and rooted around in a drawer, giving me a new angle. Even more than before, her breasts were the focal point of the striking image. They jutted out from her chest, dominating her upper torso and pulling her posture forward. They hung heavily off of her ribcage, presenting a natural droop that began high near her neckline, but descended low enough that they would have reached her knees if she had bent over further. Her skin hinted at the steady downward pull, stretched over the fullness as though testing the limits of its own elasticity.
To compliment the visual wonder that was her front, I was also given a half-view of her ass from the side that made me realize it, too, was worthy of worship. It ballooned out into a perfectly rounded cheek, rising high from her lower back before curving sharply downward into her thigh. Its shape was sublime: a smooth mound with just enough jiggle suggested by the soft dimpling and subtle ripples of cellulite. I imagined that I knew exactly what it would have felt like to sink my teeth into that pudgy cheek.
She was especially captivating in profile, where her curvature presented a beautiful contrast to the heaviness of her tits, cementing her form as a sculpted embodiment of femininity. It was as exaggerated as it was real, and that was the part that stuck with me: the reality.
Every time I thought I was dreaming - experiencing such wonder that it could only be the work of an overactive imagination - I went through the realization all over again that it really was my naked mother I was staring at. Best of all, I was getting away with it!
Mom took another look over at me as she pulled a pair of underwear out of her drawer. I heard her mutter something quietly, but could not make it out, and was left clueless as she plucked a bottle of baby oil off of the vanity.
My throat closed in, matching the tension in my jaw. Holy shit she's going to rub oil on them! Now I must be dreaming!
In her right hand she held the small bottle, and in her left she cradled the underside of one massive breast, lifting it slightly as though testing its weight for the millionth time.
There was a slow tilt of the bottle, then thick, translucent oil began to stream out of the nozzle in a heavy ribbon, painting the upper curve of her left breast. The liquid quickly began to slide downward, picking up speed as it warmed over her skin, creating long, narrow rivers that shimmered in the morning sunlight.
She set down the bottle and lifted both hands to her bosom. Her palms pressed flat against the oiled skin first, spreading the slickness outward in long strokes. Her fingers fanned wide, beginning high near her collarbone, then dragged downward to coat the lower swell of her drooping tits. The flesh yielded under the slightest pressure, parting around her fingers like warm dough that longed to be molded.
Each pass of her hands left a fresh sheen behind, one which fractured the light into hundreds of tiny stars that rippled and danced across her breasts when they moved. Those glistening highlights made the already enormous volume appear inflated, amplifying every contour and making every pale, bluish vein under the surface stand out boldly.
I could watch her do this all damn day, I thought happily.
As though she had heard me, Mom sought to prove just how viable she was as a source of entertainment, changing her grip to dig her fingers in deeply. Her digits, five on each side, sank into the abundant flesh under her skin, which folded and creased around her knuckles. She gave a firm squeeze, making the bloated balloons slip between her glossy digits.
She watched every second of it in the mirror, a small smile flickering across her face as she began to slowly roll her tits back and forth in her hands. She lifted one, then the other, letting gravity pull them down only to catch and lift again. She picked up speed, turning her gentle juggling into something truly hypnotic. The shining piles of putty slapped softly against each other, oil flicking in tiny droplets that caught the light midair like liquid glass. The flexing of her forearms was evidence of her effort, showing off just how much strength was required to keep her arms from collapsing under the enormous, weighty udders.
"I don't know if I'd say 'beautiful,' but..." she muttered to herself. She paused her greasy massage, holding her breasts high so they rested heavily in her palms. There was a long pause while she studied her reflection. "... maybe he is right."
She gave one last slow squeeze, then let them drop. They bounced once, then twice, settling with a heavy jiggle that sent fresh oil trickling down her stomach, filling in her navel with shiny syrup.
The show was over, but the memory of it lingered fresh in my mind. I could have relived it just by closing my eyes, but I kept them wide open to watch Mom slip into a pair of long pajama pants. They were not a conventionally sexy pair, but the knowledge of what lay beneath them made the whole package infinitely more tantalizing. For a top, she picked a plain, orange tank top that failed horribly to support her swollen tits. It was not uncommon for her to go without a bra on the weekends, but that fact suddenly seemed ten times sexier.
Her breasts strained against the thin cloth, its snug hold offering only an illusion of containment. The fabric was stretched to its limit across the expanse, the elastic material molding to every curve. The straps, narrow and unassuming, dug faintly into her shoulders, bearing the brunt of the weight, but doing little to prevent the constant, spellbinding wobble that followed even her slightest movements.
Her tits bulged outward in all directions, her neckline dipping low enough to reveal a generous valley of cleavage. They even spilled out through the armholes like they were full of pudding, overflowing the confines of the top in huge, rounded lobes that pressed against her biceps, bulging well beyond the edge of the fabric. Those two handfuls of extra dough wobbled independently from the rest of her bust, divided from the center mass by the shoulder strap. There was such abundant tit-flesh oozing through the arm holes that just that ample spillage would have rivaled the entire bosoms of some other woman.
When she turned to the side, the mass of her breasts responded with a heavy jiggle, sending out ripples that made waves in the front of her shirt. "Doubt this top will last another year."
Then her eyes flicked to me in the mirror's reflection, but that time she narrowed them at me as though she had seen me peeking.
I tried to shut my eyes as stealthily as I could, but it seemed that I had already aroused suspicion.
"Still asleep?" she asked quietly. When I didn't not respond, she clicked her tongue against her teeth. "Hmm. Okay, then."
There was no way of telling what was going through her head at that moment, and all I could do was pray that she thought her mind was playing tricks on her.
I did not open my eyes again until I heard her walk downstairs and into the kitchen, at which point I breathed a sigh of relief. I did not give myself long to relish the rush of getting away with my mischief. Before that big sigh had left my lungs, I was already wrapping my fingers around my cock.
As far as I was concerned, I had to jerk off. There was no way for me to handle what I had just witnessed other than to replay the magnificent scene in my mind. At first, I felt slightly put off by doing the deed in Mom's bed, but that soon became another source of twisted, perverted satisfaction. Not only was I in her bed, but it was also her that I was thinking about so intently. In fact, I was so fixated on the image that I didn't notice the sound of her footsteps climbing the stairs.
I was faintly aware of it in the back of my mind, but the front bits were so occupied thinking about the pendulous sway of her breasts that I did not react to the red flags in time.
It took a sharp, startled gasp from Mom to rip my head out of the clouds. "What do you want for breakfast, hon-- Honey! W-what are you--"
"Mom!" I shrieked in horror, throwing the covers over my erect cock.
"I thought you were sleeping!" she exclaimed.
"I-I was, but... I was!"
The muscles in her neck flexed. "That doesn't look like sleeping."
I gestured to my cock. "I was sleeping! Then, uh... I woke up like this, so..."
She folded her arms over her chest. "So you figured you'd take care of yourself in my bed?"
I cringed. "I... Yeah. My bad."
To my surprise, she offered me a sickeningly sweet smile, one that hinted she knew something I did not. "What exactly got you all wound up, mister?"
My cringe developed into a full bodied shudder. "Nothing!"
She walked over to the foot of the bed and sat down by my legs. "You can tell me, honey. What were you thinking about?"
I was appalled at her bluntness. "What? You... really want to know what I was thinking about?" I was not necessarily opposed to telling her the truth, but I was not sure that she was ready to hear it.
She shrugged, refusing to acknowledge how uncomfortable I was. "Just curious, that's all. You don't have to tell me. I just thought... You know..."
I arched an eyebrow. "Thought what?"
She sighed, her shoulders slumping forward as they deflated. "It's gonna sound silly. Forget it."
I bolted upright in bed. "That's not fair! Tell me!"
She leaned forward a little and motioned towards her drooping breasts, which smushed against the tops of her thighs from the slight bend in her back. "I just mean, like, you mentioned that you liked these last night, and this morning... Well, I thought maybe sleeping next to me had gotten you excited. Isn't that a crazy idea? I sound crazy, I know."
Her body language and the tone of her voice were both begging for me to disagree with her. She longed for confirmation, beyond what I could offer with words, that she had gotten a physical reaction out of me. There was no proof better than a throbbing erection to make her case.
"It's... not that crazy," I admitted.
She perked up, but her intrigue was cautious. "Really? So... you were thinking about me?"
I chuckled awkwardly. "I think you're supposed to be grossed out by that, Mom."
She shrugged it off. "Maybe, but it's kind of sweet. I thought you were just trying to make me feel better by saying they were beautiful, or something. This is, uh... a lot more. I guess you really meant it?"
I nodded slowly. "I did. I do. They're really, really nice, Mom."
She beamed at me. "And I really, really like hearing that. Maybe I shouldn't! Hell, I know I shouldn't, but it makes me feel good about myself. After your father... You know. Well, I just felt, uh... whatever the opposite of sexy is."
"I think Dad was the opposite of sexy!" We shared a laugh that alleviated some of the tension in the room. "I should probably go." I expected her to turn around and give me a bit of privacy, but instead she acted like she had not heard my last sentence.
She stared unblinkingly at the tent my cock made in the covers. "It's been a while since I've seen one get that hard."
I cocked my head to the side; the math did not add up. "But, Dad's only been gone for a month. How long could it have been?"
She sighed sadly, spitting words from her mouth like she was spraying venom. "Yeah, and for over a year he barely touched me at all! He couldn't even get... Like I said; it's been a while since I've seen one get that hard."
Without thinking, I said, "It always gets like this when I think about you."
She sucked in a deep breath that made her chest puff out. "Oh, my. D-do you do that... often? This isn't the first time?"
I saw no point in lying. Something between us was evolving, and I wanted to lean into it, for better or worse. "Almost every night. One look at your boobs and it's, like, impossible not to get hard."
She blushed. "A look, huh? When did you get a look, mister? You've never seen them... Right?"
I turned the same shade as her. "Er, I, uh..."
She scooted closer to me. "You can tell me, sweetheart. I won't judge."
I squinted my eyes tightly, a last ditch effort to see if this was all some bizarre dream, but was still faced with her inquisitive expression when I opened them again.
"This morning. I... I was peeking when you got out of the shower."
The corners of her lip curled up into a fiendish smile. "I thought I caught you spying on me! Your acting needs some work, honey."
I arched an eyebrow. "What do you mean?"
She cocked her head to the side. "Fake sleeping, but no fake snoring? You were a bit obvious."
I was busted, and the only thing left to do was come clean. "Yeah, well... it was the first time I haven't had to use my imagination. Maybe I would've remembered to fake a snore or two, but my brain just kind of shut down as soon as I saw how goddamn perfect they were. You looked amazing, Mom."
She sat up straight, visibly flustered by my honesty, but maintained composure. "Well, don't you know how to make a lady feel special? Maybe they're not so bad after all."
"They're fucking great! They're amazing, Mom! They're... Uh, anyway." I'd gotten ahead of myself, but she continued to enjoy the praise.
"Nice enough that you couldn't even wait to get back to your own bed to think about them. Your father never showed that kind of... infatuation." She had leaned forward to deliver that last line, giving me a view straight through the drooping neckline of her shirt to witness the long line of cleavage below.
"His loss, Mom." Despite the sincere exchange of emotional truths, my arousal had not diluted even a smidge. When she'd leaned forward, my cock had taken notice, and had responded by springing up to thump against the comforter.
Mom was taken aback, but if anything, the next smile on her face was wider than the last. "Oh! I saw that one, honey. I guess it's hard to hide when it's that big."
My ears turned hot. "You think it's bigger than Dad's?"
Something wicked, something wildly enticing, glimmered in her eye. "I didn't really get a good look."
A terribly lewd feeling came over me, and with it an idea on how to coax Mom into pushing the boundary of our relationship even further. "Do you want one?"
Her words caught in her throat, her bravado countered by my sudden boldness. "A-a look? At your..."
"Yeah. It's only fair, you know? Since I got to see you, I mean."
Her jaw flexed like steel wires over a suspension bridge, her eyes wide enough that I could see the white around the tops of her irises. "I... would. I would like that. Yes."
Without another word, I ripped back the covers.
Mom audibly gasped, clapping a hand over her mouth when she saw the size, and hardness, that I had been hiding from her. "Oh, sweetheart..."
"So?" I asked.
She gave a hurried nod.
"It's bigger?"
She nodded with more enthusiasm. "Much bigger."
I felt like I had dethroned Dad as the de facto leader of our family. Sure, he had already abandoned us, so the competition was slight, but there was something deeply satisfying about besting him in that department, specifically. Maybe it was a silly ego thing, but I was genuinely thrilled to know that I was figuratively a bigger man than him.
She scanned the length with her eyes, tracing every little vein and bearing witness to each powerful pulsation. After a few uninterrupted seconds of intense study, the realization that she was lustily ogling her own son's cock seemed to hit her. She closed her slackened jaw and licked her lips. "Okay, well... I, uh, I think that makes us even. You saw me, I saw you, and... that's that! Sorry if I made you uncomfortable, honey, but I'm happy you told me."
"I'm happy, too. Kind of feels like a weight had been lifted off my chest."
She patted one of her tits with a nervous giggle. "Wish I knew what that was like."
We chuckled together, but it didn't break the tension entirely. Still, to her credit as a good, caring mother, she did not let it detract her from going about her day.
"Do you, uh, still want breakfast?" she asked shyly, barely able to look in my eyes for more than a solid second.
"Maybe in a bit."
Mom cracked a knowing smile, her eyes darting to the floor. "I meant after you finish up in here. It'll be ready for you when you're... done."
"Uh, thanks?"
She got off of the bed and walked to the door, but before she went through it she called to me. "Oh, and honey?"
"Yeah?" I squeaked.
"If it helps, I don't mind if you think about these while you finish up." In a flash, she pinched the bottom of her tank top and yanked it up to her neck, well pass the swell of her breasts.
Her gigantic tits came tumbling out all at once, plummeting free to land against her belly with a loud, salacious slap. The impact caused dozens of fat, turbulent ripples to flutter through her skin. Her nipples danced on the undulating waves, rubbery pink caps helplessly rocking to and fro as the force dissipated throughout her flesh.
She blew me a kiss as innocently as she had on my first day of school, seemingly oblivious to the lewd act she had just committed. "Got a good look?"
I nodded silently, my eyes laser focused on her jiggling bosom.
She tucked her shirt over her tits again. "Good. Have fun, honey."
I gawked at her, my cock hard enough to lift a car, but could not think of a single word other than, "O-okay."
Her offer was as strange as it was fulfilling. I imagined that it would have been the dream of many men to be waited on to that extent, but it was not an offer that I had ever expected from my mother. "Here, take a look at my boobs. You can finish jerking off, and I'll make breakfast for you." That was essentially what she'd said, without batting an eye, as though such a level of devoted servitude was normal between a mother and son.


In that same vein, it also felt oddly normal to finish myself off once Mom left for the kitchen again. Being given permission for both the act itself and the fantasizing had made all of my guilt disappear.
Even when I was done, with my tummy pasted with enough cum to douse a flapjack, I still didn't feel weird about the whole thing. Even with the double-edged benefit of post-nut clarity, I did not regret a single choice I had made.
I knew it should have made me feel weird, but the relevant societal norms felt... distant, somehow - as though I'd left them behind, or had been guided away from them.
In that new headspace, I quickly realized that what I wanted just as much as breakfast was more of Mom in any way I could get her, so I raced to my room to get dressed and join her downstairs.
She had already set up a place for me, and as I sat down at the table, she came bustling over with a hot frying pan full of runny eggs and crispy bacon. "Done in the pan, overdone on the plate," she said.
I cracked a smile, and it was thanks both to the incredible smells and the happiness that I felt simply by being around her. "That's why you're the chef, Mom."
She walked around behind me, out of sight. "So, how was it?"
I stuffed a forkful of eggs into my mouth. "Mmmm. Delicious!"
She giggled and blew a small stream of air over my scalp. "No, honey. How was it?"
"Huh? How was wh-- whoa!" Before I had finished speaking, Mom had dropped her enormous, floppy breasts over my shoulders, smothering everything down to my collarbones in their muggy warmth.
"What I meant was--" She lowered her mouth closer to my ear. "--did you have fun jerking off in my bed?"
I nearly choked on my food. "Jesus, Mom. Yeah, I-- Fucking hell. I still can't believe you let me do that!"
She giggled with glee. "I'm glad you liked it."
"Of course I did! But, like... the fact that you let me see them like that was amazing. When you flashed me at the end, I mean."
She kissed the top of my head, nuzzling her nose into my hair. "Your mother is still a woman, sweetheart. Women need to feel sexy, and it makes me feel good about myself, so I'm not going to overthink it."
Her mention of overthinking had me worried. "You don't regret it, do you?"
She placed another small kiss atop my head. "No, baby. It was pretty harmless, and I really needed the pick-me-up. Were they everything you thought they'd be?"
"And more!"
A third head kiss followed, getting me quite comfortable with being fawned over. "Good boy. Now, eat up before it gets cold."
I crunched into a piece of bacon, then mindlessly succumbed to my own horniness by asking, "Can I see them again?"
She loosely wrapped her arms around my neck, using her elbows to press down on the top of her breasts so that they felt heavier on my shoulders. "I was wondering if you were gonna ask that."
I smiled as I chewed. "Am I that predictable?"
"Just a little, but I didn't think it would be so soon. Your sex drive must be--"
"High," I said, cutting her off. "It's really high."
She unhooked her arms from my neck and sat down across from me at the table. "I guess you get that from me. Sorry, honey, but you take after your horny ol' mama in more ways than one."
"What other ways?"
She picked a piece of bacon off of my plate and threw it into her mouth. "Think about it: big boobs, big cock. We were made for each other."
I knew she was being facetious, but it still tickled me that she would compare us so blatantly. Plus, the spine-tingling effect of hearing a mouth so soft and innocent utter the word "cock" made the hair on the back of my neck stand up.
"I mean, you did make me, so... maybe I should be thanking you for that, too!"
She snorted with laughter. "Well you certainly didn't get it from your father!"
It felt good to insult the man that had caused us both such pain, but more than that, it was fulfilling to connect with Mom so intimately. It was oddly natural to talk with her about subjects that I knew should have been off limits, but as we pushed the boundaries further, the lines defining what was acceptable became blurrier.
The rest of the day passed by uneventfully. Mom had a whole heap of chores to catch up on, and I had a homework assignment I needed to push through by the end of the weekend, so we went our separate ways.
Alone in my room, it was unimaginably hard to concentrate. My mind was filled with the images that Mom had thrust into it, but I stayed on course until lunchtime rolled around.
I felt my stomach rumbling, and though I had not accomplished more than a few lines of work for my assignment, I decided to take a break. As I walked down to the kitchen in search of some grub, I was not at all surprised to find Mom at the table, digging into a salad.
"Hey, hard worker," she said with a wink. "Haven't seen you much today."
"Hey, uh..." I froze, unable to think of a funny retort. "Hey, big tits."
Mom laughed with her whole body. "That's your nickname for me? That's awful, honey!"
I grinned sheepishly. "Best I could think of."
She crushed a cherry tomato between her front teeth. "Is that so? Something on your mind, then?"
I nodded eagerly. "Two somethings, actually."
She raised an eyebrow. "Is that so? In that case, maybe you can help me with something. I got a delivery today, and I need a second opinion on it."
"Uh, sure." I wasn't the fashion forward type, but could tell by Mom's titillated smirk that there was something she was not telling me.
"I don't think it fits," she continued, "but I don't want to return it until I'm sure. Will you wait here while I go try it on?"
I clenched my jaw so it would not hang open lamely. "Y-yeah, I'll wait."
She clapped her hands excitedly. "Yay! Okay, I'll be right back."
It did not take more than a minute for her to return, and when she did, her arrival was preceded by a request.
"Close your eyes," she insisted.
I finished chewing and shut my lids. "Okay. Ready."
I heard Mom approach me from behind. "Turn your chair around, sweetheart."
I spun the wooden seat in a circle, keeping my eyes closed, until I heard Mom's voice dead center in front of me. "Perfect," she said. "You can look now."
When I opened my eyes, I was thankful that I had finished chewing, since I would have surely choked the moment I laid eyes on her astonishing outfit: a lacy white bra that was, by no exaggeration, half the size she actually needed.
The bra turned her tits into a monument to excess, twin globes that could not be contained by such a small amount of fabric. They overflowed overflowing from the sides of their poorly fitted prison, like warm dough rising up and over the sides of a baking pan. By being packed into such a small bra, each one had swelled to an absurd size by the tight squeeze applied by the cups. They easily dwarfed her head, pushed firmly against one another so they formed a shadowy cleft of cleavage that promised endless depths to explore.
Her nipples were both visible, having risen along with the bulging breast meat until they peeked around the edges of the bra. The bottom half of each areola was visible like two sideways moons rosy flesh. The ballooning effect of the too-tight bra warped the entire landscape of her breasts, her nipples heaving in sync with the massive orbs' every subtle shift.
I imagined that she could feel the edges of her bra scraping against the hardened nubs, which I deemed the likely source of her occasional quivering.
It took me a few more seconds to realize that she was also wearing a blue plaid skirt that I had never seen before. It left her midriff completely exposed and stopped just above her knees.
"What do you think?" she asked perkily.
"Holy fuck," I replied.
"You like it? It feels a bit tight. I think they sent the wrong size!"
It was clearly the wrong size, but even that was an understatement. It looked like she had borrowed it from a flat-chested pixie - or, I thought rather uncharitably, from an unlucky daughter who'd gotten her "size" from Dad the way I'd gotten mine from Mom.
It was just as clear that Mom was messing with me; as if the facts on the ground weren't enough, she was laying everything on extra thick. "What should I do? Do you think it's too small, honey?"
I understood her game, and despite my pulse pounding so rapidly that I felt like I had sucked down a dozen cups of coffee, I wanted to play ball. "Maybe you should take it off if it's too tight."
She looked at me with adoration, as though I had uttered the password she had been hoping for. "You think so?"
I nodded. "Just... It looks like it hurts, is all."
Mom's nostrils widened subtly. "Maybe you're right. Should I take it off right now? Maybe I could wait to--"
"Now is good!" I insisted.
She reached behind her back with both hands. "You might wanna sit back so you don't get a black eye. God, this thing is really tight."
I swallowed a dry knot in my throat. "W-want me to help?"
Her eyes lit up at the suggestion, but I heard a quiet clink as the clasp gave way. "No! I got it."
Her oversized tits sprung forward the moment that she let go, propelled by the sudden release of pent-up pressure. As the straps rapidly slid down her shoulders and the cups peeled away from her breasts, the twin sacks of liberated flesh were thrown forward, plummeting downward with even more force than gravity alone would have imparted. They dropped like sacks of mud, swinging low and free, then collided with a soft, fleshy slap against her tummy. The jiggle was immediate, waves of motion flooding through them as they bounced off each other. Every inch of her trembled like gelatin released from a mold, offering a series of diminishing quakes that made her nipples trace erratic shapes in the air as they bounced around.
It took several long seconds for the motion to subside and for her breasts' natural teardrop shapes to reassert themselves. In the aftermath, her skin bore the bra's fiercely stamped imprint like an erotic battle scar. It left a wide ribbon that circled her underbust, and even more depraved afterimages on the sides of her chest.
Thick, vertical ridges ran along the outer curves where her tits had bulged relentlessly, red marks curving inward like scratches from an invisible claw. Not even her nipples or her fat, succulent areolas had been spared, displaying a subtle pattern of the lace netting that had been digging into them.
"Whew," she sighed. "That feels better. Can you see all the markings? That thing was way too tight!"
I nodded so slowly that it took almost three full seconds for my head to travel up and down. "Uh-huh. I-I can see."
Mom held her bra in one hand, but dropped it onto the floor with an ostensibly earnest gasp. "Oops! I dropped it! Could you get that for me, please, sweetheart?"
I felt like I was operating my limbs from a small cockpit in the back of my brain, an observer in my own body. Still, I pushed the throttle forward and tilted the controls until something happened. I fell to my knees on the floor so I could retrieve the fallen lingerie.
"Psst," Mom hissed while I was kneeling down. "Look up here, sweetheart."
I lifted my head, but could not see more than a sliver of Mom's forehead over the enormous swell of her bust. "I can't even see you face!"
She gave a giggle, and a jiggle. "I haven't seen my toes in years, honey. I can only see the top of your head, but what can you see?"
Her colossal breasts dominated my vision, swelling outward to blot out the world above. They looked even bigger from below, curving over my head. The undersides were smooth and rounded like vast, creamy moons looming in the sky. I could see the intricate pattern of thin, blue veins weaving their way through her skin, hinting at the warmth they carried, but it was the staggering size that interested me most. I doubted that I could have fit both of my hands around the girth of one bloated udder, much less both of them.
"Your, uh... boobs," I answered after a long pause.
"Uh-huh," she sang sweetly from out of view, her face completely obscured by the enormity of her bust. "And what else, baby?"
I let my gaze wander downward to where her blue skirt flared out, its ruffled edges framing the base of her towering frame like a plaid pedestal. "I like your skirt, too."
"Sweet boy," Mom cooed. "Look a little harder, sweetheart. Tell me what you see."
Further still my eyes roamed, stopping below the hem of her skirt when they spotted a large, sprawling mound of pubic hair, shaped into a lazy "V," at the junction between her thighs.
"Y-your--" I could not get the word out easily, and had to spit it from my trembling lips. "Your pussy, Mom! Holy shit!"
She purred with satisfaction. "There you go, honey. I haven't shaved in a while, but I hope you still like it."
"It's... it's... Fuck, Mom. It's beautiful!"
From my intimate, close-up position, her fur was a wild, untamed landscape, a lush thicket commanding my full attention. It spread generously across her mound in a full, natural bush that tapered slightly as it descended toward her pussy. Each strand was finely textured, curling and twisting in messy patterns - some wiry and springy like tiny coils, others straighter and silkier - weaving together into a fluffy heap that maintained a plush, velvety appearance. It was colored a deep, earthy chestnut, but turned a shade lighter whenever it caught a stray beam of sunlight.
The veil of wool blanketed her outer labia almost completely under its shadowy cover, turning them into subtle swells beneath the foliage where only faint outlines were visible. The hair clustered especially thickly at the top of her mound, forming a triangular thatch that fanned out to the sides, partially hiding the creases where her thighs meet her groin.
It was not an impenetrable barrier, though; the finely woven brown threads parted naturally in spots, especially along the middle of her slit, allowing teasing glimpses of the pink meat beneath to shine through. The color contrasted sharply with the surrounding brown forest, drawing my eye towards the spot where her hair thinned just enough to reveal her pussy without fully exposing it.
I sucked in a sharp breath, speaking on the inhale. "Oh my god."
"Surprise," she said with a playful titter.
"I-I-- Wow!" I was at a loss for words.
Mom swayed side to side. "I thought you'd like that. The bra was nice too, though, wasn't it?"
"Fuck yes!" I declared. "That's gotta be, like, the sexiest thing you own."
Without missing a beat, she said, "Not even close."
My throat seized up. There's... more?" I had never given much thought to the particulars of her wardrobe, and all at once, my mind was overloaded by the possibilities.
She thought for a moment, but in retrospect it was probably just for show; she likely already knew exactly what she was going to wear for me. "Well, gosh, I suppose I have one that you might like."
I stood up in a flash, quickly becoming the one to tower over her instead of the other way around. "Can I see it?"
She took a small, nervous breath and placed a hand on my chest. "How badly do you want to?"
I put my hands on her hips. "I'll do both of our laundry for a week."
She placed the tip of her pointer finger on the corner of her lips. "Hmmmm. Make it a month and you've got a deal."
I was putty in her hands. "Yes! Fuck yes, Mom! I'll do it for a year if I have to!"
Her shoulders rose and fell as she shook with laughter. "Wait here for a minute. I'll be quick." She disappeared upstairs to her room, and after a minute or two she finally called for me. "Ready, sweetheart!"
I bolted upstairs, leaving dust in my wake that did not settle until I knocked on her door.
"Who is it?" Mom called in a soothing voice.
"Mooo-oom!" I pouted.
I heard a muted giggle from behind the door. Then she said, "You can come in, honey."
I almost ripped the door from its hinges as I entered the room, but was brought to an abrupt halt when I saw the jaw-dropping attire she had selected for me.
It could hardly be called lingerie, since there was no real bra to speak of. The skimpy little red number exposed more skin than it covered, its entire top half consisting of nothing but a crisscrossing cobweb of thin, spindly straps digging into her flesh. Without real cups to help hold back her titanic tits, those pathetically small straps did almost nothing to contain them, but they looked incredible as they bulged against the flimsy web of red cotton.
Each individual strand had sunk into her creamy flesh, biting into the swell of her underboobs and the sides. Naturally, as some of that tender flesh was pressed on, the strap's pressure caused other parts of her breasts bulged outward. It looked like somebody had tied a tight, suffocating net around two soft-headed jellyfish.
Around her nipples were two small, golden rings, encircling the rosy nubs like sensual jewellery. They were the twin hubs to which all of the thin straps connected. Her nipples were situated directly in the center of the rings, firm enough that they stopped the lingerie from shifting around by anchoring it in place.
She chewed pensively on her bottom lip. "I'd ask if you like it, but..." She pointed to the bulge in my pants. "I think I have my answer." She did a pirouette. "Better from the back?"
The bottom was a similarly pathetic covering of red straps that crisscrossed her wide hips and plump ass cheeks, digging in just as viciously into the softness of her thighs. The fabric was so tight that it quivered with her every move, but was held in place by two larger golden rings at the sides of her hips. As she finished her full rotation, I noticed that the pattern of intersecting cotton had been perfectly designed to frame her pussy mound without obscuring it, putting the thatch of Nutella-colored fur front and center.
I shook my head. "Better from the front! I can't believe how heavy they look, Mom. How do you carry them all day?"
She shrugged carelessly. "I take breaks and lie on my back when my shoulders start to hurt." My mind swam with visions of what that would look like, but Mom was too generous to leave it up to my imagination. "Wanna see?" she asked playfully.
"So, so badly, Mom," I replied earnestly.
She nodded towards the bed. "Meet me at the mattress."
I followed slowly behind her, watching every inch of her wobble as she sauntered over to the bed. As she lay down, the weight of her tits seemed to throw off her balance, demanding that she exercise patience even when she was so close to some relief.
She flopped onto her back and took a deep breath. "There! It feels nice to take some of the weight off of my back."
I followed her onto the bed and knelt on the mattress up by her head so that I was perpendicular to her body. "They look so... different like this."
Mom cocked her head to the side. "In a good way?"
"Uh-huh."
She brandished a soothing smile. "Well, at least they're kind of staying in place right now. This thing doesn't give a lot of support, but it stops them from, like--" She gestured to the center of her chest. "--falling to the sides. Does that make sense?"
It certainly did, but I was not about to pass up the opportunity for a visual aid. "Not really. Can I see, maybe?"
Mom shrugged her shoulders. "Okay, honey. Lemme try to wiggle out of this thing, first."
She reached behind her neck and grabbed the string that kept the ridiculous garment secured, tilting her chin forward so she could slide it up and over her head. With it free, she easily pulled the loop down to her tummy, peeling the snugly secured straps off of her bloated tits as she did. She bunched the lingerie around her stomach, but her breasts had already gone AWOL before she let go of the fabric.


"See?" she asked rhetorically, motioning to the instantaneous sideways flop that made her cumbersome udders split apart, flanking her ribcage to expose her solar plexus. "They just go like that... to the sides, I mean."
I could have fit my entire head in the space between her tits. They drooped down so far that the lowest point brushed against the bedsheets near her ribcage. They were almost perfectly circular, formed into two wide, expansive discs that were heavy enough to droop down and graze the covers.
"That's fucking amazing, Mom," I said.
She gave me a look of confused wonder. "Really? You... like that? But they look, like-- Oh, I don't know. So friggin' saggy! They just droop to the sides and... Well, this might sound silly, but it kind of feels like they're full, but it used to be worse when I was still nursing you. I could barely walk back then!"
The back of my skull buzzed with energy. "Can you push them together?"
"I can try. Sure, honey. Like this?"
She placed one hand on either side of her breasts and pushed them together until they met at the center. She then pressed a touch harder, causing them to bulge at the sides and ooze around her tightly gripped fingers. From the pressure on the sides, her tits - once round like two milky white pancakes, with her nipples as the tantalizing barriers on top - took on a distinctly oval shape. Her hands were too small to encapsulate any more than half of her generous bust, forcing her to fan out her fingers to get a better hold, but in doing so they'd packed the loose flesh into taut, lopsided blobs. "Like that?"
I could barely see her face. Her nose and mouth were completely eclipsed, but her eyes were trained squarely on mine. "Just like that, Mom," I said encouragingly.
She released the handfuls and they flopped apart, spreading to the sides of her torso with a satisfying wobble. The sag was pronounced, the undersides of her tits spilling back onto the bedsheets like melted butter. The jiggle lasted for a few extra seconds after she let go, giving me time to appreciate the movement of each udder as they settled into place.
"Whoa," I gasped. "Can you do that again?"
"Push them together, you mean?" she asked, but she did not wait for an answer.
She bent her elbows, palms pressed firmly against the outer swell, and pushed the great globes together again. They collided with a fleshy slap that made a single, thick ripple race through them from the point of impact. She held them there for a moment, squeezing a smidge harder to make the flesh spill over her fingers. "And now?"
"Again," I begged.
She let go all at once, preferring the quick drop over a relaxing release, and her monstrous tits submitted to the whims of gravity. They parted, rolling heavily to the sides of her chest, before settling with a gentle bounce. The weight made the thin stretch marks across her chest widen slightly, like how the well-defined edges of a tattoo might smear as one's skin sags.
"Faster," I pleaded.
Mom remained compliant, but I believed that was only because she loved the huge, goofy grin on my face as I took in the view from above. She flung her tits into each other with a powerful push, slamming the mounds together to produce a lewd smack. The force sent a shockwave through her body that made it shift, momentarily producing a dizzyingly deep length of cleavage into which I could have lost my entire arm.
The union did not last more than a second. She let go in an instant, letting the bulk of her breasts drag them back toward the mattress in an exaggerated droop. They bounced against the mattress a couple of times before settling into those wide, spacious pancakes again.
She cycled through the rhythm several times, completing the routine of push, release, then push again, until it sounded like she was using her fat tits to applaud the look of astonishment on my face. The alternating visual feast of tight compression and wobbly relaxation made my cock throb, and Mom was quick to take notice.
"Are you waiting for permission?" she asked innocently.
"For...?" I asked without a clue.
She nodded towards my crotch. "To touch yourself, honey. It's okay, I don't mind."
I stood up from the bed just long enough to remove my shorts and boxers, then quickly resumed my kneeling position next to Mom's head with my throbbing cock resting in my hand. As I began to stroke myself, I was overcome with a powerful thought that I felt I had no choice but to vocalize. "I want to touch them."
"Who's stopping you?" she asked boldly. Her invitation hung in the air like invisible smoke, but the tremor in her lips revealed her underlying nerves.
Whatever game we were playing, the stakes were high, but neither of us was willing to back down.
I kept my right hand on my dick, obviously, but had complete freedom with the left one, with which I timidly reached towards the tit nearest to me. I went slowly, half expecting that she would stop me and say that things were getting too intense, but she stayed quiet.
My fingers sank into the warm, pliant flesh of her tit, the sheer size overwhelming my palm as it yielded under pressure. I gave a gentle squeeze and watched in fascination as the supple putty oozed between my fingers, spilling out to bulge and reform with every flex of my grip. Her skin was as smooth as satin, and each of my soft compressions served to morph the massive udder into a new shape.
With my confidence boosted by the immeasurable steps that our relationship had already taken in such a short time, I did not ask for permission before letting my thumb and forefinger seek out her nipple. I pinched it gently at first, rolling the textured bud between my digits until it felt it harden further.
Mom let out a breathy sigh, her eyes fluttering. "Oh, my, honey."
"Too much?" I asked with concern, though it was mostly over the fear of being told to stop.
"No, no. Just... It actually feels really nice."
My pinch tightened and I tugged lightly to elongate her nipple. The stretch turned her areola, once a flat circle, into a tall, conical peak from which the entire weight of her heavy breast was suspended. My fingers were a crane, and her tit the burdensome load that they struggled to carry.
I released her breast and gave it a playful jiggle, my fingers digging deep as I shook it from side to side, watching waves cascade across the wobbling flesh. "This is a dream come true."
A low moan escaped Mom's throat that vibrated through her chest and into my hand, making the whole tit quiver in response. "Me... t-too, honey."
My brain went blank for a moment, then registered the implication of what she had just said. "Wait, you too? What do you mean, Mom?"
She growled with a sexual hunger that took me off guard, but it was only half as disarming as the sensation of her tiny hand and five small, wiggling fingers wrapping around the root of my cock. "You heard me."
A rush of nervous excitement bloomed from my gut. "Mom, I--"
"Shhh," she silenced me calmly. "I want this, baby. Let me do it for you."
It was an offer that I could not, and would not, have ever refused. I let go of my dick and Mom swiftly took over stroking duty, albeit with a more careful approach than I had taken.
I knew my dick well, but she did not, giving her reason to take her time and explore. Her touch was tentative at first - curious in nature, as though she was testing how it felt in her hand by tracing her thumb along the underside. She studied me with her fingers, and with her eyes, soaking in the scene while her tongue brushed the inside of her lower lip.
I sucked in a sharp breath at the contact, my hips thrusting forward involuntarily. "Holy shit. That feels really good."
She giggled. "I barely even touched it yet."
Her grip tightened, growing bolder as she became more comfortable. She slid her palm up the length, exploring every ridge and curve as it dragged against her hand. She squeezed just below the head, her eyes widening in sync with the inflation of the bright red mushroom cap.
"I think he likes me," she mused.
"He r-really likes you," I said with a grunt.
Her confidence built with each stroke until she found a rhythm that made my balls draw up tightly. The seeming randomness became more focused as she began to twist her wrist slightly on every upstroke, then brushed her thumb against my sensitive frenulum on the way down.
A small droplet of somewhat milky precum bubbled up from the tip of my cock, but it was quickly smeared all over by her next stroke. It was not much in the way of lubrication, but it was enough to convince her to speed up. Her hand pumped steadily, the motion causing her whole upper body to gently rock, and that was when her colossal tits really came to life.
Even with my left hand clamped hard around the boob closest to me, the sheer momentum of her jerking made it jiggle under my iron grip. Waves rolled through the soft mound with every up-and-down stroke of her arm, making it bounce against my palm. My fingers slipped a little with each tremor, forcing me to readjust them every couple of strokes.
Her other breast wobbled even more wildly, bouncing around with no discernible rhythm. The stretch marks below her collarbone shimmered as her skin flexed and released, dancing to the tempo she had set.
Mom's breathing grew ragged, matching mine. Tiny whimpers slipped out every time my thumb grazed over her nipple in counter-rhythm to her strokes. "Is that... good... sweetheart?" she asked.
"Uuuuhhh-hhhuuhhh," I warbled. "More. More, Mom."
She stroked faster, eyes flicking between my face and the thick shaft disappearing into her fist. She was clearly reveling in how hard she'd made me and in how completely she had me unraveling right there on my knees beside her. "Guess... I'm still... good... at this."
"So good," I confirmed. "So fucking good."
"You can squeeze harder," she offered. "You won't hurt them."
I tightened my grip, roughening my approach to the breast I had once nursed from, treating it as more of a plaything than the sacred bosom that it truly was.
"Oh!" Mom yelped in pain. "That's... tight."
"Sorry," I said, but I did not loosen my fingers. I adored the way the warm dough spread out, squishing under my digits like it was full of heated jelly.
"Come closer," she urged.
I scooted closer on my knees until I felt her breath steaming the underside of my cock. "Is that good?"
She bit on the corner of her lip. "Only if you can reach my mouth from there."
I was stunned. "Y-your... reach your..."
She opened her maw as wide as it could go and suck out her tongue, laying it flat against her chin. "Uh-haw. Ou wahna gaw inthide?"
"In your mouth? Fuck yes, Mom!"
With her fingers wrapped firmly around the base, she steered the thick, throbbing length towards her parted lips. My breathing hitched as I watched her angle the swollen head past them, greeting it with a slow exhale that bathed it in steamy heat. She then sealed her mouth just below the ridge, lips stretching tight around the knob in a perfect, plush ring.
For a heartbeat she held still, letting me feel the warm, slick cavern of her mouth enveloping the tip. Once she thought I'd grown accustomed, she unfurled her tongue in one long, patient stroke from the underside all the way up over the slit, flattening it against the bottom before curling around the head in a slow, smothering swirl. The sensation ripped a groan out of me, causing my hips to jerk forward of their own accord, pushing another inch deeper that she had not been ready to swallow.
"Hmmphm!" she bellowed, her eyes wide enough to see the whites displayed.
"Sorry," I apologized. "Got a bit excited."
She glared at me menacingly, which was a tough thing to do with her mouth stuffed to the brim with son-cock. Still, she did not let my sudden thrust deter her from the suckling that she so clearly wanted to perform.
She began with slow, deliberate pulls, cheeks hollowing as she drew me in. Her eyes were locked on my face, watching every twitch of my mouth, or flutter of my eyelids, that accentuated the continuous stream of low, desperate moaning that escaped my lips. Those blue pools studied me like she was memorizing exactly what made my jaw clench or my fingers tighten in the blanket beside her head so that she could replicate the move.
The longer she worked, the more she seemed to lose herself in it. Her gaze softened; then her eyelids drifted shut, blocking out anything other than the taste and feel of my cock. Small, needy moans vibrated around my shaft, travelling straight down to my balls to make them tighten even more.
She took her hand off of my dick, using her sealed lips to keep it in place, and followed that same trail. She cupped my heavy sack in the center of her palm, gently cradling it between her fingers to feel the weight as the balls within it rolled around. Then, she gave them a series of light, rhythmic squeezes, each one perfectly timed with the steady, sucking draws of her mouth.
Her technique was impressively honed: her hot, wet mouth nursing greedily on my cock, her tongue swirling lazy circles around the head, and the understated comfort of her hand applying gentle, pulsing pressure on my balls. In isolation, any one of them would have pushed me towards euphoria, but the feeling of them combined, made me transcend to a new level of pleasure that I had not thought possible.
My knuckles whitened from how hard I was gripping the bedsheet - and her breast, but she did not ask for mercy. "Fuck, Mom. You're good at this."
She pulled her lips off of my cock with a succulent plop that made my spine buzz. "Fuck," she mumbled. "I forgot what a man is supposed to taste like."
I'm not proud to admit it, but the pressure got to me. I could have probably tried harder to maintain composure, but my demeanor finally cracked. It felt like everything was building to an undeniable inevitability, and that made my stomach twist into a thousand knots when I realized I was out of my depth. "Mom, I... I've never had sex before."
She cocked her head to the side and offered me a reassuring smile. "Is that what you're thinking about, baby?"
I nodded shamefully. "I'm not trying to rush things, but--"
"I'm thinking about it, too," she said, interrupting me with her eyes glazed over as she admired my dick. "I've never tried to fit one this big before."
My chest was full of butterflies. "Never?"
She placed a kiss directly underneath the head. "That makes you excited, huh? You wanna be Mama's biggest dick?"
"Holy fuck, Mom."
Her tongue curled around the bottom for a quick lick. "Just say yes, honey. I need you to say 'yes.'"
"Yes! Oh my god, yes, Mom!"
She blew me a kiss with cock-flavored saliva glistening on her lips. "Good boy. Come and get between my legs, sweetheart."
I hurried to do just that, and she parted them to allow me access "Are we really doing this?" I asked.
"Only if you can fit, honey. I really only touch my clit when I'm by myself, so..."
"So?"
She grinned mischievously, keenly aware that I would love just about any answer she could have given. "Soooo, it's gonna be pretty snug in there. Try to go slowly, please."
My inner thoughts bled outside of my head. "You're gonna have to really stretch."
"Uh-huh," she purred seductively. "You wanna see how wide I can stretch?"
I nodded, but was not prepared for her to demonstrate just how beautifully those years of yoga had paid off. She lifted her legs until her knees were up by her ears, her hands clutching them from below for added support, presenting herself unabashedly to my prying eyes.
The position forced her tits upward dramatically, squishing them against her chest and chin like oversized pillows. They were so close to her face that she could have brushed them with her lips merely by lifting her head.
Below that, the slight pudge of her mommy-tummy was crunched and folded into soft rolls from the intense flexion of the pose, creating a series of gentle creases across her midsection. The skin there was smooth, but dimpled with natural cellulite, emphasizing the squeeze as her thighs pressed snug against her abdomen, folding the flesh inward so that her navel was partially hidden.
Her pussy was center stage, though, as she had intended it to be. The opening was slightly agape, framed by a heavy mane of lush pubic hair. The wide stretch of her legs had splayed it open, her outer lips parting naturally to reveal the candy pink folds within. They were shockingly vivid against the deep forest brown, like ripe fruit half-hidden amongst dead leaves, glistening with a hint of cunt honey.
"See?" she asked cheerfully. "I can stretch when I need to."
My eyes were locked on her pussy. "That's... not the kind of stretching I meant."
"I know, honey. Just figured you'd enjoy the view." Her pussy was prominently displayed, pushed forward to make her desire crystal clear: "Fuck me."
I braced one hand on the bed beside her shoulder, using the other to guide my saliva-slickened cock as I lowered myself. Instead of pushing in right away, I took my time, rubbing the underside of my shaft slowly along the fluffy thicket. The springy brown hairs brushed against the sensitive ridge, tickling and teasing, each strand catching and dragging lightly over the frenulum to send electric jolts straight up my spine.
"You're teasing meeee," Mom whined.
"Maybe a little," I said with a chuckle, "but you've been teasing me for a year."
Mom chewed on her bottom lip. "Guilty."
I rocked my hips in shallow strokes, letting the head glide through the dense thatch of fur, parting the curls just enough to feel the heat radiating from her slit below. The softness of her bush against the bulb drove me insane; the way the hairs clung and tugged with every pass, coating my length in the faint, musky scent of her arousal, made me feel like more of a man than I ever had before.
Mom's hands roamed up to grip my biceps, where she dug her nails in sharply. "Please," she whispered, her voice thick with need. "Put it inside me, honey. I can't take wait anymore." She squirmed beneath me, lifting her hips to make greater contact, her breath hitching every time the plump knob nudged against the hidden seam of her lips through the hair.
"No more teasing?" I asked in a terribly teasing tone.
She shook her head, making coils of blonde hair dance across her forehead. "Please, baby."
I angled my cock downward, catching the swollen head in her opening, stretching the tight ring of muscle as I pressed forward just enough to lodge it there. It popped past her entrance with a satisfying give, sealing her up around my girth.
"Oooohhh," she moaned heartily. "Oh my God. You're... you're inside, honey."
I held still for a moment, savoring the way she squeezed around me. "You feel fucking amazing, Mom."
Her pussy wept warm honey over me, coating the head. Every tiny pulse of her inner walls squeezed me, trying to draw me deeper. "So do you, sweetheart. I forgot how... good this feels."
I braced my other hand beside her head. "Does that mean I can push now?"
Mom threw her head back with a mighty groan. "Fucking yes, baby! Push for me!" She was so ready - so profusely wet - that every tiny shift of my hips made obscene, gooey sounds gurgle between us.
With a slow exhale, I eased forward.
The first inch sank in smoothly at first, but then her pussy quickly gripped me like it had been waiting years to claim something thick and hard again. The walls clutched down in irregular spasms, squeezing my cock as if trying to milk it on instinct alone.


Each forward push met fresh resistance from the snug tunnel. The tightness was not quite painful, but the pressure was intense, insistent, and unavoidable - ever the more so as I sank in deeper.
Her inner muscles fluttered around me, coiling in slow contractions that hugged my cock with warm velvet fingers. "More," she said. "More, honey."
Another inch disappeared inside her, and the wetness hit me harder. As I went deeper, her juices thickened, becoming almost syrupy. Some of it oozed out in hot little bubbles that dripped down my balls. I could feel it smearing along the underside, pooling where our bodies met, turning the brown threads of fur surrounding her entrance into a soggy, glistening frame. Every time I paused to let her adjust, a fresh gush of arousal leaked out, easing the way even as her cunt fought to keep me right where I was with its erratic clenching.
"G-god dammit," she whimpered, her eyes shut so tightly that her forehead sported half a dozen wrinkles.
I leaned forward and kissed the creases along her brow. "You're so fucking tight."
"Thank... yooooou," she wailed. "Probably h-helps that you're so... Oooohhh."
I kissed her forehead again. "So big, Mom?"
She nodded with enthusiasm. "Uh-huh! Holy fuck, yes!"
I pushed deeper still, one fat, veiny inch at a time, and the heat of her gooey pocket enveloped me. Inside she was molten, and her thickly padded, pleated walls collapsed around me. The texture was exquisite, every silky ridge and fold that dragged along my length massaging it from base to tip. It felt like sinking into an entirely new organism - one that had been alive for decades, waiting for the right man to stretch it open.
By the time I ran out of dick to feed into her, my pelvis was flush against her mound. My dick was buried to the hilt, the fat bulb at the end slightly flattened against her cervix, nudging the spongy wall. I ground my pubic bone lightly against her clit through the curls, and her pussy thanked me by spasming around me with fiercely thorough contractions. The wetness had turned everything hot and slippery, with juices trickling down the seam of my balls to soak into the blanket beneath us.
Mom let out a shuddering moan; her gigantic tits heaved with each ragged breath, quivering against her ribs as her back arched off the bed. "Jesus... Christ!"
I stayed motionless for a long moment, letting her feel every inch stretching her open after nearly twenty years of neglect. "Holy shit, Mom. You took the whole thing!"
Her pussy seized up in panicked pulses as it tried to adjust to my size. "I'm s-so... so f-full," she whined with pleasure.
I placed a small kiss on the side of her face, my lips grazing the invisible peach fuzz along her cheek. "I love when you squeeze me like that."
She doubled down to put extra strength behind her next cock-throttling clench. "You like that?"
"Fuck yes, Mom."
She fought to open her eyes. Their lids demanded darkness so she could better bask in bliss, but she was determined. "The next one better go on my lips."
I cocked my head to the side. "The next what?"
She pushed her mouth into a dramatically puckered pout. "Kisses, baby. Mama wants kisses."
I leaned forward a bit more until her tits were pressed against my chest. They were so firmly squished between us that her pointed nipples jutted into my skin. "I can do that," I said, "but..."
She put one of her hands on the back of my head and gently stroked my hairline. "Tell me, honey. I'm here."
"It feels so silly, but... I've never actually kissed a girl before."
Mom gave a chuckle that made her tighten around me. "Oh, baby. That's okay! Mine is your first pussy, too, right?"
My mouth drew into a sheepish smile. "I guess so, yeah."
"Soooo," she sang with a voice like warm honey, "that means I'm gonna take all your firsts, including your first kiss!"
"Hmm. Well, I've always wanted to try anal?"
Mom wrapped both of her legs around my back, then nudged on my butt with her heels. "One day at a time, mister."
I lowered my head down, and our lips met for a brief moment. I was in the midst of pulling my head back when Mom tightened her grip on the back of my neck. "Nu-uh," she said firmly. "Not yet."
She lifted her head off of the mattress to meet me halfway for another kiss, but that time our lips stayed connected.
I followed her all the way back down to the bed, where she laid her head flat and awaited another smooch.
It felt strangely profound - almost too intimate, which was bewildering considering how thoroughly my dick was being smothered with wet, buttery hugs. The simple pressing of our mouths together carried a heavier weight than I had expected, and made me feel like our union was being truly consummated.
We moved together there, at our point of deeper emotional connection. Our lips tentatively slid over each other as we explored. She opened hers a little wider, and I took that as a hint to part mine so they could wedge together in slimy harmony. I opened without hesitation, matching her energy as it slowly evolved our makeout session from a series of gentle pecks to something more visceral.
Her tongue flicked out to tease me as she brushed it against my mouth. She slid the tip through the thin space between my lips, greasing the trench with an invitation that I happily accepted. Our tongues slowly curled around each other in a slippery knot as we ground our taste buds together. Our breath, too, mingled in the middle, wafting warmth against each other's open maw.
The kiss picked up speed, deepening as we got more comfortable mashing our tongues together. There was an urgency behind it, at first driven solely by Mom, but which I quickly attuned to so that I would not be embarrassed by my inexperience.
Our tongues fought and danced, wordlessly learning the steps. Hers became even more aggressive, mercilessly chasing mine. She sucked lightly on the tip with a soft moan that she dumped into my mouth before plunging back in.
I answered with a groan of my own, the noise muffled where our tongues wound together.
Her hands slid down to my back, nails digging lightly into my shoulders. Her enormous tits were compressed against my chest, spilling to the sides to form sort cushions for me to rest my weight on. "That's it," she said. "Fuck me, honey."
That was all the coaxing I required.
I rocked forward and back in shallow little dips, stirring the depths of her flooded birth canal without pulling out more than an inch or so. Each lazy push pressed the tip of my cock against her cervix, and every time the head flattened, she gave an eager titter that informed the strength of my following thrust. I sped up, then slowed down, then thrust harder, working my dick back and forth at the bottom of the swampy basin.
It was like the kissing and grinding fed each other, creating a feedback loop that slowly pushed us forward. The kiss turned messy and desperate, our chins slick with saliva that drooled freely. Occasionally our teeth would bump against each other, or graze one of our lips, but we did not let those awkward hiccups dull our passion.
I drew my hips back to put some distance between my dick and her cervix, then pushed forward again and sank back into her clutching heat. I did it again, then again, quickly adapting to the motion until I had perfected it.
"Just like that," Mom said encouragingly. "Keep going, baby."
I pulled back further the next time, and even further on the stroke after that, slowly building momentum with long, measured thrusts that always ended with my dick throbbing against her cervix. I struck a perfect balance, dragging my honey-soaked dick halfway out of her to feel the comparatively cool air, then driving it back in.
My momentum built, my thrusts becoming heavier and more powerful. My pelvis thudded against her fur-covered mound every time I bottomed out, making a dull slap when our sweaty skin collided.
Mom's tits were splayed wide across her chest, somewhat pinned in place by my body weight, but they began to bounce with my rhythm. I felt the doughy pile jiggle underneath me, pedestals of shifting sand that rocked my body back and forth independently of my thrusting. I would push in, and a half second later my body would lurch forward, riding atop the pillows whose wobbling lagged behind my pace.
She stopped kissing me back somewhere in the middle of it. Her lips parted wider, forming a loose "O" as her eyes fluttered half-closed. "Good boy. Goooood boooooy."
I did not want to stop kissing her, so leaned in and lazily lapped at her open mouth, tongue sliding along the inside of her lower lip while she panted hot little breaths against my face.
Her tongue stayed limp, letting me explore the sloppy cavern of her mouth. It was like she was too overwhelmed to do anything but take it.
I went faster, pulling my dick out all the way to the head each time, so that there would be even more warm, tenderized meat for it to push through on the instroke. I slammed in with real force, turning our steady grind into a proper fuck.
Every time I withdrew, her pussy gurgled as tiny bubbles of trapped air fought to escape their hot, mushy dungeon. My dick came out lathered in the stuff, dripping with arousal that frothed slightly around her opening, turning her once fluffy bush into a patch of waterlogged velvet.
It was even louder when I pushed back in; her pussy's vulgar, squelching whimpers were accented by the audible impact our bodies made when I hit bottom. All the while, her inner muscles were tightening and loosening with wildly untamed contractions. They were too frenzied to be intentional; her body was milking me all on its own.
Her mouth stayed open, eager whimpers and moans slipping out every time I sank into her. "That's... so good... sweetheart!"
"You feel fucking amazing, Mom." I knew I was repeating myself, but I did not have anything more grandiose to explain to her just how incredible her pussy felt.
Her walls spasmed around me, squeezing the meaty piston buried in her belly with frantic convulsions around. Each powerful thrust earned me another generous gush of warm syrup, tiny beads of it running over my balls to coat them in nectar.
I could have probably drawn from memory the entire topographical layout of the ridges and bumps that lined her sheath. I felt each one dragging along my cock with resounding clarity, the entire length lovingly swaddled by sodden cashmere. Ribbons of tensed, overlapping muscle undulated around me, beckoning forth a familiar tingle in my balls.
"M-Mom!" I bellowed. "It's... I'm close."
She opened her eyes all the way, blinking hard a couple of times before she locked onto mine. "Not inside, honey."
"But... But I--"
"Do you wanna fuck Mama's big tits instead?" she offered salaciously, biting on her bottom lip with a coy grin.
I paused mid stroke, stuffed in to the root, my balls flush with her drooling hole. "I would fucking love that."
She nodded towards her pussy. "Gotta pull out first, sweetheart."
I put on a performative pout. "Do I have to?" I nudged the bottom of the deep pocket, kissing her cervix with the tip of my cock. "Think about how good it'll feel if I do it inside!"
She wiggled her hips side to side, using my dick to poke and prod her walls. "I think that might be a little too much for your first time."
I raised my body off of hers. "One day at a time, right?"
"Exactly," she said. "Now, come; get on my tummy so you can put that thing between my boobs."
I pulled out in a single, slow drag. A thick rope of juice stretched between the head of my cock and her entrance, then snapped in the middle.
She pointed to the dresser. "Get the oil, sweetheart."
I quickly retrieved the bottle and returned to her, straddling her torso so that my dick hovered inches above her splayed-out tits. It settled into the valley between them - a gap so wide that my cock did not touch either fleshy mountain.
I uncapped the oil and titled the bottle over her. I squeezed until a long, glistening stream came out, which I used to draw zigzag shapes across her chest. Inevitably, most of it ran over the curves and headed straight for her sternum, forming a shallow pool into which I rested my dick.
She read my intent without a word, bringing her hands up to the sides of her tits, which she then pushed together with a fair bit of force. The massive udders clapped together with a wet, heavy slap, swallowing my cock in their pillowy warmth. The sheer volume of flesh completely smothered my dick, burying it under the doughy pile. Her breasts were so absurdly large that no matter how she adjusted her hands, there was still overflow spilling through her fingers.
"Need some help?" I asked.
She nodded. "Yes, please. Gimmie those big hands."
I reached down to help her, pressing my palms on the backs of her hands so that we could work together to compress her tits around my cock. "Better?" I asked.
"Better, baby."
I noticed right away how different it felt from her pussy. Inside had been a broiling oven, and the powerful cunt clenches had inherently heightened the intensity. Between her tits, however, the warmth was more subtle, yet more enveloping. The texture of her fair skin was uniform, with no ridges or bumps, providing me an effortless glide through the lube-soaked mountains.
Her impossibly slippery skin provided almost no friction, so it was from the heat and compression that my pleasure was sourced. Her breasts molded around my shaft like memory foam, forming a cozy channel for me to thrust into. There was no resistance, only surrender as the pliable flesh gave way to the throbbing mushroom cap. I could not even see the end of it, with no hint of the reddened knob poking out on the other side.
I thrust at speed, already adept at the motion. My thighs slapped repeatedly against the heavy undersides of her tits with meaty thwacks that sent rolling waves through the blubber. Each impact surged outward, starting where my thighs met her flesh, then travelling through the heaps until they dissipated near her chin. They stood out distinctly from the minor jiggling that seemed to be the baseline for breasts as enormous as hers.
Oil sloshed around with every thrust, small splashes of it escaping the crest of her cleavage to rain tiny droplets over her areolas. The gloss on her skin was nearly reflective enough to see myself in, though I am not sure I would have liked to retain the memory of how contorted my facial expression had become as I succumbed to my animalistic urges.
My balls tightened as every nerve in my body screamed at once, and the faster I plunged my cock into that slippery moat, the more quickly I felt the pleasure crawling up my spine.
I fucked that tit-tunnel with urgency, and the resounding slaps of our slickened skin echoed around the room. The harder my strokes became, however, the harder it was to hold on.
My palms and hers slipped across the slick, oiled curves as we fought to keep them compressed around my cock. Four hands were not enough; the sheer mass was too much for us. Every time I drove forward, the impact forced her fingers to skid through the glaze, her nails scraping faintly over the taut skin as she clawed to get them back in place. My grip faltered, too, as I tried hopelessly to corral the bloated milkbags.
The strength behind my trusts translated to enormous waves in her softness, distorting the pale mounds in ways that looked almost liquid. I would drive a big one home, and her breasts would ripple upward in a visceral tsunami that made them warp and bulge obscenely. For a split second when the impact hit, they did not look like tits at all, but rather uneven, misshapen swells that spat in the face of physics.
The sight was magnificent, but the pleasure was otherworldly. I fought hard to get a few more thrusts under my belt before I came, but the sensation soon became too much for me to bear. I fucked her with everything I had right up until the first pulse tore through me, begging me to come undone and surrender to the overpowering ecstasy.
My climax reared its head, and once it started, there was nothing to do but warn my mother that her face was about to become rather messy. "Can I... c-cum now?"
Mom lit up like a Christmas tree being plugged in for the first time, her eyes two dazzling stars that communicated her joy just as excitedly as the words she would squeak out. "Yes! Yes, honey! Do it!"
I squinted my eyes shut, hoping to buy one more second with my dick wrapped in the wet, heavenly clouds. "On... your face?"
She opened her mouth as wide as she could and stuck out her tongue. "Uh-huh. Whide hewe, thweeheaw."
I could not get another word out before the first spurt erupted from the tip, jetting hot, buttery cum straight towards her open mouth. It landed heavily on her tongue, splattering across her taste buds in a viscous glob that pooled there for a moment before dripping down the back of her throat to elicit a gasp of surprise.
She lurched a bit as the salty syrup tickled her gag reflex, but quickly regained her composure in time for another long, pearly strand to hit her nose dead center, breaking over the bridge in a line that forked outward towards her right eye. One end of it dripped down toward her upper lip, while the other trailed sideways across her cheek. It was as dense as it was opaque, melting down to pool in the indent where her nose met her cheek.
To my surprise, the third spurt was almost as big as the first two. I heard the bulky cable slap against the smooth skin of her forehead, landing just above her eyebrows to link the two of them together in sticky harmony. Gravity dragged some of it up toward her hairline, while the rest of it seeped down into the fine hairs of her lashes.
"Ah ma gawh!" she squealed with a gleeful smile.
It was my sentiment exactly: "Holy shit, it's still coming out!"
I got a bit careless, forgetting to aim my dick away from her eyes, and thus the fourth load went directly into one of her open irises. It coated her entire lid like a dense, creamy eyepatch that glued it shut instantly, sealing her lashes together in a gleaming web that stretched and drooped when she tried to reflexively blink through the gelatinous mud. After a couple tries, she gave up, but the pool was too tacky to be drained without concentrated effort. To cleanse her blindness, she gave her head a shake that dumped the cum to the side, where it mingled with the second burst that was already cooling on her cheek to form a single glistening river that ran towards her temple.
Her face was a masterpiece, smothered under a layer of dense cum that marked every one of her enchanting features. It clung to her skin like melted wax, the butter glued to her face while clear pre-cum trickled down to soak the faint peach fuzz.
Mom swallowed the modest mouthful and lay there panting, dazed and beautiful in the aftermath. "Jesus, honey."
I collapsed beside her breathlessly, but cast my face over to the striking proto-Pollock I'd created. "You look... fucking... amazing, Mom."
She turned her body to the side, causing streams of cum to weep down her cheeks, blurring the lines that separated each streak until they melted into a drooping face mask. "I've never seen this much before."
I fought for breath amid the adrenaline, though it got easier as my heart rate began to settle. "Really?"
She draped one of her legs over mine and tucked in close, mashing the mound of fur crowning her pussy against my thigh. "Really, really. I can't even open my eye, sweetheart."
I chuckled and looked for a clean spot on her face to kiss, but every inch of her was coated with my cum. "Sorry, Mom. I didn't really... aim."


She smacked my chest playfully. "Maybe you will next time."
I propped myself up on my elbows. "You're already thinking about next time, huh?"
She rubbed my chest in small, reassuring circles. "Speaking of 'next time,' I should probably take a trip to the doctor's office before that."
I arched an eyebrow at her. "Uh, why?"
She leaned down to place a slimy kiss on my cheek, her lips still frosted with cum. "Because, baby, I wanna make sure all of this--" She motioned to her melting face mask. "--goes in here next time." To make the point as clear as could be, she took my hand and guided it between her legs, letting my fingers sink deep into the nest of brown bramble. It was saturated with enough honey that her fur was likely a pound heavier than when we'd started, but no less soft. "Get it?"
I had known exactly what she'd meant, but I dug my digits in anyway. "You'd let me cum inside you?"
She nodded excitedly. "I would, in theory, but I don't want to accidentally thrust you into fatherhood just because I forgot to buy a pill."
A warm tingle crept up from the base of my skull. "What if it wasn't accidental?"
Mom's expression did not change, but her eyes searched mine for evidence that I was joking around. "You would make a really great dad one day."
I brushed a chunk of hair off of her face that had gotten stuck in the goo dribbling down her forehead, its tip wetted to a point like a paintbrush dipped in varnish. "You already make a really good Mom."
She kneed me gently. "I think you meant the best Mom, sweetheart."
She was goddamn right, but that was something I had known all along. My feelings for her had never wavered, even when I'd thought they would never be reciprocated, but reality is stranger than fiction. Lying next to my cum-covered mother in the sanctity of her bed, I felt like I had finally found relief from a tension that had been crushing me my whole life.
It was funny, then, that the source of and cure for that tension was one and the same: her tits. I was already thinking fondly about when I would be crushed under their weight next, and how I'd nevertheless feel like I was walking on air.
If I knew Mom well enough - which I certainly did, after dousing her with cum - I knew I would not make it to the end of the night without having her enormous, oversized breasts wobbling in front of me again.
I absolutely could not wait.
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Author's note
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Thank you to all those who read and comment. Your feedback is always appreciated. Happy fapping!
Edited by neuroparenthetical (again)
I had never kissed a woman before the year I turned eighteen. I was jealous of other guys my age who were reaching milestones that felt impossible for me, and when I looked back on my lackluster dating history, something as intimate as sex seemed impossible. I had been on a handful of dates, but they'd never amounted to anything. By the time I was nineteen, after a whole year of trying to get a woman to get serious with me, I just wanted to give up.
The only lasting relationship that I had with a woman was the one I shared with my mom. The two of us were inseparable, and had been ever since Dad had passed away when I was a kid. Without having each other to rely on, I believe that things would have been a lot harder in his absence. Spending time with Mom became the highlight of my day, and that remained true long after we had gotten over the initial grief of Dad's death.
It is not necessarily strange for a mother and son to spend that much time together, but the specifics of how we did so were notably abnormal.
You see, ever since I was young, Mom and I had taken our showers together. While common in many families while kids are still learning how to properly clean themselves - and to stop being afraid that the water falling on them will drown them - what set us apart was that we'd maintained the habit even as I had entered adulthood. It felt normal to me since we'd been doing it for so long, but was wise enough to never share that fact with anyone else because I knew it was decidedly not typical behavior of a mother and her adult son.
Any time I had declined an invitation to shower together, Mom had reacted poorly. She'd never made an outright fuss, but her normally bubbly mood had always deflated, which had always made me feel terrible for having it brought it up. Furthermore, I did not really want things to change. I liked that we had something unique about our relationship, but more than that, I liked seeing her naked. In fact, I really fucking liked it.
I would not go so far as to label it an obsession, but over time I had started to look forward to our nightly ritual for all the wrong reasons. At first, I'd tried to deny it, but that hadn't made the problem go away. Unfortunately, once I'd stopped denying it, it had only gotten worse. No matter how much Mom may have loved me, I did not think that my lust would ever be reciprocated, so I resigned myself to simply being her shower partner until my horny thoughts hopefully went away on their own.
One day after school, I was trying and failing to keep the image of Mom's wet, naked body under the water out of my mind. It seemed impossible that my loving mother could also be the most incredibly sexy woman I had ever laid eyes on, yet it was true. Since I had the raw material to work with already, it was far too easy for a single salacious image to take on a life of its own: water droplets dripping down her large breasts, running down her tummy, then soaking into the lush, sprawling mass of brown fur atop her mound. It was practically a memory - and from as recently as the previous night!
The longer I thought about her that way, the harder it became to keep my hands off of my dick. I knew she was busy with something downstairs, so I snuck a hand under my waistband and began to grope myself. It did not last long, though, because I was interrupted by a knock at the door from the very woman whom I had been fantasizing about.
"You in there, Puppy?" Mom called to me.
I swiftly yanked my hand out of my shorts. "Uh, yeah! C-come in!"
Mom turned the knob and opened my door. "What, no nickname for me?"
I instantly felt my anxiety over getting caught start to subside. "Sorry, Kitty." They were silly nicknames that had endured throughout my teenage years, rooted in the fact that Mom had an allergy to fur that had stopped us from ever adopting a pet. Likely after seeing how disappointed I had been, she had started calling me "Puppy," which I'd apparently countered brilliantly. I honestly didn't remember the details.
She leaned her shoulder against the doorframe. "Whatcha doing in here, Pup?"
"Nothing!" I exclaimed. "Just... hanging out, I guess."
She seemed unconvinced. "Hmm. Okay, then. I just finished yoga, so I was thinking about taking a shower. You wanna join me?"
I could never say no to the ever-present hopefulness in her bright blue irises that made them sparkle like diamonds. Even if I could have, I wasn't sure I'd have been able to ignore my own horniness. In fact, I think I would have paid any price to get naked and in the shower with her. Luckily for me, it was free admission.
"Sure," I said. "Just give me a minute."
She gave me a weird look that I could not quite pinpoint - like she was studying me - but she did not ask why I was being so awkward. "Okiedokie. Don't keep me waiting." She took off down the hall without closing my door behind her.
It felt wrong to get in the shower with her after I had so recently been touching myself to that very thought. That didn't mean I felt guilty, oddly enough. Instead, I considered whether or not it was a smart idea. The more frequently I had begun to think about her while jerking off, the more my perception of her had warped to the point that I couldn't stop myself from seeing her in a sexual light.
I was somewhat nervous that my dick would react to her nudity all on its own - which, yes, was me refusing to take responsibility for how I'd been training it. Still, I did not want to let her down that day, so I put on a brave face, ignored the red flags my brain was waving, and took my clothes off.
What's the worst that could happen? I thought as I walked towards the bathroom, hearing the sounds of running water and Mom's familiar, chipper humming while she waited for the water to get warm. If I get hard, I can just make up an excuse to leave early. She'll never even know!
When I entered the bathroom, I was first greeted by the cold tile floor under my toes, swiftly followed by a rush of steam. Mom liked it hot. It curled up against the ceiling, thick coils of it turning the air wet and hazy like fog rolling through the desert.
Mom was staring at her reflection in the mirror, examining the small, circular mole in the center of her cleavage, displaying her naked body as casually as she always had.
I had gawked at that very beauty mark many times. It was like someone had tapped the tip of a brown marker right between her tits, and I had often imagined how it would feel to touch my nose to that little spot while my head was surrounded by her large breasts.
For many other mothers and sons, such a sight would have been a source of trauma, or at least an awkward encounter, but for us it was just another Friday. Seeing her huge, heavy breasts swinging back and forth had been normalized, but I still watched them sway as she opened up the glass door to the shower. Perhaps fueled by the blue balls that I had not been able to alleviate, I let my stare linger a little longer than usual.
Over the last year, once I had come to grips with the fact that my own mother turned me on, I had consequently begun to stare more frequently. Mom had never said anything overtly negative about it - just some light teasing, which I'd taken in stride. No matter how many times she had caught me peeping, it had not deterred her from our bathing tradition. After a while, I had begun to wonder if she actually enjoyed the attention, but chalked that up to my mind being warped by horniness.
Mom flicked her head and sent a coil of long, wavy hair over her left shoulder. It was the light brown of a perfectly roasted marshmallow, cascading over her shoulder like a ribbon of tawny silk, its tips brushing against the undeniable centerpiece of her body: her breasts.
They were quite frankly enormous, especially for a woman of her small stature. They were so generously proportioned that they pressed together naturally to meet in the center of her chest. They also swelled outward to create a crease of deep, dark cleavage that could have swallowed my whole hand.
The skin there was slightly paler than the rest of her vanilla-toned flesh, with faint blue veins tracing paths like rivers beneath a layer of cream. I followed one of them with my eyes until it reached its natural end: her nipple. Perched atop her wide, rosy areolas were equally pink nub, slightly erect so that they protruded from her breast like moth-watering little cherries.
No matter how beautiful I thought her breasts were, I couldn't deny that they had slowly succumbed to the effects of time. Most noticeable was a subtle sag that made them look properly heavy rather than just large - heavier each new day I got an eyeful, in fact.
Meanwhile, the fact that I instinctively felt like I knew what they would feel like in my hands just because of how intimately I'd studied them visually only made me want to touch them more. Confirmation would have been a mere bonus. Even somebody who's already tasted the forbidden fruit won't suddenly lose interest - especially not if it's the most delicious thing they've ever eaten.
My eyes eventually wandered further down; Mom's hips were a masterpiece of curvature, broad and powerful, creating an exaggerated hourglass silhouette that many would have referred to as "child bearing."
With no reason to stop drinking in the sight of her, I next focused on her pussy. Her mound was covered with a generous blanket of dark, curly pubic hair, formed into a triangle that tapered downward. It spilled generously over the plump, meaty lips beneath, partially veiling them, but I could still see them peeking through the curls. Not even the creamy skin of her pussy mound could not be seen through the visibly soft thicket of chestnut fur. The texture looked immeasurably fluffy with tight, spiraling curls that gave her bush a resounding fullness. The tuft of brown silk looked magnificent, begging for fingers to tangle and explore the heated depths it guarded.
I was snapped out of my daze by one of Mom's adorable giggles. She hid her mouth behind her hand, embarrassment blooming across her cheeks, making her look like a giddy schoolgirl who had just been complimented by her crush. "You know, it's rude to stare, Puppy."
I gave my head a shake. "Sorry, Mom. I-- Yeah. My bad."
She shrugged innocently. "Oh, hush. You're as sorry as I am mad. It's natural to want to look, I think, at a woman's body. You're just curious."
I chuckled. "Yeah, especially with tits like yours."
Mom sucked in a sharp breath. "Oh, well... I-I don't know about all that. Should I take that as a compliment?"
I nodded with my whole body. "Yes! Definitely!"
She rolled her eyes playfully. "If you say so, Puppy."
Mom stepped into the water to wait for me while I hung up my towel, and when I turned back to face the shower, I was floored by a sight that had previously only existed in my fantasies.
There, pressed firmly up against the glass door, were her bulging tits. They had been flattened like two humongous, circular pancakes, their width easily eclipsing her head in size. In their free state, they hung heavy, often swaying from their pronounced weight, making them seem like they were filled with more flesh than they could physically hold. All of that had changed when she'd squished them flat against the transparent barrier, causing her naturally rounded udders to compress into flattened discs.
At the heart of each enormous, squashed mound were two vast, saucer-sized circles. They dominated the center of her tits, textured with faint pebbled bumps that puckered invitingly against the cold, glass surface. They looked larger than usual due to the flattening, their edges blurring to a rosy smear. Their color contrasted beautifully with the ocean of soft flesh surrounding them, acting as visual anchor points to attract my unwavering stare. Even against the glass, I could tell that her nipples had gotten harder, aroused by either the chill or the thrill of having my eyes on her - though I was convinced the latter option wasn't a real possibility, but just more wishful, horny thinking.
"Don't they look funny like this?" she asked with a chipper inflection. As far as I could tell, she saw nothing strange about letting me watch the way her breasts bulged under pressure. "It always messes with my head when I see how flat they get. Isn't it weird looking?"
I swallowed a dry lump, craving the water in the shower to quench my parched throat. "They're, uh... definitely not flat."
Mom blew me a kiss. "Another compliment, I take it?"
"Er, yeah."
When she pulled her tits off the glass, the oil from her skin left behind two large, round stamps as a visual reminder of the staggering surface area they had covered. "Are you gonna get in, or just watch?"
"I'm not, like... watching, watching," I fibbed.
There was plenty of room for both of us in the shower, which doubled as a bathtub, but it was far closer than most guys ever get to being beside their naked moms. I wondered if any of them would have been jealous of me; I supposed it depended on whether or not they found their mom sexy, or if I were instead thinking about them wishing they could be so close to mine.
As I climbed in beside Mom, she shuffled away from the nozzle so I could step under the water. "Could you pass me the soap, sweetheart?" she asked.
I handed her one of the big bottles from the shelf and held it steady while she pushed down on the pump, squirting a fat stream of white goop into her palm. I did the same, but only so that I would look busy while I watched her. I lazily spread the soap over my arms and chest, not caring a bit about actually getting clean.
She worked the soap into a lather until it looked like she was wearing gloves made of suds. With those bubbly hands, she reached up and cupped the underside of her breasts, wedging some of her fingers underneath the heft so that she would not miss the spot where they laid atop her ribcage. They appeared heavy in a way that seemed to defy physics. Each one wobbled slightly as she lifted it, then slowly settled again when she let them rest in her palms. She did not rush; she never did.
Her fingers spread wide, thumbs brushing the outer curves. She pressed gently, lifting the soft mass upward as though weighing it, feeling its density against her forearms. She kneaded them with patience, her fingers sinking in just enough to dimple her flesh. Every so often her thumbs would graze her nipples, cutting a path through the lather to tickle the perky nubs. She pushed the mounds together and compressed them until her cleavage deepened, causing soap to bubble up as she worked it.
She rotated her palms fully against the outer sides, fingers curling around the generous breadth to pull and massage upward, stretching her skin taut before releasing. Her breasts plummeted downward, landing with a loud, wet slap against her abdomen that made her gasp. "Oh!"
The slapping sound made the back of my skull buzz, and I bit my tongue to stop from murmuring the little groans that my body was desperate to make.
Soap glistened, white against the warm rose of her areolas. The foam slid in slow, pearly rivers between the cleft of her breasts, turning her cleavage into a trough of lather. She was meticulous, covering every inch of her breasts so thoroughly that her top half was censored by an opaque bubble bra for a brief moment, completely hiding her nipples under the layer suds.
She gave no hint that she knew I was watching her, yet something about her movements seemed intentional. Maybe it was the way she arched her back, or the slow roll of her shoulders, that convinced me she was putting on a show for my entertainment.
There was a lingering pause before her fingers finally slid downward, indicating the show was over, and she let the weight sag back into its natural, pendulous shape.
I quickly averted my eyes and acted unaware, casting my gaze to one of the shampoo bottles on the shelf to pretend that I had been reading it.
"What do you wanna do for dinner tonight?" Mom asked casually. "I was thinking spaghetti, maybe?"
"Uh, yeah," I replied. "Sure."
She cocked her head to the side, sensing my hesitation. "Everything okay? Something on your mind?"
I shook my head. "No! No. Sorry, just... not very hungry right now, I guess."
It was technically true; I was not hungry for food. For Mom, however, I was absolutely starving. I wished that not to be the case, mentally begging my body not to respond to the feast of sexual wonder right next to me, because I could already feel my cock getting hard.
One look at her tits had made my balls clench up, and watching her massage them with soapy hands had gotten my dick the rest of the way. I tried to turn my body to the side so she would not see, but it was too late.
Mom did a double take, her eyes passing innocently over my erection before they widened, then snapped back at full attention. Rather than instantly call it out, she quickly looked at my face to see if I had noticed her noticing.
Our eyes locked for a quick second, but upon seeing my red-faced shame she averted them to the floor. "I-I'm sorry!" she cried. "I didn't mean to look at it. I didn't know you were, uh..."
I sighed deeply. "Yeah. No. It's cool. It's okay, Mom."
She lifted her head. "Why is like... that?"
"Why do you think?" I asked rhetorically.
"Is that... because of me?"
I nodded.
"That's never happened before. Has it?"
I pinched the bridge of my nose with two fingers. "I can usually keep it under control, but... Well, you were touching your boobs and... and it just happened!"
Mom's mouth formed a small circle, and an equally small gasp escaped it. "It only happens if you like what you're looking at! Are you... turned on by my breasts?"
My voice caught in my throat. "N-no! It's not like that."
She chewed pensively on her bottom lip, dragging her teeth along the surface. "Well, then what do you mean that you can 'usually keep it under control?' You mean every time we shower you're fighting the instinct to... you know?" She pointed at my stiffness so she would not have to utter the dreaded words.
"Yeah. That's basically right."
"So, then you are turned on right now? By--" She swallowed nervously, summoning some courage. "--me?" The last word barely squeaked out.
I laughed awkwardly, hoping to diffuse the tension. "How weird would it be if I said yes?"
Her jaw flexed. "Depends on if you're being truthful or not. When I came into your room earlier, were you--"
I held up a hand to cut her off. "Please don't even say it."
She pursed her lips. "Okay, I won't. But were you?"
I answered with a shameful nod.
"What, uh, were you thinking about?" she asked innocently, trying to seem casual about prying, and I noted a hint of genuine curiosity in her voice.
"It doesn't matter," I answered flatly, hoping to avoid further interrogation.
She put a hand on my forearm and squeezed. "Come on, Puppy. You can tell me."


I gestured lamely to her spectacular naked body. "You know, like... all of this."
Mom sucked in a sharp breath like she was trying to stop herself from gasping. "You were thinking about... me while you touched yourself?"
My whole body winced. "Mom! Come on! You don't have to say it."
"But it's true. Isn't it?"
I nodded with more shame than before. In hindsight, maybe I could have lied to her. I had never planned to come clean about my perverted thoughts, fearing our showers would be cancelled altogether. I knew that admitting the truth ran the risk of scaring her off, but I had grown tired of the lies.
Mom arched an eyebrow with curiosity. "And you don't care that I'm your mother?"
I shook my head. "Apparently not, no. My dick doesn't register things like that."
Mom's eyes widened, but she quickly forced them to return to normal to temper her visible shock. "Your di-- Oh, well then. Um, when did this all start?"
"About a year ago."
She did not stop her eyes from growing that time. "A year? But, we shower every night together, Puppy! You mean that every night you've been suffering like this?"
"'Suffering' might be a bit strong," I said.
"Is it? I mean, is it really? I can't imagine it's been fun showering with me when you know that something like this might pop up." Her eyebrows shot to the top of her forehead. "Oops! Sorry, no pun intended."
"Hilarious, Kitty."
"I'm serious, though! A whole year, knowing that every night you might accidentally pop a boner next to me. Why didn't you ask to stop?"
"Well, I know you don't want to. You get upset when I try to skip even a single night! Besides I-I don't really... want to stop."
Mom looked puzzled. "You don't want to stop, even though my boobs make you hard? Even if it hasn't happened in the shower before, you're still thinking about them after we get out, right?"
"I know it was stupid to keep going, but I really love showering with you, Mom. It is fun! I love everything about your body - Your boobs, your butt, your... other stuff."
Mom's cheeks turned cherry red. "What other stuff?"
I nodded downward to her pussy. "You know: other stuff."
Mom could not catch her gasp in time to stifle it. "Oh! Oh, my, Puppy. But... I mean, I don't want to be gross, but... The hair? It's all furry down there."
My stomach sank like a stone. "Yeah. I like that, too, actually."
Mom glanced down at the pile of dark hair. "I always thought that guys your age preferred shaved women."
"Not me. I like, um... yours." It felt good to finally be honest with her, but terrifying to consider that the fallout of my revelation might be an end to our shower sessions. Still, I wouldn't have blamed her. At the bare minimum, I'd torn away the veil and finally acknowledged just how abnormal our situation was.
"Anyway," I said, "if you want to stop, then--"
"No!" she cried, clearly louder than she had expected because she shut her mouth so fast that her teeth clacked together. "No, Puppy. I don't want to stop. I like our special time together in here, even if other people might think it's weird."
I smiled at her. "Me too, Kitty. You're not mad?"
She opened her arms for a hug. "Not even a little bit. I'm happy you told me instead of making up a lie."
I stepped closer to her. "You're too smart for that anyway."
"Darn right." She stepped forward and held me, wrapping her arms around my torso in a big bear hug. "I love you, Puppy. I promise I'm not mad."
Her words were heartwarming, but their warmth did not hold a candle to the unbelievable heat radiating off of her pussy. My dick was sandwiched between our stomachs, my shaft pressed firmly into the mound of dense hair between her legs. She had intended to comfort me, but feeling the soft, wet tendrils grazing against my dick was making me extremely uncomfortable.
Mom relented a little in response to my dick pulsating, relaxing her hug without actually letting go of me. "Wow."
"What?" I asked nervously.
She hugged me tighter, putting exhilarating pressure on my cock. As if that had not been enough stimulation, she slowly rocked side to side, each sway of her body causing her velvety brown fur to rub against me. "He really does like me!"
I sighed. "Mom! Don't, like, draw attention to it."
She completely ignored my request. "Is it gonna be like this the whole time?"
"Unless I fix it, yeah."
One of her eyes twitched a little. "How do you do that?"
I chuckled. "That wasn't code, Mom. I need to, uh, relieve myself."
Mom huffed air through her nostrils. "Well, we're already wet, so you might as well get it over with."
I paused for a second, but it felt like a dream where time dilation caused me to wonder how long I was actually standing there speechless. "W-what? Here? But you're--"
"Exactly! I'm the perfect thing to help you fix it. Hurry up, Puppy, so you'll be done quicker. Or would you rather just stay hard for the next ten minutes?"
I could not believe what I was hearing, but nothing about her body language let on that it was a trick. Even if it had been a bluff - though I was not sure what her angle would have been - I did not care. She'd given me permission, and I took the opportunity. It did not even seem like a big deal to her; she began washing the rest of her body without paying me any extra attention.
I tentatively reached for my dick, anticipating the moment where she would reveal that she had been messing with me. I figured she would start laughing and tell me she'd been joking, but she did not crack even when I curled my fingers around my cock head. I jerked up and down a couple of times, performing pathetic little strokes that were designed to humor her more than anything.
A genuinely satisfied smile stretched between her ears. "Isn't that better?"
I gulped down my mounting anxiety. "I-I guess so, yeah. You really don't mind me doing this?"
She could not have been less bothered. "I'm taking it as a compliment - a big one, too! There's all sorts of naked girls on the internet, so it's kind of... I don't know. That you would pick me over them, I mean? It's nice, considering I'm so..."
"Beautiful?" I grunted.
She winked at me. "I was going to say 'old,' but thanks for the ego boost, Puppy."
"Well then your ego should be massive by now!" I said without thinking of the implication of my words.
Mom paused for a second. "Because of... how often you masturbate to me?"
I cringed, but continued my patient stroking. "It's so weird to hear that word coming from you."
She scoffed. "Imagine how I feel! You're literally doing it right next to me!"
"Only because you told me to," I fired back.
The remaining soap on her tits, thinned by the shower spray, began to trickle down her body. The white, frothy river cascaded over her tummy, gathering momentum as it traced over her skin. It collected briefly in her belly button, forming a shallow pool that quickly overflowed to send the spillage racing towards her pussy mound.
It funnelled into the messy triangle of pubic hair, seeping into the thick, woolly fibers. They acted as a sieve through which the mixture of suds and water could strain, filtering the soapy foam out of the liquid.
All along the top of her bush, directly below her tummy, was a horizontal line of bubbles that grew larger by the second, crowning the dark hair with a sudsy halo. The bright white foam and translucent bubbles were at odds with the deep, earthy hue of her fur, each accented by the other so that they both popped.
As more drained downward, the halo of bubbles became heavier, eventually succumbing to its own weight. Soap infiltrated the dense thatch, weaving through the brown curls, clinging to each individual strand so that they glistened with a reflective lustre. The soap gathered thickest right at the center, where her lips parted naturally. Creamy white froth pooled in the cleft, coating her lips in a glistening veil that half-concealed the rosy flesh beneath. Her fur seemed to drink the lather and push it back out in slow, lewd dollops that dribbled down her inner thigh.
Perhaps unconsciously, perhaps not, she tilted her pelvis forward just enough so that the warm cascade from the showerhead struck her at a new angle, urging the remaining suds downward until her fur had been rinsed clean.
The dark curls, once fluffed and soapy, hung heavy with saturation, clung to her outer lips like threads of wet velvet. Each strand was thoroughly drenched, the water weight pulling them downward to lay flat against her skin. Her bush became a soggy, matted carpet, plastered to her skin to accurately sculpt the shape of her bulging mound. Droplets of water perched on the tips like morning dew across a sprawling, brown lawn, so perilously that even the smallest movement she made would send them tumbling free to splatter on the floor.
"Christ, Kitty," I mumbled mindlessly.
She perked up. "Tell me, Puppy."
I gestured to her pussy with my chin. "I can't look away! It's, like... Holy shit! You look amazing."
She arched an eyebrow. "I look amazing, or my pussy looks amazing?"
I looked up at her and saw that she was looking dead into my eyes, likely having been waiting for me to meet her gaze. "S-sorry," I said. "Should I not stare? I just thought--"
She hushed me with a finger on her lips. "If you're happy, then I'm happy. Does it feel good, sweetheart?"
I nodded emphatically. "Fuck yes. I wanna be in here all day!"
She giggled. "Well, let's work on finishing instead, young man. Hurry up and empty those balls before we turn into prunes."
My stomach flipped upside down as the taboo of the situation hit home a little harder. "I can't believe you're letting me do this, Mom. This is, like..."
"A dream come true?" she offered. "Not to sound egotistical or anything like that, but I don't think I've seen you this happy in a while."
Her comment made me aware that I was sporting a large, toothy grin. "Like I said; I could do this all day."
"Look at me, you mean?" She gestured to her body with a wave of her hand. "Is this all you wanna see?"
My heart thumped in my ears. "What else is there?"
She raised her voice an octave so that the sickeningly sweet pitch of her voice lulled me in further. It didn't seem like an accident, either. "Wanna see my bum, too?"
"I-- Really? I mean, of course! Fuck yes!"
Mom giggled. "Hold your horses, Puppy! I've still got soap on my boobs."
I was still in disbelief. "I thought you'd be way more grossed out by this."
She shrugged like I had just suggested a middling spot to go and grab lunch. "I haven't had someone... It's been a while since... Oh, I don't know. It's just nice, that's all. I miss being admired."
"By me, though?"
She gave me a soothing smile. "Beggars can't be choosers."
That should have deflated my ego, if not my cock, but it didn't. Instead, it tugged a little at my heart. We were both desperate in our own ways. Hers seemed less obviously perverted than mine, and that made me all the more eager to fulfill her needs if I could.
Mom turned around to show me her ass, displaying full, generous cheeks that swelled outward in a rounded curve. She seductively swayed the massive slab of dough back and forth; there was simply no mistaking her intention. "Like that?"
I nodded, then remembered she could not see me. "Uh-huh."
She reached back with one hand, snapped her fingers, and then held them outstretched. "Soap, please."
I handed her the bottle with my free hand.
She braced herself against the far wall of the shower with one arm, using her other hand to position the bottle upside down, hovering directly above the small of her back. A heavy ribbon oozed out of it that landed in a fat coil at the base of her spine, retaining its shape for as long as it could resist the slope of her backside.
The pool of soap caved under its own weight, thick tendrils of it splitting off as they began to creep over her cheeks one by one. One fat stream followed the outer curve while another went straight down the center between her cheeks, disappearing instantly between the fat, white globes. It clung to her skin, so viscous that it moved in slow motion, each droplet stretching into a long, elastic thread that reached all the way down to the crease in her fair skin where her ass met her thighs.
Mom passed the bottle back to me. "Take, Puppy."
I grabbed it without moving my eyes off of her.
She flattened her palms against the upper curve of her ass and began to work the soap into a lather, rubbing in wide circles with her fingers splayed out. Under the friction, the gel transformed into rich, dense foam. Creamy white froth piled up high, forming sculpted peaks across her cheeks, clinging in heavy dollops that refused to move until she forced them to. She kneaded deeper, thumbs pressing into her soft flesh, spreading the lather until every inch of her ass was coated in a layer of glossy foam. Bubbles clustered along the undersides, trembling with each breath she took, some so densely packed they looked like meringue.
"Seen enough?" she asked.
"No!" I blurted out.
Mom hung her head and gave a small giggle, apparently enthused by my fascination. "I was just gonna wash the soap off, silly. I didn't mean you had to stop."
I winced at my reactionary outburst. "Oh. Sorry, then."
She rocked to the sides, tossing the heap of ass meat to the left, then the right. "Should I just stand here for a lil' while longer?"
"Could you, uh..."
"Just ask, Puppy," she insisted.
"Could you spank it? Like, with your hand?"
She chuckled. "I know what spanking is. I don't wanna do it hard, but okay. Here you go, sweetheart."
She lifted her right hand with palm open, and fingers parted, then brought it down to deliver a smack against her right cheek. The sound cracked through the air, piercing the humidity like a sharp, wet gunshot.
Her ass rippled instantly as the fat globe absorbed the impact, then sent a slow, rolling wave outward from her hand. It jiggled heavily, the waves in her doughy flesh travelling across the surface until they reached her left cheek, making both of them slosh back and forth.
A perfect handprint with all five fingers plus the heel of her palm emerged through the lather, stamped in faint pink against the pale skin beneath. The surrounding bubbles collapsed slightly from the force before fresh ones bubbled up to fill the depression.
"A-again," I begged.
She struck the same cheek again, harder that time, putting a violent jiggle in her flesh that made it move like liquid. The fat cheek compressed under her palm, then sprang outward in a deep, undulating tremor that made the entire rump shake for several long seconds. Thick white suds rode the crest of each wobble, sliding toward her crack as the wavering flesh settled back into place.
"One more?" I asked.
She gave a playful sigh. "Oh, the things I do for you, Puppy."
She tensed her spine, gathering support so that she would not fall forward when she raised her left hand, along with the right one, above her unsullied cheek. She brought both arms down simultaneously, the double impact causing her bottom to gyrate shamelessly. Both cheeks bounced and collided in the middle, supple flesh rippling outward in overlapping waves that made her whole ass tremble like pudding.
"Fuck," I muttered. "That looks so good."
"Really?" Mom perked up. "I've never, uh... I mean, I have, but never with someone... you know."
"Masturbating to the view?" I offered.
"Oh, but you can use that word, huh? I feel like I'm in a porno, with you watching me. Can I rinse off now?"
"Sure," I said, "as long as I can keep doing this."
She backed up to position her soapy bottom under the water, and I stood off to the side so the flow would reach her. "Whatever you need, Puppy."
Everything about the masterpiece of sudsy cheeks changed when the water hit it. The undiluted soap had created a richer, longer-lasting lather that held shape for a few precious seconds. Foam drained toward the center, drawn by gravity and the natural slope of her body, until it filled in the deep crease like sea foam.
Something came over me that I could not control. "Can you spread them?"
"Spread... them?" she asked softly. "Oh! My butt cheeks?"
I grunted my approval.
She paused for a fraction of a second, then reached back. "For you, Puppy, I will." Her fingers sank into the outer edges of each cheek, gripping the soapy flesh as she pulled.
"More, Mom," I pleaded.
"It's hard when I'm all slippery!" she argued.
She tugged harder, spreading wider, thumbs hooking deeper into the cleft to pry the heavy globes apart as far as the slippery lather would allow. Even at her widest stretch, with her cheeks held open, the view remained teasingly veiled. Through the curtain of running suds and stubborn, clingy bubbles, a thin shred of pink showed-- a fleeting, glistening hint of her pussy meat peeking out.
I stared into the haze, trying to catch a better glimpse, but the rest of her pussy had been swallowed by white froth. Her sodden bush, its dark curls plastered flat, had watered-down soap threading through it like silver veins in a chunk of rock. The small space between her cheeks brimmed with dense foam, bubbles shifting and popping as more water poured in from above. Eventually the remaining soap washed away, but the torrent of water still obscured the holes upon which I longed to gaze.
I stood in front of the flowing water to block it with my back, and it did not take long for my hasty plan to bear fruit.
As the rest of the water drained off of her, beads falling free from her slickened skin, I was gradually presented with a view so staggering in its eroticism that I knew right away I would never stop jerking off to the memory of it.
Her puckered asshole came into plain view. It was small and visibly tight, a perfect rosebud of pinkish-brown skin that was slightly darker than the surrounding flesh. Droplets collected at the wrinkled rim before sliding down, some catching briefly on the delicate crinkles before succumbing to gravity. It gave me a subtle wink, which squeezed out a bead of water from the center as the rubbery rumples collapsed in on themselves.
Lower still, framed by the dark, soggy curls of her bush, her pussy presented itself fully. Her plump outer lips were swollen, parted just enough by her stance to reveal the inner folds. They glistened with shower water and, I imagined, her own juicy arousal. She was rose-pink, her color deepening to flushed crimson nearer the center. Delicate petals unfurled like wet silk, their edges ruffled and slick. Water dripped steadily from the upper hood, running over her engorged clit, which peeked out from beneath its protective fold.
Once again, I felt something come over me, but that time it was in the form of a voice in my head that refused to be ignored. "Touch her," it demanded. I obeyed without thinking, extending my free hand to grab hold of her waist.
She responded instantly, her body jerking instinctively as soon as she felt my fingers dig into her curves. "Oh, honey. That's--"
"Please, Mom?" I begged.
She hesitated, her body rigid for a long moment. "Okay, just... don't roam too much."
I stretched apart my fingers to encompass as much of the plush flesh as I could, greedily sinking my digits into the heap of wet, slippery softness. They filled my hands, but when I tried to tighten my grip, they slipped through my fingers. I tightened my hold anyway, kneading deeply with my thumbs positioned close to her asshole. I was not quite touching it, since I'd been warned against roaming, but I got rather close when my fingertips dug into the outer curve of her cheek.


She exhaled sharply, her hips rocking forward instinctively before pressing back harder into my palm. I could feel the subtle tremor in her thighs - the way her muscles flexed and released beneath the pliable layer of fat.
Since I was a proponent of asking for forgiveness rather than permission, I raised my hand without warning and delivered a firm, open-palmed spank to her left cheek.
Her ass quivered instantly, the struck globe compressing inward for a split second before a powerful wobble exploded through it. Her doughy flesh sloshed heavily, bouncing against my left hand as fat, rippling waves swam through it.
The crack of my wet skin colliding with hers had rung out sharply beneath the roar of the shower, but Mom's pained yelp overrode both sounds. "Hey! I didn't say you could do that!"
"I learned it from watching you!" I whined back, hoping the "spunky, adorable son" angle would distract her from her pique.
She huffed in frustration, but I could tell that it was mild. "Do we need some ground rules, mister?"
"Maybe," I replied, "but..." There was that bravado again, convincing me to cross boundaries that I'd never even approached before - but god was it tempting.
With that burst of confidence, I stepped closer to Mom and let go of my cock, putting my free hand on the other side of her waist so that I was holding her in place with both hands. Then, all I had to do was pull her against me to firmly wedge my dong into the tight nook between her cheeks.
"Honey, wait!" she yelped as I tugged her backward.
Her chubby cheeks parted around me, enveloping my dick from base to tip. It glided effortlessly through the moat, nestling deep until the underside rested flush with the puckered ring of her asshole. I felt every detail stamped against my shaft, each crinkle a plump, textured ridge that dragged along the bottom of my cock with every shift of her hips. The meaty halo clenched, gripping me with its pulsing mouth before it relaxed again, like it was steadily mapping the contours of my dick.
Warmth and humidity smothered the shaft and the top of my balls. The shower water - still plenty hot itself - suddenly felt mild in comparison.
Mom paused for several long seconds, likely seeing if my venture between the crack was merely an accident or if I was about to break a ground rule before it had been established. When I did not withdraw my hips after a couple seconds, she nervously spoke up. "That's... that's y-your..."
"Uh-huh," I murmured.
She tittered with anxiety. "O-okay. That's... Wow."
I squeezed her hip with one hand. "What?"
She slowly swayed her hips side to side, analysing the feel of my dick nestled between her cheeks. "Just... warm. I forgot how warm they are, and-- Jesus, honey! Do you really get this hard every time?"
"No," I admitted. "I think you might have something to do with that."
She cooed with satisfaction. "God, it's been... so long since I touched one. I kind of forgot how hard they can get, too."
"Do you want to?" I asked confidently, successfully hiding the tremble in my voice.
She froze. "Want to..."
"Touch it."
Her calf muscles flexed, and I worried that her knees were about to give out. "T-to touch it? Your... cock?" She barely managed to push the final word out of her throat.
"Yeah, Kitty. Wanna feel it?"
She hesitated a moment, weighing the options. Just when I thought she would say no and bring the whole thing to an end, she nodded a couple of times. "Yeah."
"Stay there," I said. "I've got an idea."
I adjusted my stance slightly, bending my knees just enough to lower my hips, and guided the thick length of cock downward. It moved away from the tight, wrinkled grip of her asshole and into the warm, inviting space between her parted legs.
To my surprise, it was not the thin, neutral slip of water that had allowed my dick to slip so easily between her thighs, but something thicker, almost silky. Syrupy arousal oozed out of her pussy, basting the topside of my erection in such succulent cunt honey that it made soap seem like sandpaper.
Holy shit! I thought excitedly. She's actually getting turned on by this!
Mom closed her thighs loosely around me, not clamping tight, but cocooning me in the tunnel of soft flesh. They molded around my length without effort, cradling it in a comforting embrace. "Ohmygod," she said in a rush.
"Is that okay, Mom?" I asked.
"Y-yeah, Puppy. Just... This is all happening pretty fast."
I rubbed her the small of back with one hand. "Do you want me to stop?"
She shook her head assertively. "No. You can keep going."
I thrust forward slowly, using my swollen cock head to part the wild canopy of pubic hair that blanketed her mound. It trudged through the soft, silky curls, where individual threads dragged across the sensitive helmet to tease out a mighty throb.
"Oh!" Mom squealed. "I-I felt that, honey. That was a big one."
I was not the only one who appeared to be enjoying themselves, though, as evidenced by the influx of hot, slippery juice that drooled over the top of my cock.
"You liked that, didn't you?" I asked earnestly, testing to see if she would be as honest as her body.
"I-- Kind of, yes," she admitted. "Can you pull back a little?"
I did, dragging my dick backwards through the tuft of wet lace and clenched thighs. "Like that?"
"N-now go back in," she whimpered.
I thrust forward, parting her pudgy pussy lips with the head, but narrowly missing the hole so that I cut through the brown thicket once more.
"Again," she demanded.
I repeated the thrust, and when she seemed equally delighted with the second effort, I decided to go for another... then another, then another, then another.
Each forward glide smeared more of her honey along my shaft, and each withdrawal saw fresh droplets falling from her weeping cunt, coating me in her essence.
The heat from her pussy radiated downward like an open flame against the top of my cock, making me wonder if I would have been sweating were it not for the water washing it away.
Her thighs quivered briefly with each pass, hugging me tighter for a heartbeat before relaxing. I thought it was accidental at first - the way she was milking me without penetration - but once I picked up on the pattern, it became obvious that she was doing it on purpose.
"You're squeezing me," I said bluntly.
"Uh-huh," she purred. "Do you like that? I can keep going, if it feels nice."
I squeezed her hips in approval. "Fuck yes. Can you make it tighter?"
Mom placed her feet closer together. "Lemme see, sweetheart."
She buckled down with real intent. What had been a loose cradle became a deliberate pocket for me to shove my dick into, with warm meat compressing my shaft on either side. The pressure was incredible, but a sturdier thrust was required to force my dick through the narrow passageway, generating friction against her pussy fur that bloomed deliciously along my length.
She shifted her stance subtly, lifting one foot and crossing it over her other ankle. Her legs locked together, crossed at the calves, thighs pressed flush and trembling slightly from the effort it took to clench them so tightly. The crossed position forced her mound forward, causing the sodden carpet of hair to brush the top of my shaft with every slow rock.
Her new position enhanced every sensation my cock felt along its more laborious journey: the textured drag of her matted pubic hair, the pulsing heat radiating from her drooling slit, and the way her inner thighs fluttered around me. I could feel her swollen clit pressing against my dick through the thin barrier of her bush, grinding subtly against me as she rolled her hips to match my rhythm.
A small sound escaped her then that was unmistakable: a genuine, involuntary moan. It vibrated through her body, making her clench even tighter for a brief second to smother my cock in a grip so snug that it almost halted my thrusting.
"C-can I touch now?" Mom whimpered.
"Anything you want, Kitty," I answered.
"Oh my god," she whispered mostly to herself. "Okay. Okay."
She reached down with her right hand, her fingers forming into a loose, imperfect cup just below the level of her crossed thighs. When I thrust forward again, the bulging knob at the end of my cock slipped neatly into the pocket made by her curled fingers.
Her digits tightened reflexively - a cozy, comfortable squeeze that enveloped the sensitive bulb. Each time I thrust, driving the head fully into her cupped palm, she contracted harder, tugging gently at the flared edge before loosening just enough to let me pull back.
It was the one thing that had been missing; something to thrust into, rather than just ending up on the other side of her thighs. It was a remarkable addition, lending purpose to my strokes that I was eager to fulfill.
She egged me on fervently. "Yeah, just like that. Good boy, Puppy. Keep going, keep going."
I kept the pace steady, performing long, unbroken strokes that pushed my cock through the tight vice of her thighs and into the warm cradle of her hand, then back again. Each time the head entered her cupped fingers, she squeezed harder, tenderly milking the sensitive tip while her pussy continued to leak slippery honey on me from above.
As greedy as it sounds, I wanted more. My hands felt woefully lonesome, and so I put into action a plan that would remedy their emptiness. "Can you stand up, Mom?"
She straightened her back, bringing her spine flush with my chest so that we were firmly pressed together. She laid one of her palms flat against the shower wall, her arm extended to its limit, giving me easy access to her heavy, hanging udders when I reached around her torso. Still, she kept the hand-pocket in place.
I was a head taller than her, maybe more, so I curled my body around hers to support us both, with my chest on her shoulder blades and my chin resting on the crown of her head. One arm wrapped around her waist like a seatbelt to tether us together, but that was not only support that I offered. The other sought her breast, eager to add a sense of touch to what had only been a visual for so long.
It was impossibly slippery, coated in a fine film of water that turned every touch into a glide. I spread my fingers wide to get a better grip, but it was in vain; the slick flesh slipped out of my grasp no matter how hard I squeezed.
Her slippery skin made it easy to slide my forearm into the deep valley of her cleavage. Her breasts swallowed it whole, the soft heaps closing around my arm like a whale gulping down a single, small krill. The heavy flesh molded to me, pressing in from both sides until I felt pressure hugging every inch of my skin from wrist to elbow. They cradled my arm as though it belonged there, and to be honest, it did! The way it fit perfectly into the space between was as though our bodies had been carved from the same stone.
When I thrust again, deeper into the snug channel of her crossed thighs and cupped hand, her tits wobbled with the motion. Their weight carried them forward. The heavy udders swung freely, slapping against her abdomen skin in slow, sweeping arcs.
I shifted my hand lower, sliding beneath her left breast to cradle it from below. The weight flooded my palm at once, then spilling over the edges of my fingers and thumb. It felt like holding a living water balloon filled to the point of bursting. The sheer mass of it strained my wrist and rested heavy in my palm. I lifted it slightly, just enough to appreciate the staggering mass, then let it settle again so it flopped back into place with another sultry slap against her chest.
She released a groan that sounded exaggerated, but with so much evidence of her horniness all around me, I knew that it was real. "Are you almost, um... d-done, honey?" she asked.
"Not yet," I said. "It usually takes a while."
Maybe the horniness was controlling my brain by that point, but I picked up on a hint of excitement when she said, "Really? You can keep going? Well... do you like what I'm doing with my hand?"
"Fuck yes."
She purred seductively, enthralled by my eagerness. "Can I try something, then?"
"Anything, Kitty."
She peeled her back off of my chest, sliding my dick out of the thigh pocket, and pointed to the wall opposite the showerhead. "Stand over there, Puppy."
I obeyed, wincing briefly when my shoulders touched the cold tiles. "Now what?"
Mom gave me a soothing smile, facing me with the running water beating against her back. "Just stand there and look pretty. I'll do the rest."
With her palm facing upward to the ceiling, she closed her right hand around the root of my cock, fingers loosely wrapped. Her palm slid from base to tip in long, exploratory strokes, studying the length of meat that had just been throbbing against her pussy. She paused at the head, gently squeezing the sensitive bulb with her fingertips. She tilted her head curiously, watching her own hand as though using it to memorize the map of bulging veins that stretched throughout the length.
"Big," she said, adding nothing more before her erotic investigation evolved into something depraved: a hand job.
She started slowly, her grip firming once she had made the decision to commit to the debauchery. On her way from the tip to the root, she twisted her wrist a fraction, letting her thumb drag along the underside while her fingers gently squeezed the girth. "Is that good?" she asked.
"Fuck yes," I replied.
She watched my face for a reaction, gauging the way my body responded when her hand ascended to the head again, and when she stamped her fingerprints in the spongy knob with another tender squeeze. "I think he likes when I do that."
"He does. I do! Fuck, Mom, this feels amazing!"
Her tongue flicked out of her mouth to lick her lips. "Can I go a little faster, then?"
"Uh-huh!"
Her pace quickened, her strokes gradually growing firmer as they travelled the entire length of my cock with each pass. She added another slight twist of her wrist on the upstroke, too, intentionally grazing my frenulum with her thumb when she reached the top.
With her other hand, she braced against my chest for leverage. Her fingers splayed out, yet stayed in place, contrasting with the slow, heavy sway of her breasts as they were bounced around by the steady stroking. She was standing close enough to me that her tits brushed against my chest every couple of passes, her perky nipples etching random, erratic shapes on my chest.
"How fast, honey?" she asked softly.
"L-little faster," I urged.
She picked up the tempo a little, aided by the slickness of the soap and water. "There?"
"There!" I cried. "T-there is good."
She leaned forward, pressing her tits firmly against my chest. "Is this how fast you do it?"
I nodded rapidly. "Uh-huh!"
"Mmmm," she cooed, "but my hand feels better, doesn't it?"
"So, so much better, Mom."
Her hand flew up and down the full length in tight, pumping strokes. The slick sounds it made were obscene, the wet schlick of the water echoing loudly off the walls. "Want more soap, sweetheart?"
"Yes!"
She paused her steady rhythm just long enough to grab the soap bottle with her other hand, but did not let go of my dick for a single second. Clutching my shaft around the midsection, her fingers parted. She squeezed the bottle and sent forth a hearty drizzle over the whole thing, like she was putting mustard on a hot dog. Slowly, she started working her hand back and forth, continuing the motion even once she had put the soap back on the shelf.
"That should be enough," she said confidently. "Gosh. It's really slippery, Puppy."
She closed her fingers around the shaft and wrapped her slimy mitt around it in a smooth motion. The soap was cool at first, but quickly attuned to the warmth of her skin as she whipped it into shape. Her grip was firm, and it needed to stay that way in order to churn the soap into a rich, creamy lather.
Each downward stroke ended with her knuckles slapping against my abdomen, and the upstroke was just as forceful, their combination forming a salacious symphony as she churned the soap into a fresh foam. Bubbles formed around the base of my cock, and heavy clumps of the stuff dripped down onto my balls.
Once my shaft was gleaming white, she changed her technique. It was similar to the subtle wrist rotation from earlier, but far more pronounced. She twisted her hand in spirals, turning it as far to left as she could before rotating back the other way. She maintained a tight grip around the girth so it would not slip away, which had become even more necessary. She worked fast enough to splatter drops of soap against my stomach and her forearms when she dragged her fist up towards the head.
I watched her tits intently, hypnotized by their bouncing. They flopped around with every pump, and the faster she jerked me, the more wildly they wobbled. They collided with each other, rebounding outward with a series of overlapping jiggles that didn't even finish rippling through them before another wobble was added to the mix. They danced to the beat of her fist against my stomach, keeping time with her furious stroking. Their tremendous weight caused them to lag slightly behind the push and pull of her hand, lazily following the momentum.
My hips thrust forward involuntarily. I was chasing her grip, desperately yearning for the sensation of her greasy fingers sliding over me, but there was something else that I ached for even more greatly. "Can I touch them?"
Mom flashed me a toothless grin. "What do you think, Puppy?"
I tentatively extended my hands towards her tits. "Uh, yes?"
She blew me a kiss. "Of course you can."
My hands found her breasts, cupping the undersides to accept their staggering heft into my palms. I had to brace my forearms to lift them both, putting a subtle strain on my muscles that served as a constant reminder of their sheer weight.
"God, Mom," I said quietly. "They're so heavy."
She puffed up her chest, jutting her tits towards my greedy hands. "Trust me; I know."
I spread my fingers wide to touch as much of her slickened skin as I could. I wanted to touch all of it all at once, but that was impossible. Instead, I worked with what I had, lifting her breasts high up on her chest with my elbows bent to support the jiggling mass. Then I dropped them, relinquishing the fleshy weights to gravity. One at a time, left then right, they plummeted towards her ribcage, each producing a resoundingly sharp clap when they landed.
Mom whimpered a small grimace as her body lurched forward. "Oh!"
"Did that hurt?" I asked.
"A little, but it's okay. You always did like to play rough, even as a kid. I guess my boobs are no exception."
I cracked a smile. "I can play nice."
Mom rolled her eyes. "I'll believe it when I see it."
I knew I could not hold on due to how wet her tits were, but I used that to my advantage. I shifted to squeezing instead, filling my palms with more breast meat than they could hold, digging my fingers in to put deep divots in her soft flesh. I formed my fingers into a "U" and gripped gently around the base of each tit, then dragged my hands forward like my digits were ten tiny squeegees trying to wipe away the water that had been trapped underneath them.
"Mmmmm," she cooed. "That's nice."
I cupped my hands around the outer swell, palms flat against the curves, so that my fingers could slip underneath her breasts. I jiggled them back and forth a few times, imparting more of those sensational ripples into her supple flesh. "I could watch them bounce around all day."
Mom gave a sturdy squeeze around the base of my cock, returning some of the tightness with which I was gripping her tits. "Well, don't, or we'll shrivel up in here!"


"Is that my second warning?" I joked.
"Well the first one was quite a while ago, mister!"
I directed my thumbs and forefingers to her firm, rosy buds, and once I found them, I gingerly rolled them back and forth. The pads of my fingers easily slid across her areolas, each tip grazing the dozens of tiny glands that gave the rubbery circle its visible texture.
A noise slipped from her throat that was unmistakably soaked in pleasure. Her stroking faltered for a half second, her hand tightening around my dick in a reflexive squeeze, but she quickly resumed at a more frantic pace. It was as though she were both embarrassed and aroused at the same time, and trying to distract me from the lustful groan by doubling her effort - maybe to force out one of my own.
She took laboured breaths between her rapid strokes. "H-how's that? Good, or f-faster?" The echo of her moan hung heavy in the air, and I got the sense that she was making conversation to push the sound out of my mind.
"That's... really good," I answered breathlessly.
"Almost done?" she asked sweetly.
"Not yet." I was fighting with everything I had to hold back as long as I could, so technically it wasn't a lie. If I had stopped clenching, though, the floodgates would have opened.
Without missing a beat, she said three beautiful little words that I can still hear in my head to this day. "Want my mouth?"
I almost lost my footing, and only stayed standing thanks to my iron grip on her tits. "Your-- What? Really?"
She gave a faint nod. "Mmhmm. It's been a while, and I don't know if I'm still good at it, but I can try for you. Your Dad... Well, he used to say I could suck the fight out of a tank." She seemed awfully proud of that fact.
"Jesus, Mom."
She giggled. "Sorry, forgot that might be weird. Wanna see if he was right?"
"If... you want to. I don't want to force you."
She was already licking her lips. "You aren't, Puppy. I want this to feel good for you."
"Wanna switch places?" I offered in a moment of chivalry.
"Yes, please."
Mom and I traded positions, putting me between her and the shower water so my body would act as a shield to block the stream. "Thank you, honey," she said. "You're such a gentleman."
I pushed my hips forward, playfully poking her belly with my cock head. "I figured you wouldn't want to get all wet."
Mom's eyes widened for a split second, and there was a pause before she spoke, as though she were weighing whether or not to voice a particular thought. "Well, I think it might be a little late for that."
I shrugged, paradoxically so horny that I was actually ignorant to the obvious insinuation. "I know you sometimes like to keep your hair dry."
She huffed out of her nose with a half-cocked smile. "That's not what I was talking about, Puppy, and you know it."
A droplet of water fell directly onto my eye, but I was too stunned to even blink it away. "Oh... Wow."
Mom winked at me and held out her hands. "Help me get down on my knees, sweetheart. I don't want to slip."
I lent her support so she could lower herself. The sight of my mother, the woman for whom I had more respect for than anyone on the planet, looking up at me was invigorating. As misted water sprayed onto her cheeks, she cast her wide, blinking doe eyes up at me. Her lashes had clumped together slightly due to the water, and the wetness made the blue pools appear to glisten even brighter than usual.
My cock loomed above her forehead, rigid and unmoving. "You look good down there," I told her.
She blew a thin stream of air over my dick. "You look good from down here, too, honey. Such a big, strong man I raised."
It was silly that a comment like that could still make me blush, but it did. "Thanks, Mom."
She placed both hands on my thighs and rubbed them up and down. "Now, let's see if I still know how to do this."
At first, she simply studied me up close, letting the warmth of her breath put the enveloping heat of the shower to shame, but then she stuck out her tongue and inched towards my cock.
If she was thinking what I was thinking, then it probably sounded a lot like Maybe it's not too late to stop. Things have gone far enough, and once we do this, it's gonna be even harder to back to normal.
If she was riding that same thought train, though, she clearly came to the same conclusion that I did: Fuck it.
She started slow, placing timid kisses on the underside - several of them along the fat, throbbing vein whose length spanned from balls to tip. Her kisses were soft, delivered by lips that left behind rings of saliva when she pulled them off. She took small, hesitant licks that dragged her taste buds along the bottom of my cock head, swaddling the tender frenulum. Then she flattened it, putting some rigidity behind the muscle so she could rapidly flutter it against the head.
"Fuck, Mom," I said. "That's really good."
She ended phase one with a final smooch against my cock head, which flexed in response, like it was asking her for another one. "Then you're gonna love this next part, Puppy," she said.
I had seen enough porn to know what was coming next, yet I was still wholly unprepared for the sensation of my mother's hot, wet mouth wrapping around my cock head. She swallowed the whole bulb in one gulp, securing it within the clutches of her mouth, where each patient suckle felt like it could unravel me.
Mom did not go any deeper. Her plump lips latched underneath the swollen knob, drawing it in with the softest suction. Back and forth she worked, wiggling her mouth just underneath the head. Her tongue lazily lapped at the slit, but other than those small movements, she was almost completely still.
My knees felt a bit weak, but I knew I had to stay on my feet. "Jesus, Mom."
She hummed around me, sending a vibration through the length that translated to a full-bodied shiver. Without asking for the permission she knew she would have gotten immediately, she reached up with one hand and gently cradled my balls in her palm.
Her fingers massaged tenderly, rolling the heavy sack around while her thumb nudged them forward from behind. They had drawn in close to my body, wrinkled and firm, but her gently downward tugs stretched it taut.
With her grip on my balls, she held my dick in place and popped her mouth off of it. "Can you handle a lil' more?"
I nodded eagerly. "Please, Mom."
She seemed satisfied with my begging, and thus placed a grateful smooch against my piss slit. "Good boy."
Her lips parted wider, and she moved her head forward until the bulging knob passed her teeth, sliding along the slimy length of tongue like it was a long, wet conveyor belt delivering me straight into her gullet. She clamped her lips down and resumed the steady suction, her cheeks hollowing out as a visual reminder that paired perfectly with the sensation of being drawn further into her mouth. Her head bobbed in shallow little dips, each one accepting another inch between her lips.
I knew she wanted to keep her hair relatively dry, but I could not resist the desire to reach out and caress the side of her face while she nursed.
She nuzzled into my hand, making happy little purrs while she engulfed another fat portion of cock. Her eyes flicked upward once, meeting my gaze for a heartbeat before dropping again to focus on the thick shaft disappearing into her maw. "Doeth ahh feew gooh?" she mumbled with a mouthful of cock, wide-eyed and adorable, looking for praise.
"Fucking amazing!" I cried. "I didn't know you were so good at this, Kitty."
She popped the head out and slurped into her mouth some of the saliva that had begun to run down her chin. "You were never supposed to know! But... well, things happen. You mean it, though? I'm still good at it?"
"Incredible."
Her eyes glimmered with adoration. "Well, now that I'm warmed up, I wanna see if I can still touch that spot."
I arched an eyebrow. "What spot? I don't think I have any special spots."
She made a cute chuckle. "No, Puppy: my spot - the one at the back of my throat."
My stomach flipped completely upside down. "You... you... can do that?"
She pursed her lips and shrugged. "Used to. Now... I'm not so sure. But I can try if you want? I've heard it feels pretty darn good back there."
My skeleton felt like it was dissolving, but I still managed to stay standing. "I-I want that. I want that so badly."
She was exhilarated. "Yay! Okay, sweetheart, brace yourself."
She gobbled up my dick to exactly the spot where her lips had been before, then pushed onward at the methodical pace she had set, deliberately dragging out her descent so I would feel every single suckle and tongue flick along the way.
I felt the head nudge the soft palate at the roof of her mouth, gliding along the slick, bumpy surface until it reached the tighter ring at the back of her throat. She paused there for a heartbeat, tongue still fluttering lightly against the bottom of my cock, then exhaled through her nose.
"You okay?" I asked as I petted her hair.
"Gahhagh!" she mumbled, her lips rooted in place.
She relaxed her throat muscles just enough to let me slip past the first constriction, but her cool, collected demeanor melted away after that. I saw her eyelid flutter as she stifled a notable gag.
I wanted to encourage her as best I could, and though my motivation was mostly selfish, I still believed that she appreciated it. "You can do it, Mom. Just a little more!"
She mewled in response, eyes closed tightly so she could focus. With razor-sharp determination, she packed another inch into her throat. It was quickly followed by another one, swallowed too hastily, which caused her whole body to lurch forward. She ripped my dick from between her lips to take a deep breath, eyes trained on the pulsating length as though she expected it to attack her. Her fear could not have been farther from the truth; she was in complete control.
"Too deep?" I asked.
She shook her head, seemingly annoyed that I would doubt her. "No! No, I-I just needed some air. It's silly, probably, but I kind of forgot that I can't breathe when it goes that deep."
"Does that mean..." I trailed off, letting her fill in the blanks.
"Yes, honey; I'm going to try again." She breathed out, then back in, then went back to work.
She easily resumed her progress, shoving half my dick into her mouth until it once again hit a wall that required some effort to bypass.
I felt my dick prod the tight sphincter of muscle guarding her gullet. "That's deep, Mom."
"Guuhaaguh," Mom gargled as a tiny teardrop welled in the corner of her eye.
She rocked back and forth slightly, gently nudging the barrier to her esophagus to prime her body for the choking hazard. More small tears formed in the corners of her eyes, but they quickly joined together with the stray droplets that had collected on her lashes.
"You can do it," I urged.
She nodded and closed her eyes, gathering up the confidence that she needed to force the first inch past the soft, fleshy barrier.
I felt a firm pressure on the tip of my cock that momentarily flattened the bulbous head. Then, it gave way in an instant, and her throat opened up to me all at one. It was like someone had knocked down the door rather than opening it formally, breaching the narrow passage so abruptly that Mom's closed eyes flew wide open.
"Mffmhpm!" she gurgled.
"Keep going, Mom!" I begged, pleaded, or encouraged her - whichever one makes me sound like less of a selfish jerk.
An immense tightness throttled my cock as rings of constrictive muscle clamped down around it, smothering it in a snug throat hug. Her gullet seized violently around the intrusion, its contractions so powerful that I was surprised by how fucking good they felt. Had it been a fist grabbing me that tightly, it would have hurt, but the slippery, malleable muscles at the back of her throat felt custom-made to swaddle my cock with just the right amount of force.
There was only a tiny portion left, and I wanted her to do her best to swallow it, so I put on the most convincing voice that I could while I prepared my plea. "Please, Mom. Holy fuck please go a little deeper. That feels so fucking amazing!"
She mumbled something unintelligible, barely squeaking enough air out of her plugged gullet to make a whimper, but it quickly became clear that she was not asking for a break. Instead, she furrowed her brow in concentration, buckling down as she pushed with all her might.
I felt the last chunk force its way into her throat with a lurid pop when the tension broke, fully stuffing the compact tunnel to the brim with enough cock meat to suffocate her. The walls inside rippled around me, compressing my dick in such a mighty hold that I wondered if it would come out with an imprint of her uvulae on it.
She held me there, pressing her nose against my pubic bone. Tears had begun to stream freely, mixing with the shower water that dripped from her lashes and ran in rivers down her face. Her hands gripped my thighs for balance, nails digging faintly into my wet skin as she fought the urge to gag. Her esophagus continued to convulse around me, each spasm a visceral display of her unyielding determination.
She stayed like that for several long seconds, holding me buried to the hilt, throat stretched and quivering around every throbbing inch. She could not draw breath, but, to her credit, she waited as long as she could. When she could take no more, she ejected my cock with a loud, messy heave, releasing it along with a flood of saliva that added a wet, messy gurgle to her sudden inhalation. Spit streamed down her chin and fell in thick, gooey drops on her tits, but she did not even react to their splattering.
"Wow!" she exclaimed between breaths that made her chest puff up. "Th-that was... I did it!"
I beamed at her. "That was insane, Kitty."
Her breathing was erratic, indicating just how fast her pulse must have been racing to produce such raggedness. "Can I... do it... again?"
My jaw dropped. "You want to do it again? But you couldn't even breathe!"
Her eyes sparkled as they soaked in the image of my spit-polished cock glistening in the light. "I know. I loved it."
I shook my head in disbelief. "Mother of the fucking year."
"Good, then give me my prize." She dropped her jaw, widening her lips to their limit to encourage me.
I pushed my hips forward a little, but Mom took me the rest of the way on her own. When she reached the throat barrier again, there was just a small twitch in one of her eyes as she fell back into form. It must have been like riding a bike, I reasoned.
She fully committed, and though I had never considered whether or not my mother had ever heard the term "deep throating" before, she proved that she was clearly familiar with the practice.
Her head dipped forward in a steady plunge, taking me from tip to root without gagging. The thick shaft disappeared completely into her mouth, and, for the first time, I noticed the way her throat bulged visibly with the deep swallow. It was faint, but the outline of my cock was visible through the soft skin of her neck. It only appeared for a brief moment, vanishing when she lifted her head again to drag the large lump out of her gullet.
"Holy fuck!" I cried in surprise. "Fuck yes, Mom!"
She swiftly found her rhythm. Every time the swollen head slammed against the back wall, a wet, guttural gluck erupted from the depths of her throat. The sound bounced off the tiled walls, mingling with the steady hiss of the shower and my own ragged breathing.
Her eyes scrunched shut on impact, brows knitting together in fierce concentration, and her nose crinkled in ways that were too cute for the lewd act she was performing.
I watched her fight the instinctive clench of her gag reflex with stubborn determination. "Just like that. Just like that, Kitty."
Saliva flooded out in thick, messy ropes that dripped from the corners of her stretched lips. The passion with which she sucked my cock was downright palpable, and it further manifested as a willingness to deprive herself of things like comfort or oxygen. She was definitely making me feel good, but in hindsight, I think most of that pleasure could have been imparted by a "normal" blowjob. Instead, I think she might have been doing something else entirely: testing herself.
When she pulled back just enough to breathe, with only the head of my cock still cradled between her lips, she looked up at me through wet, swimming eyes. The blues were bright and glassy with unshed tears. Her gaze locked onto mine for a long time, expressing her fierce determination before she dove forward again, shoving herself down to my hilt once more.
Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!
The noises came faster as she picked up her pace, her head bobbing in forceful strokes that made her throat seize up like it was trying to regurgitate me in favor of air, but she did not relent no matter how badly her lungs might have been crying out.
Each vicious throating was further accompanied by the sharp, wet smack of her swinging tits against her chest. I could hardly see them except for when they swung out to the sides to peek around her bobbing head, but the noises they made were ever-present.
She thrust me to the back and held me there, her esophagus rippling around me like a living organism, squirming with such vigor that I felt her tonsils crawling along my shaft. Then, in stark contrast to her rapid removal from just a few minutes prior, she slowly slid her lips off of my dick, and made sure that they caressed every vein along the way out.
My dick popped out with a messy smack that was once again exaggerated for my benefit. "I knew I could do it!" she rasped, her voice hoarse from the self-abuse. She looked weathered, but also triumphant - pleased with the talent she'd finally been able to display.
I lovingly stroked her hair. "Fuck yeah you did."
She grinned up at me with red, puffy lips and eyes that shone with tears and fierce satisfaction. "It was harder than I remember."
I sprouted a coy grin. "Tell me why?"
She leaned forward to plant a soft, lingering kiss on the head, as though sealing her accomplishment. "You know why, Puppy."
"Tell me anyway."
"Because, Puppy." She rose to her feet, eyes locked on mine as she ascended. "You've got the biggest damn dick I've ever seen, and my throat is not that big."
I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her in until my upright cock was squashed between our bellies. "That's what I hoped you'd say."
Still with my arms around her, Mom turned in a half-circle so that her ass was pressed against my groin. "What do you wanna do next, sweetheart? Any big ideas?"
It was a leading question, but I was willing to follow her anywhere, and my horniness was too rampant by then to bother beating around the bush. "Can we have sex? Like, here? Can... Can I fuck you, Mom?"
She shook her rump side to side, knocking my dick around with the soft, doughy slab. "That's that I was hoping you'd say." She planted both palms flat against the wall across from us, opposite the showerhead, and arched her back.
A spike of adrenaline put a tremor in my hand. "Are you sure, Mom?"
She wiggled her ass, hypnotizing me with the back and forth sway of her heavy cheeks. They parted just enough to give me a glimpse of her dark, sodden bush and the glistening pink meat that it carpeted. She glanced over her shoulder, blinking at me through wet lashes. "Come and get it, Puppy."
I stepped forward immediately, obediently following her directions. One hand found the dip of her waist, fingers brushing the curve of her hipbone, while the other wrapped around my cock to guide it to her entrance.


"Oooohh," Mom sang excitedly. "There he is."
I barely had to push at all; she was so obscenely wet that my dick easily pushed aside her plump outer curtains. The toothless mouth swallowed me up, its lips pasted around my fat head as soon as it was in their clutches. I felt a small strain as the ring of muscle stretched around it, widening to accept the whole knob at once. Tiny stray hairs around her opening teased my shaft, tickling the length with a bright, shivering sensation that ran counter to the warmth into which my cock was sinking.
"Slowly, honey," Mom urged. "I wanna feel everything."
I fed more of my cock into her, then pulled out a bit, only to retread the same ground on my next thrust along with an added inch. Back and forth I went, pushing a little more into her cunt each time. There was a constant pressure on the tip as they resisted, trying in vain to stay tightly closed no matter how deep I went. Each new inch of her birth canal that I explored tried harder than the last to expel me, but the portion that my dick had already passed through was beginning to relax as she got used to the sensation again.
"God, Mom," I said. "You're so fucking tight!"
"I-- ufh!" she grunted as she accepted another inch. "I k-know, sweetheart. It's gotta... really stretch... to fit you. But if you can't stand the heat, you know..."
I gave one of her ass cheeks a light smack. "Stay out of your pussy?"
She wagged her tail at me, making her chubby cheeks slosh to the sides. "Not today, Puppy."
I bottomed out on the next slow push, eliciting a deep, somber groan from Mom that made her entire cunt vibrate around me. My cock head pushed against her cervix, prodding the soft, spongy barrier with just enough pressure to flatten the tip. The reunion, which had been nineteen years in the making, sent a shared shudder through us both.
Mom arched her back and pressed her ass against me so she could grind my dick against the mouth of her womb. "That is deep, honey. Oh... oh, wow."
I rubbed the small of her back with little circles. "I knew you could fit the whole thing, Mom!"
Her inner muscles fluttered wildly around me, momentarily molding to my shape with no discernible pattern or intent.
For a long moment, we simply stayed locked like that, our bodies trembling with pleasure. Her fingers were pressed against the tile opposite us hard enough to turn her nailbeds stark white, but I was lucky enough to have two squishy cheeks to sink my digits into instead.
Water streamed down her back, running over her spine as it funnelled towards the seam between her cheeks, dousing my cock at the spot we were connected.
"You gonna stay there all day?" she teased. "Or are you gonna fuck me, Puppy?"
That lit a fire in my belly. "The second one."
She tucked her feet together so that her ankles were touching, increasing the tightness that had already coiled around me - a clenched fist trying to squeeze water from a stone. "That's my boy."
I dragged half of my dick from the gooey inferno, marvelling at the length of thick, pulsating muscle sticking part way out. It was like her cunt was a snake trying to swallow a meal that was too large. Her pudgy lips were glued to the sides of my cock, their firm grip holding it in place while they awaited the inevitable plunge.
I steadily pushed into her, trudging through the pleated tunnel, welcoming the silky touch of each fleshy, corrugated ridge as it squeezed around me. It felt like the descent stretched on for entire minutes, but in no time at all I reached the back wall that told me I could go no further.
"G-god!" Mom yelped. "Holy shit, honey!"
I gave her long, patient strokes that let both of us feel every detail. I would pull out until only the head remained nestled her pussy, then push back in with a steady pressure, gliding through the built-up cunt honey until I had reached the bottom of the cozy pocket.
Her pussy clamped down strongest around the root. The rest of her sheath applied similar pressure, but it was no match for the ferocious tourniquet that had the base of my dick in a chokehold.
She moaned again and pushed back to meet my next stroke, begging to pick up the pace. "Little faster now, honey. I can take it."
I wasn't sure if her eyes were bigger than her pussy, so I picked up speed gradually. Each thrust into the piping hot channel felt like the first time, her tightness unyielding, allowing me to relive the feeling of parting her petals over and over again.
It did not take long to reach a pace at which my thighs, soaked with water, punctuated each thrust with a sodden smack against her bare ass. Her pussy joined the symphony as well, making lewd little squelches every time I pushed back inside it. Their volume grew, as did their pitch, as I ramped up the power behind my thrusts, driving my dick into the narrow cubby. Every single time, I felt a momentary but insistent pressure when and where my tip met her cervix.
"F-faster," Mom urged breathily.
Between thrusts, without breaking my stride, I brought down my hand against her cheek in an open-palmed smack.
"Oh, fuck!" Mom squealed.
I rubbed her cheek, soothing the wounded flesh with a light massage, but that was not what she wanted from me.
"Harder," she instructed between ragged breaths. "Do it again!"
Another crack, unmistakable even over the roar of the shower, pierced my eardrum, turning Mom's wobbling cheek into a sloshfest of undulating pudding. It only lasted for a second, though, since she quickly tensed in the wake of the pain as it rippled through her rump. There was a slight waver in her knees that made me fear she would fall, but she wisely pressed her tits against the tile wall for added balance.
"Again!" she cried.
I shoved my dick to the hilt and gave her another powerful spank that made her go up on her toes for a second. That one landed hard enough to make my hand sting, and I wondered how much more it had hurt her backside, but she seemed to love it.
Her cunt spasmed hard around my dick, the sudden constriction milking it from root to tip as it marinated in the depths of the hot, soggy swamp.
"I need you to fuck me," she pleaded.
I gave her swollen ass cheek a few calm pats, gently rapping against the rising red handprint welt as it solidified on the surface. "I am, Mom."
"No," she growled with a lustful hunger. "I need you to fuck me, honey, with everything you've got."
I felt slightly out of my element. "Er, how? Just, like, harder?"
"Just pretend there's a button at the bottom of my pussy, okay? I need you to press it as hard as you fucking can."
"Won't that hurt?" I asked naively.
Mom purred with gleeful anticipation. "I hope so, Puppy. Make it hurt."
I shifted my grip, both hands clamping onto her waist so that I could get a good hold on the slippery skin. Using that tether, I pulled her back on my next thrust so that we met in the middle, using her weight to meet my momentum. It heightened the impact of my cock head when it burrowed down to kiss the door to her baby room, adding a satisfying pressure at the tip.
"That's... it..." she urged through animalistic grunts. "F-fuck... me... Puppy!"
She flung her rump backwards of her own accord, hips snapping in reverse to thump against my abdomen on every plunge. Her heavy cheeks bounced and jiggled with each backward fling, rippling outward before compressing against me again, the soft dough swallowing the base of my cock every time I bottomed out.
It made the sound of our wet bodies colliding even louder, driving the volume up to a level where I could no longer hear her moaning over the sharp whipcrack of skin on skin.
The pace settled into a powerful, relentless rhythm. The deep strokes keep me buried to the hilt half of the time, kissing her cervix with bruising insistence while her walls coiled in greedy, cozy pulses, but every time I pulled out, I felt a primal need to push back inside as soon as possible.
"Jesus-- Fuck-- Holy shit!" Mom cried out, her tone as unladylike as the harsh language that was typically foreign to her.
The combination of those utterances and, of course, the magnificent squeezing of pussy meat around my cock, had me teetering on the edge of orgasm. I dumped a groan into the open air, tilting my head back under the steam so that water rained down on my face.
"Mom," I urged. "I'm gonna--"
"Kitty," she corrected as she threw her fat bottom onto me. "Use my real name."
I had no mind to unpack the Bruce-Wayne-versus-Batman of it all just then. It was fucking hot, and I went with it.
"I'm gonna fucking cum soon, Kitty," I said, my voice so deep that I barely recognized it.
She squealed, wiggling her hips back and forth like she was literally shivering with excitement. "Noooo... Just a few more minutes? Please?"
Her plea only intensified my urge to cum, which was the opposite of what she had hoped for, but there's only so much a man can take. My rhythm faltered under the unbearable pleasure building at the base of my spine, and I knew I would not be able to withstand the hiccup. "I can't, Kitty. I-I fucking can't."
My dick flexed hard enough to make Mom stand on her toes again, as though the piston was so strong that it had lifted her an inch off the ground. She knew there was no slowing down or turning back, so she leaned in with every ounce of her spirit. "Then fuck me as hard as you can, honey. Don't stop until you cum."
"O-oh-kay," I mumbled as my vision began to blur, dotting the tile wall with hundreds of brightly blinking stars.
Her words had broken something in me: the last line of defence keeping me from erupting. I put deep, puckered divots in her hips, squeezing until the tension made my fingers quiver. Each thrust became a brutal plunge to the bottom - punishing strokes that made her walls quiver around me - and every yank brought it almost all the way out before I slammed home again.
Gigantic waves surged through her plump ass cheeks with every impact. They rippled violently outward, then crashed back together in violent collision that spread down to her thighs, turning her entire lower body into a viscerally satisfying display of wobbling flesh.
Her pussy clenched harder with every deep stroke, coiling around the sensitive head each time I bottomed out, and trying desperately to grip me through the thick glaze of nectar that coated her innards.
I lurched forward one final time, hips locking flush against her ass as the first pulse ripped through me. I leaned forward to press my chest against her back and wrapped my arms around her tummy, pinning her in place while I began to unload. "Holy fuck, Mom!"
"Deep, Puppy!" she hollered insistently. "Dump it all the way at the bottom!"
Rope after thick, hot rope of cum fired straight into her depths, painting her walls, flooding the tight channel until I felt the rising tide of hot, buttery syrup soaking around my cock. Each spurt made it jump inside her, and each jump sent forth another volley of deliciously thick baby batter to fill the bubbling basin to the brim.
"That's it, baby," she murmured sweetly, voice soft and loving even as I emptied my balls into her. "Give it all to me... let it all out... there you go... such a good boy..." Her words alone coaxed out another thick spurt, steadily wringing me dry with her enchanting voice.
My hips gave tiny, helpless jerks against her ass while the last pulses leaked out in slow, warm dribbles, trickling into the overfilled pocket to join the rest of my load.
I realized then that I had been holding my breath, and released the stale air just as I began to drag my half-hard cock out of its slippery hovel. When the head popped out, still engorged to the size of a golf ball and glistening with our shared juices, it made a succulent pop.
She stayed braced against the wall, her freshly-fucked pussy peeking at me from between swells of red-branded flesh that looked eager for another spanking. "Oh my god, Puppy. A-are you... empty?"
"Uh-huh," I murmured.
Mom wiggled her ass side to side. "I can feel it in there."
I stepped back a fraction, immediately at attention despite the jelly in my legs. "Can you push it out?"
Mom giggled quietly to herself. "I can try, Puppy, but you did put it pretty deep. Hold on, lemme just..."
She grunted softly and bore down, her cunt visibly contracting, then dilating with effort when she pushed out with an even louder, guttural grunt. Her slightly gaped lips parted wider, producing from the center a fat, pearly glob of cum. It followed the curve of her lips, dribbling downward until it reached the border of thick, curly hair atop her mound. It could go no further, the chunks of white goo stuck between the woolly fibers, but she continued to push until another generous dollop oozed from her opening. The weight of the cum dragged down the fur until the layer of ball butter was too heavy, at which point it fell from her bush and splattered messily against the floor.
The entrance itself pulsed like it was gasping, its pink inner walls fluttering open and closed. Her pussy looked like it was trying to catch its breath - fitting, since my cock had suffocated it for so long.
"Is there more?" I asked in awe.
"A-a little," she murmured, holding her muscles taut.
She reached back with both hands, spreading her plump cheeks wide, and gave another forceful grunt. Even her tightly puckered asshole dilated from the effort, the ring blooming open for a heartbeat before a surprisingly forceful stream of cum squirted out of her pussy. It was long enough to arc briefly in the air before landing at my feet.
She gave a sigh of relief and let go of her cheeks. "I guess there was some more hiding in there. You cum so much, sweetheart. I was... not expecting all that." Her voice was warm and full of affection.
The shower's heat had made the small space incessantly humid, with steam so thick it felt like I'd been wrapped in a heavy quilt. For a second, I felt like I might pass out, so I was thankful when Mom opened the glass door. The rush of cool air felt heavenly, putting goosebumps on my skin as it washed over me.
"God," I muttered. "That was incredible, Mom."
She finally - for the first time since I'd been inside of her - turned to face me. To my not-so-surprise, she was grinning from ear to ear, and maintained that smile as she stepped close enough to wrap her arms around my neck. She touched the tip of her chin to my chest, then titled her head back to look up at me, her eyes swimming with lust. "I thought you'd like it."
I looped my own arms around her waist to complete the hug. "It sounded like you liked it, too."
She chewed knowingly on her bottom lip. "I might have, yeah. I guess I was right after all."
I knew it was bait, but I had to bite. "Right about what?"
She stroked the back of my neck with her thumb, right where my hairline started. "About you being horny for me, Puppy."
"Well, yeah, I mean... I did tell you."
She shook her head. "Oh, sweetheart. Did you think this was all an accident?"
I searched her face for signs that she was messing with me by claiming that she'd been messing with me. "I... guess so? I'm confused."
She turned her head to the side and rested it against my shoulder. "I've been waiting a year for you to make a move, Puppy. It's been a long year."
I was frozen in place. "Wait... but you... That means... How could--"
She patted my shoulder. "One at a time, honey."
That was easier said than done, but I fought through the torrent of conflicting ideas in my brain to pick the one that I thought would have the easiest answer. "You knew?"
"That you kept getting turned on every time we showered? Of course I did! I wasn't sure if you'd want to go this far with me, but... clearly I underestimated how horny my boobs made you."
I felt like the world was a carpet that had been ripped out from under my feet. "So you just waited to see if I would do something about it?"
She nodded, dragging streaks of sodden brown hair across my skin. "I figured putting my boobs on the glass would be a good test. I didn't think it would be that effective, but it sure worked."
"And I... passed the test?"
She looked up at me again, pouring adoration out of both irises. "You sure did. I wanted to make you as horny as possible so you'd bite, and I'm really happy you did."
Neurons that had been lying dormant, numbed by the onslaught of orgasmic bliss, slowly began to wake up, finally giving me the mental capacity to think of anything outside of our small shower. "So does that mean we can do it again?"
Mom's lips curled into a wicked smirk. "Depends; do you want to do it right here, right now, or--"
"Now!" I cried.
"Oooooor," Mom said, overriding my verdict, "do you want to go and fuck me in my big, soft, comfy bed?"
The back of my spine tingled. "Can I spend the night, too? I don't know why that feels like a big ask, but, like... I want to sleep with you tonight."
Mom went on her tiptoes to plant a smooch on my lips. "You'd better, mister. And the night after that, too?"
I beamed with happiness, returning her slight peck with an open-mouthed kiss. "And the night after that?"
Her tongue unfurled from her mouth, sliding against mine as we lazily swapped saliva. "And after that."
I squeezed one of her fat cheeks in each hand, pressing her belly against mine in the tightest hug I could manage. "And after that, too."
She beamed at me with dazzling blue eyes that reflected the overhead light to reach new heights of sparkling wonder. She bit on my lower lip, her teeth grazing the surface before she soothed the sting by softly sucking it into her mouth, then lapped with long, tender laps from her tongue. "It's a date, Puppy. I love you."
I closed my eyes and kissed her with everything I had to give. Considering how much she had just drained out of me, I was surprised that I had anything left, but I poured every ounce of remaining energy into a passionate kiss that I hoped would perfectly conclude our first fuck. "I love you too, Kitty."
It had been a lifetime in the making, but nineteen years had led to a moment that permanently altered the future that Mom and I were going to have together. I'd known that I'd wanted it, but I hadn't quite known how badly I'd needed it until I had finally made her mine - or she'd made me hers. What I had thought to be the ultimate extent of our intimacy turned out to only be the beginning. Showering and being comfortable with each other's nudity had just been the first step that had showed us both how good it felt to be free. I had not lost my mother that day. Far from it; I had gained the love of my life, and I was happy knowing that she felt the same way about me.
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I hated my step-dad. I still hate him to this day, but I really hated him back when I was nineteen. He would routinely abandon my pregnant mother at home under the guise of "working late," but I never believed him.
My suspicions were confirmed one night when I caught him coming in from the garage mid-phone call with another woman. He saw me sitting in the living room at the last minute, so I had to pretend to be asleep, keeping the secret to myself so that it would not destroy Mom.
I refused to snitch until the baby was born to avoid undue stress. Since she was already in her eighth month of pregnancy, I figured I wouldn't have to wait very long.
The two of us had always been incredibly close. I shared more intimate details about my life with her than I did with even my closest friends. Sometimes those details veered into the realm of sex, and that was no accident - nor was it purely a child seeking counsel from their parent.
My mother was absolutely gorgeous, and despite what I knew the world would think of my feelings, I loved her as more than just a mother. I'd felt that forbidden lust for her simmering for some time before she'd gotten pregnant, but as her belly had ballooned to the size of a watermelon, the pot had been set to boil.
I had never had much of a thing for pregnant women, but I sure fucking did for Mom! Every time she walked through the house in one of her loose tank tops or maternity dresses, my eyes would drift to her swollen belly, mesmerized by the way her navel had popped out like a ripe berry.
Ever since coming to grips with my infatuation, I'd taken to watching porn that exclusively mined that vein, envisioning Mom's head on the naked bodies of other women. I could not tell why, but something about my pregnant mother had flipped a switch in my brain that could not be turned off again. I never let it corrupt our relationship, fearing I would lose her if she knew how badly I wanted to fuck her, but I prayed that one day something would happen.
One Saturday morning, while sipping our select warm beverages - coffee for me, tea for Mom - she seemed distant. In fact, she was so detached from our conversation that she was barely responding to me at all.
Once she stopped replying altogether, I waved a hand in front of her face to get her attention. "Uh, hello? Earth to Mom?"
She gave her head a shake, setting down her tea cup so she could fold both of her hands over the top of her huge, rounded belly. "Sorry, Jakey. I was thinking about... something else."
I sipped from my mug. "Want to tell me what it was?"
She shook her head again. "No, not really. It's not... You don't... Oh, forget it. It's silly! I'm being silly again, just like Doug always says!"
I laid a hand over her knuckles, partly in support of her emotional state, but also for the alluring opportunity to touch her tummy. "He doesn't know what he's talking about, Mom. You know you can tell me anything."
She took a deep breath through her nose. "It... N-no. I can't. Thank you, honey, but... I really shouldn't bother you with stuff like this."
I rubbed her stomach, using the calming massage as an excuse to touch her further. "Well, now I have to know. You can't leave me hanging!"
Her eyes flicked back and forth as she weighed the options. "It has to stay between us. Promise?"
I scooted my chair closer to hers. "Promise!"
She nodded, confirming to herself that she was going to let me in on whatever secret had been bothering her. "I... don't think Doug likes me anymore."
I recoiled in genuine shock. "What? That's impossible, Mom. You're amazing!"
She winced. "No, I mean-- He likes me, but, uh... it's been a while since we were 'together,' if you catch my drift."
My nose crinkled with jealous rage. "Oh."
I felt the urge to reveal what a cheating bastard he was, but given her fragile emotional state, I opted to keep a lid on the secret for a little while longer. "Maybe he just doesn't want to... you know-- hurt the baby?"
Mom sighed. "I told you to start using her name, honey. She might still be a part of me, but she does have a name."
"Sorry," I said. "'Cleo'." I rubbed my little sister through our mother's belly. "It still feels weird to me. She's not even real yet!"
In a bout of furious rebuttal, one of Cleo's tiny feet kicked at my hand through the thin membrane of stretched skin.
"Whoa!" I exclaimed with a huge smile on my face. "S-she just kicked me!"
Mom patted her stomach with a giggle. "You tell him, Cleo! Your big brother had better learn some manners, and stop calling you 'the baby.'"
I shrugged. "Maybe one day. Today all I care about is whatever is making you sad, Mom. Can we talk about it?"
Mom sighed with even greater discontent than before. "It's nothing for you to worry about, sweetheart. Just pregnancy blues, that's all."
"It is my job to worry about you. You don't think Doug is, like, attracted to you anymore?"
She clacked her teeth together behind her sealed lips. "I don't think so. It was hard enough to make Cleo, and after I started showing... he just stopped touching me. He must think I'm hideous with this stupid, fat fucking stomach."
"Whoa, whoa!" I shook my head to clear the cobwebs, thinking I had surely misheard my angelic mother utter such unsaintly things. "If it means anything, I think you're more beautiful with your belly like this."
Mom gave me a half-hearted smile. "You don't have to say that, but thank you. That's sweet, but it's just so... so... damn big! I don't know how anyone could find this attractive."
I felt oddly confrontational, opposed to the idea that my attraction to her mid-pregnancy was any more absurd than it would have been without her gigantic tummy. "Trust me, Mom. You look better than ever. You're practically--"
She cut me off with a wave of her hand. "Don't say it. Enough people have told me that I'm glowing to last a lifetime."
I narrowed my eyes on her. "Well, then I'm gonna spoon feed it to you so that you actually get it!"
She sneered at her stomach. "I used to be... without this, I mean."
"No," I said firmly. "You look... I'm just gonna say it, Mom. You and that big belly are fucking sexy!"
A series of conflicting emotions washed across her face, ranging from "Did he really just say that?" to "Why did he say that?" to "Could he be right?"
"No, sweetheart," she said, contempt drawing her lip upward like a fishhook. "I'm not. I wish I was, though, since I've been so damn..."
"So damn what?" I asked with intense curiosity.
Her shoulders slumped forward. "The, uh... the 'H' word."
My heart plummeted into the pit of my stomach. "Are you talking about what I think you're talking about?"
Mom gave a defeated shrug, her eyes trained on our overlapping hands that rested on her tummy. "Pregnant women really get... that."
I could feel a lump in my throat, but I forced my words to go around it. "Hor-ny?"
Mom nodded sadly. "God, this is so pathetic. What kind of mother tells this kind of stuff to her son?"
I gave her hand an empathetic squeeze, using the stability to steady its tremble. "The kind with a son who wants to listen. I love that we tell each other everything, even if it's weird."
She looked at me, and I could've sworn that there were hints of tears begging to wet her eyelashes. "Well, that's it. That's the long and short of it: Mommy is horny, if you can believe it. Are you weirded out?"
She had likely intended it as an off-color joke, but the mention of her motherly title made my stomach churn and twist into a hundred knots.
In a rush to stop her from feeling awkward - and thus, I hoped, continue a conversation that I found extremely compelling - I said, "Ha! If anything, I'm the weird one!"
She cocked her head to the side. "Why's that?"
I froze for a split second, playing out the pros and cons of coming clean, but ultimately could not bring myself to lie to her. "Well, I... I've always thought you were beautiful-- even before your tummy was big! Then it... it started to grow, and I just... Fuck, Mom. I can't explain it! I love it!"
Mom's eyebrows lifted an inch up her forehead. "My... belly?"
Her concern made me reel it in. "Er, yeah. It's... yeah, it's great."
She turned away from me as a vibrant red blush crept across her cheeks. Maybe she'd bought it, maybe she hadn't, but my words were convincing enough to brighten something in her aura that made her skin glow, for lack of a better phrase.
"Thank you," she said. "I know you're trying to make me feel better, but--"
"Mom, look at me," I said firmly, waiting for her to lock eyes with me so I could continue. "I think you're amazing, and I'm not just saying that to make you happy. You're drop dead sexy, and so is your big belly! There are some days where I can't stop myself from thinking about it. It drives me crazy! I swear, if you weren't my Mom I'd... I'd..."
I don't think she knew she'd been doing it, but she had been unconsciously nodding along the whole time I'd been venting my feelings for her, silently encouraging me to lay on the praise.
She had clung on every word, and even after I'd trailed off, she still wanted to hear more. "Go on, honey," she coaxed. "You'd what?"
The truth was somewhere along the lines of wanting to fuck her brains out, but I went for a more euphemistic approach. "I'd... do anything for you, Mom. I think you're one of a kind."
She tried to fight the little smile that forced its way onto her face. "Me, and my big belly, right?"
"Exactly."
She fussed like a chill had gone straight through her. "Well, maybe you just have a thing for pregnant women. That's totally fine! But... I don't think those feelings are really for me, sweetheart."
I decided not to argue with her any further, figuring that she was perhaps in denial because the confession had made her uncomfortable. After all, I had laid it on pretty thick. "Maybe you're right. Anyway, sorry. I didn't mean to, like, dump all of that on you."
She gave me a reassuring pat on my knuckles. "I appreciate it. I really do, even if you're my son. It makes me feel a little better to hear that someone thinks I'm, er... not disgusting."
I shook my head vehemently. "Pretty much the exact opposite, Mom."
She lifted our hands off of her belly, then reached out to caress my cheek. "Thank you, honey. If it's alright with you, I'd like to take a quick shower, so maybe you can do the dishes for me?"
I nuzzled into her palm and kissed the heel. "Happy to help."
She lightly patted my cheek. "I'll take all the help I can get these days. I can barely move with my tummy this big! Hell, just yesterday, I dropped a sponge on the floor while doing dishes and couldn't even bend over to pick it up! I just left it there."
I chuckled. "I know, Mom. Who do you think picked it up for you?"
She flashed me a coy grin. "Like I said; I'll take all the help I can get." She left for the bathroom, giving me some alone time to clean up while reflecting on how insane I had been to reveal my feelings for her.
As the minutes ticked by, I began to worry that I had overstepped my bounds.
You idiot! I cursed myself in my head. I can't believe I told her all that just because she admitted to being horny. She's gonna think I'm a total creep, fawning over my own mother like that. She's never gonna let me touch her stomach again!
Still, beneath all the regret, I felt somewhat relieved to have told her at least some of what I'd been feeling. I'd almost made it through her entire pregnancy without cracking, but apparently that day had been the straw that had broken the camel's back.
I tidied up around the kitchen for ten minutes or so. As silly as it was, I liked feeling helpful. I knew Mom appreciated it, and I had no problem scoring extra brownie points by pitching in.
Just as I finished drying the last utensil, Mom's voice broke through the silence, carrying that familiar cadence I'd known my whole life. "Jake? Can you come up here for a second, sweetheart?"
Her words were a siren song that I could not possibly ignore. "Coming!" I called back. Without even drying my hands, I raced up the stairs two at a time.
The bathroom door at the end of the hallway was slightly ajar, letting steam waft out into the cooler air of the hallway like a curled finger beckoning me forth. I headed towards the running water with my pulse hammering in my ears, but slowed my steps as I approached the door, which wasn't entirely shut.
The gap was narrow, but the light inside was bright, allowing me to gaze upon her obscured reflection in the large, fogged up mirror that hung over the sink. I could just make out her silhouette on the steam-washed surface, her reflection a blob of colors that melted into each other like watercolor paint.
Even with her image warped by the steam, her enormous, heavy gut was plainly obvious, since it protruded at least a foot from her torso. Honestly, I had no idea how she stopped her knees from buckling under the cumbersome weight.
I froze in the hallway, unable to look away as heat rushed straight to my cock. It twitched hard against the front of my shorts, enticed by even the smeared image of her censored nudity.
"Jake, honey?" she called again, a little louder, sounding mildly impatient but still warm.
I cleared my throat. "Y-yeah?"
She did not turn, indicating that she had no idea she was being watched. "I need your help with something. I dropped the loofah and... well, I can't quite reach it with this big belly in the way." She giggled over the callback to our last conversation.
I swallowed hard, forcing my voice to sound normal even illicit images raced through my head. "Okay?"
There was silence for a second before she spoke again. "So, are you coming in?"
My temple throbbed so hard that it almost knocked me out. "In... in..."
"The bathroom," she finished for me. "Yes, honey. I need you to pick it up! I'm scared I might fall if I bend over, since the floor is so slippery."
My hand hovered near the door, heart pounding. Part of me wanted to push it open wide, to drink in the sight up close. Another part screamed that I was entering dangerous territory, and that one glimpse of her naked body would turn me into a raving, horny lunatic.
"Do you-- S-should I close my eyes?" I stammered nervously.
Mom laughed her sweet, happy little giggle, sending shivers down my spine. "You need to see, don't you? You can keep your eyes open; I don't mind."
My tongue was a glue trap pasted to the roof of my mouth. "What if I, like... see you?"
"Like I said," she said quietly, almost intimately. "I don't mind. Besides, it's not like I can turn invisible. Just try not to look... if you can help it."
The shivers turned to full-blown lightning, but despite that influx of energy, I was paralyzed. There was something madly enticing about that stinger she'd delivered. It had sounded to me like she'd been issuing a challenge-- one that she already knew I would fail.
I took one more lingering glance through the crack, then stepped inside, trying to keep my expression casual while my body betrayed me with every frantic beat of my heart.
The warm, humid air wrapped around me like a trench coat, and the sound of rushing water drowned out the blood thumping in my ears.
The shower door was made entirely of glass, giving me an almost perfect view into the tub where the water rained down on her from above.
Mom offered me an enchanting smile, as if completely ignorant to her own staggering beauty. "Hi, honey."
I made eye contact with her for a split second, but that was as long as I could last before my gaze was pulled down to admire the rest of her. I tried to make it quick, but once I witnessed that incredible sight, there was nothing I could do to tear my eyes away.
Mom was completely naked, of course, covered head to toe in water that made her glisten, her fair skin dotted with hundreds of tiny soap bubbles. It was the first time I'd ever seen her fully exposed, and it hit me like a freight train.
Her belly was enormous; the heavy, rounded swell jutted out with a visible weight that seemed impossible on her frame. Pregnancy had altered the architecture of her whole body. The skin over her stomach was stretched so tight that it gleamed under the bathroom light. Her belly button - an innie the last time I had seen it - poked out like a fat, bulging button begging to be pressed.
One of her hands rested underneath the massive curve of her gut, cradling and lifting it slightly from below, fingers splayed tenderly across the underside as if she was proudly presenting it to me.
Her breasts were as huge as they were full, hanging heavy from the excessive burden of milk. Her nipples, a deep brownish-pink, were thick and puffy, textured with little bumps that made them look hypersensitive. They stood out stiff against the glistening flesh of her tits, and my mouth watered as I watched droplets of water slid slowly over her areolas. I imagined that they, too, had changed during her pregnancy, since their color was similar to the large, darkened circles that I'd seen on pregnant women online. They were easily larger than my palm, and I doubted that I could have fit my entire mouth around either one of them.
Tiny beauty marks freckled her skin, each little dark speck making her look more real-- more textured. Soap bubbles still clung in delicate clusters along the tops of her breasts, but they were slowly sliding downward, forming lazy rivers that flowed between her tits and plopped onto the upper curve of that massive, wonderful belly. The downward flow of suds occasionally covered the few tiny moles peppering the skin on her stomach, revealing one little brown dot just as they would obscure another.
For one long moment, I just stared at her, burning the image into my brain. Heat flooded my face and my groin at the same time, but I was partial to the latter, ignoring the embarrassment that flushed my cheeks so I could stare in silence for one more second.
"Sweet... heart?" Mom whispered, her voice catching her throat. "You okay?"
I nodded hastily. "Yep! Yeah, all good. How... how are you, M-mom?"
She gave an amused little laugh. "Well, as you can see, honey, I'm very wet."
The last word landed low in my gut, making my already aching cock twitch again. I was painfully aware of how hard I was, how little the thin fabric of my shorts could hide, and how badly I wanted to keep staring at her.
I swallowed hard, heart racing, trapped between shame and the most intense arousal I'd ever felt in my life. "Yeah, I... I can definitely see that."
Her lips smacked as she parted them. "I can see that you can see that. You get a good look?"
My face burned. I finally tore my gaze away, drilling holes in the tiled floor, but even then I couldn't help it-- my eyes kept sliding back to her out of the corner of my vision, pulled by some invisible force stronger than my willpower.


"Are you gonna help me out, or just keep staring at me?" Her voice came from out of my field of view, but I picked up on the teasing tilt in her voice.
"I'm not staring!" I blurted out way too quickly, my voice cracking awkwardly.
She leaned slightly to the side, deliberately catching my peripheral gaze until our eyes met. A small, knowing smile played on her lips. "You sure? I can see you peeking, sweetheart."
I squeezed my eyes shut tight, mortified. "I shouldn't be looking."
"I told you that I didn't mind," she said gently. "I called you in, remember? You can open your eyes, honey. I'm sure you've seen boobs before."
"Not yours, Mom," I whispered, my voice barely audible over the pounding of my heart.
"Well, then you can give me an honest review!" she replied, sounding almost playful. "Personally, I hate how big and heavy they've gotten. What do you think?"
My throat closed up. "You... want me to look?" I asked, unable to keep the hunger out of my voice.
"Sure, if you want to," she said with a soft purr. "Maybe you can convince me that they're not as gross as I think they are."
I hesitated for a second before slowly opening my eyes again.
When I did, she had shifted her stance. Both of her hands were cupping her enormous breasts from underneath, lifting them slightly off of her swollen stomach like an offering.
She held them up and forward, letting their weight rest in her palms. The undersides of her doughy tits oozed like putty between her fingers as she offered them for my inspection, water still dripping slowly down her skin. Her dark, puffy nipples pointed straight toward me.
They were fucking perfect.
My cock throbbed painfully as I stared, completely mesmerized, the shame and lust twisting together inside me until I could barely breathe. I swallowed hard, my voice coming out rough and shaky. "Mom..."
"What?" she asked innocently.
Once again ignorant to my plight, she gave her tits a generous jiggle. They smacked together, the impact fluttering through them as bulky ripples that sent flecks of soap flying in all directions.
"I'm waiting, honey," she said quietly, her voice a mix of curiosity and vulnerability. "How do they look?"
I couldn't speak at first.
My gaze devoured every detail of her enormous breasts. A series of blue veins traced across the pale skin like delicate rivers, and faint silvery stretch marks curved along the sides or fanned out from her collarbone, giving them a raw, textured beauty that made Mom look ripe for the picking. They were clearly too heavy for her, as I could see the slight tremble in her forearms as she lifted them and the gentle wobble that imparted to the breasts themselves.
"They're fucking amazing," I finally admitted, my voice low.
She lit up instantly and a smile of genuine delight spread across her face. "Really? That's the nicest thing anyone has said about them in a long time. You mean it?"
"Duh!" I replied without thinking.
"Thank you, honey," she said, "but I know you're still just being nice. They've just gotten so big and... well, you don't have to pretend to like them."
I wasn't thinking clearly, and at the time, had not picked up on the poorly veiled sarcasm in her tone.
Before I could think better of it, the overwhelming need to prove I wasn't just being nice surged through me. The skin was practically burning off my face from the shame over what I already knew I was going to do, but my god, I was so fucking excited.
I dropped one hand and pointed straight down at the front of my shorts. There was no hiding the way my cock strained against the fabric, the full outline clearly visible as it tented outward aggressively.
"Still think I'm pretending?" I asked.
Her gaze followed my finger downward. When her eyes landed on my erection, she made a sharp, surprised little gasp that echoed in the steamy bathroom.
"I did that?" she whispered, sounding genuinely shocked. She had possessed the upper hand just moments prior, but that all changed when she saw how truly hard she was making me.
"Yeah, Mom," I said slowly.
"With these?" she asked again, almost in disbelief that something she considered so ugly was, to me, a source of tremendous arousal.
"I... I guess so, yeah," I managed, my voice cracking.
She stared at the bulge in my shorts for another long moment, her lips parting. Then a curious little hum escaped her.
"Hmm," she cooed. "Maybe you weren't lying, then."
Her eyes flicked back up to mine, and within them I saw the spark of something new: delight, and maybe even a hint of excitement.
She kept cradling her tits, still holding them up and slightly forward, presenting the swollen, stretch-marked beauties to me as if testing whether I really meant every word.
The charged tension made the air between us feel thicker than the steam. My cock twitched in my shorts under her gaze, and I couldn't stop the low, shaky breath that left my lungs. I was painfully aware of how exposed I felt, but I wanted her to keep looking.
Her eyes lingered for another long moment before she slowly bit her lower lip in that adorably sensual way. Then she gave a small nod toward the floor near her feet, where the loofah still lay forgotten.
"You gonna get that?" she asked, her voice a breathy tease.
Fresh arousal buzzed across my skin, raising goosebumps all over my arms. The realization hit me hard: to pick it up, I'd have to step right up next to the shower and get close to her-- close enough to smell her clean, soapy skin and feel the heat radiating off her naked body.
I could not fucking wait.
I swallowed hard and moved forward slowly, my bare feet padding across the cool tiles until I reached the bathmat, then further to the edge of the shower. With a shaky hand, I slid the glass door open wider, greeted by a rush of warm steam that wrapped around me like a blanket, and droplets of water that peppered my forearm. Some of them wetted my t-shirt, too, but I was too mesmerized by the sight of her to care about my clothes.
She immediately tucked both hands behind her back, which put an arch in her spine, and thrust her tits straight toward me. They bounced slightly with the motion, her dark, puffy nipples pointing right at my face.
"Boo," she said playfully.
"Boo?" I echoed dumbly, my voice barely working.
She gave me a coy little smirk, tilting her head. "You look like you've seen a ghost, sweetheart. Is everything alright?"
Instead of answering, I bent down quickly, keeping my gaze locked on the floor tiles while I grabbed the loofah. My face was only inches away from her bulging stomach and - though I was too nervous to look straight at it - the staggering heat radiating from between her legs.
My hand trembled slightly as I raised the loofah up to her, eyes still fixated on the floor. "H-here you go, Mom."
"Thank you, sweetheart," she said affectionately. She was acting like it was the most normal thing in the world for me to be inches away from her naked body.
She took the loofah from me and I heard her pump a generous amount of soap onto it. "See anything interesting down there?"
I blinked twice. "I don't--"
"Just look at me, sweetheart," she insisted. "At this point, you're making it weirder by not looking."
I slowly stood up and lifted my head until her glorious, pregnant body came into view. "Uh, hi."
She gave me a warm smile. "Hi, honey."
Without even closing the glass door, and with my eyes still hovering just barely above her tits, she began to wash herself with the loofa. She knew I was watching, but she said nothing of it, content to let me stare while she got to work.
The moment the soapy washcloth touched her skin, thick white lather bloomed across her body. Bubbles formed instantly, sliding in slow, creamy trails down the steep curve of her enormous tummy.
Some gathered in the pocket where her tits rested against the top of her gut, foaming in that nook before they broke and cascaded down over her stomach. Others traced the faint stretch marks that decorated her taut skin, following the pale tiger stripes until they, too, fell free from her body.
Every time she moved, shiny streams of soap and water mixed together, running over the smooth, stretched surface of her bump to drip off the underside in fat, lazy dollops.
She glided the loofah over her belly in wide, lazy circles. One particularly thick trail of bubbles followed the exact path of her linea nigra-- that dark, vertical line that had appeared as her belly had grown. It was an effect of pregnancy that I had looked up a few months prior, hoping dearly that Mom's stomach possessed one. I was intoxicated by that striking half-inch-wide streak of darkened skin, and considered it a true badge of honor for a pregnant belly to be marked with such a distinct pattern.
It was perfectly straight, stemming from just below her popped-out belly button all the way down toward her pubic mound. The soap traced it like it was highlighting it on purpose, the white foam contrasting sharply against the darker pigmentation as it flowed along the taut skin. Little bubbles caught and popped along the way, making it glisten before more lather spilled over, following the same erotic path again and again.
I was completely absorbed by the visual, making it all the more surprising when Mom struck up a conversation despite how far down her body my eyes had wandered.
"So... how's school going?" she asked casually, as if we were sitting at the kitchen table instead of me standing two feet away from her naked, soapy body.
It felt completely surreal. She wasn't telling me to leave; she wasn't even hinting at it. The question struck me as so wildly out of place that I stuttered. "D-do... you want me to stay and answer that, or..."
She turned her head toward me and gave me the kindest smile I'd ever seen. "You can stay, sweetheart," she said warmly, "unless you want to go."
The words had barely left her mouth before I answered, far too quickly and much louder than I meant to. "No! I mean... I-I'll stay."
Her smile shifted into something more playful, and a little devilish spark lit up her eyes. "I thought so," she murmured, clearly pleased by how eagerly I'd accepted.
She continued washing herself with that same sensual rhythm, ostensibly putting on a show for me even if she pretended otherwise. Soap bubbles spilled over the curve of her belly in frothy waterfalls, sliding down her thighs until they turned everything down to her tiny toes white.
She lifted one of her massive breasts and slipped the loofah underneath. When she was done washing there and dropped it back down, it gave an enticing wobble, settling with a bounce against the top curve of her belly where the underside was pressed flat like a pancake.
All the while, her questions kept coming. "Are your classes keeping you busy?" she asked, rubbing the loofah in a slow figure-eight across her tits so they wobbled side to side. "Or do you have... bigger things on your mind lately?"
Since she was talking to me, I kept my eyes focused stubbornly on her face, but I could not block out the movement at the edges of my sight.
"You seem a little distracted today," she said. "Any huge news you wanna share? You can tell me, even if it's really, really heavy."
"Yeah... midterms," I muttered, forcing my gaze to stay on her eyes even as another thick cascade of soap slid down the dark line at the bottom of her belly, vanishing out of sight when it succumbed to the steep stomach curve. I imagined that it was soaking into the upper region of her pubic hair, which I hoped was as thick and luscious as I had always imagined.
I clenched my jaw, cheeks burning. It had to be intentional-- the way she soaped her body, her heavy tits swaying with every stroke. She had to be doing it on purpose for my enjoyment, yet still she acted like we were just having a normal chat.
"I rather you stayed," she insisted, giving her tits another slow, soapy rub. "We like the company."
"We?" I squeaked out.
She glanced down at her own soapy, glistening breasts with a little smile, then gave them a gentle bounce with her forearms. "We don't mind, do we, girls?" she cooed, speaking directly to her massive tits like they were old friends.
Something about the casual way she talked to her own breasts sent a weird, twisted rush of arousal through me. It was so absurd, yet so fucking hot at the same time. My cock flexed against my zipper as I watched her treat her swollen, veined, milk-filled udders like they had opinions of their own.
"They think it's cute, by the way," she continued. "How much you like them, I mean."
The whole situation still hadn't fully sunk in. There I was, standing inches away from the woman who had raised me, watching her pregnant body drip with soap while she casually chatted with the very breasts I had nursed from as a baby. I had fantasized about seeing her like that for over a year, and once it had actually happened, everything felt otherworldly. She was acting so normal about it, refusing to acknowledge how insane and erotic the moment was, which only made everything feel even more like a hazy dream.
As if she could read every frantic thought racing through my head, she looked back up at me with that knowing smile. "You're not dreaming, sweetheart."
I blinked, stunned. "No, I-I know, I... How did you know what I was thinking?"
"Mothers always know," she said simply. "Besides, you've got this look on your face--" She paused and did an exaggerated imitation of my wide-eyed, slack-jawed expression, eyes huge and mouth slightly open. "--that looks like you're wondering if all this is real."
A nervous laugh escaped me. "Wow. You're good."
I was completely transfixed, my eyes still locked on her face even as the soapy trails continued sliding down her body.
She tilted her head slightly and gave me a mischievous look. "Would you mind if I rinse off now, sweetheart? Or... do you want one last look before I wash all this soap away?"
The question was so blunt, so completely shameless, that it felt like she was spitting directly in the face of every normal, decent boundary that had ever existed between us.
My throbbing erection was doing all the thinking for me, pulsing angrily in my shorts, begging me not to ruin whatever game she was playing.
I swallowed hard, nervous, but willing to lean into her playfulness. "What if I say... no?"
She immediately planted both hands on her hips in that familiar, scolding-mom pose she used to use when I was little. Her massive belly jutted out even more dramatically, and her heavy tits fell to the sides of the bulge.
"Well, then, mister," she said in that mock-stern voice, "I guess I'll have to stay soapy all darn day. Is that what you want?"
I stared at her unblinkingly, unable to form words. "Uh..."
She burst out laughing, the sound bright and warm. "Actually, you probably would love that!"
My stomach did a wild flip, unearthing from my gut the courage to ask the question I feared might shatter the dreamlike veil that had fallen over the bathroom. "Mom, what's going on? I feel like--"
"Shh." She cut me off gently, pressing a soapy finger to her lips as she stepped back under the shower spray. "Just watch, sweetheart."
The water hit her and the thick white lather immediately began to dissolve. Pure, white soap suds cascaded down her body like a flood of bubbly cream. Heavy streams poured off the undersides of her enormous tits, sliding over her puffed up areolas, washing away in a frothy landslide that spilled onto the huge dome of her engorged belly.
The suds followed every curve, racing down the stretched skin to trace the dark linea nigra one final time before the water blasted it clean. Bubbles rushed down her thighs in a foamy torrent, disappearing bit by bit until her body was completely cleansed.
Her skin shone wet and radiant under the shower light. Every beauty mark stood out clearly: tiny dark flecks scattered across the tops of her breasts, as well as a few along the sides of her belly. Her dark nipples looked even more prominent without any foam to cover them, raised and slightly pebbled from the warm water rushing over them.
The enormous curve of her tummy shone brilliantly, water streaming steadily down to drip from the underside. Her popped-out navel glistened like a pearl that I thought would have felt incredible under my fingers-- or, if I was lucky, my tongue.
Every instinct in my body screamed at me to fully enter the shower, pin her against the tiled wall, and kiss her until neither of us could breathe. I wanted to run my hands over that huge stomach of hers and bury my face between her soapy-clean tits, worshipping every inch of her with my mouth.
But something told me she was controlling the pace, and rushing it might break whatever spell she was weaving.
I forced myself to stay put, breathing hard through my nose, fists clenched at my sides, cock aching as I fought the animalistic instinct to claim her as my own.
She turned slowly under the spray, letting the water rinse every last trace of soap from her skin, then looked back at me with that same lively grin. "Better?" she asked softly, her voice barely audible over the sound of the running water.
I would have answered, but my brain short-circuited as soon as Mom's breathtaking profile was presented to me.
From the side, the sheer size of her pregnant belly was even more shocking than it had been head-on. It protruded outward dramatically, a gigantic, impeccably rounded bubble that looked even more out of place on her relatively petite frame-- though I acutely felt the contradiction that it also made her look supremely motherly, which she was. A goddess of fertility, her body had been completely overtaken by the life growing inside her.
The skin was stretched so tight it was nearly translucent in places, pale and shiny, with a delicate network of blue veins visible just beneath the surface, pulsing faintly as though straining to contain my little sister.
Her popped-out belly button stuck out even more noticeably from that angle. The prominent, swollen knob distended boldly from the very center of the massive curve, begging for attention.
What stole my breath most was the way her heavy breast - the one closer to me, to be specific - rested on top of her gut like it was perched upon a smooth, round pedestal. The swollen tit draped heavily over the upper curve of her tummy, its weight pressing down slightly to flatten the underside.
I could see then just how massive and pendulous it really was: hanging low and full, her brownish-pink teat pointing slightly downward, water streaming off it so evenly that it looked as though the nipple itself was producing a jet of clear milk.
Once again proving to be an accomplished mind reader, Mom spoke my thoughts aloud. "Looks bigger from the side, doesn't she?"
Every rational thought had evaporated. All I could think about was how badly I wanted to drop to my knees and worship her with my hands and mouth.
She didn't say anything else for a long moment. She just stood under the spray, letting the water cascade over her, letting me stare to my heart's content with that small, mischievous smile still playing on her lips.
I was still frozen when Mom turned to face me again, staring shamelessly, and then it happened: her stomach gave a sudden, powerful shift that changed everything.
A strong, deliberate kick from inside made the skin warp outward in a sharp, sudden bulge-- then another, and another! Cleo was moving around vigorously, her tiny limbs fighting hard against the stretched surface from within.


Mom's round, once-perfectly-smooth stomach began to distort in real time into ghastly, eerie shapes, pushing outward as Cleo undulated restlessly.
I watched, mesmerized and horrified in the most arousing way I had ever known. A small hand or foot - I could not tell which - clearly outlined itself against the pale, vein-laced skin. It stretched the surface into a large, pointed lump before slowly receding.
Then a knee or elbow dragged across the inside, creating a long, rolling bulge that traveled from one side of Mom's belly to the other, making the whole heavy globe wobble and change shape for a few seconds before settling again.
The skin looked so taut that it seemed ready to tear, yet it held, stretching and rebounding with every powerful movement from inside. Her popped-out belly button warped slightly with each distortion, and the breast resting on top of her tummy rocked gently as the massive swell changed contour beneath it.
Mom let out a surprised laugh and placed both hands on the sides of her stomach, cradling the shifting mass even as it warped restlessly in her embrace.
"Oh... she's really active right now," she murmured almost tenderly as another strong kick created a lumpy bulge right near the front.
Mom looked down with a mix of amusement and affection as Cleo continued to thrash around, pushing out more strange, temporary bulges across her skin. The water continued to cascade over the moving surface, causing the shifting bumps to glisten fantastically.
She glanced back up at me, her expression soft, but unmistakably teasing. "Want to feel her, sweetheart?" she asked gently, still cradling the sides of her churning belly.
My mouth went completely dry. My heart hammered against my ribs so hard I thought it might crack one. Every inch of me wanted to step forward, press my hands to that shifting skin, and to feel Cleo kicking against my palms, but all I could do was stare. Hell, it took every ounce of focus I had just to speak.
"Is that... is she... k-kicking?" I asked, my voice barely more than a whisper.
Mom's face lit up with obvious pleasure at my curiosity. She looked genuinely delighted that I was paying such close attention. "No, honey. Those are lil' fists. She's punching."
"She's punching?" I repeated, unable to hide my eager excitement.
"Uh-huh." Mom nodded, still smiling. She slowly turned to present her other side to me under the shower spray. "Look. Her little footsies are over here." She pointed with two fingers to a spot on the lower right side of her belly.
The moment she did, Cleo responded instantly, as if she really were saying hello. A tiny hand pressed hard against the inside, creating a distinct, pointed swell that distended her tummy in an almost cartoonish way.
"Oh!" Mom gasped, her face breaking into radiant delight. She laughed, clearly thrilled by the strong movement. "That was a big one, Cleo! Are we showing off for your big brother?"
She kept her hand on the spot where the hand had pushed out, gently rubbing the area as another smaller punch followed right after.
"She's really putting on a show today," Mom cooed. "Do you want to say hello to her, sweetheart?"
It was the second time she had asked, and I would not be so dumb as to wait for a third invitation. "Y-yeah."
I stepped timidly toward the shower until my toes touched the glass, even more specks of water dotting my shorts and t-shirt. I was close enough to touch her, and so reached out with a trembling hand to place my palm and fingers flat against the side of her enormous belly.
I could not fathom how one's skin could be so magnificently smooth, but it was the heat that stood out the most. Every inch of her swollen gut was hot to the touch, like Cleo's tiny body had turned Mom's belly into an oven-- more like a radiator, actually, given how much of that energy was pouring out into the surrounding air.
It was like caressing warm glass, yet soft enough to yield to the smallest impression from my digits. I expected her flesh to feel like a marshmallow, but was surprised that it was actually rather firm. There was a thin, spongy layer of skin that my fingertips pressed into at first, but when I applied more pressure, I found that it was actually rather solid.
"Right here, honey," Mom whispered, pointing with one finger to a spot slightly lower on the curve.
I slid my hand slowly toward that spot, rubbing in a gentle circle before pressing my palm down a little more firmly. Almost immediately, a strong kick answered from inside-- a sharp little thump right against my hand that made me jerk back in shock.
Before my finger left her skin, Mom grabbed me by the wrist to hold me in place.
"Wait!" she said quickly, her voice low and breathy. It did not sound like she was reassuring me, but uttering a desperate, hungry plea for her own sake. "You can... keep touching."
I rubbed my hand across her massive stomach again, then brought my other hand up so both palms were on her. I started massaging gently, sliding my hands over the slick, wet surface, amazed by the incredible size and weight of it.
I squeezed and compressed carefully, my fingers pressing into the thin barrier that separated me and Cleo. Every time she kicked or shifted inside, I felt it directly against my palms, and eased up for a moment before continuing.
Mom's eyes fluttered closed and a genuine moan escaped her lips. "Oh... that feels nice," she said, tilting her head back slightly as water continued to cascade over her.
Her encouragement invigorated me. I grew bolder, using both hands to caress her enormous belly more thoroughly. I squeezed the sides, rubbing broad circles over the dome, and traced the dark line at the bottom with my thumbs.
It felt like I was holding something sacred and lewd at the same time, my brain unable to comprehend how something so incredibly sexy could simultaneously deserve such reverence.
Eventually, Mom laid both of her hands gently over the backs of mine, her fingers tenderly rubbing my knuckles. "I think she likes that," she said.
I looked up at her. "What about you?"
She smiled, eyes still half-closed, water dripping from her lashes. "I like it too. It feels... good, I guess, to be touched again."
Mom kept her hands over mine, gently guiding my massage, encouraging me to keep going as the water poured down over all three of us. After a minute or so, she let out an amused chuckle.
I looked up at her, still dazed. "Why are you laughing?"
She smiled down at me, water dripping from her chin. "I bet you'd have me stay in here until I shrivel up into a prune."
My stomach dropped. "Do you... want to get out?" The sadness in my voice was impossible to hide.
She tilted her head to the side, studying me with compassion. "Probably should, honey. We can't stay here all day, can we?"
"I guess not," I admitted.
"You don't wanna say goodbye, huh?"
I grinned sheepishly, cheeks burning. "Not really-- to either one of you!"
Mom was quiet for a moment, then asked in a soothing tone, "Would it be easier if you gave your sister a goodbye kiss?"
My heart leapt, and I nodded eagerly. "Yeah... I'd like that."
She nodded towards her tummy. "Wherever you want, honey."
I leaned down slowly, bringing my face close to her enormous pregnant stomach, the closest I had ever been to it at the time.
The skin was piping hot, and incredibly smooth under my lips. I pressed a long, exaggerated kiss right where Cleo had been kicking earlier, letting my mouth linger for several seconds. Then, unable to stop myself, I let my tongue slip out and drag slowly across Mom's belly in a long, hungry lick, tasting the clean shower water and the faint saltiness of her skin.
She definitely felt it. I saw her stomach tense slightly and heard the tiniest hitch in her breathing, but she didn't say a word about my tongue.
She patted the side of her belly a few times with her palm. "Say bye-bye, Cleo."
Right where my lips had been, the baby shifted, a gentle roll under the skin like a quiet little goodbye.
"Good girl," Mom cooed to her bulging tummy. "Hand me my towel, please."
I grabbed it from the hook where it hung and passed it to her. "I, er... guess I'll see in a bit?"
The sweetness of her smile cut through my awkwardness. "Sooner than you think, I bet."
Her words puzzled me, but I did not pay them enough attention since there was something far more pressing on my mind: jerking off.
I raced back to my room, where I could not stop replaying every second of what had just happened. The sight of Mom's naked body, the way her belly warped when Cleo kicked, the feeling of her warm, slick skin under my hands and lips, the way she'd moaned when I massaged her... I was rock-hard and throbbing before I even took my shorts off.
The second I heard the door to Mom's bedroom click shut down the hall, I shoved my shorts and underwear down around my ankles. My cock sprang free, already leaking from the tip.
I wrapped my hand around myself and started stroking furiously, eyes squeezed shut as I pictured her huge, glistening belly and those heavy, dark-nippled udders from which I had nursed so many years ago.
I was barely ten seconds in when a knock sounded on my door.
Mom's voice came through the wooden barrier. "Jakey?"
I froze, pants tangled around my ankles, cock still throbbing in my fist. "Uh-huh?"
"Sweetheart, can you come to my room for a second?" she asked, her tone perfectly casual. "I need your help with something."
My heart was already a jackhammer, and the prospect of being caught masturbating had put it into overdrive. I was deeply invested in whatever direction her enticing little game would take, so I quickly pulled up my shorts, tucked my erection into the waistband, and opened the door.
Mom was standing in the hallway wearing nothing but a short, silky white robe that struggled to close over her belly and was barely long enough to cover her pussy. The fabric gaped slightly at the front, giving me a teasing glimpse of deep cleavage and the inner curves of her heavy breasts. Her hair was still damp, and her skin had that fresh, post-shower glow.
She smiled at me, completely unaware - or pretending to be - of how wrecked I looked. "Come on, honey. It'll only take a minute."
I followed her down the hallway into her bedroom, my heartbeat outpacing my footsteps.
Once inside, she stopped near the foot of her bed and pointed down at the carpet where a pair of lacy, baby-blue underwear lay in a delicate little pile.
"I dropped them," she admitted, sounding a touch embarrassed. "I can't really bend over comfortably with this big belly of mine. Would you mind?"
I stared at the panties for a second, my mind working fast.
The carpet was dry-- nowhere near as slippery as the shower. She could have easily crouched down. She could have chosen a different pair from her drawer. Hell, if she really hadn't wanted me around while she was half-dressed, she could have just asked me to wait outside while she left the room.
But she hadn't.
I bent down quickly, scooped up the lacy baby-blue panties, and held them out to her without saying a word.
Mom took them from my hand, but instead of putting them on herself, she gave me a shy, hesitant look. Her cheeks had the faintest pink flush, so I knew something was coming before she said anything else.
"Actually... would you help me put them on?" she asked quietly. "If you open them up and hold them steady, I can just step right into them. It's getting harder to balance with how huge I've gotten."
My throat went dry. I nodded stiffly, not trusting my voice to come out with any confidence.
Without a word of warning, Mom untied the belt of her robe and let it fall open. The silky fabric slid off her shoulders and pooled at her feet, leaving her fully naked again right in front of me. "Thank you, honey. I appreciate the help."
She just stripped like it was nothing! My inner thoughts screamed. Just play it cool. Don't freak out. Just stay calm.
I knelt down in front of her, my face level with her enormous belly. With shaky hands, I opened the lacy, baby-blue underwear, stretching the waistband wide and holding it steady at her feet, where my gaze remained. "Do you, uh... always wear stuff like this?"
Mom narrowed her eyes on me. "What's wrong with them?"
"Nothing!" I insisted quickly, cheeks burning. "Just... isn't this, like, lingerie?"
She gave a casual shrug, her massive belly shifting with the movement. "I dunno. They're comfy, though."
She placed both hands gently on my shoulders for balance, her palms pressing into my skin. Then she lifted one foot and carefully stepped into the first leg hole, then repeated the process. The fabric brushed against her ankles and calves as she settled her feet inside.
"Pull them up, sweetheart," she said.
The word "up" hit my brain like a command I couldn't disobey. Without thinking, I started sliding the panties upward along her legs, and my eyes followed the motion instinctively. My gaze rose higher and higher until the lace was only inches away from its destination, and suddenly I was face-to-face with her pussy before I realized I had looked.
It had happened so fast that my brain lagged behind reality, requiring a full second for the realization to hit me. My breath caught hard in my throat, but I could not stop myself from drinking in the sight.
For the first time in my life, I was seeing Mom's most private place, and about as up close as one could possibly get. A thick, dark chocolatey-brown bush covered her pubic mound. The fur was visibly soft, wildly untamed, and so dense that it seemed to swallow the light around it.
The contrast against her fair, pale skin was stunning, making the color of each individual thread pop by contrast. The hair was lush and woolly, with thin, stray wisps curling at the edges, but the main thicket was concentrated lower, where the dark curls became even denser as they trailed down toward her vulva. A few individual strands glistened faintly with leftover moisture from the shower, or something more lewd.
I froze, panties partway up her thick thighs, staring openly at the beautiful, untamed patch of hair that framed her womanhood. My cock gave a violent twitch in my shorts as the intimate sight burned itself into my memory.
She smelled faintly of soap, but that was not all; there was the distinct muskiness of something more primal - all too human - interwoven with that sweet aroma.
She did not move. She just stood there patiently, hands still resting on my shoulders, letting me look-- but that inaction was itself an invitation. She wanted me to look, and so the silence stretched between us, thick with tension as we waited for the other person to say something first.
Mom's voice finally broke the quiet, gentle and teasing at the same time. "Something wrong, honey?" She gave my shoulders a light, encouraging squeeze, as if reminding me to finish dressing her... or daring me to keep staring.
I forced myself to look up at her, aiming to make eye contact, but the sight that greeted me stole every word from my throat.
From my crouched position on the floor, Mom's enormous pregnant belly completely dominated my entire field of vision. It loomed over me like a massive, swollen sphere, so vastly enormous that it blocked out most of the ceiling above her.
Even her own face was barely visible above the curve, peeking over the top of her belly with just her eyes and the bridge of her nose showing. She looked comically small behind that gigantic, fleshy globe, looking down at me with an amused gaze.
From that low angle, the sheer size of it made me feel tiny, dwarfed beneath the pale moon. It was so big it seemed like it could crash down on me at any moment, yet somehow the sight made me feel strangely safe, protected under the warm, living bubble that carried my little sister.
My heart pounded with a dizzying mix of awe and lust, wishing that her tummy would grow before my very eyes until it literally pushed me backwards.
Mom did not move. She just looked down at me over the crest of her distended gut, waiting patiently with that gentle smile still beaming down at me. "What's wrong, honey?" she repeated.
I swallowed hard, my voice finally coming out in a cracked whisper. "N-nothing's... wrong."
"No?" she asked with a cute inflection to her tone. "Do you, maybe... see something you like down there?"
My stomach was doing summersaults, so I quickly rose to my feet so that I would not lose balance trying to stay crouched. "N-no, I--"
"Honey," she said, looking up into my eyes, deeply so, with her brows raised. "Tell me."
"Tell you?"
She put a hand on either of my forearms and gave them a squeeze. "Uh-huh. Tell me, sweetheart."
I chewed on the inside of my cheek. "I think you already know what I'm gonna say."
"I want to hear you say it."
I tensed my jaw. "Mom, I..."
"Say it," she urged.
I gulped nervously. "I want to fuck you so, so fucking badly."
The blunt admission made her eyes widen for a split second. "Oh! I... well, I thought you were going to say something about my vagina."
I shook my head. "Not exactly. I mean, yes! I-I saw it, and... yeah."
She was trying to downplay her overt excitement, but it was so palpable that it forced the corners of her mouth into a wry grin. "I didn't think you'd jump ahead like that. I have to do something about this."
I gulped. "Like what?"
Her toothy grin made it clear that she enjoyed leading me on. "Maybe we should do something about it... together."
"Like what?" I repeated lamely.
One of Mom's hands dropped from my forearm and drifted down until I felt her fingertips graze my cock through my shorts. "I have an idea."
The moment her touch met my cock, a little bit of confidence flowed through me. "Tell me, then," I said, using her words against her.
She dropped her other hand, then positioned both of them below my waistband, poised to rip my shorts off in one pull. "You got to see me, so I think it's only fair that I get a peek, too."
My mind was reeling. Everything I had been dreaming about was right in front of me. All I had to do was say "Yes." One single word and my wildest fantasy would come true.
She tilted her head and looked at me with the most adorable, pleading expression, matching the desperation in her voice when she asked, "Can I?"
I nodded, barely able to breathe. "Yeah, Mom."
Her eyes flared with lust, sudden and unmistakable, and for a brief flash I barely recognized the woman in front of me. Without another word, she dropped smoothly to her knees in front of me, the movement graceful-- suspiciously so, even. That was the first thought that flashed through my head, which I was smart enough not to say out loud and ruin the moment, but the contradiction was night and day.
She looked up at me, blissfully unaware that she had just shown her hand-- or was she? "What?"
I cracked a half-smirk. "Oh, nothing."
Her nose crinkled adorably. "You're looking at me funny. If you're getting nervous, then--"
"I'm not," I insisted. "Just... happy."
"Well," she said as she began to tug on my shorts, "let me see if I can make you even happier."
With one smooth motion, she yanked them off of me and took my underwear with them.
My cock burst free as soon as the waistband had cleared the head. The sudden release made it spring upward, the fat, red head grazing the tip of her nose before settling just inches from her face. It greeted her with a mighty throb, leaking a shiny bead of precum from the tip.
She had flinched a little when the swollen knob at the end had nearly slammed into her, but other than that, she remained still. Her eyes sparkled, her face so close I could feel her warm breath against my shaft.


I watched her chest rise as she inhaled deeply through her nose, slow and steady, like she was purposefully soaking up my scent.
In my head, I told myself she was savoring it-- the musky, masculine aroma of cock filling her nostrils after all those years lusting for one that truly deserved her. It was probably the same powerful head rush that I had experienced when laying eyes on her pregnant body for the first time, and she was absolutely basking in it.
"Wow, sweet-heart," she whispered, her voice cracking weakly.
She licked her lips absentmindedly, the pink tip of her tongue sliding slowly across her lower lip as her gaze traveled up and down the full length of my dick, studying every inch like she couldn't believe what she was seeing.
Mom's left hand drifted down to her own enormous belly. She began rubbing it in slow, soothing circles, her palm gliding over the upper swell of that massive bubble like the touch was calming her, helping her find her center while she worked up the courage for what came next.
Her right hand, trembling with obvious nervous energy, reached outward to gently cup my balls from below. The moment her palm made contact, her mouth fell open in pure astonishment. She carefully lifted the plump eggs, curling her fingers around the sack to cradle them securely. She gave them a tender, curious squeeze, then began gingerly rolling them between her digits, her touch equal parts careful and curious.
It felt fucking marvelous. Her skin was impossibly soft, and her fingers fit around my balls as though cradling them was the exact purpose they'd been built for. She increased the pressure a little, sending sparks of pleasure shooting up my spine.
I let out a shaky groan, my cock flexing hard above her hand. "God, that feels amazing."
She purred with satisfaction, her eyes pointing up to her forehead. "I see him twitching up there. Does he want some love, too?"
"Fuck, yes."
She gave my balls another small squeeze. "Take your shirt off, first, and then I'll give him anything he wants."
I'd never disrobed so quickly in my entire life, and to be honest, I do not even remember where I threw my shirt once I'd torn it off. All that was left of me was a hard cock, but that was all Mom needed.
Her fingers straightened, and she turned her palm upward toward the ceiling. Then, keeping the very tips of her pointer and middle fingers in constant contact with my skin, she began to slowly trace a path upward. She followed the fat, throbbing vein that ran along the entire underside of my cock like a road map, sliding those two fingertips inch by inch along the pulsing ridge. Higher and higher she went, spreading the electric tingle through my entire length until she finally reached the head.
She grazed the crown with the lightest touch, but it still sent a jolt through me so strong that my knees almost buckled. Her eyes were locked on her own fingers the entire time, wide and hungry, while her left hand kept rubbing slow, calming circles over the top of her pregnant belly.
Mom's right hand curled slowly around my cock head, her palm and fingers forming a warm cocoon that trapped the sensitive knob inside. She gave it a firm squeeze, the incredible softness of her skin somehow amplified by the gentle pressure of the bones beneath, compressing the head just enough to make my entire length seize up and throb in her hand.
Every single one of her five fingers moved with its own rhythm, working in harmony to massage me in a way that felt simply otherworldly. The sensation rolled through me in waves, making my legs tremble. I could not even see a shred of the red knob as her fingers coiled around it. It was swallowed whole, and happily so.
Then she lifted her left hand off her belly, giving the massive dome one last affectionate pat. "Here we go, Cleo."
Her left hand moved down and wrapped firmly around the root of my shaft, pinching the base hard enough to make the whole length swell in her grip. She leaned forward, lowering her head toward the tip, breathing quickly and anxiously through her open mouth. The puffs of air washed over the head, making it twitch, but their heat was only a hint of the warmth that was to follow.
"Holy shit," I blurted out loud, unable to hold it back.
When her lips finally reached the first finger that was curled around my cock head, she whispered, "I know."
With that, she began to ease the head into her mouth with agonizing slowness, lifting one finger at a time as she descended.
Her fingers were the teeth of a lock, and her slick lips were the key that opened them. Each time her mouth bumped against a finger coiled around the head, that digit would uncurl, instantly replaced by the wet heat of her lips sliding over the same spot. One by one the fingers peeled back, giving way to her mouth until the entire swollen knob was nestled inside the hot cavern.
She let out a deep, throaty groan of unrestrained lust. "Mmmmhhhmmm."
The sound vibrated straight through my cock. "Oh my god, Mom."
"Fuhh, Ah midd dih," she mumbled, the words muffled and garbled around my dick. Every syllable made her tongue shift and glide against the sensitive underside of the head, sending bursts of pleasure shooting down my shaft and into my balls.
I held the side of her head with one hand, my palm gently cupping her cheek while my thumb stroked slow, tender circles across her temple. My fingers slid back to grip the nape of her neck with just enough pressure to hold her there. "How much did you miss it, Mom?"
Her eyes flickered with pure excitement once more. "Ah'll shhow ou."
She started slowly, giving my dick a few long, welcoming suckles, nursing gently around the swollen head. Her tongue swirled lazily, coaxing more precum from the slit, but she did not stay patient for long; hunger took over.
Without warning, she dipped her head forward and slid her lips steadily down my length until just over half my cock disappeared into the tight, velvety heat of her throat.
"Jesus, Mom!" I gasped, the sudden depth catching me completely off guard.
She gurgled happily around me, a cute little giggle buzzing straight through my shaft. Her eyes scrunched shut in concentration as she pushed even deeper, forcing another inch inside, and the head of my cock nudged firmly against the spongy wall at the back of her throat.
The sensation was overwhelming, the slick heat and gentle pressure battling for dominance. I was blessed to just stand there, the lucky fucking benefactor of her sudden, ravenous effort. She was trying to prove something, but I was not sure to whom.
Her eyes snapped open wide and she pulled her head back fast. Her lips raced up my length, then released the head with a lewd pop. She sucked in a desperate breath around my cock, and a fierce shiver ran through me when the cool rush of air hit my saliva-slickened skin.
"F-fuck!" she spat, her voice hoarse. Several long, gooey lines connected her lips to the spit-shone head, its tip pointing right between her eyes, both of which were glazed over. "Fuck... you taste so good, honey."
I could see it in her eyes that she was beyond teasing. She was a woman who had been starved of touch, or any of the raw sexual affection she deserved, for far too long. Her appetite had been growing stronger every single day, and the moment she'd finally gotten her hands and mouth wrapped around me, the dam had broken.
"God, Mom," I breathed out, barely able to string the words together, "that feels so fucking good. I can't believe this is actually happening."
She wasn't really listening. Her focus was laser-sharp on one thing: my cock. Her eyes stayed locked on it, like the rest of the world had faded away, so she noticed right away when my balls drew in tightly against my body.
"Are you gonna cum soon, sweetheart?" she asked.
I detected a genuine hint of sadness in her voice, like she was hoping I would last forever. I wished I could have, but the nearly thirty minute teasing session - first the shower, then the foreplay in her bedroom - had me ready to blow faster than usual.
I kept stroking her hair, thumb brushing her cheek. "How'd you know?"
She released the hand that had been, until then, squeezing the root of my cock in chaotic little flurries anytime she'd wanted to send a rush of blood to the head.
With it, she reached back and lightly, like she was handling a fragile baby bird, raked the very tips of her fingernails across my taint.
I closed my eyes as tingles exploded through my body, flowing outward like a radar ping of pleasure that started at her finger tips and did not stop until it had made my skull buzz.
"Balls, honey," she growled hungrily.
"W-what?" Behind my closed eye lids, all I could see was a kaleidoscope of flashing stars. I cannot believe I even found the strength to speak that single word.
"They got all tight!" she said happily. "That usually means I'm about to get cum all over my face."
My eyes snapped open. "Really? On your f-face?"
She nodded. "Uh-huh. You can make me look even prettier."
"You're already the most beautiful woman in the world." The response was corny, but automatic.
She looked at me like I was her favorite dork in the world. "Thank you, honey."
I gestured to my dick with a nod of my head. "And you're really good at this."
"It's like riding a bike, I guess." Then, as if to prove exactly how much of an expert she still was, she sucked her cheeks in tight to gather saliva between. She then spat a thick, fat glob of it right onto my swollen, red cock head, where it landed with a wet smack.
It began to immediately ooze down the sides, but without missing a beat, Mom wrapped her hand around it and began spreading the warm goo with devastating precision. She twisted her palm, her fingers gliding over sensitive spots on my dick that I did not even know existed, stroking with perfect pressure until my left leg started shaking uncontrollably.
That time, my knees did give out, but I caught myself before I collapsed on the floor by grabbing onto the edge of Mom's bed.
"Fuck, Mom," I said. "Can I... can I sit down?" My voice was almost as shaky as my legs.
Her eyes flicked up to mine, a proud little smirk tucking her mouth to the side. Her eyebrows lifted in amusement, like she was impressed with her abilities, and she gave my cock one last slow, appreciative squeeze. It was obvious how much she loved having me in the palm of her hand.
"Hmm," she purred.
To my surprise, she quickly dipped her head down one more time, greedily sucking the fat head back into her mouth. Before it had a second to bask in the heat, she pulled off with a loud, sloppy POP as the suction released, echoing through the bedroom and straight into my skull.
She sat back on her heels, lips shiny and swollen, and looked up at me. "Go get comfy, sweetheart. We're just getting started."
I climbed onto the edge of the bed and put my feet on the floor, my cock still glistening with spit bubbles and pointing straight up in anticipation of her mouth's return.
Mom shuffled over on her knees, moving across the carpet with surprising ease. Her enormous belly swayed between her thighs with every little shift, the lacy blue panties riding low beneath the massive curve, but she moved with grace. I couldn't help but laugh over seeing her once again betray her lie of immobility.
She stopped at the edge of the bed and looked up at me with a shy little tilt of her head, her eyebrows knitted together. "What are you laughing at, mister?"
"Nothing," I said, still grinning. "Just... I thought you couldn't move much with that belly. Right?"
The words hung in the air, but she didn't look embarrassed or defensive about it at all. Instead, she broke the momentary tension with a bright, carefree chuckle, her cheeks flushing pink as she rested one hand on top of her huge belly.
"Busted," she said simply. She didn't even try to deny it. Instead, it sounded to me like getting caught red-handed had been half the fun.
"I knew it!" I said with another laugh, shaking my head.
She waved one hand dismissively at me, still smiling that playful, mischievous smile. "Shut up or I'm not gonna suck your dick again."
I pressed my lips together, though I failed to wipe the grin off my face. "Yes, ma'am."
Mom placed her left hand on my thigh for balance, her fingers squeezing gently into the muscle. Her right hand took control of my cock, wrapping around the base of my cock and pointing it straight at her open mouth.
A low, satisfied little hum vibrated in her throat. She leaned in and kissed the tip, puffing her plump lips out dramatically like she was giving it a lingering peck. Then she tightened her grip and started slowly swinging my cock back and forth, gliding the swollen bulb between her lips again and again. Her tongue slithered out every time it passed though, teasing and flicking right across my piss slit, lapping up the little bubbles of precum that trickled out like a hamster with a water bottle.
My left leg started trembling again, but it didn't matter. I was sitting securely on the edge of the bed, hands gripping the sheets behind me.
In between each filthy swipe of my cock head back and forth through her lips, she murmured teasing words, dragging out their delivery. "Tell me... slurp-- what you... slurp-- want...slurp-- honey."
I was already panting. "Deeper, Mom," I begged, my voice cracking with desperation. "Please... go fucking deeper."
The second the words left my mouth, her lips plunged down my shaft. She took me in quickly and greedily, sliding as much of my cock as she could comfortably fit into her gullet.
"Fuck, Mom!" I howled, but she was in another world by then.
She set a brisk pace right away, bobbing up and down with sloppy sucks that filled the whole room with the sounds of her effort. Hot saliva bathed my cockhead like melted butter, coating every inch and dripping down the shaft in thick, shiny strands.
Her cheeks hollowed out on every upward pull, creating a powerful vacuum that made my toes curl. She did not quite deepthroat me, but she got dangerously close a couple of times; I felt the head of my cock nudging lightly against some extra resistance somewhere. She was surely feeling it, too, because each time, she let out a little involuntary gag, her throat fluttering around me. Instead of it making her slow down or pulling away, as one might expect, it only seemed to fuel her.
Her eyes watered slightly, but her expression was pure bliss, like the burn of the challenge was her reward. She kept the same relentless rhythm, sucking harder, taking me deeper on every downstroke, and clearly loving the struggle.
Her swollen belly pressed against my shins as she worked, rising and falling with every eager bob of her head. Poor Cleo, to be stuck inside while every stifled gag probably made the walls of her home close in.
The way Mom's tongue flattened and swirled underneath me, and the tight suction of her hollowed cheeks, had me losing my mind. My hips were twitching, fighting the urge to thrust up into her perfect mouth while she devoured me. I wanted to last as long as I could, letting her milk the pleasure out of me one generous suckle at a time, and one thrust into that den of soggy velvet would have sent me over the edge.
Every time she sank down, her plush lips would tighten around my shaft in a perfect ring, sucking hard enough to pull the skin tight. She'd paste her tongue flat against the thick vein on the bottom, dragging her taste buds along the underside as she lifted her head. She was humming and groaning with need the whole time, and those happy little vibrations travelled straight down my length like it was a meaty tuning fork.
Just when I thought I could take no more, she dropped all the way down until my cockhead kissed the back of her throat. She held me there for a long second, then swallowed hard once... twice... three times! Her throat muscles rippled around me, and the sudden, greedy gulps pushed me right over the edge.
"I'm gonna fucking cum!" I exclaimed. "Holy shit!"
Mom squealed with delight around my dick, but she did not miss a beat. She released my cock and tilted her head back, opening her mouth wide so I could stare straight down her glistening, clenching gullet. Her tongue lay flat and waiting, and she batted her long lashes at me like a filthy little angel begging for my dick to start spewing.
If I'd been standing, I would've collapsed under the weight of such a powerful orgasm the moment it hit. I groaned long and deep as my cock seized up, the first thick pulse racing up my shaft.
"Fuck!" I howled just as the first rope fired from the tip.
It came out strong, splattering across Mom's forehead in a thick, white stripe that immediately started to drip down toward her eyebrow. The second and third followed in quick, powerful bursts, painting both her cheeks with glossy, sticky globs that clung to her skin like icing.
She continued to wave my dick around, causing each stream to land somewhere different than the last, liberally painting her own face with spurts of cum.
One heavy strand landed right over her left eye, sealing the lid shut under a thick curtain of cum that oozed slowly down her cheekbone. Another thick rope laid itself across the bridge of her nose, connecting to the mess already there and turning her pretty face into a shiny, glazed canvas.
I kept pulsing, groaning with every throb, and the next two heavy jets hit her full, open mouth to splatter across her tongue and lips. I watched as the small pool on her tongue slowly slid backward, treating her passive muscle as a trail that led straight into her throat. It clung to the walls for a moment before a throat spasm churned it into mush, breaking down the thick glob of cum until it was thin and watery.
The final rope shot straight and true, entirely filling her right nostril with a plug so dense that it sealed the hole shut.
Mom stayed perfectly still for me, her mouth still wide, her eyelashes fluttering through the mess, and her round, bulging belly heaving with excited little breaths
She exhaled through her nose, and the thick cum plugging her airway slowly bubbled outward, forming a little balloon that grew for a second or so before it popped, sending a fresh trickle of my seed sliding down over her upper lip.
Her entire face was painted: cheeks, forehead, one eye glued shut, nose bridged and dripping, lips glistening and streaked, and that one nostril still bubbling with my load. She looked so fucking beautiful, smiling around the thick white mess like she had been waiting nine months for it, but the sheer amount of it made me feel like I had gone too far.
"Mom, I-- Holy shit. I'm so sorry! I didn't think there would be so much!"
She didn't answer right away. Instead she pushed the heavy globs clinging to her lower lip into her open mouth with two fingers, then slowly licked them clean, sucking down every last drop. Her throat worked visibly as she swallowed, gulping her grandkids down into her belly to rest next to Cleo.
"Why?" she asked as another little bubble of cum popped in her nostril. "Didn't you like it?"
I was stunned. I'd never seen a woman do that in real life. She'd swallowed it like it was nothing, like she'd actually wanted it. The casual way she'd taken it made my spent cock twitch again.
"Of course I did!" I insisted, my voice cracking yet again. "Fuck, Mom, I loved it!"
She blinked slowly, her one open eye sparkling through the mess, then wiped a thick smear from her sealed eyelid with the back of her hand. "Good," She smiled, cum dripping from her lashes. "Then I'm happy. Will you help me up, honey?"


I reached down immediately, offering my hand. She took it, her fingers sticky with me, and I pulled her gently to her feet. Cum from her chin had started sliding down onto the upper slopes of her tits, and whatever had been on her tits was already dribbling onto her belly.
She stood there, glowing in all the ways a pregnant woman should. "You want some lunch soon, sweetheart?" she asked, sounding like absolutely nothing of any note had just happened.
I was goddamn dumbstruck, and my brain lapsed for a moment.
I could not believe how easy it was for her to switch back into being my mother after what she had done to me, and what I had done to her. I was overcome with something, but it was too pure to be lust. It was something powerful, making my stomach flip in a wonderful way.
Instead of answering her, I just leaned in and kissed her hard, cupping the sides of her cum-slick cheeks with both hands.
"Mmmph-- honey!" she laughed against my mouth, the words muffled by the assault of my kisses. "I've still got cum all over my face!"
"I don't care," I growled, kissing her deeper, tasting myself on her tongue and not giving a single fuck.
"Mmmm," she cooed happily, instantly switching back into a more seductive gear. She gave in with a happy little moan, returning my aggression. "Lunch can wait."
Her arms wrapped around my neck, and she pressed her pregnant body against mine, that huge dome squishing between us.
What had started as a few urgent kisses quickly turned sloppy and filthy: tongues sliding, lips smacking, my hands roaming down her back while hers tangled in my hair. We made out like teenagers who'd just discovered each other, wet and messy and desperate, until we were both breathing hard again.
When we finally broke apart, I watched a long, glistening stream of cum drool from her chin in one thick, unbroken rope. It stretched, then finally snapped, splattering onto the top of her tummy. Most of the chunky white load that had been on her face had migrated downward from the sheer weight and gravity, leaving only a thin smear of translucent pre-cum staining her cheeks.
Thick globs slid over her full tits in creamy rivers, coating her nipples before the buildup fell in heavy droplets that plummeted from the pointed tips.
She pushed her tits together with both hands, rubbing the piles of cum-slick dough together to smear the mess around. "Looks kind of pretty, doesn't it?" Her voice was a little shy, but I knew by then that the affectation was intentional.
"You sure do," I said, the words slipping out before I could stop them.
She blushed instantly, the pink blooming across her sticky cheeks. "Oh, you. Such a silver tongue."
My brain was not the one driving my mouth any longer. "I know where I wanna put that silver tongue."
She blinked twice, stunned, and reached out urgently, her fingers tightening around my forearm. "Do you mean that?"
I nodded. "Duh."
"Like... right now, maybe?" she asked innocently.
I nodded again, slower that time, letting her see how serious I was. "Of course."
Her face brightened like a sunrise. "Really? You would? It's been years since... He never-- oh!"
Cutting her off, I abruptly took hold of her waist right where the massive curve of her belly swelled out, shutting her up mid-sentence. She sucked in a quick, sharp little gasp, eyes fluttering.
"I want to," I said. "if you'll let me."
She gave a hurried nod-- almost frantic. "Yes, please. Just... let me get clean first."
She disappeared into the bathroom for just a minute, the sound of running water drifting towards me while I waited.
When she came back, her face was freshly washed, but flushed with a deeper pink, and she climbed onto the bed. She settled on her back with her head toward the headboard, keeping her knees pinched together, but I could already tell she'd taken her underwear off.
"You know," I said, "I would've liked to take those off of you."
"Next time, honey," she assured me, then slowly parted her legs.
Things were heating up so quickly that I did not even pause over the mention of what she'd meant by "Next time."
Mom's pussy was nothing like the neat, tidy little ones I'd seen in porn. Hers was authentic in a way that surpassed superficial perfection-- and so much fatter, so much plumper, than I had imagined.
Her outer lips were thick enough to be called meat. On either side of her pussy, the two thick, rounded pads of soft flesh protruded outward a full inch or more from her body, forming a juicy bulge that made her whole pussy look swollen. It was amazingly puffy, giving even the plumpest marshmallows a run for their money. The skin was slightly darker at the edges where the ruffled curtains gave her pussy a visual texture, one which I deeply wished to feel against my tongue.
It was so juicy, its abundance so vast, that the word "pussy" did not feel accurate. Hers was a cunt; there was no better word to describe such a provocative sight.
My mouth watered at the sheer abundance. The way those fat outer lips jutted out made me instantly hungry to wrap my entire mouth around the meaty bulge and suck on it like ripe fruit-- a whole apple in my mouth at once. My tongue practically ached at the thought of shoving itself between her folds, tasting the warm, slick syrup that she oozed so freely.
I climbed onto the mattress and lowered myself onto my stomach between her thighs, my shoulders brushing the insides of her knees. I couldn't see her face at all; her mountainous stomach filled my entire field of vision.
I could not wait another second. I dove in head-first, too excited to be gentle, pressing hot, open-mouthed kisses up the insides of her thighs.
Her skin was immaculately smooth, and I could feel the faint tremble in her muscles as I worked my way lower. The dense thicket between her legs called to me, so I sank my face right into it. Her silky coils tickled my cheeks and the bridge of my nose as I inhaled her rich, musky scent, but I was determined to stay put despite the tingle in my nostrils.
My tongue went wild, thrashing through her slick folds with messy, eager strokes. I lapped broadly, satiating my own hunger over her pleasure, sliding up and down, coating my lips and chin in her wetness almost instantly.
Mom's hand slid gently into my hair. "S-slow down, sweetheart," she murmured. Her voice was low and soothing, like honey pouring over me. It wrapped around my brain and calmed the frantic rush inside me until I was breathing steadily again, though my face remained pressed between her thighs.
"Good boy," she whispered. "Find my clit, honey."
I nodded against her pussy and slowed way down. I kissed her carefully, exploring with gentle presses of my lips, then let the flat of my tongue drag over her with patient licks while I paid close attention to every little twitch and gasp she made.
I traced the delicate inner folds with just the tip of my tongue for a long minute, circling and teasing, learning exactly where she liked the pressure lightest and where she liked it firmer.
Her breathing was getting quicker, her towering tummy rising and falling like a round skyscraper. It was so high above that I could not see the top of the curve, my vision blocked by that vertical line of brown skin.
I moved lower and gently prodded the tight entrance of her hole with the tip of my tongue.
"Yes!" she gasped, the word sharp and needy. "There!"
I plunged inside her without hesitation, pushing my tongue as deep as it would go, and sweet, fragrant juices flooded over it instantly.
It was thicker than I had expected - almost syrupy - but I would have loved it at any consistency. It tasted like her-- so much so that I groaned into her cunt, my senses overwhelmed. I fucked her slowly with my tongue, curling it to scoop out more of that delicious nectar while her walls fluttered around me.
Then I dragged my tongue all the way back up in one long, generous lick until I found her swollen clit again. I sealed my whole mouth around it, my lips forming a ring, and sucked hard enough to pull the sensitive little bud between my teeth.
"OoooHHhhhOOOhhh," she wailed, bucking against my face. "K-keep going!"
My jaw worked with every suck, drawing her deeper into my mouth while my tongue stroked her in long, loving, rhythmic laps. Over and over, never breaking contact, I feasted on her like she was my last meal.
I relaxed my tongue completely and flattened it out wide, pressing the entire warm surface against her in one long, slow "pancake" lick that started low at her entrance, then dragged all the way up over her clit. The broad pressure made her thighs close in hard on either side of my head and pulled a deep, throaty moan from somewhere above her mountainous belly.
"Oh my god!" she hollered, ignorant to the throttling she had just deployed on my skull.
Encouraged, and with her thighs tightly compressing my ears, I switched up my approach, trying to elicit new reactions.
I traced a slow, deliberate figure-eight with just the pointed tip of my tongue. I looped around the base of her clit, crossing over the sensitive hood, then circled back the other way. I had no idea what I was doing, really, but exploring her with my tongue - learning what made my mother tick - was the most fulfilling thing I had done in years. I wanted to memorize her so that "Next time" would be even better.
She pressed furry mound firmer against my nose. "Fuuuuuck."
I felt her belly quiver overhead, the heavy curve shifting slightly, like Cleo could sense how good Mom felt.
Seeing her enormous pregnant belly quiver and warp above me like that sent a fresh wave of heat through me. I couldn't resist the urge to touch it.
Without breaking the rhythm of my mouth on her clit, I slid both hands up the taut curve and pressed my palms down lightly, feeling the incredible firmness and the decidedly human heat radiating through her stretched skin. It was like nothing else-- so very alive.
Mom's own hands followed mine instantly, sliding over the backs of my fingers and gently overlapping them so we were holding her Cleo together. Together, we cradled that massive, smooth dome-- the most precious thing in the world. For a moment, everything felt perfect.
"I l-love you, honey!" Mom exclaimed. "Oh my god, I love you so much!"
"Ah luff ou, too," I mumbled back.
Then, as if Cleo herself wanted to join in on the special moment, a strong little punch thumped against the inside of Mom's womb. The tiny hand pushed outward in an obvious bulge that hit me dead center in the palm of my right hand, pushing right up into my touch like a tiny high-five from inside.
"Whoa," I said in total awe.
"T-told you she was... a-active today," Mom gasped out breathlessly, her voice trembling with pleasure, but also with something softer and sweeter.
Her hands tightened over mine, pressing my palms even more firmly against the spot where my little sister had just kicked. Her voice broke down into sultry moans. "I'm getting-- oh, fuck... getting close."
My tongue continued its steady, loving strokes around her clit, enjoying a fresh rush of warm honey to coat my chin as her belly trembled under our joined hands.
"Oh fuck!" Mom belted urgently. "I'm c-cumming!"
I plunged face-first into the soggy trench until I could no longer breathe. When I tried to inhale, all I managed to do was gulp down a mouthful of cunt honey so forcefully that it splattered the back of my throat.
I opened my eyes, stifling the urge to cough, but I could not see a single thing through the coat of wool that blanketed Mom's mound. I moved my head side to side, burrowing my tongue deep into her, scraping my tastebuds against her walls as they clenched around me.
"Oh, fuuuuck!" Mom shrieked, her thighs a fleshy vice around my skull.
Her entire body went rigid for a second, then relaxed just as a series of fluttering convulsions made her spasm like she was being shocked by a defibrillator over and over again.
"Oh m-my god," she warbled weakly as her orgasm took control of her. "Holy f-fuck. Ohhhh, oh god."
Her pussy pulsed against my face like it was trying to swallow me whole, drawing wet meat and pink petals around my tongue as she shuddered. The gasping pocket made me wish that I could climb inside and feel all of her at once-- all of my mother's love surrounding me once more. However, feeling her cunt tighten around my tongue was a fucking great consolation prize.
When the iron grip of her thighs around my head finally loosened, I pulled my head back far enough to take a much needed breath.
"Jesus, Mom!" I cried. "You almost crushed me to death!"
"Nuh-uh," she said with a sigh of contentment. "You're a big, strong man. You can take it."
I felt a bead of nectar trickle down my chin, and once I became aware of it, I noticed that my entire face felt rather chilly. Removed from the sweltering swamp between her legs, even the faintest breeze from the ceiling fan was strong enough to cool the mask of juice that lingered around my mouth.
I smeared a healthy layer over the back of my hand trying to wipe it off. "I'll take whatever you give me, Mom." I didn't bother trying to hide my newfound confidence. I figured I'd just earned a gold medal for eating pussy.
Mom laid both of her hands on her tummy and gave Cleo a couple of reassuring rubs, sliding her palm in big circles that made her fingers glide across her smooth skin. "You almost knocked me out with that one."
"Really?" I asked. "That good?"
"Very good, honey," she cooed. "Would you be mad if I took a little nap?"
"It would take a lot more than that to get mad at you, Mom."
She rolled over on her side, facing away from me, then wiggled her butt side to side to beckon me over. "Good, then you can be the big spoon. Come keep us warm, sweetheart."
I slotted in behind her, tucking her rump in tight against my crotch, and wrapped my arm around her to gently caress her engorged stomach. "Why do you get to be the little one, huh?" It was obviously sarcastic, since her massive stomach would've prevented her from being the big spoon, and did not even bother entertaining the idea.
Mom nuzzled into my groin with her ass. "Because I'm your mother, honey, that's why."
Cleo was apparently already taking sides, and made her position known by kicking softly against my hand again.
Mom giggled and laid her hand over top of mine. "You tell him, Cleo. Aren't big brothers the worst?"
I scoffed. "Oh, please. I'm gonna be the best big brother!"
"I know you will, sweetheart." She calmly stroked the back of my knuckles with her thumb, then gave my whole hand a reassuring squeeze. "I know you will."
The room fell quiet, conversation giving way to a peaceful silence. The steady whir from the fan above us, and Mom's deeply drawn breaths, soon lulled me into a peaceful slumber a few minutes after she had fallen asleep. I do not even remember being tired, necessarily, but I remember feeling completely at ease, and happier than I had been in years.
Time ticked by - an hour, I suppose, maybe more - and eventually my eyes cracked open. I could see nothing beyond Mom's hair, and I realized that I had curled around her so tightly that my face was buried deep in her neck.
I could have stayed there all day, but a particularly dry mouth made a strong case for getting up and fetching myself a drink.
I took one last deep breath to coat my lungs with her scent, then slowly pulled my arm off of her tummy. "Sorry, Mom."
She stirred, but did not wake, rolling to the side with me so that she was flat on her back when I climbed off the bed. She looked remarkable, laying there with her stomach rising and falling with each breath, and I knew that Cleo was curled up inside sleeping just as soundly.
"See you soon, Mom," I whispered, turning to leave, then spun back around. "You too, Cleo."
I padded barefoot down the hallway to the kitchen, the cool tile a shock against my soles. The kitchen was quiet except for the low hum of the fridge, and I could hear birds chirping outside.
It was strange that the world was still existing around us as normal when things within the walls of our home had changed so dramatically.
I filled a glass from the tap, the water rushing loudly in the stillness, then carried it to the table and sat down. I took a long, refreshing drink and let my mind drift.
Sitting there alone with the taste of my mother still lingering on my taste buds, I felt something bigger than lust swelling in my chest. I felt like I was the luckiest guy in the world-- blessed, really, in ways that would have confounded me just a couple of hours prior.
I'd wanted her for longer than I could admit, but how long had she wanted me, I wondered? Maybe she had been craving it longer than I had-- secretly hiding feelings that, in hindsight, would have led to something beautiful had she confessed to them.
It was confusing as hell to have all that love and lust wrapped up in one perfect package. It was consuming my every thought, yet part of me still could not believe it was real. But the bigger part - the part that mattered - felt her love for me as a tangible thing. It surrounded me in such a thick cloud that I could have reached out and grabbed a handful of it.
I supposed that we had Cleo to thank for our unexpected union, since the way her little body had made our mother's stomach grow had been the very thing that had brought us so close together that, even after drinking water, I could still taste Mom on my tongue.
"Here's to you, Cleo," I said raising the glass in a toast before finishing the drink with one gulp.
From upstairs, I heard the sweetest of voices sing for me like an angel from the heavens. "Honey? Where did you go?"
My heart slammed against my ribs. "Coming!"
I bolted from the kitchen chair so fast the legs scraped across the tile, water glass forgotten. I took the stairs two at a time, stubbing my toe hard on the top step, but I didn't even flinch.
I burst into the bedroom, chest heaving, but found it empty. The sheets were still rumpled from our nap, but there was no sign of her. Then I heard the shuffle of fabric and hangers from the walk-in closet.
"You there?" she asked with that adorable, playful tone she used whenever she was up to something.
"Uh-huh," I answered.
"Good. Get on the bed, sweetheart."
I didn't hesitate. I climbed onto the mattress, scooting to the edge so my feet dangled just above the floor, hands planted on my thighs. My cock was already thickening again, half-hard and hopeful for her return. "I'm ready for... Wait, what am I waiting for, exactly?"
A moment later, when the closet door creaked open and she stepped out, the sight of her dressed in intricate, lacy lingerie stole every thought from my head.
"Holy shit," I said, stunned by her beauty.
The lingerie was a deep, vibrant purple-- the color of twilight just before it turns to night. It was a one-piece bodysuit made entirely of stretchy, delicate fishnet, woven from thin lace strings that formed a hypnotic pattern of large, oval holes all over her body.
It was a patchwork covering at best, the holes exposing as much skin as the rest of the garment covered, allowing her flesh to bulge through the openings. Rows of them, their sizes as varied as their numbers were plentiful, marched straight up the front of her stomach. They stretched into long ovals as they climbed higher and higher over the impossible curve, trying to conform to the pronounced shape of her stomach.
The fabric clung to her like a second skin, but it was clearly never meant to contain the sheer size of a woman in her third trimester. She must have bought it when her belly was still small, I realized.


As it stood, a lattice of tight, purple floss dug in deep around the sides and underneath, exactly the way twine gets wrapped tight around a plump Thanksgiving goose right before it goes in the oven.
The key difference was that Mom's body was a living thing - two, if you want to be cheeky about it - and it pushed upon that fabric like it was trying to break free. Every breath she took stretched the fabric to its limit, the spacious holes gaping wider where her skin oozed through them.
Right in the center of her belly, perfectly framed by one of the thinly stretched openings, jutted her large belly button. It poked through like it was proud of itself, completely isolated by the circle of fabric that surrounded it so as to draw my wandering eye. I had seen art in museums that was framed to less perfection.
The rest of the lingerie did almost nothing to hide the rest of her; the same netted pattern cupped her heavy breasts, her nipples dark and stiff against the purple strings, while the lower half hugged her hips and thighs in sheer, hole-riddled panels that left long stretches of bare skin on display.
She stood in the doorway for a second, one hand resting lightly on the upper curve of her belly, the other brushing a strand of hair from her face, letting me drink her in.
"Been a while since a man looked at me like that," she said as she wound a piece of hair around her finger. "I bought this when he stopped touching me. Guess I finally have a reason to put it on."
"You're fucking beautiful, Mom," I said.
She beamed at me. "And that, young man, is why you get to see me dressed like this."
A big, goofy grin shone on my face. "Because I keep telling you how pretty you are?"
She nodded. "Uh-huh. Good boys get good things, after all."
"It's perfect," I said.
She spun on her heels, giving me a glimpse of the back, where a large, obviously-intended-for-sex hole had been carved out around her plump ass. It exposed her cheeks, and if she had bent over, it would have exposed a whole lot more.
"You like it?" she asked with an adorable upturn in her voice as she turned back to face me.
I nodded silently, but that was not good enough for her.
She chewed on her lower lip. "Can you... tell me? I know it's a bit silly, but... I want to hear you say it."
I stood up and walked over her, not stopping until I had my hand on her hips. "You look insanely fucking beautiful, Mom. I can't believe how sexy you are! I've never been this turned on before, and it's all because of you. Never!"
She batted those big, wide doe eyes at me. "Not even in the shower, huh?"
My smile reached both of my ears. "Not even then. Was that good?"
"Very good, honey. I think you should be rewarded."
I was intrigued. "With what?"
Still smiling up at me, she reached down with one hand and took hold of my wrist. She pulled it off of her hip and led it directly between her legs, where my fingers were quickly ensnared by the lush forest of wet, brown softness that lay there.
"Wanna be the first one to say hi to your little sister?" she purred.
"You mean it? Like... like..."
She nodded up and down in patient passes. "Like that, sweetheart. You wanna go inside?"
I nodded much more eagerly. "More than anything, Mom."
She leaned in close, breathing heated steam against my lips. "Then let's get you in there." She stepped toward me, the purple fishnet shifting around her stomach, and climbed right onto my lap.
I was still perched on the edge of the bed, and she straddled me without hesitation, her thick thighs spreading wide over mine. The moment her weight settled, that massive, rounded belly pressed firmly against my chest.
I wanted to kiss her, but her stomach stuck out so far forward that I had to strain my neck just to reach her mouth.
We didn't bother with slow, sweet kisses. The second our lips met, it turned deep and lecherous, all sloppy and urgent like we'd been kept apart for months, starved of each other's love. Our tongues slid together hungrily, sucking at each other to devour every moan.
Mom whimpered between each messy kiss, the sounds vibrating straight into my mouth. Her hands gripped my shoulders for balance while I wrapped my arms around her back, pulling her closer. The weight of her belly on my abdomen made every breath feel hard won, but it was a pleasure to fight for air if it meant kissing her.
After a minute, she broke our embrace with a faint gasp, her forehead resting against mine. "God, sweetheart," she murmured, "Cleo's so heavy today. Can I lay down? My back is killing me."
I nodded instantly and helped her ease off my lap.
She rolled onto the bed and stretched out flat on her back. "Come get beside me, honey."
I tucked in next to her on my side, close enough that our bodies touched from shoulder to thigh. One of my hands found her belly right away, fingers circling the skin that bulged through the holes in her lingerie. My other arm slipped under the back of her neck, below the pillow, cradling her gently.
She reached up and threaded her fingers into the hair at the nape of my neck, holding me there as we resumed our greedy makeout session right from where we left off.
My fingers kept wandering lower while our mouths stayed locked. They trailed over the curve of her belly, then down to the underside to wade through the soft patch of her cunt hair. Then, finally, they slipped between her slick folds.
I didn't plunge in right away. Instead, I let my fingers gently stir her clit, savoring the silky feel of her outer lips. They were puffy and hot to the touch, parting easily to coat my digits with her wetness.
Only then did I slowly push one finger inside her, savoring the incredible heat. Her wetness coated me instantly, and the ridges lining her inner walls - their meat warm and soft like the pleating of a heavy winter coat - gripped me like they never wanted to let me go.
A sharp pang of jealousy hit me that I recognized was irrational, but was poignant nonetheless. Cleo got to live in there every day, curled up safe in that perfect, cozy heaven Mom had made for her, while I could only visit.
Lost in my stupid thoughts, I tried to work a second finger into Mom next to the first, hastily pushing and stretching her hole without considering whether or not she was ready.
The moment it sank all the way in, her walls clenched hard around both digits and she broke our kiss with a sharp whine. "Whoa!" she exclaimed with her eyes scrunched tightly. "B-big fingers, sweetheart."
I stopped everything, my heart hammering. "Why are you so tight, Mom?"
She let out a breathless laugh and patted the top of her enormous belly, right where her outie navel was still on display. "That's Cleo's fault. All that pressure from your lil' sis is pushing down on my womb, so I guess it made me even tighter."
I let out a shaky breath. "Thanks, Cleo."
Mom giggled at the absurdity of me thanking my unborn sister for making our mother more fuckable. "I'm sure she's doing it just for you, honey. Totally."
"Can I move my fingers now?" I asked impatiently.
"Sure, sweetheart," Mom said warmly, "but be gentle, please."
I worked my fingers back into her slowly, carefully observing her reaction so I did not trigger another wince.
My middle and ring fingers slid deeper into her tight, scorching heat, stretching her slick walls as I pushed. My pinky and pointer finger curled into her ass cheeks below, digging firmly into the plump flesh for leverage so I could bury their more active partners as deeply as her pregnant body would allow.
"Is that okay?" I whispered against her mouth, voice rough.
"Uh-huh," she answered meekly, the utterance trembling on a shaky breath.
I curled my fingers upward, dragging the pads slowly across the spongy roof of her pussy until I found it: her G-spot. The slightly firmer, ridged button made her whole body respond when I pressed on it.
Mom let out a sweet, singing moan, her praise spilling out between gasps. Her pussy fluttered and clenched happily around my digits like it was trying to pull me even deeper. Her fingers tightened in my hair, tugging hard enough to sting, but I stayed right where she needed me most.
I obeyed the desires of her body, slowly working my fingers in gentle circles, stirring and stroking while her juices spilled onto my hand. As I whipped her slickness into a frothy mess, the buzz from the overhead fan - not to mention her moans - were drowned out by the obscene squelches coming out of her birth canal as I rummaged around.
"Right there," she urged me, her voice leading straight into another moan as I ground against her sensitive spot again. "Press there, honey."
As I rubbed, the heel of my palm pressed hard against her swollen clit, grinding in steady circles.
Mom let out a desperate little laugh, playful even while she was clenching madly around my fingers. "If you're trying to get me wet, you're working too hard."
"I'm not," I murmured. "I just like how you feel on my fingers."
Mom's eyes fluttered, a wicked little smile curling her lips even as she sighed. "I bet I would feel a lot better around your cock," she said, the words dripping with salacious heat.
"I think you're right," I answered, barely able to keep my voice steady.
She let out a teasing laugh. "Ready to let me and Cleo squeeze the life out of you?"
Before I could even respond, she shifted onto her side and rolled away from me. As she did so, she reached behind herself with one hand and gave her ass cheek a sharp smack that made it jiggle wildly.
I stared, transfixed at the wisps of dark hair peeking out from between her plump cheeks. "Fuck, you look so good, Mom."
She grabbed a handful of the wobbling dough and pulled it open wide for me just as the ripples from her spanking dissipated through her flesh. "You just wanna look?"
"Fuck no," I growled with lust.
I slid into place behind her, pressing my chest to her back and resuming the same spooning position we'd fallen asleep in earlier, with one key difference-- my cock sliding between her legs from behind.
The moment I nestled in, Mom squeezed her legs shut tight, trapping my shaft between the meat of her thighs.
The pressure was incredible, suffocating my cock in the most perfect way. I could feel the radiating warmth of her pussy just above my length and the thick bushel of her pubic hair tickling and brushing against the top side of my dick. Her wetness was already smearing along my shaft like paint, coating me from base to tip as I rocked slowly between her thighs and outer cunt lips.
I groaned against the back of her neck, one arm wrapped around her to rest my hand on the side of her huge belly where I felt Cleo shift inside. My cock slid back and forth through the channel made by her closed legs, the head nudging right up against her hairy, honey-soaked pussy lips with every forward thrust.
It was heaven and torture all at once: being close enough to feel everything, but not yet inside her. From the way Mom was pushing back against me, whimpering softly and squeezing her thighs for no pleasure but my own, she was love-hating every second of it, too.
I kissed the side of her neck, breathing her in. "You already feel so fucking good."
She let out a needy little whimper, pushing her ass back against me as my cock slid between her slippery thighs. "Quit teasing me," she urged me, voicing her frustration. "I feel so much better inside; I promise."
I reached down between us with one hand, gripping the base of my cock and guiding the head to her entrance. I rubbed the tip through her lips for a few slow, customary kisses, feeling her juices coat me even more before I finally notched the knob right at her opening and started to push. The moment the head slipped inside her, unbelievable tightness clamped down around me.
"Je-sus!" Mom yelped at a shrill pitch, releasing her hold on her ass cheek so that it came crashing down on top of my cock.
I froze with just the head plugging her opening. "Should I--"
"No!" she demanded sternly, her voice dropping an octave. "Keep going. Oh my god, keep going, honey."
I knew what she meant; it was almost too much to bear.
Her pregnant pussy throttled my cock. Thankfully, despite the unyielding constriction, her inner walls were impossibly soft and squishy at the same time. It was like being throttled by a metal hand wearing thick, padded mittens-- warm and cozy no matter how hard she squeezed.
Every inch I fed into her was a slow, delicious dive into that incredible pressure, her heat swallowing me whole. Deeper and deeper I went, sinking in one inch at a time until my balls were lodged between her ass cheeks.
My dick gave a mighty throb when it touched bottom, nestling close to knock on Cleo's bedroom door.
Mom let out a droning sigh of relief, her hand reaching back to grip my hip. "Ohhh, sweetheart," she whispered. "I'm so full. I can... feel... every one of those throbs."
Neither of us moved at first. We just breathed together, hearts racing, lost in the sheer intensity of finally being joined. The love I felt for her in that moment was almost frightening in its power. It was deeper than my lust-- which felt impossible considering how wildly turned on I was, but nevertheless, it cut through that feverish haze to give me a moment of clarity.
I wasn't merely fucking some woman, but the most important one in the world to me. She was the one who had raised me, fed me, and held me through every scraped knee and broken heart. Sliding my cock back into the same hole that had once birthed me made my stomach twist in that sickly-sweet, pleasurable way that only the most forbidden things can. The taboo of it burned hot in my veins, making my cock twitch hard inside her, as if thanking her for making my dreams a reality.
I pressed a kiss to the back of her neck. "You feel like heaven," I said, though my voice was discordantly rough.
She gave an awkward giggle that found its way out of her mouth in between deep, throaty moans. "That's funny, because I want you to fuck me like hell."
I slowly pulled back until just my swollen cock head remained inside her, teasing her with the loss of fullness. Then, taking my time, I sank back in, relishing the way her body opened for me, feeling every soft, squishy ridge and the squeeze of her walls as they collapsed around me.
When I bottomed out again, Mom pulled forward a little with a small gasp, but I did not let go. I slid my hand over the massive curve of her belly and firmly pulled her back into me. My thighs clapped loudly against her ass cheeks as I buried myself to the hilt once more, the sharp crack cutting through her groans.
"That's it," she said. "Just like that. Keep doing that."
I did not need any further encouragement. I began with slow, deep strokes, my cock sliding steadily in and out of her drenched, fur-lined pussy, setting a tempo that I knew I would soon outpace.
I leaned in and kissed the slope of her shoulder, then bit down gently, sucking a huge, red mark into her skin. Then my mouth moved to the back of her neck, my teeth grazing her skin before I soothed the scrape with a long lick of my tongue.
She shivered with delight, "Ooooohhh," she cooed. "Tingles."
I caught her earlobe between my lips and sucked on it to make her quake even harder. "Makes your pussy get tighter, too."
"Yeah?" she asked. "Like this?"
She buckled down, narrowing her pussy to a pinpoint with my dick trapped right in the middle of the snug burrow.
"Y-yeah. Like that. Fuck."
With a series of increasingly tight cunt hugs, she strangled my dick, punctuating each word with another squeeze. "She... can... do... that... allnightlong!" She held the clench that time, tightening up so hard, and for so long, that I thought she was going to turn inside out like a black hole swallowing itself.
I rubbed her enormous pregnant belly with wide, loving circles, feeling the strain of her stretched skin and the little wiggles of Cleo squirming inside. With that same hand, I found one of her breasts and kneaded it as I resumed my steady thrusting.
To my surprise, on a particularly hard squeeze, a thin jet of warm milk squirted from her nipple. The pearly, white stream shot clear across my hand, filling the creases and cracks so that any potential palm reading would have told stories of Mom's utter - or udder - abundance.
Holy shit! I screamed in my head. I just fucking milked my own mother!
I was taken aback by how easily it had come out, so I gave another firm squeeze and was quickly greeted by a second spurt of hot cream against my fingertips, some of which dribbled onto the bedsheets.
"H-hey," she gasped between thrusts, voice husky and teasing even as her pussy clenched around me. "That's for Cleo, silly."
I licked my lips and pushed all the way inside of her, figuring she would be at her most complacent when her pussy was stuffed to the brim. "Can't I have some, too?"
Mom ground her ass against my crotch, digging at her own cervix with my cock head. "She needs it to grow big and strong... just like her big brother did."
I grinned against her neck and squeezed her breast harder, milking more of the creamy ambrosia onto my fingers. "She can share," I murmured.
I lifted my hand to my mouth, still coated in her milk, and lapped it up from my palm. The taste was sweet and a little bit nutty-- rich and familiar. I swallowed it down greedily, just like I had almost two decades ago when I'd been a baby at her breast.
"Mmm," I groaned as my thighs clapped her cheeks. "Tastes just as good as I remember, Mom."
She let out a shaky, turned-on laugh that melted into another moan as I kept fucking her, like her brain could not decide which aspect to focus on more. "If you're gonna keep stealing her milk, maybe I should make us switch positions."
I prodded her cervix, pressing my cock firmly against the spongy barrier to sedate her with pleasure. While she was still weak, I gave her massive tit a decidedly rough squeeze, ejecting a strong torrent of cream that shot through the air in a wide arc before landing amongst the milk-stained sheets.
"You gonna take your boobs away from me just like that?" I asked.
Mom made a low, rumbling purr. "Maybe I am, or maybe I just miss being fucked on my hands and knees."
I grinned against her neck and gave her a tiny, teasing thrust. "What happened to that big excuse about your stomach being too huge to do anything else, huh?"
She waved me off without entertaining the teasing. "Oh, honey. That's cute, but we're done with that little game. Wanna fuck me from behind now?"
I pulled out of her slowly, my cock glistening with her juices, and gave her top ass cheek a hearty smack that made her flesh ripple.
"As long as Cleo doesn't mind," I said with a smirk.
Mom reached down and rubbed her belly in affectionate circles. She closed her eyes for a second, as if she were actually listening to her unborn daughter through her own skin. "I think she's fine with it," she said softly, a playful smile curving her lips.
I couldn't resist. I smacked her ass again, harder that time, watching the red handprint bloom across her pale cheek. "Your move, Mom."
She let out a delighter little titter. "Okay, okay!"
She didn't need any more encouragement. With surprising agility for how heavily pregnant she was, she rolled forward onto her knees, planted her hands on the mattress, and arched her back deeply.
Her massive pregnant belly hung low beneath her, swinging slightly with the motion, the fishnet bodysuit still clinging desperately to the gigantic curved bubble. Her heavy breasts dangled and swayed, nipples still leaking thin trails of milk onto the sheets like she was painting an abstract picture with the stains.


She glanced back at me over her shoulder, eyes dark with lust, and gave her ass a little wiggle. "I think you're going to like the view back there."
I knew she was right, of course, but I was as flustered by her astonishing side profile as she raised up, arms fully extended, that I had to pause to appreciate it.
I could see everything with perfect, devastating clarity. Her enormous pregnant belly was so heavy and full that even with her arms locked straight and her back arched high, the massive, rounded underside still hung low enough to press against the sheets.
It had not lifted off the bed at all. The sheer weight of it looked doubled from that angle as gravity pulled her gigantic gut downward in a wide, pendulous curve. The skin was stretched drum-tight, and more of those delectable, shallow stretch marks were visible along her skin where Cleo had grown too big too quickly for Mom's body to keep up.
"Fuck, Mom, look at you," I spoke in utter awe. "Your belly is hanging so low. It won't even come off the bed!"
I shuffled behind her and, true to her word, I was amazed by the view.
Her furry pussy lips peeked out from between her parted thighs, swollen from our earlier fucking, and glistening with arousal. Wisps of soggy hair framed everything, while the larger heap was soaked with enough of her juice to form beds of nectar on the tips that sparkled when they caught light. Above it, her ass cheeks were spread just enough to show the tight little pucker between them, and I immediately wondered what I would have to do to get inside of that little hole, too.
Dominating the entire sight, however, was that enormous, drooping testament to pregnancy. The curve was breathtaking, swelling downward into a huge, hanging globe that eclipsed both of her drooping tits. It looked like she had somehow swallowed a bowling ball whole and let it settle low in her gut, the sheer volume forcing her belly to hang so far down that it touched the tops of her thighs.
I ran my hands over her hips, then gripped them firmly. "God, Mom, you look incredible."
She gave her plump ass cheeks another ripple-inducing wobble. "I knew you'd like it."
I lined my cock up with her pussy once more, the head kissing her lips. Then I pushed forward slowly, sinking back into a pleasure so great that it did not just encompass my cock, but my entire being.
When I drove my cock to the bottom again, my thighs clapped loudly against her ass.
Her heavy belly swayed forward then back with the impact, brushing the sheets as her whole body rocked forward.
She buried her face in a pillow and put a steep, exaggerated arch in her back. "There he is. Back where he belongs."
Her words sent a hot spike of lust through my chest. I drew back slowly, savoring the way her slippery walls dragged along every ridge of my shaft, then tightened my grip on her hips and yanked her back hard as I thrust forward. Our bodies met with another boisterous clap as skin slapped against skin.
The head of my cock thumped firmly against Mom's cervix and she let out a high-pitched wail of pleasure. "Good boy!" she cheered. "Fucking good boy!"
I settled into a steady, powerful rhythm, driving my dick deep into her with every stroke. I used my hold on her hips to pull her ass back to meet me so that we smacked together in the middle again and again.
Even though two of my fingers had been tough for her earlier, her pregnant pussy had proved more than adept at learning to handle my full size. If anything, she seemed to relish the challenge, her inner walls fluttering around me as she tested skills she hadn't used in years and happily discovered she still possessed them in full.
For a while, she kept her back deeply arched, content to have her face pressed down into the mattress while I pumped into her. Then, gradually, she pushed herself up. With her palms planted firmly on the bed, she straightened out her arms and lifted her upper body.
"You can be a bit rougher," she instructed, her command hidden under the guise of a mere suggestion-- she wanted the roughness.
"Like this?" I reached forward, gathered a thick handful of her hair, and pulled her head back firmly.
"Oh!" Mom squeaked.
I relaxed my grip. "Too much?"
"No!" she howled greedily. "Pull it, honey!"
I yanked on her leash and snapped her head back, giving her what she craved despite being a little uncomfortable with how hard I had done it. Still, in tune with her increased wailing, I started fucking her harder, slamming into her as deep as I could. My strokes were possessive, claiming every inch of her as my own by stretching her out to fit me. The wet slapping sounds grew louder and more frantic; so, too, did her outcries.
"Fuck!" she bellowed. "Oh, god. Oh my GOD!"
I knew her shameless cries of pleasure would echo in my ears for years to come. She clearly loved it. Even if I'd been deaf, I would have known it from the way her pussy clenched and fluttered wildly with every rough thrust, and how her back arched even more deeply as she pushed back to meet me.
Out of nowhere, she begged with desperation, "R-rub my back... please, baby... rub my back!"
I was confused for half a second, not knowing exactly what she had meant, but did not hesitate to find out. I slid one hand from her hip up the curve of her spine and started rubbing gingerly along the middle of her back.
"Lower!" she demanded. "Lower, honey-- base of my spine!"
I moved my hand down, pressing the heel of my palm right into the small of her back, just above her ass. The moment I ground against that spot, she froze, and it only took a small shift of my hand for the friction of my skin to ignite an explosion from her.
With the kind of immediacy that usually requires an injection, Mom let out a shrill squeal as her whole body shuddered, then quickly turned into an absolute blubbering mess.
"Right there!" she bellowed with a jerk of her hips. "Fuck!"
A wide, stupid grin spread across my face. I loved that she was once again giving me tips, openly handing over every secret of her body like she wanted me to know her inside and out so that next time I could make her feel even better.
I kept the rhythm with my hips while my palm stayed glued to that sweet spot at the base of her spine, rubbing in circles with every thrust. Every lap it completed, she moaned again, leaving almost no space between one vocal before another began.
"I'm gonna come!" she announced, her voice on the edge of cracking. "Don't you fucking stop! Pull my fucking hair!"
Her words lit a fire under me. I slammed into her with a barbaric growl, giving her exactly what she had begged for.
Her cunt suddenly spasmed powerfully, and it would be the first of many. Every following squeeze strangled my shaft with tight, pulsating grips that milked me from base to tip. The intervals between each clench were perfectly predictable, like a heartbeat, and even though I knew exactly when the next one was coming, it still surprised me every single time just how strong they were.
At this rate, I thought in a daze, she'll never be able to push Cleo out of a pussy this tight!
Then, just after her orgasm had peaked, the opposite happened.
As the climax began to subside, her cunt relaxed completely. The contractions melted away, and her inner walls unfurled like soft, silky petals. All that crushing tightness was suddenly exchanged for a hot, rushing flood of syrup.
"Ooooohhhhh!" she hollered. "Jesusfuckingchrist!"
I leaned down and pressed a kiss to her sweaty shoulder. "You can say that again."
She gave an exasperated laugh. "Jesus... fucking... Christ." Then she collapsed forward with a satisfied groan, her arms giving out as she rolled onto her back in one fluid motion. "That was amazing, sweetheart."
My dick had slipped out of her, and the sudden absence of her tightness felt like removing a pair of ski boots-- I could still feel her grip even when it was just a memory.
Her belly pointed straight up toward the ceiling, rising and falling rapidly with her labored breaths. Her tits, swollen and full of milk, fell to the sides under their own weight, spreading across her chest and leaving the center of her sternum completely exposed.
I imagined burying my face between them, and I could think of no reason not to.
I moved without thinking, shifting into missionary position between Mom's spread legs. She immediately hooked her feet behind my thighs, locking her heels together behind my ass and pulling me in tight so I couldn't pull away even if I wanted to.
"You're... all... mine," she said, panting.
I fell forward, careful not to crush Cleo. My stomach laid flat against the upper curve of her massive belly and I kissed her chest right between her tits. "I'm not going anywhere, Mom."
I took a long, slow breath, inhaling her scent: warm, familiar, and tinged with salt from the sweat peppering her glossy skin.
"Definitely not if I do this," she said.
With both hands, she pushed the sides of her tits inward, compressing them around my head like doughy earmuffs. They enveloped my ears completely, sealing me in a world of plushy silence.
The absence of normal sound became loud in its own way; the quiet filled with the rush of my own blood pulsing in my ears. I could swear I also heard the faint, rhythmic sloshing of milk moving inside Mom's bloated breasts every time she breathed.
Her voice, when it came, sounded distant and dreamlike. It was just barely loud enough to cut through the soft wall of tit flesh, but heavily dulled, like she was speaking to me from underwater.
"You like it in there?" she asked, the words vibrating through her chest. "Trapped between my big boobies, huh?"
I nodded eagerly.
She gently jostled her heavy breasts from side to side, with my head the meat in a warm titty sandwich. The motion made them wobble loosely around my skull, squishing my cheeks and temples.
The world outside felt far away. There was only the pressure of her breasts, the distant, high-pitched sweetness of her muffled voice, and the thunder of my own heartbeat. I was completely surrounded by her, as safe, horny, and happy as I had ever been.
I groaned into her cleavage, the sound vibrating back into my own ears, and started rocking my hips again. I did not even really care if my dick found its way back inside of her right away. I thrust mindlessly, sliding the length though her beefy cunt lips, gliding through them to prod her clit again and again.
Mom's voice came through the thick padding of her breasts, high-pitched yet muffled. "--back inside me, honey?"
I was in such a state of distant euphoria that I had not even heard the first half of her sentence, but I got the gist. "Uh-huh."
She made an amused little giggle. "Keep trying. Almost there."
I angled my hips downward and pushed again. That time, the head of my cock finally slipped between her puffy lips.
Her petals parted easily and swallowed the helmet, enveloping it in scorching, silky heat.
"You know," she began. "you could be kissing me right now."
I lifted my head out from the titty trough just enough to find her mouth and pressed my lips against hers. I carefully supported my weight on my elbows and forearms so my chest stayed just above the massive curve of her belly, trying my best to keep Cleo safe.
Mom noticed my hesitation immediately, and broke the kiss with a little purr. "Scared you're gonna smush her?"
"Yeah," I admitted against her lips.
She smiled, an idea sparkling in her eyes. "Roll with me, sweetheart."
We clumsily tumbled together to the side, limbs tangled and laughing between kisses. After a short, awkward shuffle, Mom ended up on top, straddling me. Her enormous gut weighed heavily on my stomach, pressing down on me like a soft boulder.
She braced her hands on my chest and stared down at me with a wicked, loving grin. "Now we can crush you!"
I could have lifted my head and easily sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, but I was in awe of the view.
Her tits were two fleshy pendulums hanging above my head, still leaking tiny drops of milk that occasionally peppered my cheeks like warm rain. They looked twice as heavy as they ever had; gravity dragged them into long, droopy teardrops, its pull emphasizing the shallow stretch marks below her collarbone.
She rocked her hips teasingly. "Want me to put you inside myself this time?"
"Fuck yeah," I replied.
She reached down with one hand, trying to find my cock so she could guide it back inside her, but her belly quickly proved a larger obstacle than she'd been ready for. She had to lean forward awkwardly, her stomach compressing against my stomach and forcing her to stretch her arm underneath, but even then she could do no more than brush the shaft with her fingertips.
"Harder... than I thought." She let out a frustrated little huff, shifting her hips and trying again, her fingers finally reaching my cock after a few more clumsy attempts.
"There we go!" she exclaimed triumphantly.
With a sigh of relief, she lined me up and sank down slowly, her meaty curtains parting around the head of my cock. She dropped down with no regard for Cleo's safety, shoving my dick back to the hilt until I felt fresh nectar bathing my balls.
She started grinding in a slow, patient pace, moving her hips in small circles. Each time she dropped her ass onto my legs, my cock kissed the mouth of her womb, sending little jolts of lightning through me.
I gripped her thighs with sturdy fingers and began thrusting up to meet her so she wouldn't have to do all the work. My hips rose off the bed, driving into her from below while she maintained that luxurious grind.
Her eyes were closed, her brow knitted tightly in deep concentration as she rode me. Her hands moved in lazy, sweeping ovals over her tummy, rubbing and caressing it with half a mind.
It did not take long before she started swinging her hips more avidly. She picked up speed little by little, dragging my cock almost all the way out until just the head remained trapped inside her muggy, velvety canal, then plunging back down all at once, taking me deep into her molten core.
She slid both palms underneath the curve of her belly to support Cleo's weight and bore down with more intensity. "One... baby... shouldn't be... this heavy!"
I was getting close, and I hated it. I wanted to spend the rest of the month marinating in my mother's pussy, soaking in her juices, but all good things must come to an end. "I'm gonna cum, Mom. I'm gonna--"
She fell forward and knocked the wind out of me when her stomach landed on mine. "Yes! Yes!"
The full weight of her massive pregnant belly pinned me flat to the mattress, snuffing the breath out of me.
She and Cleo compressed my ribs, making it hard to draw a full breath. She'd been right; they really were crushing me together.
For a second I imagined that was how cave divers felt when they squeezed through an especially narrow underwater channel. Every inch of space was taken up by an unyielding pressure, but Mom was so incredibly soft and warm that being wedged underneath her felt safer than being a dozen meters below ground in a bomb shelter.
I couldn't move much, but I didn't need to. I wrapped my arms around her as tightly as I could, hugging her as an anchor while my orgasm came in like a hurricane.
It was powerful; even the totality of every orgasm I had experienced before did not come close to that one perfect, magical moment with Mom.
My cock pulsed with vigor inside her, each thick spurt shooting deep into her with a force that made my whole body seize up. Wave after wave crashed through me, stronger and longer than anything I'd ever felt.
I felt the thick ropes of cum coil like living snakes deep inside my balls, and the first one to slither up my length was ejected with considerable force.
The first rope hit the back of her birth canal so strongly that I actually felt it splatter against her cervix. Then the warmth began to spread throughout the pocket as more hot, bubbling seed poured out. Each spurt was a white-hot spear that blasted straight into Mom's center, flooding the depths with enough baby batter to make a second, third, and fourth little sister.
I could feel the excess pressure building as fat globs of cum began to seep out around the tight seal of her stretched pussy lips. Thick and creamy, they leaked from the cracks where my cock was buried, dripping down over my balls and onto the sheets to add to the stains that her milk had made earlier.
The sheer volume was absurd, but Mom's pussy milked me through it all, squeezing as if desperately to draw out every last drop.
My dick just kept throbbing, dousing her womb with everything I had, my load spreading deep inside her like melting butter.
My orgasm seemed to go on forever, each pulse deeper and more overwhelming than the last. My vision defocused, which only further encouraged me to shut my eyes to deal with the onslaught of pleasure washing over me. My toes curled, gripping the sheets to make bunches by my feet.
When everything in me became rigid, however, Mom was right there to balance me out with her immaculate softness.
She wrapped her arms around my head, cradling my skull protectively against her chest, mashing my nose against her sternum. Her tits pressed right up against my cheeks, smothering me in her scent while she kissed the top of my head again and again.
"That's it, honey," she whispered tenderly, her voice like honey seeping over my scalp. "Let it all out-- every drop."
I groaned helplessly into her cleavage, hips twitching weakly beneath her as the last powerful spurts drained out of me.
Mom kept kissing my head, holding me close, her voice a calming murmur. "There you go... that's my sweet boy."
Then she gave a slow, deliberate squeeze, producing a quiet gurgle as her pussy constricted around my semi-erect cock.
Because I had pumped so much cum into her, the pressure of her squeezing forced a huge glob of it out. Almost a full tablespoon oozed out, but there was still plenty marinating inside.
"Feels like someone's trying to get me pregnant again," she teased, her voice hoarse from all the moaning she'd done.
I didn't laugh. I looked up at her seriously, my arms still tight around her back. "I'd love that, Mom." It was not a joke to me.
She sat up, a wicked little glimmer in her eyes as she looked down at me and gave her belly an affectionate pat. "Well... one baby at a time, honey."
Then she fell to the side and, in what was quickly becoming her favorite position, curled up against my chest with her head on my shoulder.
As I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her in close, my heart swelled with a secret hope for the future-- that one day we really could make a baby of our own. It was something I had never dared to imagine before that day, but the idea had suddenly become a very real possibility.
If I'm really lucky, I thought to myself as we lay idly on the bed, maybe we won't stop at just one.
The idea of Mom round and pregnant with my child - of us building something new and beautiful together - thrilled me in ways that had nothing to do with lust, and everything to do with love.
For her part, she was in such a much better mood, glowing and relaxed after being thoroughly fucked, so I decided it was finally time to say something that would require a very, very good mood to endure.
"Mom... I need to tell you something about Doug."
She sighed, but there was no real surprise in her expression. She brushed a strand of hair from my forehead and nodded. "I already knew, sweetheart."


"You... did?" I asked.
"I mostly did," she continued. "The late nights, the way he'd avoid looking at me... I didn't want to believe it, but deep down I had a, uh... not-so-funny feeling."
She paused, her hand still gently stroking my hair. There was more under the surface, so I stayed quiet and waited for her to open up more.
"That's part of why I was so messed up at breakfast this morning. I feel - well, felt - fucking stupid! Angry at myself for not seeing it sooner. But you..." Her voice brightened as her thoughts shifted from him to me. "You, my sweet boy, are the only reason I'm in a better place now."
"You think so?" I asked with a touch of sarcasm.
"You've always been my rock, and today... what we've done, how you've loved me... You make me feel special again, in a way I haven't felt in a very long time." She kissed my shoulder, her lips lingering for several seconds. "I love you, honey. More than you'll ever know."
I kissed the top of her head. "Well, I think I have some idea."
She nipped me lightly with her teeth. "Say it back, or else."
I chuckled against her scalp. "I love you, too, Mom."
"Good boy," she said, her voice already drifting lazily towards sleep.
Just like before, I stayed awake for a bit longer than she did.
The sun was still high in the sky, but we had been through so much that it felt as though an entire day had passed. I did not know what lay ahead for us, whether that day, or tomorrow, but I knew that I would go through anything if it meant I got to have her at the end of the day.
*********
A few days after that perfect afternoon, Mom finally left Doug for good. She packed his things while he was at work and changed the locks, telling him she knew about his infidelity and not giving him a chance to lie about it any further.
When he came home that evening, he stood on the porch looking utterly confused, like he genuinely believed he would be the one doing the leaving.
He kept sputtering, "Wait, what? You're kicking me out?" as if the idea that she would ever choose to end it had never crossed his mind. Mom didn't raise her voice. She simply told him it was over and that divorce papers were on the way, then closed the door in his face. That was the last time we saw him.
When the time came for Cleo to be born, I was the one who drove Mom to the hospital and stayed by her side throughout the entire process.
No one asked who I was. The nurses just assumed I was the father, and we never corrected them. Doug, the definition of a deadbeat, never showed up-- not a single text, not one fucking phone call. It was just me and Mom welcoming my little sister into the world, but that was all we needed.
Now Cleo is eight months old, and a happy, chubby baby with her mother's smile. Strangely, she still feels like both my daughter and my sister at the same time. I love her fiercely either way.
We couldn't wait any longer to start a family of our own, so Mom was pregnant again before Cleo had even had her first birthday.
Mom's belly has swollen back up to that deliciously enormous size of which I can never get enough. We've been fucking like rabbits every single day-- sometimes multiple times! If we're not careful, she's going to pump out an entire army of babies for me, but she shows no signs of wanting to slow down. Every time I sink into her - every time I watch that massive pregnant belly bounce and jiggle while she rides me - I fall in love with her all over again.
Part of me, and part of Cleo, still belong to men who are no longer in our lives, but this new baby will be forever and always ours and no one else's. We're going to raise her right, with all the love in the world, because that's just how much we have to give.
Every night I fall asleep in total, rapturous bliss. Sometimes it's with my face pressed against Mom's enormous, swollen belly, listening to our little girl kick and move inside her; other times Mom rests her head on my chest as I stroke her back. Every morning, I wake up to the same beautiful sight: the woman who had always been my entire world, now carrying my child.
I would not trade it for anything.
Thanks for cheating, Doug.
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******
Eighteen candles flickered on the cake before me, their light dancing on the kitchen table. They added warmth to the afternoon sunlight flooding the room -the same one in which I had spent much of childhood: eating breakfast before school, doing math homework at the table, and learning to cook from my mother, Abigail. She had been a key part of every facet of my life, so it was fitting that she was the one there to shuttle me into adulthood with a homemade birthday cake.
In her seat next to mine, she nudged my leg under the table, then leaned to the side so that our forearms were touching. "Happy birthday, Bambi."
"Thanks, Mom," I said before taking a deep breath and blowing out all the candles in one puff.
The cake itself was nothing fancy, but I loved it because she had made it for me. It was the little things that let me know she cared for me, and when it came to my birthday, all I had wanted that year was to spend time with the woman who made me feel more special - more loved - than anyone else in the world.
Was I a textbook mama's boy? Probably. Did I mind that label? Not one damn bit!
Ever since my father's passing a few months prior, I'd started spending even more time with Mom. She was mostly done with the grieving process - at least enough so that she could finally talk about him without tearing up - and I did not feel the least bit self-centered in claiming that I had played a key role in helping her get back to normal.
We had spent almost every day together since then, and while I could not speak for Mom, I had certainly gotten to the point where going a few hours without seeing her made me feel a bit restless. She was my safety, I was her rock, and together we'd anchored each other during the turmoil surrounding Dad's death.
We had always been close, but I think the trauma bonding had made us inseparable. On the nights where she would ask me to stay with her, I would hold her until the sun rose. I would cuddle her tightly so she would not feel alone in the same bed that had once been a happy place, but had become a nightly reminder of what she had lost.
"I wish your father was here to see this," Mom said quietly as smoke rose from the wick tips.
I wrapped an arm around her shoulders. "Me too. I bet he would've liked the cake. It looks delicious, Mom."
She gave a faint nod. "He always did have a sweet tooth." She forced a smile, but it was still steeped in sadness. "Still, I... I know he would've wanted to see this; our baby boy finally becoming a man."
I raised my eyebrows. "Well, I don't feel like a man yet. When does the magic happen?"
Mom leaned her head on my shoulder. "Soon enough, Bambi. Did you make a wish?"
"I sure did," I said happily, even though I was sure that losing my virginity would take a hell of a lot more than blowing out a bunch of candles.
Sure, I could have spent more time on the dating apps trying to meet someone, but the idea of splitting my time did not sit right with me. It was clear that Mom still needed me, and to be honest, I still needed her. She was the only one I ever found myself wanting to spend time with, and no matter how often I was around her, I never felt like it was often enough. Even if I had met someone, they never could have measured up to the beautiful, intelligent, wise-cracking woman that had raised me.
"I'm sorry the cake is so lame looking," Mom muttered. "I'm not much of an artist, and you know how money is lately."
True, the cake - a simple rectangle with brown icing and the words "HappY BirThday BaMbi" written in red font - was not up to par with the ones that might have graced a local bakery's display, but Mom's part-time job as a grocery clerk did not provide us the resources to blow on something so frivolous. Besides, the fact that she'd made it for me meant more than better handwriting or even tastier frosting ever could have.
"It's not lame," I thus said earnestly. "It's perfect."
She forced a smile. "I appreciate that. Just... you know, with the debt from your father's medical bills--"
"It's perfect, Mom," I repeated. "I mean it."
Her smile became slightly more sincere. "Well, I did my best. Maybe next year I'll actually learn how to use that damn piping bag properly."
"I believe in you," I said. "You've got a whole year to practice, after all."
She chuckled softly. "That makes one of us. Wanna cut the first piece? It's supposed to be good luck."
I grabbed the knife. "I'll take all the luck I can get!"
She placed a plate in front of me. "Sounds like you don't think your wish is gonna come true, then."
I pushed the blade through the cake. "Uh, probably not, actually..."
"Crossed under any ladders lately?" she asked.
I shook my head and served the first slice of cake onto a plate for her. "Now that you mention it, I was cursed by an old woman at the grocery store when I came to pick you up the other day."
Mom waved me off. "Oh, that's just Amanda. She's harmless. What did you wish for, then?"
I rolled my eyes as I cut another slice. "Seriously? I can't tell you!"
She held up her hands defensively. "Sorry, sorry! Gosh, honey, you must really want it to come true, huh?"
My stomach turned a little. "You have... no idea."
She gave me a curious look. "Well, you never know what might happen. Things have a funny way of working out sometimes."
I shook my head again. "Yeah, I don't know if that's gonna apply here. Doesn't matter anyway; I already got my real wish."
She cocked her head to the side. "You did?"
"Uh-huh, but I think I'm only allowed to have one best mother in the world, so I didn't see the point in wishing for another."
Mom tilted her head back and gave an exaggerated laugh. "Ha! You know, it's your birthday, Bambi. You don't have to, like, butter me up or anything."
Another sick churn put a knot in my stomach, but that time it was prompted by the immediate visual of literally buttering Mom up.
Listen, I was not exactly proud of how easily, or how powerfully, my own mother turned me on. She probably hadn't even thought twice about how her words were going to hit me, and why would she have? What kind of weirdo gets a boner thinking about rubbing down their own Mom? Well, start with a mama's boy, and proceed rather predictably to him also wanting to be Mama's man.
I'd long harbored feelings for Mom that I knew would never be reciprocated, so I cherished those long nights spent cuddling her in bed. I relished every memory of her body's warmth pressing against my chest, or better yet, when she would shift in her sleep and unwittingly shove her fat, round rump right against my crotch. I'm a bit ashamed to admit that, more than once, I had ground against her in an attempt to savor her incredible softness.
The one thing that I had been wise enough to forbid myself to do, even though the cravings made my heart ache, was touching her large, heavyset breasts. I'd stolen enough glances that I could almost imagine what it would have felt like to sink my fingers in and squeeze until my knuckles cracked.
They were, without a doubt, the most beautiful, spectacular tits I had ever laid eyes on-- a true testament to abundance, their cleavage more pronounced than the entire bosoms of most women her age. Is it better or worse that some of that infatuation stemmed from whom they were attached to? It clearly was, though, because women with similar body types only made me half as excited as Mom did.
I would have been mortified if she'd ever discovered my true feelings, so I kept my perverted fantasies to myself and accepted that the occasional touch was all the sensuality that would ever exist between us. Still, I longed for her so deeply that I was grateful for those rare opportunities, happily choosing them over finding myself a woman that would let me touch her when she was actually awake.
That afternoon in the kitchen, it felt like Mom had specifically worn a low-cut shirt to test the limits of my self-control. Her plunging neckline was deep enough to expose a long line of shadowy cleavage, and I was struggling not to stare into the cleft between her tits.
I had never seen her wear something so revealing. With breasts like hers, she often had to go to specific lengths to ensure that they were covered up. That meant turtlenecks in the winter and t-shirts in the summer that went all the way up to her collarbone. Any glimpse at her tits I'd ever stolen had been through cloth, so I'd been acutely aware of... well, of something ever since I'd seen her in a sundress earlier that day.
Maybe that's her real gift, I thought with an inward chuckle, imagining that she'd been waiting until the day I turned eighteen to start dressing sexier.
Some guys' fathers take them to strip clubs when they turn eighteen, but I was more than happy to exchange that for having Mom's bulging tits all but rubbed in my face-- though of course I'd much rather have eliminated that "all but" from the equation.
"What are you thinking about?" she asked, snapping me to attention as she bit into a forkful of cake. I wondered just how long she'd let me eat in dazed silence.
I looked up from her exposed cleavage and blinked hard. "Uh, nothing. Just... hoping my wish comes true."
"Me too, Bambi," she said.
I loved it when she called me that. It made me feel young and carefree, which went strictly against the way my cock throbbed whenever the adorable moniker left her lips. On that particular occasion, it had also sent some shivers down my spine. I guess that sundress was really working for me.
She finished chewing, then said, "Maybe I should start calling you something else now that you're all grown up. We all know what happened to Bambi's mother, so..."
"No!" I insisted loudly. "No, I-I like it."
She cocked her head to the side again, offering me that cute little side-stare that made her look like a curious puppy. "How much?"
I nodded before stuffing some cake into my mouth. "Uh, a lot, I guess."
"Well, you'll always be Bambi to me," she said. "Just because you're a big, strong, handsome man doesn't stop you from being my little boy."
Those shivers started a return trip as tingles, and heat flushed my cheeks that I hoped would not have to explain. "Er, thanks."
Mom slid a small, neatly wrapped box across the wooden table toward me. "Go on, sweetheart."
I wiped my mouth on a napkin, removing a dark smear of chocolate frosting, and grabbed the parcel. "What is it?"
She sighed. "That's kind of the point of wrapping it, you know? Open it!"
I pulled apart the paper wrapping and opened the box. Inside was a photo framed in dark wood, its image obscured by something heavier wrapped in tissue that she had placed on top. "What is it?"
She chuckled through her nose. "You're impossible, Bambi."
I lifted the wrapped object first and was met with a photo that I had not seen in years. It was of Dad and me on the dock at the lake we'd used to fish at. My scrawny, ten-year-old arm was slung around his waist while he grinned at the camera, with his signature silver watch glinting on his wrist. My chest tightened when I realized how much I had come to look like him: the same jet-black hair that never behaved, and my jawline was starting to fill out in a way that mirrored his. The thought struck me that in another ten years, I could pass as his twin.
"He wanted you to have it," Mom said, her eyes on the watch in my hands. "Always said that you looked so much like him that--"
"That people would think I was him if I had this on," I finished for her, holding up the watch.
She smiled, putting that familiar curve to her lips. "He was right, you know: every day you look more and more like him."
"Is that a good thing?" I asked, trying to keep my tone light.
Mom stared straight through me, her tone dripping with sincerity. "Absolutely. He was one of the most amazing men I've ever known... and he just so happened to be the most handsome."
I slipped the watch onto my left wrist. "Well, lucky me, then."
The metal felt cool at first, and it was heavier than I expected, but it warmed quickly against my skin. While I turned my wrist to admire how it looked, Mom reached for my hand to interlace our fingers together.
"Wow," she murmured, staring at our joined hands. "It's uncanny."
"Lemme guess," I said. "I've got his hands, too?"
She gave my fingers a gentle squeeze. "Just another blessing, I suppose."
We finished the rest of the cake in comfortable silence-- the kind we'd fallen into more often since Dad had passed. When the plates were empty, Mom stood up and stretched her back like she'd been sitting for an hour straight.
"I'm going to hop in the shower," she said. "I feel like I've had frosting in my hair all morning."
I pushed my chair back. "I should go cut the grass, I guess."
She frowned immediately. "On your birthday? Bambi, no! You should be relaxing."
I shrugged, giving her the same answer I always did. "I've told you, Mom: I like helping out. Pulling my own weight feels good."
"If you say so," she said.
I watched her walk out of the kitchen, hips swaying slightly as she headed toward the hallway. The watch felt solid on my wrist - a constant reminder of Dad, and of how much I was starting to look like the man who had once been hers.
Since his death, I'd taken over everything he'd used to handle: cutting the grass, shoveling snow, and even fixing leaky faucets and creaky doors thanks to YouTube videos I'd half-watched at two in the morning.
Despite being in my first year of university, I'd stepped into the "man of the house" role without hesitation or resentment. Mom had always been the one who'd looked after both of us, so I'd stepped up to assist as best I could. Still, I had no idea how she had been managing financially without Dad's security guard checks rounding out their income. We had never been rich, and without him, the math simply did not add up. She only worked part-time at the grocery store, and she refused all my offers to chip in.
"It's my job to look after you," she would always say, firm and proud, "not the other way around."
I walked to the back shed and dragged the old mower out into the sunlight and, after I gave the frayed starter rope a few stubborn yanks, the engine coughed to life.
As I started making my first passes across the backyard, the familiar smell of fresh-cut grass and gasoline soon filled the air. The sun beat down on my shoulders while I pushed the machine in steady lines.
On my third pass across the lawn, deeply entrenched in my thoughts, I casually glanced up toward the house and froze mid-step.
The blinds on Mom's en suite bathroom window were wide open. That window sat at waist height from the outside, looking straight into her shower area. She had never once forgotten to close them before. I knew that for a fact, since I'd tried to catch a glimpse more than a few times, but had always been disappointed. That day, something was different, so I thanked the birthday gods for lending me their blessing.
Mom stepped out of the shower completely naked, the water still glistening on her skin lit up perfectly by the midday sun.
My mouth went bone dry in a heartbeat, my tongue turning to a length of sandpaper against the roof of my mouth. I could not keep my thoughts on the grass for a second longer, instantly obsessed with the view.
Oh my fucking god... Those are Mom's tits! I've got to get a closer look!
Instead of continuing in a straight line, I subtly angled the mower so I was pushing it over patches I had already cut, inching closer to the bathroom window without making it too obvious. The mower's engine kept rumbling loudly, and I kept my head tilted down like I was focused on the grass, but my eyes were strained upward to drink in the sight.
Somehow, she had not noticed the open blinds or the mower-- or at least, it didn't seem like she had. She stood still for a long moment, running her fingers through her wet, brown hair, completely exposed and utterly unaware of her audience.
I figured that she had to be able to hear the mower, but she gave no hint to confirm that as she stared at her reflection in the mirror.
Holy shit... does she want me to look? The thought hit me hard, sending a rush of heat through my body. No, that can't be right. But... she still isn't closing the blinds.
My eyes locked greedily onto her breasts. My god, they were even bigger than I had imagined! They hung there, swaying slightly as she let down the bun in which she had tied her chestnut hair, the sunlight making every curve and droplet stand out in sharp, shimmering detail.
Mom's bust had the kind of generosity that spoke of real, womanly maturity rather than anything artificial. Every inch of her was as real as the day she'd been born. Her skin was a warm, soft peach hue with a faint golden undertone from whatever summer sun she'd caught. It looked as smooth as velvet, especially along the upper curves where the light shone upon it directly.
What struck me most was how heavy they looked up close-- or as close as I could reasonably get. They had a wonderful, slightly droopy shape, rounded and protruding forward slightly before curving downward under their own staggering mass, resting softly against her ribcage. Thin, faint blue veins were just barely visible beneath the surface of her pale skin, giving her udders that lived-in texture that practically begged for hands to squeeze and fondle them.
Her areolas were quite large, but only in the absolute sense. Upon her generous breasts, they looked right at home. A dark color pinkish-brown, they stood out prominently against the softer peach of her flesh. In the center of each fat disc were her nipples, thick and prominent, hardened into stiff peaks from the comparatively cooler air.
Every time she moved, whether lifting her arms to run her fingers through her hair or turning slightly to reach for something, her tits shifted and jiggled. Their soft flesh quivered and settled, briefly swaying before they came to a full rest. Droplets of water clung to the undersides and rolled slowly downward, tracing the rounded contours before dripping onto her tummy.
God, they're perfect, I thought, my grip tightening on the mower handle. So fucking big and heavy...
Through the open window, I watched as she examined herself in the mirror. She lifted her breasts with both hands, cupping them from underneath and slowly pulling them apart as though inspecting their weight and shape. She squeezed gently, then let them go, and as she watched their reflections, I watched the real thing. Then her fingers casually traced the globes like she was appreciating them for the first time, which was a sentiment that I deeply related to.


Finally, she reached for her robe, slipped it on, and tied the belt loosely around her waist. She killed the bathroom light and walked out without so much as a glance toward the yard.
Was that real? I thought, too stunned to move. Did that really just happen? For a moment, I genuinely considered whether I'd dreamed it, perhaps due to having suffered a stroke mid-mow.
I kept the mower rumbling across the last few patches of grass, but my mind was no longer on yardwork. I finished the lawn in a complete daze, the image of Mom's naked tits burned into my brain.
Even after I lugged the mower back into the shed and made my way inside the house, I could not shake it. I was parched beyond measure, both from the hot sun and my even hotter mom, so I grabbed a glass and filled it with cold water from the fridge.
Just as I started gulping it down, Mom's voice suddenly cut through the quiet kitchen, a teasing tilt to her tone. "Pretty thirsty, huh?"
I choked, splashing water down my shirt as I spun around. "Mom! I-I didn't know you were--"
My words died in my throat when I actually took in the sight of her still wearing nothing but that thin robe. The neckline had gaped open, putting a generous amount of her deep cleavage on display. The bottom hem rode high on her thighs, showing off smooth, shiny legs that I imagined would feel incredible if wrapped around my waist. Her hair was twisted up into a messy brown bun, and her skin still had that faint, dewy shimmer to it that made her look like a living jewel.
Even without sunlight shining on her, her skin was practically glowing, highlighting the tiny imperfections that had been invisible from afar while I'd peeped through the bathroom window. I could make out thin stretch marks carved in her skin like shallow tiger stripes, the asymmetric weights that saw the right one hang slightly lower than the left, and the way they rolled naturally to the sides of her chest under their own weight, exposing her sternum rather than covering it.
"How, uh, was your sh-ower?" I managed, my voice cracking.
"It was... refreshing," she said calmly, finger stroking the inside of her robe where her cleavage peered back at me.
I swallowed. "Why do you still look wet?"
She laughed, the sound sweet and melodic. "Not wet, Bambi. It's lotion! I always put it on to make sure all of me stays extra soft."
Her words were a match to gasoline. My hand impulsively clenched the glass-- way too hard for something so cheap. It shattered in my grip with a sharp crack, dousing my hand and the tiled floor with cold water and a few drops of blood that dripped from a small cut near the bottom of my palm.
"Shit!" I yelled, holding my hand up as blood welled from the wound.
Mom was on her feet instantly. "Oh, honey!" She grabbed a dish towel and dropped to her knees in front of me, mopping up the spilled water with rapid swipes. "Are you okay?"
"Y-yeah," I replied, but my absent mind was focused on other things.
With how vigorously Mom was mopping up the blood-tinged water, the loose belt that had tied her robe together hadn't stood a chance. After just a few back and forth wipes, the front had fallen open, and I had a perfect bird's-eye view to watch everything unfold.
With no bra to keep them secure, her tits hung completely free, swinging and bouncing energetically with every pass of the towel. Their enormity was overwhelming, each swipe making them gently bump against each other. Gravity pulled them downward, stretching their weight into drooping pendulums of flesh that stretched just past her knees. The long vertical slit between them looked custom made for motorboating, and I would've given anything to do exactly that, right then and there, blood and glass and pain be damned.
When she sat back on her haunches to wring out the soaked towel, her tits settled against her ribcage. They flattened slightly and rolled outward to the sides of her torso, dragging the robe with them to spread it open even wider. The motion revealed a crescent of her rosy-pink areolas on either side, but her nipples were still hidden. The exposed portions alone looked huge-- fat, puffy disks whose true size was bigger than my palm. I salivated at the idea of trying, and failing, to fit my mouth around one of them.
Blood dripped slowly down my wrist while I stared, completely transfixed by the sight of Mom's enormous, lotion-slick tits hanging inches from my legs. She was close enough that, even crouched down, I could faintly detect the smell of coconut wafting from her skin.
She stood up, still holding the damp towel, and stepped closer to me. "Lemme see, Bambi."
I didn't answer, but rather continued to gaze unabashedly at the split in her robe, all but drooling over the bumpy, pinkish-brown flesh of her areolas staring back at me.
Her curiosity piqued, Mom glanced down at herself and saw just how wide the robe had opened. To my surprise, instead of gasping or clutching it shut, she actually laughed, which subjected her breasts to a tremendous wobble.
"Oops!" she exclaimed. "I didn't even notice!" She took her time tying the belt, as if giving me time to soak in the view.
I couldn't believe how casual she was being. It was not like her at all to be so cavalier with her nudity. I'd never seen Mom act so relaxed about being exposed before, and her reaction was so sincere that I actually felt like I was the weird one for thinking anything of it.
Her eyes flicked downward for a brief second, landing squarely on the very obvious, rock-hard bulge straining against the front of my shorts. "Hmm," she purred.
"What?" I asked, dumbfounded.
"Oh, nothing," she lied. "Come with me, Bambi, and I'll get you patched up."
I followed her to the bathroom, secretly adjusting my erection so it was tucked up under my waistband while my thoughts ran wild. She must have seen it, right? What else could she have been looking at? What the hell was with that 'Hmmm?' None of it made any sense to me, but I followed obediently in her footsteps like a dog trotting after its owner.
Once we were in the bathroom, Mom cleaned the cut with antiseptic and sealed it with a bandage. She leaned in and pressed her lips to the covered wound, lingering for a second before slowly pulling away.
"There," she murmured, her voice low enough to be called seductive, if that were her goal. "That's better, isn't it?"
"Y-yeah," I stammered. Being so close to her while she wore nothing but that flowy robe had every hair on the back of my neck standing up.
She turned my palm to the ceiling and began massaging the center of it with her thumbs while her other fingers gently held mine from below. "You're shaking, honey. Is everything okay?"
I was intoxicated by the scent of her freshly lotioned skin flooding my nostrils, hitting me like a powerful dose of pheromones that made my head spin.
"I'm good!" I lied quickly.
She reached out with one hand and put it flat over my heart. "Oh, Bambi, your heart is beating so fast!"
I shook my head rapidly. "No, it's not. I'm fine!"
She rolled her eyes, clearly not buying it. "Really? Here, Bambi, feel mine."
She took my wrist and guided my open palm until it pressed against the upper swell of her left breast, directly over her heart. Her skin was softer than goose down, and hot enough to remind me that I was touching something full of both life and radiant, soothing love. True to her word, her heartbeat was calm and steady.
"Feel that?" she asked quietly.
"Uh-huh."
I could feel her heart, but I could not focus on it. My attention was zeroed in on the unbelievable softness of her flesh. Even just that light touch made it compress under my palm, putting tiny divots in her skin, but it was only the barest hint of what lay hidden under the robe. I longed so desperately to feel the rest of her: to lift, squeeze, and bury my face for as long as she would let me.
She let go of my wrist, but I did not pull my hand away. "Your hands are pretty soft. Are you sure you don't moisturize, too?"
"No, I-- You're really... you, too, Mom."
She giggled. "Thank you, Bambi. It takes a lot of lotion to keep these things soft."
My mouth overran like a flooded creekbed, and I had to swallow to stop from drooling, but it was better than cottonmouth. "Must take a whole damn bottle to, er..." I cut myself off and finally pulled my hand back. "Anyway, thanks, Mom. F-for the bandage, I mean."
She nodded with a confounding look on her face, like she was happy to have won some sort of bet that I had never agreed to. "Always, honey."
With that, I retreated to my room, telling myself I was going to get some studying done. I think I deserve some credit for actually cracking open one of my textbooks, but it was pointless. Every time I tried to read a sentence, my mind dragged me right back to the sight of Mom's tits.
God, even the shape of the letter "P" had me thinking about her! The stinging cut on my hand kept pulling me back, every little throb a reminder of how close I had come to actually touching her breast properly for the first time in almost twenty years.
After a handful of frustrating minutes with no progress, Mom's voice floated down the hallway. "Bambi?"
"Yeah?" I called back, my heart rate already picking up at the thought of what she would want from me.
"Can you come help me for a second?"
I leapt out of my chair, summoned like an ethereal minion by the call of my master. I walked quickly to her bedroom, but stopped dead in my tracks when I laid eyes on her, words catching in my throat. "What's up, Mom? You called for--"
She was standing with her back to me, positioned in front of her full-length mirror in nothing but a black bra and panties. The bra looked like ancient architecture, but, just like her, its beauty was timeless. It was lacy, a little worn, and clearly a size too small for her bulging breasts to be comfortably contained.
"Wh-what..." I gawked lamely.
"Can you get the clasp for me?" she asked, holding her hair up without paying any mind to my express shock. "I want to see if it still fits."
I stepped behind her on shaky legs. I had to pull hard to get the clasp to meet, but even then, the hooks could only reach on the widest setting. When it finally clicked shut, her breasts were crammed so tightly into the cups that an entire handful of creamy flesh billowed over the top and sides, completely smothering the delicate lace embroidery that scored the edges of either cup. The bra was fighting a losing battle, but fuck it looked good on her.
Mom gave a happy little jump, but it was more than enough to make her tits bounce violently inside their strained confines, threatening to explode free with the motion. For one heart-stopping second, I thought they were going to spill out completely, but they somehow stayed contained.
I was worried that if I stayed another second I would give in to the screaming voice in my head urging me to just reach out and grab them. "Uh, I-I gotta... I've got some stuff to do, so..."
"More homework?" Mom asked with an adorable lilt in her tone.
"Uh, no," I admitted. "I'm probably gonna go work out on the back deck, since it's so nice out."
"Yeah? Okay, then. I'll call you if I need to fit into anything else." If I had not known better, I would've guessed that she was actually a little disappointed that I was leaving so soon.
I nodded erratically, trying to escape as quickly as I could. "Yeah, sure. Okay, Mom."
Back in my room, I changed into workout shorts and headed outside with my free weights. The sun was still shining, so I put my headphones on, cranked up some music, and tried to burn off some of the insane tension in my body.
I was seated on one of the patio chairs, halfway through a set of shoulder presses, when I felt a gentle tap on my back. I turned around fully expecting to see Mom again, but nearly dropped the dumbbells when I saw what she was wearing.
"Hey, Mo-- ooooom," I said, groaning the final word as my brain lagged trying to spit it out.
She was holding two glasses of ice-cold lemonade, wearing the - for lack of a more respectful word - sluttiest bathing suit I had ever seen in my life. The bikini consisted of nothing more than a tiny black string that looked like it had been plucked with a pair of tweezers straight out of a goddamn porn video.
The top was barely more than two small triangles of fabric stretched over her swollen tits, their tightly drawn edges digging into her soft flesh hard enough to draw thin creases where they bit down. Her breasts spilled out from every possible angle: overflowing the sides, bulging around the bottoms of either cup, with a cleft of dizzyingly deep cleavage between them.
The only justification I could think of was that, since I'd already seen her areolas in the kitchen, she didn't feel weird about wearing such a salacious garment around me. The triangular cups - if they could be called that - covered her nipples, but that was about all they hide. Around the sides and bottoms of the fabric scarps peeked delicious slivers of pink, bumpy flesh. While it was technically more modest than going fully topless, the choice to wear something so scandalous in my presence actually made her look even sluttier. It was more than mere sunbathing-- she had dressed up for me.
"What... are you wearing?" I asked, my voice barely working.
She glanced down. "Oh, this old thing? It's nice out and I wanted to get some sun. I can change if you want?"
It drove me crazy that she refused to acknowledge how provocative the outfit looked, gaslighting me into believing that it was an ordinary thing for a mother to wear around her son.
My throat closed up, so I took the lemonade she offered and drank half of it in one desperate gulp.
"I don't mind!" I blurted after swallowing. "You look, uh... well, like, it looks great on you-- good, I mean! Just... It's a good bathing suit. It looks, er... very nice."
Mom's lips curved into a delighted smile. "Wow. I guess it only took an hour for you to get heatstroke, huh? Sounds like your brain is fried, Bambi."
She sat down on the edge of the desk, her legs dangling over the side while she sipped lemonade. "Come and sit with me, honey. Don't make me enjoy this nice weather all by myself."
When I sat next to her, the faint scent of sunscreen drifted over to me, mingling with the coconut aroma of the lotion that had long since soaked into her skin. I had to fight not to stare directly at her tits; they sat low enough to rest on the tops of her thighs, their softness causing them to spill over the sides of her legs like a thick glaze oozing over the sides of a cake.
She shuffled closer until her bare thigh pressed against mine, revealing that her flesh was as marshmallowy soft as it looked. "I was getting kind of lonely in there by myself. The quiet is just... I don't think I'll ever get used to it. Figured we could both use some company, right?"
I chuckled softly. "It's only been an hour, Mom."
"Well, I missed you anyway!" she declared. "Knowing you're around the house makes me feel a little better, but sometimes I want to be right next to you."
"Yeah," I muttered, my voice low.
She nudged my leg with her knee, trying to coax more out of me. "Do you ever feel that way? Like, I know I'm just your mom and all, but... with me?"
I knew exactly what she meant. If I hadn't been lost in a heat-induced, tit-obsessed time vacuum while working out, I probably would've gone looking for her myself twenty minutes earlier.
"I feel that way a lot, Mom," I admitted. "Everything is better when you're around."
She tittered happily, clearly pleased with my answer. "Nice to know I'm not crazy. Heck, even the lemonade tastes sweeter with good company."
"You said it," I agreed with a small laugh.
She took a long, deep sip from her glass, but clearly drank too fast. Some of the lemonade spilled from the corner of her mouth, trickling quickly down her chin as she continued to drink despite the leak.
"Mom, you..." I trailed off, fixated on the falling droplets.
I watched in slow motion as the bead rolled down her neck and plunged straight into the deep, sun-warmed valley of her cleavage. Damned if I didn't wish with all my might to be that tiny, gleaming dribble as it raced over the swell of her breast, diving straight down between them where I would be kept safe and cozy.
When I finally looked up, Mom's eyes were already locked on mine.
"Messy, huh?" she asked, her voice carrying an unmistakably sultry edge. She nodded toward the clean towel I'd brought out for my sweat. "Could I borrow that?"
"Uh, yeah," I said awkwardly.
I handed it to her, but she didn't take it. Instead, she arched her back and jutted her chest forward, overtly pushing her tits out toward me. "Can you get it for me, Bambi? Since you're already holding it..."
My mind went completely blank. "T-to touch... I mean, you want... really?"
She nodded slowly, eyes glued to mine as her head went up and down. "You okay, honey? I can get it myself, if--"
"No!" I said quickly. "I can do it. Let... let me do it."
My hand shook as I brought the towel to her chest and gently dabbed at the upper curve of her left breast. It yielded immediately, offering nothing but the soft compression of squishy flesh under my fingers. I could feel the plushness even through the thin towel as I prodded the abundance, careful not to make my motivation appear too sexual.
She tilted her head back slightly and made a swooning sigh. "Go deeper, honey. Some of it dribbled between my boobs."
My jaw clenched. "Your... Really?"
She crinkled her nose in that cute way she sometimes did when I made an intentionally bad joke. "They're just so darn big," she said. "The water gets trapped between them. Here, do it like this."
Before I could hesitate any longer, she reached up, placed her hand on the back of my wrist, and firmly pushed my towel-covered fingers deep between her breasts. The heat and pressure were overwhelming-- steamy titflesh closing around my fingers from both sides to envelop them completely.
"Whoa..." I said in awe.
"Soft, huh?" she asked, her voice leaning further into that seductive lilt.
"Fuck yeah," I said without thinking. "Er, no, I... I didn't mean it like that."
She cocked her head, a knowing smile on her lips. "How did you mean it, Bambi?"
I yanked my fingers out of her cleavage like I'd been burned by the torrid heat and quickly threw the towel over my lap, trying to hide how rapidly I was hardening. "I don't know! I just, like-- Well, it does feel nice, I guess. But I-I shouldn't be touching you... right? I didn't mean it in a creepy way!"
Mom's face was kind and understanding. "I don't think you're creepy for liking boobs, honey. It's normal for a boy your age."
I scoffed. "Maybe if I was still a boy, yeah, but..."
"All men like boobs, too," she said gently. "It's not weird."
"Yeah, but I like your-- No, not like... exactly. I mean, you're my mom, so of course I don't--"
"Don't you?" she asked, cutting me off with a feather-soft tone.
I chewed hard on the inside of my cheek, desperately searching for an escape route. "Maybe you're, uh, right about all this head heat. It's definitely getting to me! I should go inside, I think."
Before I could stand, at which point I would've used the towel to shield my erection, Mom reached out and grabbed the corner.
"Maybe," she said. "Or--" In one swift yank she ripped it away, exposing the very obvious, rock-hard outline of my cock straining desperately against my shorts. "Maybe you could stay."


"Mom! W-what the fuck!" I yelped, scrambling to cover myself with both hands. In my panic, and with the glass of lemonade still in my hand, I accidentally spilled the drink all over my lap and thighs.
"Looks like somebody likes my boobs more than they're letting on," she said, her eyes dropping straight to my crotch. In my panicked state, she sounded exactly like a cat set to play with a doomed mouse or bird.
"Why did you do that?" I asked, a mix of embarrassment and annoyance heating my face.
"I needed to see if I was right," she replied calmly. "Earlier in the kitchen... you were hard then, too."
It wasn't a question. It was a statement.
"I didn't think you'd noticed," I said, unable to make eye contact with her.
"I did," she said, "but I needed to make sure it wasn't just a coincidence."
I pursed my lips, face burning. "Well, it clearly wasn't, so go ahead and laugh at me for being--"
"I'm not laughing," she insisted, completely deadpan.
I threw my hands up in defeat, no longer bothering to hide the throbbing bulge in my shorts. "Then what are you doing, Mom?"
"Testing something," she answered quietly, eyes locked on my stiffness. "I... well, I have something to tell you, but I had to make sure first."
"Make sure of what?" I asked, heart hammering.
She leaned in slightly and blew me a teasing kiss. "Don't you worry. I think I have my answer."
More annoyed than embarrassed, I just sat there, letting her stare. "Great! Awesome! You have your answer. Now what?"
Mom stood up slowly, her tits lagging slightly behind the momentum as she rose to her feet, their sagging mass requiring a full extra second to catch up with the rest of her body. She extended her hand toward me, fingers open and inviting. "Come with me, honey."
With trembles that shook my fingers, I took Mom's hand and stood up. "Where are we going?"
She laced her fingers through mine and led me back into the house, hand-in-hand, all the way to her bedroom, without saying a word.
The walk cooled some of my initial anger at having been exposed so suddenly on the deck. By the time we reached her door, the agitation had mostly melted away, replaced by a nervous, buzzing anticipation brought on by her campaign of subterfuge, which I'd utterly failed to notice the whole time.
"What are we doing here?" I asked.
She sat me down on the edge of her bed and then plopped down beside me, close enough that her bare thigh pressed against mine.
She took a deep breath, as though preparing to launch into a scripted monologue. "When he was with us, your dad made good money as a security guard-- not great, but enough to keep us afloat. When he got sick, though, we needed more - a lot more - and we needed it fast. We looked for every option... and eventually we decided to... to..."
"To what, Mom?" I asked, hanging on every word.
She folded her bottom lip between her teeth. "Have you, um... ever heard of OnlyFans?"
I clenched my jaw. "You... you and Dad..."
She nodded sadly, but, even as dense as I apparently was, it didn't come across to me as shame or regret about the thing itself. It was mostly about Dad-- another way she missed him.
"We did," she said. "We needed the money, and... well, let's just say you're not the only one who thinks I have nice boobs. Other guys thought so, too."
A hot rush of blood flooded my face that felt a lot like jealousy. "You showed your boobs?"
"I did a... a bit more than that," she admitted quietly. "Nothing too extreme! I never showed my, uh...lower half - just my boobs."
I stayed silent, hoping she'd continue.
"We made some damn good money, actually. It helped us stay afloat. But without him, we have even less coming in than before." She looked down for a moment. "I don't post much anymore. I don't like doing it by myself, and he always gave me the confidence I needed. So... Bambi, there's no easy way around this, and I just need you to be honest with me. Can you do that?"
I nodded.
She looked down at her hands and twiddled her thumbs. "Have you heard of a... titjob?"
I played dumb. "I don't think so."
Mom rolled her eyes with a flustered sigh. "Okay, well, it's like a handjob, but instead of using my hand..." She pressed the insides of her elbows together, squeezing her tits inward until they bulged like water balloons under pressure. "Get it?"
I stared unblinkingly. "And people paid for that?"
"Lots of them, actually," she said with a hint of pride in her voice. "It was kind of our thing. Without him, though... I've been trying to do it solo, but our subscribers keep dropping. They don't want toys; they want a real one." Her eyes drifted down to my lap. "And I... I just can't do it by myself anymore. My heart's not in it. It's awkward and--"
I let out a sharp, nervous laugh, cutting her off. "Sorry, Mom, but... don't you think it'll be more awkward doing it with me? That's what you're suggesting, right? That we... pick up where you and Dad left off? This is crazy!"
She hugged my forearm tightly and pulled it to her chest, deliberately wedging my elbow deep between her doughy breasts. "You don't have to do anything you don't want to," she said with certainty, "but... I saw the way you looked at me this morning. Hell, I can see it now, even though you're trying so hard not to stare."
I quickly turned my head away. "I don't--"
"Look at me, Bambi," she insisted, gently catching my chin with her fingers and turning my face back toward her. "I know I'm asking a lot: I'm your mom, it would be on camera, and strangers would watch it."
My stomach twisted into knots. "Those are a lot of reasons to say no!"
"Then say no," she said calmly as her eyes searched mine. "But... if you want to say yes, then..."
"Then what, Mom?" I asked, voice barely above a whisper.
She chewed pensively on her bottom lip, making it glisten as she dragged her teeth over the plumpness. "Then... I know I can make you feel really, really good. We can help each other, kind of."
My cock throbbed painfully in my shorts, betraying me with every pulse. I had fantasized about her for longer than I cared to admit, but once it was actually happening, it all felt too fast - and too real.
My brain slammed into flight mode. I stood up suddenly, my heartbeat hammering in my ears, my palms clammy enough to soak through a sponge. "Mom, I--"
She grabbed my arm and tugged me back before I could take a single step. "Bambi, please! I-I'm really good at it, I promise."
I let her slowly pull me back down onto the edge of the bed while she kept talking, her voice desperate and hurried.
"You just... All you have to do is sit there and let me handle things. I know you've been thinking about them - my boobs, I mean - so I thought maybe you'd want to help me. Your face won't even be in it!"
"Then why me, Mom? You could do it with anybody!"
Her face fell, genuine sadness clouding her eyes. "I... can't do it with anyone else. I've thought about it, and the idea of doing it with a stranger is just..." She swallowed a lump in her throat. "Your father wouldn't have wanted that."
I scoffed. "But he'd want this?"
Mom furrowed her brow. "I don't think so, but we did, uh... occasionally explored some kinks..."
I recoiled in surprise like a foul stench had hit my nostrils. "Meaning what?"
She sighed heavily, then her voice dropped into a deeply seductive tone that sent lightning crawling down my spine. "Meaning that I wasn't always 'Abigail' when we filmed our videos. Sometimes I was... Mommy."
My eyes nearly popped out of my head. "You were what?"
She nodded with a shameful little grimace, but there was a shred of a grin that hinted she was proud of her illicit career, or at least fondly reliving the memory. "It was his idea, and people really responded to it, so... I just went with it." Then a more insistent smile tugged at her lips. "I even let him name the account against my better judgment. It was embarrassing at first, but eventually... I don't know, I guess it grew on me."
"What was the name?" I asked in disbelief.
Mom shook her head with a shy smile. "You have to promise not to laugh, but... the name - my name, I guess - was 'MommySoftness.'"
My jaw dropped. "You can't be serious!"
She gave a nonchalant shrug, but still seemed rather enthused by my amazement. "It was silly, but he thought it would grab people's attention, and it worked."
I shook my head back and forth in disbelief. "Well, 'Mommy' or not, Dad probably never pictured you actually doing it with me, though."
Mom raked her teeth across her lower lip. "No, probably not... but he also probably never pictured me losing the house. I still have some of his medical debt to pay off, and they cut my hours at the store. I can't find a second job that works with the schedule, so... what would you do?"
I exhaled a long breath that inflated my cheeks. "I don't know, Mrs. Softness."
She bumped my shoulder gently. "Seriously, Bambi. I want your opinion. What else can I do? I'm running out of options. Another month with no content, or even just okay content, and I might lose another thousand subscribers! If I don't do something soon, they'll all just... leave."
I recoiled in shock. "A thousand? How many are there?"
She gave a boastful smirk. "A lot, but it's not going to stay that way. The longer I wait, the worse it gets."
I felt like I was stuck in a dream where my legs were made of mud, and would have been unable to run even if I'd tried. "This... is crazy. This is crazy, Mom!"
She rested her head on my shoulder, her soft hair brushing my neck. "I thought you liked being my little helper?"
I could not stop the nervous laughter from bubbling out of me. "This is different!"
"It is," she whispered, "but also... it isn't." She lifted her head and looked at me. "Do you like my boobs, sweetheart?"
I nodded.
She brightened just a little. "Okay, that's good. Then, more importantly... would you like to feel them wrapped around your cock?"
I clenched my jaw so my teeth wouldn't chatter. "Jesus, Mom. I can't believe I'm hearing you talk like this!"
"I've had loooots of practice," she sang with a sugary sweet cadence.
"Well I haven't!"
She stroked my arm reassuringly, her touch soothing enough to quell some of the butterflies storming around in my gut. "I know, Bambi. I know. I thought about that too, and... well, maybe we can do the first one off camera - Just you and me."
"The first what?"
She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, "The first time you fuck my fat, juicy tits."
A powerful shiver ripped through me, like the temperature in the room had dropped ten degrees. My cock throbbed even harder making its opinion very clear.
"I think he wants to try it," Mom said, her eyes dropping meaningfully to the obvious throb in my shorts.
"Mom..." I said wearily, still struggling to wrap my head around the fact that I was not unconscious on the back lawn, suffering from a heat-induced dream.
"Just think of it as another birthday present, okay?" she insisted, her voice growing more impatient-- needy, really, and almost desperate. "It's like... my special way of thanking you for helping out around the house so much. Please, Bambi. Let me do this for you - for us."
"This is crazy," I repeated for the third time, the words looping in my brain like a broken record. "I feel like you're messing with me. You are, right? This is just some weird joke, isn't it?"
An eager little mewl escaped her throat. "Well, I can show you how serious I am... if that would help?"
I didn't even fully know what I was agreeing to, but I figured I might as well call her bluff, if she was making one. "You know what? Sure. Why not? It's not like this day could actually get any weirder!"
"Wait here," Mom said as she slid off the bed. She went to her closet, rummaged in a big storage bin under all the shelves, and pulled out a sleek black garment that she held as though it was precious to her. "This was always one of his favorites. You seem to take after him in more ways than one, so... maybe you'll like it, too."
She handed it to me, but I just stared at the matte black fabric. "This fits on those?" I asked. "No way!"
It didn't actually look that small, but I wanted to play dumb so that she would be more inclined to prove her point, and it worked like a charm.
She sucked her cheeks in, eyes sparkling with excitement. "Do you... I mean, I-I can put it on, if you want to see it." She didn't sound nervous at all, but actually rather thrilled-- chomping at the bit to show me how serious she was, or perhaps, to show off for me.
"I mean, I guess if you want me to see how it looks I could, uh... take a peek."
She scurried around to the opposite side of the bed. "I haven't worn it in a while, but I'm sure it still fits." With that, she turned her back to me.
"Seriously?" I asked. "After everything you just said, you're gonna hide?"
She glanced over her shoulder with a playful look and pulled her bikini top up over her head. "Don't be pushy, now. Can you unhook me, Bambi? No peeking!"
I leaned forward and unclasped her bra, my eyes trained on the back of her neck so I would not be tempted to disobey her. The moment the hooks released, the cups sagged dramatically forward, yanked down by the sheer weight of her enormous breasts spilling forth like a dam had broken.
She let out a soft sigh of satisfaction. "That's soooo much better. They hate being trapped in that damn thing."
I watched, mesmerized into silence, as she slid the bikini bra off her shoulders and dropped it to the floor. Her entire back was exposed, which I realized I had never truly appreciated before: the smooth curve of her spine, the slimness of her shoulders, and especially the way the outer curve of her breasts were visible from the back, swelling out dramatically past the sides of her torso. It was somehow more erotic than any of the fully naked models I'd ever seen online, confirming for the millionth time that it was her I wanted, not just some random pair of big tits.
She tugged the black garment over her head and stretched it wide to pull down over her bosom, then used both hands to stuff the top with two heaping handfuls of doughy flesh. I couldn't see the front, but the way she had to lift, adjust, and squeeze each hefty boob into place made me want to pounce her right then and there.
When she finally had packed everything inside, she turned around to face me. "How do I look?"
She was the very picture of beauty, and ten million words would not have been enough to describe it.
The strapless sports bra was made of a smooth, stretchy material that clung to her curves, stretched absurdly tight across her chest. Every breath she took made the material creak faintly under the strain, the outlines of her thick, puffy areolas and hardened nipples faintly visible through the taut cloth. It was overall quite plain, with one very notable exception that took a few seconds for me to find.
At the very center of her underbust, right where her colossal breasts were forced into the most crushing, tightly-packed cleavage imaginable, the garment featured a perfectly circular opening. It was maybe three inches in diameter, and framed by a reinforced, slightly padded hem that kept the edges from stretching out of shape. The hole was positioned with surgical precision directly over the deepest, tightest part of the channel made by her breasts, and framed by creamy inner curves that bulged outward on either side like pale, silky pillows eager to swallow whatever was fed between them.
The top's design promised constant, merciless compression. Reinforced side panels squeezed her breasts inward and upward, creating an airtight tunnel of soft tit flesh that would grip a cock from base to tip with relentless pressure. The hole acted as both entry point and anchor so that every thrust would drive my cock deeper into that plush, suffocating embrace while the stretched fabric kept her tits locked in place.
The upper hem of that circle boasted a delicate, white-frilled-lace trim, dainty and almost innocent in contrast to the depravity promised by the lewd top. A small, perfectly tied pink satin bow sat right at the center of that lace, just above the deep canyon of her cleavage, drawing the eye downward like a gift tag on the world's most perverted present.
Mom cleared her throat to bring my head out of the cloud. "Silence is... good, right? Say something, Bambi."
I pointed at the hole, stunned. "What is that for?"
Mom gave me a playful look. "Don't think so hard."
"My... dick goes in... there?" I asked.
"That's the idea," she said sweetly. She placed her hands on either side of her breasts and pushed them together. The motion made even more of her creamy flesh bulge outward through the lace-trimmed opening. "Then I do this and... well, you get the idea."
I gulped with nervous excitement. "Holy shit."
She looked absolutely tickled by my stunned reaction, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "Sounds kinda fun, right? Do you maybe wanna try it?"
"Like, right now?" I asked, still trying to catch up with reality.
She nodded and gave her tits another methodical elbow-squeeze, making them morph around her arms like memory foam. "I'm ready if you are."
"Um... how?"
"It's your special day, birthday boy," she insisted. "I want you to be comfortable. You can do it however you want: standing up, sitting on the bed, or lying down-- whatever feels best."
"We might as well do it like this," I said, gesturing to my seated position on the bed.
"Good choice, Bambi," she cooed warmly as she stood up. Then she grabbed a bottle of lube from her bedside drawer and walked in front of me. "We can stop if it gets too weird, but I really want you to try and enjoy yourself, okay?"
She'd said that as if enjoying it might be difficult. In reality, I was terrified that the real challenge would be not blowing my load the second her skin touched mine. All my hesitation had come from pure disbelief, but once I was sure she was completely serious, raw excitement took the wheel and drove me straight toward her.
"I can do that," I promised.
For a moment, she towered over me. Her breasts loomed above my face, casting it completely in shadow like two pale mountains blocking out the Sun overhead-- the ceiling fan's light, in actuality. "Ready?" she asked.
I nodded. "Yeah."
She gracefully sank down to her knees between my spread legs, never once breaking eye contact with the obvious tent in my shorts. When she'd fully descended, the lustful hunger I saw in her gaze reached a fever pitch.
She shuffled forward on her knees until the front of her tits were pressed against the edge of the mattress, radiating intense heat that offered a tease of what was to come.
From my view, the sight was breathtaking.
The opening framed her overflowing tits perfectly, the delicate lace trim digging into her creamy skin as they bulged and tried to spill out. The tight black top had her breasts viciously compressed and forced together, creating a shadowy cleavage canyon that was a foot long, appearing bottomless. The abyss of boobs was calling my name. Even the echoes mirrored the sugary sweetness of Mom's voice.
Bambi... Bambi... Bambi...
"Bambi?" she asked again, but that time I actually heard her.
I blinked hard to try and reset my brain, hoping to convince it that what we were seeing was real. "What?"


"I'm going to take your shorts off now, okay?" she said in a calming cadence.
I could only nod, my tongue completely tied.
She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my shorts and boxers at the same time and pulled them down in one slow, practiced drag, showing off some of her long-hidden expertise. My rock-hard cock sprang free immediately and bobbed up and down, enthralled to finally come face-to-face with the object of its obsession.
"Well," Mom murmured, eyes ballooning with admiration, "I guess you really do take after your father."
I felt a surprised smile on my face, not to mention a strange connection to Dad in that bizarre moment. "He was big, too?"
She bit her lower lip, staring at my throbbing length. "Not... quite this big, honey, but I still think you owe him a big thank-you."
I nudged one of her heavy tits with my knee, marveling at how firm and resistant the outer curve felt while compressed in that tight top, although I knew the inside of that valley was going to be pure softness. "Or I can thank you, Mom."
She turned a lovely shade of crimson. "Well... that, too, I guess." Then she reached over and handed me the small bottle of lube. "Take your shirt off, and I'll let you do the honors."
"Oh, fuck, yes," I mumbled, pulling my shirt over my head with one hand as I took the bottle with the other.
Hands rife with jittery excitement, I tilted the bottle upside down and squeezed, producing a thick, glimmering trail of lube. I moved my hand back and forth, painting sweeping zigzag patterns across the billowing flesh that bulged out of her sports bra. The clear liquid shone brilliantly for a moment before the warmth of her skin started to melt it, causing it to slowly slide down the inner curves. It funneled straight into the deep, tightly compressed valley of her cleavage, creating a shiny pool that rose steadily, catching the light like liquid diamonds as the tide grew higher.
Mom let out a pleased hum and dipped two fingers into the pond of lube. After gathering a layer on her fingers, she began painting thin, glistening trails over the rest of her exposed tit flesh, using the tips like brushes to draw jagged-edged shapes on her skin.
"Looks pretty, doesn't it?" she asked, though it was hard to know for sure what she was referring to given her laser focus on my cock.
"Yeah, you do, Mom," I replied, giving her a dick-throbbing clench that made her eyes widen.
Her hands began to move with practiced confidence, smearing the lube over her tits with slippery palms. Within moments, her skin transformed. Every exposed part of her gleamed with a wet, reflective shine, the lube turning her flesh into something almost ethereal. Light bounced off her in dazzling little rainbows as she worked it in. Her nipples were visibly hard, jutting prominently against the tight top, proving that she was just as turned on as I was.
She tucked her hands underneath her tits and lifted both of them high up, putting little folds in her skin. She suspended the circular hole an inch above my dick for a moment, dragging out the inevitable for as long as either of us could bear. "Here we go, Bambi."
I watched the sensitive, bloated knob slowly slip through the small opening, wincing a little when the fabric brushed against it. It grazed me as it slid over the crown, its sharp tickle followed quickly by the overwhelming warmth and softness of her packed-in breasts as they, too, kissed my cock head.
"Holy shit," I breathed.
Warm lube trickled down through the hole, raining onto my shaft and making sure every inch was ready to glide smoothly. She went lower, both of us staring down intently as my dick slowly disappeared, though my seat was arguably the best in the house.
"Whoa..." I whispered in amazement.
"Just wait, Bambi," she murmured, flicking her eyes up to meet mine for a brief second. "It's gonna get even warmer."
She was right. The heat intensified with every inch of me that sank between her breasts. They swallowed me whole, molding and squeezing around my shaft as more and more of my length disappeared. I waited for the head to pop out from the top, but even when I was buried halfway, I still couldn't see it, completely lost within her enormous bosom.
I could feel the sturdy pressure of her sternum, that bone pressing firmly against the underside of my cock while the rest of my shaft was enveloped in softness that felt too good to be true. The contrast of hard and soft was sublime, and somehow made impossibly better by the relentless slickness of all that lube easing the way in.
A little further in and she wiggled her bust from side to side, treating the portion of my length that she'd already taken to a massage of slippery slaps. "Like that?"
"Feels... so goooooood," I said, groaning.
"You're so hard, honey," she whispered with fascination. "I don't even have to use my hands, it just... stands straight up."
"Then don't," I said mindlessly.
"I can do that," she offered, releasing her grip to place her hands on my thighs instead. She let the tightness of her top and the sheer weight of her breasts do all the work for her, keeping my dick snugly embedded in its new favorite place on earth. "Like that?"
"Yeah," I panted eagerly. "More, Mom."
She purred at me. "Greedy boy."
Without her hands, the pressure had eased just slightly, but her tits still nuzzled me in a wonderfully snug, fleshy hug as she sank the rest of the way down, fully indulging my voracity.
When her tits finally touched down on my thighs, my cock was completely encased from root to tip in what felt like twenty pounds of hot, slippery dough, so deeply buried that I could feel her heartbeat pulsing through the chest on the other side. The slightest movement made the narrow passage shift and compress around me, milking me with tiny movements. When my balls pressed firmly against the slick undersides of her breasts, the tip of my cock finally poked out from the very top of her cleavage.
"There he is," Mom chimed happily, looking down at the flushed tip emerging between her shiny tits. "Wondered if we'd ever see him again."
"I can't believe this is so... normal for you," I managed.
She hesitated for a second, then gave a small smile. "It's... not, really, but I'm trying to get over the weirdness, I guess." Her eyes softened. "Are you having fun, Bambi?"
I nodded with all my might. "God, yes!"
With her hands still resting on my thighs, Mom began to rock her upper body forward and backward in a steady rhythm, patiently dragging my cock through the torrid, lube-drenched trench again and again. Each time, the fat red mushroom would emerge from between her tits just for a moment, then would be swallowed whole until it once again resurfaced for air.
"Feel nice?" Mom asked after a few more lazy strokes.
"Yeah..." I breathed.
"Tell me?" she coaxed gently, still rocking her body in that unhurried rhythm.
I swallowed hard, trying to find the words while my brain begged me to just shut up and just feel her. "They're so... fu-fucking... tiiiiiiight. They're squeezing, like... everything!"
Mom giggled happily, clearly delighted by my description. "Yeah, they do that. What else?"
I let out a shaky breath as she dragged her tits along my length again. "Warm, Mom. God, they are just...insanely fucking warm."
She smiled, then suddenly lifted her hands off of my thighs to squeeze the sides of her breasts again and pushed hard. She bunched them together, forcing the soft flesh to bulge through the oval opening at the top, which in turn created a cozy, vise-like canal for my dick to slide through.
"How about now?" she asked, her tone curious even though she already knew exactly what the answer would be.
"Fuuuuck!" I wailed with pleasure, eyes rolling back for a second as my leg began to twitch.
"What are my boobs doing now, sweetheart?" she urged.
"M-milking... me."
"Yeah," she touted proudly. "They do that, too."
I stared down at the sight of my cock disappearing between her shiny, lube-slick breasts. "What else can they do?"
There was a distinct twinkle in her eye as she looked up at me-- a mischievous, hungry gleam. "Wanna see?"
"Fuck yes!" I answered immediately.
With her hands still firmly pressing the sides of her humongous tits together, Mom started using her forearms to drive them up and down my cock with real purpose. She put serious effort behind every stroke, heaving her heavy breasts upward before letting them plop onto my lap.
The first time her tits collided fully with my thighs, I lurched forward with a grunt, but their sheer weight pinned me right back down against the mattress, setting me up for the next hit.
Mom looked like a kid who had just discovered her new favorite toy and planned to play with it for hours. Her eyes were bright with excitement, cheeks flushed with delight. I was more than happy to be that toy.
She quickly found a steady, punishing pace, roughly flinging the heavy piles of soft putty down onto my lap over and over. There was no mercy - no chance to catch my breath, which had turned ragged after just a few seconds. The rapid, sloppy titfucking grew more intense with every second, her greasy udders slapping against my thighs loud enough to drown out my desperate panting.
Lewd plopping sounds filled the room every time my cock head popped out from her cleavage: her wet, glossy tits hitting my thighs, and the snug tunnel being loosened to make room for it. Flecks of lube splattered across her tightly curled fingers and upper swells of her bust with every powerful stroke. She picked up speed quickly, vigorously throwing her breasts onto me with the consistency of a kick drum.
Each thrust made her tits slam forward, the soft flesh forced apart around my thick shaft like warm water parting for a ship, only to crash back together the moment I slid through. The tidal waves of tit meat churned and rippled around my cock, massaging every inch as she worked me.
A piece of stray hair fell into her mouth, so she let go with one hand for just a second, reaching up to drag the lock from her mouth. "Sorry, honey."
She needn't have apologized, because even while fishing the hair from between her lips, she and her tits stayed on beat, bouncing up and down my cock without missing a single stroke. The fierce compression of her sport bra did most of the work while she simply rocked her torso, paying half a mind to the titjob until she had cleared the errant curl. For those few glorious seconds, I once again got to watch her heavy, lube-slick breasts slap and ripple wildly around my shaft with no extra help from her hands.
Then, without breaking stride, Mom brought her hands back to the sides of her breasts and pushed them tightly together again, resuming that heavenly pressure around my cock.
"Fuck, Mom," I exclaimed, voice strained. "You're really good at this."
"I'm great at this, Bambi," she said with playful confidence, a bright smile lighting up her flushed face.
My cock throbbed hard between her tits as another question slipped out. "What... else can you do?" I asked cautiously, half-worried she had some secret move that would make me explode instantly.
Mom's eyes sparkled, clearly enamored with the chance to show off for me. "I was hoping you'd ask."
She kept her hands pressed firmly on the sides of her tits, squeezing them tightly around my cock as she began sliding them up and down the full length of my shaft in long, deliciously smooth strokes. Then she started varying the pressure with expert precision: clamping down tighter around the base where I was thickest, then easing up slightly as she reached the head, only to reverse it on the way back down. Without warning, she would switch speeds, going from slow and teasing one minute, then suddenly slamming her breasts against me when I least expected it.
It was impossible to predict what she was going to do next, but I adored watching and feeling her surprise me every time. Just when I thought I was getting used to her chaotic pattern of fast, then slow, then back again, she changed things up completely.
Instead of straight up-and-down, she started methodically rotating her shoulders in figure-eights. She kept her breasts clamped tightly around my cock, grinding the sides like she was trying to even out the bulging veins with zero-grit sandpaper. She would go one direction on the way up, then reverse it on the way down. The spiraling, twisting sensation along my entire shaft made my toes curl, and at that point I gave up on trying to imagine what else she had in store.
"F-fuck, that's insane," I groaned, my head falling back for a moment.
I heard her lips part in a wicked grin. "I can do more," she offered.
She started roughly swaying her entire upper body side to side so that her enormous, lube-slick tits followed the motion. They shifted left and right in quick, short bursts while staying pressed together, making them wobble out of control. Her breathing quickened, but she did not slow down. She pushed herself for as long as she could until tiny beads of sweat peppered her brow, making adorable little grunts that I still sometimes think when I jerk off.
Finally, just as I felt my orgasm start to creep in, she had to pause for a breather.
Mom leaned forward more, pushing her breasts higher up my lap to swallow my whole cock into her deep, glistening cleavage. "Whew!" she panted. "I... can't do that for long. Can you... handle a little more?"
"I-I don't... I don't know," I admitted, my voice and confidence both wavering.
She switched to short, tight, rapid bounces that massaged only my cock head. The fat tip kept popping in and out of the top of her bust as she stared straight into my eyes, daring me to fall completely in love with her.
"Does that mean you're gonna cum soon?" she asked, her voice dripping with lust.
I nodded frantically. "Uh-huh!"
Right as I felt myself rushing toward the edge, Mom slowed her movements to a torturous crawl.
I let out a long, desperate groan as I was yanked back from the brink of orgasm. "W-why, Mom?"
She looked up at me with a wicked, affectionate smile. "Just having a bit of fun first."
Mom kept her breasts pressed tightly together, then dropped them back down around the base of my shaft. Their tight constriction held me in place while her right hand moved up to coil around the head of my cock, offering it a snug little pocket to slip into as it emerged from her cleavage. She squeezed the swollen tip, creating a net slippery fingers for me to thrust into.
Then, while staring straight into my eyes, she opened her lips and let a long, gooey string of spit slowly drip out. Saliva bathed the angry red knob clenched in her fist, oozing down the sides like a warm quilt of bubbles.
"Will you please cum for me, Bambi?" she cooed, her voice sweet and filthy all at once. "Pretty please?"
That was all it took. My orgasm hit me like a freight train.
The first powerful rope erupted from my cock with brutal force and splattered across Mom's left cheek, smearing her skin with a thick, white streak.
"Oh!" she squealed with glee, her lips immediately widening into a huge smile.
The second rope followed immediately, even heavier than the first, landing high on her forehead near her hairline. It plastered a coil of sweat-soaked hair to her skin, gluing the black strands in place.
She kept her tits moving slowly around me, milking every pulse, but her eyes were locked on the tip as she eagerly coaxed out another spurt. "Gooooood boy. Gimmie all you got!"
The third rope blasted across the bridge of her nose, making a sickly audible splat. It splashed onto her right eyelid and coated it completely in a thick membrane of baby batter, burying her beautiful blue iris under a spoonful of white mud. She blinked once, but didn't flinch, her lashes carving through the pool of cum like tiny knives. The fourth and fifth volleys came in rapid succession to land on her cheek, while the sixth streaked diagonally across her lips and chin, painting her famous smile with a glossy glaze.
"Wow," she gasped, her exclamation causing a big cum bubble around her lips to inflate slightly, then pop, as she spoke.
Her entire face was absolutely smothered beyond recognition. Pasty globs clung to her lashes and eyebrows. Everything was buried under the mask of cum, except for that bright, beaming smile that shone through it all, as beautiful as it ever was.
"How do I look?" she asked, batting her eyes adorably. Every blink sent a droplet of cum dribbling down her cheek, the sticky tears plummeting towards her chin to paint her hunger in a very literal way.
"Fucking amazing, Mom," I said.
Some of the overflow clung to her skin in heavy chunks, while the thinner liquid began to slowly drip down her neck and fall onto her glistening tits. Several thick rivulets drained into her cleavage, and when they mixed with the lube, it turned her wet, glassy skin slightly gummy, adding a hint of friction that had been missing when it had only been covered in lube.
Even after I'd finished, my cock continued twitching between her breasts. Mom leaned forward, pressed her cum-covered lips gently against the sensitive tip, and gave it a tender kiss.
"What are you doing?" I asked groggily.
Then she paused, as if thinking before she answered. "Mmmm... I'm doing... this." She fluttered her tongue out and licked up a fresh glob of cum that had just bubbled out of the tip, but she did not swallow it right away.
Her eyes closed in something that looked like nostalgia, and she worked her tongue around in her mouth to smear it over as many of her taste buds as she could. When she'd finally soaked up every ounce of flavor, she ushered it to the back of her throat and dumped it into her stomach with one long, drawn out gulp.
"Yummy," she said faintly. "I missed the taste of it."
"Cum?" I asked, somehow still surprised by her revelations.
She licked her lips. "Mmhmm. I guess you were really backed up, huh?"
"Not really," I admitted. "I always make, like, a lot."
She used her thumb to clean all of the residual cum off of her lips, then pushed the dollop into her open mouth to feast on. "Must be those big ol' balls of yours, Bambi."
"Oh, sorry," I mumbled, thinking it was cause for embarrassment. "I didn't mean to get so, uh... so messy."
Her eyes widened for a second, then softened with the warmest, most reassuring smile I'd ever seen. "Oh, Bambi... I don't think you understand; I like getting messy." She ran a finger through a thick glob on her cheek and brought it to her lips. "I've just honestly never seen one guy make this much on his own."
To anyone else, she might have looked downright filthy with her face painted, but I thought she looked more beautiful than ever. She wore my load like war paint, proudly marked by my seed. The contrast of her toothy grin shining through all that mess made my chest tighten with something far beyond lust.
"Now what?" I asked, ready for whatever else she had in store.
She giggled softly and reached for my hands. I helped pull her up to her feet. "Now I go take a shower while you finish your chores."
"I thought you said I didn't have to!" I protested. "It's my birthday!"
She paused, tilting her head as though she was deep in consideration, but it was an obvious farce. "Oh, gosh. If you don't want to do chores, what would you rather do instead?"
"I was kind of hoping we could keep hanging out," I said honestly.
Her cum-streaked face lit up. She climbed onto the bed and straddled me, settling her ass on my lap. Both of her arms looped around my neck and she leaned in close, brushing her nose - sticky with cum - against mine. "Oh, yeah? Why's that, Bambi?"


"Because, uh... because you're the best gift of all?" I replied, hoping the cheesy line would land.
She winked and kissed the tip of my nose. "Just me... or me and my big, fat tits?"
I let out a stunned chuckle. "This still feels like a fucking dream. Like... are you really on my lap right now? Is there really cum all over your face?"
She pretended to think hard, exaggerating her confusion while continuing to grind her hips in slow, teasing circles. "Well, goodness, I don't know. Does it feel like I'm on your lap?"
I nodded quickly.
She leaned in close enough for our lips to brush, her hot breath wafting against my mouth. "Does it look like your cum is all over my face?"
I nodded even more eagerly.
Her tongue curled out and dragged slowly across my upper lip. "So... what does it feel like I'm gonna do next?"
"Oh my god," I whispered, heart hammering. "Kiss me?"
My reply earned me a devilish grin. "How 'bout it, honey?" she asked. "Want a birthday kiss from Mommy?"
"God, yes," I answered without a shred of hesitation left. All I had was a raw, burning desire that was focused entirely on her.
She kept grinding slowly on my lap as she leaned in the rest of the way, her arms closed in around my neck, pulling me tighter to fuse our bodies together. The moment our lips met, we both inhaled sharply through our noses. For a long second, she stayed perfectly still, just savoring the contact, drawing a deep, shaky breath like she was memorizing the feeling.
Her lips began to move slowly - soft presses, gentle caresses, the warmth as they slid against mine - but that gentleness didn't last long. Her kisses became fueled by hunger, lips parting in an instant, and suddenly her tongue was tracing my bottom lip, seeking entrance.
I opened for her, and the kiss turned ravenous in a heartbeat. She moaned softly into my mouth as our tongues met, twisting and exploring with eager desperation. As the heat built between us, so too did the mess, the lapping of impatient tongues wetting our lips. Her hips never stopped grinding, rolling in circles on my lap while she kissed me like my saliva was quenching a whole year's worth of thirst.
In the heat of it, she reached behind herself, grabbed both of my wrists, and guided my hands firmly onto her ass. "Squeeze," she muttered.
The second my fingers dug into her cheeks, she whimpered against my lips-- a needy sound of pure femininity that went straight to my cock.
"I miss..." she squeaked between sloppy smooches. "Being touched... like this."
I squeezed harder, pulling her down against me with every grind, and she rewarded me with another sweet squeal into my mouth. "Your ass feels so good, Mom."
"Smack it," she purred fiercely.
"Yeah?" I asked excitedly.
"Yeah, honey."
I obeyed and brought my palms down hard, left then right, making a sharp thwack-thwack upon impact with her fat cheeks.
"Eep!" she yelped with a smile wide enough to warp the landscape of her kisses by pulling her lips taut.
"Again?" I asked.
Her mouth stopped moving, but stayed pressed to mine, and she made a hum low in her throat. "We're gonna be here all day if you don't let me go shower, Bambi,"
"Can I watch?" I asked, trying to capitalize on every bit of birthday goodwill I had left. "Please?"
That time she actually had to think about it. She sat back slightly on my lap, studying my face while her fingers idly played with the hair at the back of my neck.
After a few seconds, she sighed softly. "Maybe."
"Maybe?" I asked with confusion.
She winced slightly. "I'm just, like... I'm used to my boobs being objectified. I actually like it; it makes me feel sexy-- desired again." She gave her massive chest a little shimmy for emphasis. "But the rest of me... that's different. I've never shown my vagina to anyone else since I met your father - not once."
"Wait, like... nobody has seen your pussy?" I asked, genuinely stunned.
"My, uh, vulva?" she corrected with an awkward smile. "No. Nobody."
I found it intensely arousing in a strange way that she was so open and proud about flaunting her top-heavy blessings, letting thousands of strangers watch them get fucked and covered in cum, yet she was still an absolute prude when it came to what was between her legs. It made that hidden part of her feel forbidden, which naturally made me want it even more.
"So... you don't want to show me?" I asked.
Mom looked visibly nervous, shifting her weight from foot to foot. "It's not that I don't... want to. Just... I-I don't know if you'll like it as much as my boobs. I knew you were gonna like those."
"Why wouldn't I like it?"
She furrowed her brow apprehensively. "I know my boobs are pretty, but my... you know..."
"Pussy," I offered gently.
The word made her squirm visibly. "My... yeah. Guys your age don't usually like it when it's... furry, I guess?"
Goosebumps scattered across my forearms. "Yeah? How, uh... how furry?"
She sucked in a shaky breath, her massive chest rising and falling quickly. "I... could show you if you really want to see. Are you-- I mean, I want you to be sure this isn't all going too fast for you."
"I've wanted this - wanted you, Mom - for a long time," I admitted.
Breathlessly, she whispered, "Yeah. Me, too."
Those two little words sent a thousand questions exploding through my mind, but I didn't voice any of them, because none of them mattered at the moment. She was offering me everything I'd ever fantasized about, and I was not about to overthink my way out of getting a front row seat to the show I'd had on the lawn earlier.
"I'm sure," I said confidently.
Consent obtained, Mom climbed off of my lap and got undressed slowly. Just like when she had stripped earlier, whether out of shyness or just to tease me, she carefully kept her back to me until only her underwear remained.
When she finally dropped her panties, I could not resist calling out her attempt to obscure what I wanted to see the most. "Mom, you don't have to hide from me."
Frustrated and a little shy, she gave a cute little stomp with her foot, making her plump rump jiggle as the energy dissipated through her cheeks. "You'll see it soon! I didn't raise you to be so greedy, mister."
"Sorry, Mom. I'm just really excited! Isn't that a good thing?"
She wrapped a towel around herself that she tied above her tits out of habit, even though I was perfectly familiar with them. "I'm not used to this," she said. "That's all. Showing you my boobs doesn't even register anymore."
"Really?" I asked, nodding towards the towel. "You're still covering them, though."
She rolled her eyes and promptly yanked the towel down to her waist, making her gigantic tits flop out and slap against her bare tummy. "Happy, mister?"
I grinned. "Hell yeah."
"Good," she said, tying the towel around her tummy. "Like I said: that's easy for me, but my..."
"Say it," I coaxed softly.
She crinkled her nose out of embarrassment. "My... pussy-- it's different! I haven't shown it to anyone but your father in years."
"That's exactly why I can't wait for you to show me, Mom."
She blushed deeply and stared down at her toes digging into the carpet. "Okay... If you're sure, you can come and watch."
We walked to the bathroom together, and though I had not even bothered to put on anything more than my boxers, I still felt overdressed. She had nothing on but her towel and a black hair tie around her wrist, and there really was something about the towel no longer covering her boobs that made it seem like nothing at all.
In the bathroom, Mom ran the water, but when it was finally warm, she paused for a long moment.
"Everything okay?" I asked her.
"Yep!" she replied as she turned away from me and let the towel drop.
Just as she was about to step into the shower, I caught the briefest glimpse of dark fur between her thighs and grabbed her wrist gently.
"Can I see it first?" I asked, overcome with urgency.
She froze, eyes slowly lifting from the floor to meet mine. "Honey, I just..." Then she saw my face and witnessed the pure, relentless hunger in my eyes. "O-okay, yeah. Sure, honey."
I crouched down so I was eye-level with her butt.
She covered her face with both hands and let out an anxious little "Oh god," but I stayed right there, waiting while she hesitantly turned to face me.
My breathing halted as she slowly rotated, drawing out the final reveal. First came the wide curve of her hips, then the full, rounded ass cheeks that followed closely behind. As she continued turning, I finally laid eyes on the large, triangular patch of hair that covered her mound.
"Holy shit," I muttered in astonishment.
It was untamed natural beauty-- a sprawling rainforest of thick curls. The lush coat of tightly woven fur was so dense, so magnificently vast, that it completely obscured her pussy lips. Hair erupted wildly from between her pinched-together thighs, blooming from her womanhood like a patch of overgrown weeds. The tawny hue was almost black in places, and to my eyes, the darkest strands looked the softest.
The patch was easily wider than my palm, spreading across the entirety of her mound in a lazy, unfurnished triangle. It was deliciously inviting, with just the faintest sheen of moisture from the steamy bathroom air clinging to the ends of some of the fibers.
I couldn't resist; I had to touch her. I placed my right hand on the inside of her left thigh and slowly ran it upward. My fingers traveled higher, caressing her supple skin until they reached the edge of that thick triangle. The moment my fingertips touched the hair, I let out a low breath. It was soft and warm like a wool sweater, and so remarkably thick I had to push my fingers through the plush thicket before I finally found the hot, gooey slit hiding beneath.
"Holy shit," I mumbled under my breath again, finding no other words to capture my astonishment.
"What is it? What?" Mom asked, sounding alarmed, her eyes peering through the fingers that still half-covered her face.
I let out a huge sigh of pure wonder. "Fuck, Mom... your pussy is so fucking warm!"
She clenched instinctively around my exploring fingers, making her outer lips hug the top digit. "Don't say stuff like that!"
"You're wet, too," I remarked, feeling the unmistakable slickness coating her folds.
"Don't say-- That's your fault, actually!"
"Why?" I asked, genuinely curious as I gently stroked her trembling lips.
"I... got a little excited, I guess," she admitted, voice barely above a whisper. She groaned with embarrassment. "God, you must think I'm such a slut."
I stood up slowly, keeping one hand between her thighs for a moment longer before sliding both hands onto her wide hips. "I'd never say that about you, Mom."
Her eyes softened so much I thought she might actually start crying. "It's just... what kind of mother sells herself online like that? Then I-I get wet over letting you... do that with my boobs? You must think--"
"Stop telling me what I think," I said firmly. "I think you're amazing, and that's all I've ever thought about you. You're the most important person in the world to me, and I don't give a shit what you had to do to pay the bills."
Her lip quivered. "You mean that? You don't think I'm a... a whore, or anything?"
"Not even a little bit," I said, looking straight into her eyes. "I know you're my Mom, which means that I know I love you."
She nodded rapidly, blinking back tears. "I love you too, Bambi. I-- God, it is such a relief to hear you say that."
I smirked at her, trying to lighten the mood. "Feel a little better about letting me see your pussy now?"
A reluctant smile finally broke through on her face and she choked on an awkward laugh. "Maybe a-a little." She hesitated. "Do you... I mean, I could try and shave it if you want?"
I shook my head immediately. "I want you just the way you are. Besides, if anyone is going to cut it, it should be me. I'm the man of the house, after all. I mow the lawns."
Mom burst out laughing-- a loud, genuine chuckle that echoed around the small bathroom. She playfully punched my chest. "That was so mean!"
"Am I wrong, though?"
She rolled her eyes, still smiling. "I mean... there is a lot, but I condition it so it's really, really soft!"
"I know," I said, brushing my fingers through the velvet curls one more time. "That's why I want you to keep it."
"Okay, Bambi," she said softly, warmth returning to her voice one word at a time. "Can I get in now?"
I reluctantly let go of her hips. "Fiiiiiine, I guess."
Mom quickly twisted her hair up into a neat bun on top of her head, then turned and stepped into the shower, pulling the curtain closed behind her with a shy little smile.
"Hey," I complained immediately. "I can't see anything."
She hesitated for a second, then pulled the curtain back open. "I know, I know. Just... habit, I guess."
Warm water cascaded over her body as she stepped under the spray, making everything below her neck glisten with wetness, and began wiping the built-up layers of cum from her face and tits.
It was mesmerizing. The sticky globs and smeared ropes didn't wash away cleanly; they might as well have been oil with how they resisted the water. They mixed poorly, turning into thin, milky rivers that ran down her skin in streaks of varying opacity. For a moment it actually made her look even messier as the white streams mixed with clear water, dripping messily from her chin, cheeks, and forehead all at once.
She wiped at her face, smearing long, pearly streaks across her cheeks before they finally began to rinse away. A particularly thick glob on her forehead slowly melted under the spray, stretching into a drooping cable. It clung stubbornly right up until she wiped it off with a delicate little smile.
"It feels kind of weird with you watching me," she admitted, laughing as she sucked the dollop from her finger without a care. "Usually my viewers are on the other side of a computer screen."
"They're missing out," I said.
"Well, while you're here..." she began, biting on her lower lip, "... is there, uh, anything special you want to see? I can do whatever you want." Her eyes widened for a moment before she amended her promise. "Within reason, Bambi."
"Turn around," I said. My tone was a little too sharp for her liking, earning me a raised eyebrow, so I quickly corrected myself. "Uh, I mean, please, Mom. I'd love to see you from behind."
"That's better, sweetheart," she said as she turned slowly under the water.
"Could you bend over a little, too?" I asked.
Mom leaned forward and braced her hands against the shower wall, arching her back to push her ass out toward me. The position made her cheeks spread slightly on their own, but I wanted to see just how wide they could go.
I dropped to my knees again, bringing my face level with her ass. Without thinking, I reached out and placed both hands on her legs, just above the backs of her knees, but she offered up no resistance-- not even any hint of objection beyond a surprised huff. That wasn't going to be enough to deter me, and in hindsight, I think she knew it. I slid my palms upward, thumbs tracing her inner thighs while my fingers gripped the outer curves. Higher and higher I went until both of my thumbs slipped between her full ass cheeks, at which point she made another breathy exhalation.
"Oh, god," she mumbled.
The heat hit me immediately. Her pussy was radiating warmth, and I could already feel some of its slippery nectar coating my fingertips. When I spread her open, the hidden valley opened for me, floating hot, heavy plumes of invisible smog towards me.
The dense black curls were wet and matted down slightly from the water, but still looked incredibly plush. As I parted her cheeks further, the puffy outer lips of her pussy spread as well, revealing the glistening pink meat within. Her inner folds were swollen with arousal, their color a rich, flushed pink that contrasted sharply with the dark fur surrounding them. A glossy sheen of cunt honey coated everything, strings of it stretching between her parted curtains as I held her open. The hidden entrance winked subtly, practically dripping its invitation all over my fingers.
I spread her plump ass cheeks wide, staring at the soggy pink slit I had splayed out. The scent of her juices filled my lungs as I breathed her in. I simply could not hold back anymore, so I dove forward and buried my face between her cheeks without thinking.
"Ohmygod!" she squealed. "Honey, s-stop! Stop! You d-don't have... have to-- uuuuuggghh!" Mom made a dull, guttural groan when I pushed my tongue between her petals. She tried to push my forehead away with one hand, but it was such a lame attempt that I was able to stay in place.
I had gained a foothold, but I needed to earn the right to continue devouring her. I wedged my tongue deeper into her hot, dripping cunt, and when she bucked hard against my face, I knew she had gotten over her apprehension.
"Oh, f-fuck me," she whimpered. "That... that feels good, Bambi."
"Deepuh?" I mumbled, my tongue still buried in her soaking wet folds.
"Uh-huh!" she squealed, pushing back against me desperately.
I shoved my tongue as deep as I could into her birth canal, feeling her silky walls convulse around it. I licked everywhere at once, eagerly searching for every drop of the sweet, tangy ambrosia she leaked.
"My... clit?" she whimpered. "Can you find my-- Oh, fuck! Right there! Right there, Bambi!"
It was throbbing hard, jutting out proudly from its hood, aching to be found.
I narrowed my tongue, using the pointed tip to trace tight circles around it. I flicked upward rapidly against the sensitive underside of the little bud, then switched to heavy licks-- flattening my tongue and dragging it in long, pressing strokes. I pretended it was made of lead, using that imagined weight to inform my languid lapping.
"Harder!" she begged.
I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked gently while my tongue went to work inside the vacuum of my mouth. I alternated between quick flutters that made her thighs shake and slow, sensual circles, tracing every ridge of the swollen pink pearl. Every few seconds, I'd press my tongue hard and grind against it, putting steady pressure on the sensitive bundle of nerves before flicking the tip rapidly again.
"Fuuuuuuck," she droned mindlessly.
My nose was buried deep in her pussy, making it hard to breathe. Every desperate gasp sucked water and her juices into my mouth, but I feasted with loud, sloppy depravity, vastly preferring them to oxygen.
I sucked one of her lips into my mouth, gingerly nursing on the wing before releasing it with a wet pop and moving to the other one. I alternated between sucking on her swollen labia and performing hungry licks through her entire slit, only returning to her clit when I had eaten my fill of succulent meat.
I dragged my tongue slowly through the length of her buttery smooth slit so that her puffy lips would curl around it in a loose hug. Then, on pure instinct, I pulled my face out from between her cheeks and sank my teeth gently into the soft meat of her rump. I sucked hard, leaving a big, red brand on her cheek. As far as I was concerned, Mom was mine, but she quickly reminded me who was in charge.
She reached back, grabbed the back of my head with surprising strength, and shoved my face back into her pussy. "You're not done yet, birthday boy."
I moaned happily into her pussy and kept going, determined to give her what she wanted.


I sucked the tiny bud back into my mouth and flicked my tongue side-to-side rapidly, then switched to up-and-down licks, and finally to slow, luxurious swirls that made her whole body jerk.
I cycled through that routine a few times, content to eat until both of us were numb. However, after a particularly hard tongue lashing against her clit, her jerking turned to full-bodied stiffness.
"Take a de-ep breath!"
I laughed against her folds and kept sucking noisily, thinking her words to be an exaggeration. "Am finh, Mawm."
"Bambi, I'm go-gonna make a m-mess!" she warned anxiously.
I didn't stop even when the floodgates opened-- as literal as the term could be.
Her pussy suddenly seized up around my tongue as a powerful orgasm ripped through her, bathing my face with a surging torrent of wetness. "Oh my fuuuuuucking god," she howled.
A piping hot stream sprayed directly into my mouth, dousing my gullet with a heavy burst. I choked as the juices battered against my tonsils, but kept licking through it. I ate with ravenous hunger while her squirt drenched my chin, raining girlcum down on my chest like I had wrapped my lips around an open faucet - or perhaps a garden hose with one of those fun spray attachments. Her juices weren't just flowing, after all; they were pulsing out of her with force.
The slightly tangy fluid was also noticeably hotter than the shower water-- almost scalding. I could feel it dripping from my eyelashes and the tip of my nose while I continued licking through the flood, my tongue still working her clit through its seismic pulses.
"G-god," Mom muttered, "Oh... Oh my f-fucking god!"
Even as the main orgasm began to fade, her body kept shuddering. Smaller, intermittent spurts of liquid fire kept squirting out of her, splashing warmly onto my tongue and lips every few seconds as her pussy continued to twitch.
"Oh my... god," she panted desperately, still trembling. "I'm sorry. I-I'm so sorry, Bambi."
I pulled my face back, her juices streaming down my chin and neck. "Mom! You can squirt?"
She let out a nervous little sigh. "Mmhmm. I... well, I did tell you I was gonna make a mess."
"I liked it," I said, almost laughing from how turned on I was. "Fuck, that was so hot!"
Mom's legs were shaking so badly she could barely stand. "I need to sit down... I haven't... been able to... in a while... by myself."
She leaned against the wall of the tub from the inside, while I leaned against the outside and wrapped my arm around her shoulders, our bodies only separated by that porcelain divider. The shower water beat down on both of us, soaking my arm and her hair, but neither of us cared. Mom was still taking ragged breaths, her body quivering every so often as little spasms rolled through her.
I leaned over and kissed the side of her head. She tilted toward me a little, so I gently turned her face the rest of the way with a finger under her chin. She paused for a second with a little giggle when she got a whiff of her own juices still all over my face.
"I really soaked you, Bambi," she said, sounding both embarrassed and amused.
"Wanna kiss me anyway?" I asked rhetorically.
She gave a big, relieved nod. "God, yes."
We kissed under the warm spray, skipping the slow part to dive straight into making out. I used as much tongue as I could, but the relevant muscles had grown tired, so I let her take the lead. I didn't care at all that my hair was getting soaked, as long as I was close to her. I reached down into the tub and filled my hands with her enormous, heavy tits, squeezing and kneading the slippery flesh while our tongues danced.
"Still haven't had enough of my boobs, huh?" she asked, charmed by my unending fascination.
"Never," I replied honestly.
She smiled against my lips. "Wanna fuck 'em again?"
It still amazed me how casually vulgar she could be. I could barely remember her ever swearing before that day, and suddenly she was offering up her tits as a cum dump with nary of an ounce of subtlety.
"Fuck yes," I groaned.
She bit my lower lip and tugged on it gently. "Can we film it this time?"
I hesitated. "I mean... maybe?"
"Please?" she begged in the cutest, neediest tone I'd ever heard from her. "What if I wear something extra special for you?"
"What is it?" I asked, instantly curious.
She gave me a long, lingering kiss before pulling back. "Get me a towel, honey."
I still was not sold on the idea of filming something that strangers would watch, but I did like the idea of making a movie for ourselves, so I played along for the time being.
I stood up and fetched her a big, fluffy towel as she exited the shower. When I returned, I wrapped it around her from behind in a tight bear hug, holding her close as we rocked gently side to side.
I kissed the side of her neck, breathing her in. "I can't believe my mom is a squirter." I was flabbergasted by how much I had left to discover about her, but I wanted to learn everything there was to know.
She laughed softly. "And I can't believe my baby boy can eat pussy that well. You must've had some practice, huh?"
I blushed hard. "Er... not really."
She turned around in my arms, facing me with a bewildered look. "Never?"
I shook my head. "You were my first."
She arched an eyebrow. "First... pussy you've ever eaten?"
I gave an embarrassed little chuckle. "Not just that."
Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped. "Stop messing with me! I was not your first kiss, too... was I?"
I nodded. "Yeah, Mom. You know I've never even brought a girl home."
"Yeah, well, I just assumed at some point--" She stared at me in disbelief. "Really? Not even one peck?"
"No," I said conclusively. "But I'm happy you were my first."
She kissed me sweetly on the cheek. It was less passionate than our heated spit swapping, and more reminiscent of the comforting smooches with which she would send me off to school in the mornings. "Well then... happy birthday, Bambi."
"Thanks, Mom."
Her eyes sparkled. "I still think you're gonna like your next gift even more than that kiss, though."
"Even more than feeling you gush all over my face?"
She let out an endearing laugh. "Even more than that!" Then her gaze dropped lower. "And look who else is excited..."
I glanced down and saw my boxers were tented in front of me. "Oh, yeah. He's definitely ready."
Mom stepped right up against me, pressing her pussy mound firmly against my hard bulge, and I could feel its heat even through the towel. "I must taste pretty good if you got this hard just from eating me out, huh?"
"Fucking delicious," I said.
She smiled wickedly. "Come with me, honey."
Hand in hand, we walked back to Mom's bedroom.
She dropped her towel the moment we were inside. When she bent over slightly to pull out a pair of black panties from her dresser drawer, I expressed my disappointment with a disgruntled sigh.
Holding the underwear in hand, she gave me a confused look. "What's that supposed to mean?"
"I dunno," I said. "I just... like it better when your pussy is out."
She scoffed and narrowed her eyes at me. "It's not out, Bambi. It's not a dick! It's just... exposed."
"That's fine, too!" I said immediately.
"Not if we're filming," she replied flatly, turning to look at me. "Only you get to see that."
She put on her underwear, then went back to the big plastic tub in her closet and rummaged around for a minute, heightening my anticipation. When she straightened up, she was holding a long, thick leather belt in her hands that looked sturdy and well-worn, as well as a bottle of lube.
I raised an eyebrow. "You're gonna wear... a belt?"
"I'm not," she corrected me with a prominent, playful jiggle of her tits. "They are."
I was genuinely lost. What? But... how?"
Mom gave me a mischievous smile, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "Just watch."
She put the lube bottle on the dresser, turning her back to me so as to not spoil the reveal while adjusting the thick brown belt around her breasts.
When she faced me again, my jaw fell loose. "Ta-da!" she exclaimed. "What do you think?"
The answer to that was "I can't wait to fuck those!" but my actual reply was one of stunned silence.
She had wrapped the wide leather strap tightly around the fullest part of her enormous bust, right across the center of her tits to cover her nipples. The width of the belt completely eclipsed them and most of her fat, bumpy areolas, but there were still tantalizing crescents of those dark pinkish-brown discs peeking out from both the top and bottom edges of the leather.
The belt was cinched firmly, the dark leather a sharp contrast to her soft, creamy skin. It compressed her massive breasts dramatically, forcing them to bulge both above and below the strap like two overfilled balloons being squeezed in the middle. The pressure made her breasts look even bigger than usual, the heavy, rounded flesh swelling outward and upward in a lewd, exaggerated shelf above the belt, while the lower halves hung and bulged beneath it, visibly straining against the tight restraint.
The leather dug into her skin just enough to create a deep indentation, emphasizing the incredible softness and volume of her tits. There was so much to compress, and it was pliable enough to morph around the leather band with ease. Thin blue veins were visible across the upper swells, put boldly on display by how thin her skin looked from being squeezed so tightly. Every breath she took made her breasts quiver and strain against the belt; her enormous, rosy areolas shifted slightly with the movement, but her nipples never came into view despite the rubbery pancakes being almost entirely exposed.
Mom looked down at her own chest, then back up at me with a shy but excited smile.
"What do you think, Bambi?" she asked, giving her shoulders a little roll that sent her tightly bound breasts jiggling.
I nodded with an open-mouthed nod.
She beamed happily at me. "Wait until you see them from the sides." With that, she took my breath away with a simple ninety-degree turn to the right.
The compression was much more obvious from the side; the leather created a deep, dramatic pinch in the middle, making the top and bottom halves look like two independent globes that had been stacked on top of each other. Her tits looked significantly thicker, allowing me to see the sheer depth from her ribcage to her nipples. The belt acted like a tight corset, squeezing her breasts into a dramatic hourglass shape-- the upper swell jutting forward in a proud, almost spherical bulge, while the lower portion hung lower, and with greater fullness, dangling with an exaggerated weight.
I was so stunned that I could not even draw breath.
She noticed I'd stopped breathing and stepped closer, gently rubbing her hand along my cheek. "Breathe, Bambi," she said softly, guiding me to sit on the edge of the bed. "Sit, honey. Relax."
I sat down and sucked in a deep lungful of air. "They look amazing! Doesn't that hurt?"
She shrugged, making her tits wobble against the leather. "A little, I guess, but it's worth it to see you this happy. Hold on, just gotta get one last thing."
Mom went back over to the tub and reached into it, producing from the bottom a black masquerade mask.
I frowned. "Do you have to wear that? I'd rather see your face."
"Nobody ever gets to see my real face on camera," she explained.
I chuckled. "Just your big ol' tits, right?"
She made a sheepish grin. "At least they won't know who they belong to."
"But I will," I said possessively.
She smiled at my comment, but then looked a little nervous. "Well, on that note... I have a question for you. Are you gonna be okay if I, um... talk during it?"
"Of course. Why wouldn't I be?"
She winced. "No, it's just-- The stuff I'm gonna talk about is... I don't want it to turn you off, that's all."
Before I could reassure her further, she closed her eyes and gave her head a little shake. When she opened them again, something had changed. Her posture, her expression, and even the energy around her had shifted. She was slipping into character.
"Mom?" I asked warily.
She batted her eyelashes at me and pushed her lips out into a hyperbolic pout. "You promise you're gonna keep that fat, throbbing cock all nice and hard for Mommy while she squeezes it?" Her voice was suddenly sweet, sultry, and dripping with maternal filth.
Something hot twisted in my stomach. "Oh... you mean like that."
She did not drop the act. "Is that okay, baby? Mommy's gonna make your cock so happy with her big boobies, but you gotta keep him all big and strong for me, okay?"
I stared at her, stunned. "Is that-- Are you gonna talk like that the whole time?"
She crinkled her nose, briefly dropping the character. "Is that okay? I don't have to, but--"
"Yes!" I exclaimed. "Fuck yes!"
"Just like your father," she purred with delight, slipping right back into her slutty persona. "Start filming then, so Mommy can give her special birthday boy all the booby hugs he deserves."
I clenched my teeth so hard I thought I might get lockjaw. "Christ, it's actually... weird how hot that is."
She nodded knowingly. "I bet you would've made a great subscriber."
"Like I said," I replied, pulling out my phone, "I prefer being on this side of the camera. But, uh... you're not gonna actually upload this one, are you?"
She cringed slightly. "I thought we might, maybe? Is that bad?" She quickly backpedaled when she saw my horrified reaction. "Oh gosh! No, honey! I'm sorry. I didn't even think about how new this is to you."
"Yeah," I said, "I don't love the idea of strangers seeing my dick."
"You get used to it," she assured me gently, "but if you want, since it is your birthday, we can make one just for us."
I grinned. "So... it's more like a sex tape, then?"
One corner of her mouth curled into a smirk. "If that's more comfortable for you, then sure."
I decided to push my luck. "Does that mean we're gonna have sex?"
Her jaw flexed with tension, her bravado momentarily shaken. "Uh, we-- Is that-- Maybe we could talk about that later?"
I could see the real apprehension in her eyes, but I kept teasing. I pushed out my bottom lip and looked up at her with the most pleading eyes I could manage. "Please, Mommy?"
She sucked her cheeks in, clearly fighting a losing battle. "That's not very nice, using my tricks against me."
I batted my eyelashes just like she had. "Is it working?"
Her brows knitted together with concern, but there was something else in her expression that I could not discern. "Well, I, uh-- Maybe. I-I don't... I didn't think you'd actually... With me, Bambi?"
"Of course, Mom," I said plainly, completely sincere.
She hugged her midsection, arms squeezing just beneath her tightly belted breasts. "But... for your first time, I mean? You can't undo that."
"You were already my first titjob," I reminded her. "How's this any different?"
She stomped her foot in frustration, but it was impossible to take her seriously when the motion made her massive, leather-bound breasts wobble so violently behind the belt.
"It is different!" she insisted. "Maybe I just don't see my boobs as this, like... 'sacred' thing, but sex is! You will never forget your first time, Bambi - especially if it's with me."
"That's why I want it to be you," I said softly. "I don't want to forget."
For a second, I thought I saw the beginning of a tear glistening in her lashes, but she blinked it away quickly. She gave her head a sharp little shake, and whatever emotional wall she'd been holding suddenly cracked. She broke into a fit of giggles, her shoulders shaking as her hair bounced around her face.
"What are you laughing at?" I asked, smiling despite the sincerity of my request.
"Nothing, just..." She wiped at the corner of her eye, still laughing. "If we do this now-- It's like, what the heck am I supposed to get you for Christmas?"
I raised my eyebrows and pursed my lips. "Anal?"
She swatted my shoulder, but still laughed at the scandalous suggestion. "One hole at a time, mister! That is big talk from someone who just had their first kiss!"
I shrugged. "I don't care. I can't get enough of you! I think they call that puppy love, Mom."
Her cheeks flushed a deeper shade of red. "They call that... something, alright. I think you're just horny!"
I shrugged again, refusing to let her shrug off my comment. "Probably that, too."
She arched one eyebrow, a playful, dangerous little smile tugging at her lips. "Maybe we could do something about the horny part?"
"You and your boobs?" I asked, my eyes dropping straight to the leather-wrapped present in front of me.
"Always." She gave them a slow jiggle, putting little ripples in her flesh as it strained against the belt. "Are we ready, Mr. Director, sir?"
I knew she was ready, since she was already reaching for the bottle of lube on the dresser. "One second, Mom." I swiped to open the camera and aimed it at her tits. "Action!"
Mom dropped gracefully to her knees in front of me and looked straight up into the camera lens, her eyes sparkling with that sultry "Mommy" persona she'd slipped into.
"Look at that beautiful cock," she purred. "So big and hard for Mommy. Are you ready for your birthday hugs, baby?"
I nodded the camera up and down, getting a bit into character myself.
"Gooooood," she drawled. "Mommy's gonna squeeze you so nice and tight between her big, soft boobies. Should I get them wet first, sweetheart?"
I nodded the camera again.
Squeezing the bottle above her tits, she poured a generous stream of thick, clear lube straight into the deep valley of her cleavage. We both watched it form a shimmering pool in the small alcove.
Her hands went to work. With slow, deliberate strokes, she pressed her palms flat against the upper curves of her breasts and began to spread the lube around. Her fingers splayed wide, gliding over the stretched skin, working the slippery gel into every inch. She squeezed and kneaded, pushing her tits together so the warm oil oozed up between them before she dragged her hands down to the undersides, coating the flesh that drooped there.
When she was done, a tiny droplet escaped the tight channel between her breasts, trickling slowly down the center of her sternum while leaving a shiny, glistening trail. It slid lower until it reached her belly button, where it gathered, filling in the shallow depression.
"My, my," she hummed teasingly. "Is Mommy slippery enough for you now?"
I nodded the camera as fast as I could, turning her image on the screen into a blur.
Without using her hands at all, she leaned forward and positioned her tightly belted breasts directly above my throbbing dick. Then, in one smooth swoop, she dropped them down and engulfed the whole thing at once, causing the head to push through the tunnel and pop out right under her chin.
She did not hesitate to lean down and give it a little kiss, right on its very tip. "There's my big boy."
Her tits started with that slow, luxurious glide I was already addicted to, sliding up and down my shaft with attentive strokes that made sure every inch was smeared with lube. Every time she reached the top, she used her hands to give an extra hard squeeze on the sides, molding the spongy flesh even tighter around my flared cock head.
She braced against the edge of the bed for leverage and quickly picked up speed. She began liberally flinging her heavy tits onto my lap, filling the room with wet claps that were much louder and filthier than earlier.


The depraved noises felt deliciously wrong coming from the same breasts that had once nurtured me. A son should never be privy to those kinds of sounds coming from his mother's body, yet it felt like her lovingly dispensed titjobs were just another way for her breasts to do what they were meant to do. That duty had not ended once I'd finished breastfeeding, and whether nursing me with her milk or enthralling me with their spellbinding wobble, the sole purpose of her tits was to tend to my needs.
The thick leather belt was clearly struggling not to snap, drawing thin tension lines around the sides of her flesh where it sank in. The extreme pressure made the skin on either side of the belt turn noticeably paler, turning it a ghostly shade of white from the stifled circulation.
"Stand up, sweetheart," she said breathlessly. "Hold Mommy's tits for her."
I rose to my feet, still filming. The new angle was even better, but I hated only having one hand available. "Can I--"
"On the dresser," she answered quickly, reading my mind faster than I could speak. "Just prop it up."
The dresser was close by, and my arms were long enough that I did not even have to pull my dick out of its cozy sheath to reach it. I stood the camera up against the dresser with the screen facing towards us, but Mom shied away as soon as I stepped back from the lens.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"Nothing," she said, a crack in the armor of her persona. "I'm just not used to showing my face. I gotta remember this is just for us."
I grinned. "Especially for me."
She slipped that metaphorical mask back on. "Oh yeah? Are you gonna touch yourself while you watch it?"
"Uh-huh."
She leaned forward until her lips reached my abdomen and planted a long, wet kiss. Then she moved them against my skin as she spoke. "You still wanna fuck me, sweetheart?"
My heart and my eyes both grew three sizes. "Oh my god, yes."
She tilted her head back to look up at me. "Show me how."
"How?" I was eager for instruction.
She put her hand behind her back. "Fuck Mommy's tits, Bambi. Show me what you're gonna do to my pussy... if I let you."
I reached down and filled my hands with her massive, leather-strapped breasts, feeling their impossible weight and softness as I squeezed them around my cock. "I can do that."
I started thrusting slowly at first, savoring the insane tightness that made the previous outfit - one that had been explicitly designed for tittyfucking - seem loose in comparison. I did not remain patient for long, and was soon hungrily seeking as much pleasure as her breasts could bring me. My hips picked up speed, then power, until I was fucking her chest harder and faster than she ever could have worked my cock in turn. She may have been the experienced one, but I was a young, horny guy in the midst of a fantasy come to life.
Every powerful thrust made my thighs smack loudly against the heavy underside of her breasts, sending massive, rolling waves through her flesh, but the tight belt acted like a rigid floodwall in the middle of her chest. It stopped most of the momentum from traveling straight through her tits, causing two sets of unique reactions.
Below the belt, the heavy, pendulous swells bounced with energetic abandon. Each impact made them warp and ripple violently, their tremendous weight causing them to shake like pudding in an earthquake.
Meanwhile, the compressed halves that bulged above the belt moved much more subtly. They quivered with greater restraint, merely trembling with the faintest hint of momentum. The leather restraint held firm, translating the energy into a fast, shimmering quiver across the swollen globes rather than the pronounced jiggle happening below.
I grabbed the sides of the thick belt with both hands and used it as a handle, roughly yanking Mom's chest forward to meet every brutal thrust. The slick, fleshy slaps grew louder and filthier, causing me to wonder if the undersides of her tits would be bruised from how hard I was thumping them.
"Fuuuck," I groaned. "I could do this forever."
Mom looked up at me, eyes wide and flirty. "Are you suuuure?"
"Yes!" I answered instantly, still pounding away at her tits.
She tilted her head, a mischievous glint in her eye. "You're really sure?"
I faltered slightly. "Maybe?"
"You don't wanna see what else I can do?" she asked innocently. Then she dropped her jaw, letting her tongue hang out lewdly. "Wif mah mouff, mayhe?"
I nodded with gusto, my cock throbbing at the mere suggestion. "Hell yes!"
Mom gave me a wicked little smile, curled her tongue back into her mouth, and rose from her knees, causing my dick to slide free from her breasts. I knew it would be encased in raw, sexual heat again soon enough, but the few seconds it took for her to reposition felt like entire minutes.
She climbed onto the bed, turned around, and positioned herself flat on her back with her head hanging slightly off the edge, her open mouth at the perfect height for my cock to reach. Then she waved me over with both hands, gesturing playfully to her belted bosom. "Put him back in there, Bambi," she cooed sweetly.
I stepped forward and pushed my cock back between her breasts with ease, welcomed once again into the sweltering heat. The angle was perfect; with her head tilted back, her mouth was lined up exactly with my balls. It was clearly intentional, and I shivered with excitement when I felt the warmth of her maw creeping towards them.
She opened her mouth and began hungrily lapping at the dangling orbs. Her tongue dragged across the wrinkled skin, tracing lazy circles before flattening to lick the base of my shaft with broad, sloppy strokes. She licked her way towards my asshole, guided by the seam between my balls until her tongue tip tickled the bridge of skin between them. "Like that, sweetheart?"
"Yeah, Mom," I panted. "Fuck, you're so good with your tongue."
She gently sucked one of my balls into her mouth. "Pwactith."
She swirled her tongue around it, making wet little lapping sounds, then released it with a soft pop and gave the same loving treatment to the other. All the while, she made this low, satisfied rumble that sent vibrations straight through up through my shaft.
I pushed her heavy tits together around my shaft, squeezing them as I started to thrust. The belt made them feel even tighter and more compact from the new angle, gravity's pull flattening them against her chest like massive pancakes. Every thrust forward buried me deep between her tits while her tongue and lips worshipped my sack, occasionally flicking against my taint.
"Fuck," I grunted, tightening my grip. I kept waiting for her to ask me to be more gentle with her tits, but the request never came.
She instead responded by sucking both balls into her mouth at once, humming happily as she bathed them in wet heat. She had managed it, but only just, her lips stretched thin around my sack as she nursed on the plump eggs. They wiggled constantly around the root, as did her tongue beneath them.
With her lips glued tightly in place, it created a warm, wet vacuum inside. Every time I pushed my hips forward, there was an insistent pull on my balls. The strong suction from her mouth held them firmly; her lips refused to let go. The skin around my sack grew tight from the gentle but relentless tug, sending sharp sparks of pleasure shooting up my spine each time I felt her iron out the wrinkles.
She waited until my sack was pulled completely taut from both a deep thrust and her powerful suction, then suddenly released my balls from her mouth. I felt them draw up tightly to my body as my shaft throbbed. It wouldn't be long until I came.
Mom spat a fat, gooey mouthful of saliva onto my balls, then flattened her tongue against the glob she'd dispensed. Using the pink snake like a squeegee, she performed a long, attentive slither that began at the bottom and did not stop until she had smeared spit across the seam that I'd quickly discovered was a very sweet spot indeed. That was one more point for Mom's experience over my raw power.
Immediately, she began lapping with fervent, almost frantic hunger, making lewd little moans while she feasted. Her tongue worked tirelessly across every inch as she breathed hard through her nose, fighting for air but refusing to stop. She coated my balls in a thick layer of saliva as her brazen slurping sounds filled the room. Her chest heaved with effort, her gasps and panting blowing hot air against my skin between each lick.
"Thaaat's it," she coaxed, her voice still dripping with lust despite how much she was exerting herself. "Fuck Mommy just like that. Yeah, that's a good boy. Pound those fat fucking titties, sweetheart!" She became filthier and more urgent the faster I thrust, matching my tempo with sultry encouragement. "Harder, Bambi! Fuck em' faster-- yeah, just like that! Give Mommy all that cum, honey!"
The combination of her tight, leather-bound cleavage, her filthy Mommy-talk, and her mouth worshipping my balls quickly pushed me over the edge. "Mom, I'm gonna fu-fuuuucking cum!"
She squealed with glee underneath me, and I could only imagine how excited she must've looked. "Lemme hold em' for you, honey," she said, pushing my hands off of her tits so that she could hold onto them herself. "Give Mommy all you got."
I leaned forward, planting my knuckles on the mattress on either side of her body for leverage, hovering over her like I was about to fuck her properly. Then I started thrusting hard-- really hard. I imagined I was driving my cock into her pussy, just like she had told me to. I slammed forward with all my might, my hips smacking loudly against the tops of her bulging breasts with tremendous force. The wet, fleshy slapping sounds were deafening as I fucked her tits with an animalistic need, using them just like I would her tight, slippery cunt. I was still just human enough to imagine that future; "if" had become too complicated for my brain to handle.
I buried my cock deep into the pile of billowing putty and groaned as the first rope of cum exploded from the tip. "Holy fuuuuck!"
Mom gave an elated yelp. "Oh my god, yes!"
Thick, hot jets shot out from between her squashed tits and splattered on her belly. The first heavy spurt was followed quickly by another, and another-- long, viscous ropes that painted her tummy in a roadmap of glistening lines. My cock throbbed with enough potency to fling my cum impressively far; some reached all the way down to the thick, dark fur that covered her mound. Pearls of sticky cum clung to the wool, slowly soaking into the dense triangle to make the hair glisten.
I stayed rooted in place, watching in awe as more cum painted the canvas of her body. Whether it was small, incidental droplets scattered randomly on her skin, or the deep, sloshing pool that filled in her belly button, her entire front was covered in shifting shades of white like a tattered apron.
Still breathing hard, Mom reached down with both hands and began playing with the mess. "Oh, Bambi... there's so much. My tummy is so warm!" She smeared the warm cum across her belly, rubbing it in like it was the lotion she always used to keep her skin soft. "And so sticky!"
Her fingers went lower until they reached her bush, her fingers gently working the sticky syrup into the soft, fluffy curls until the thicket was matted with my seed. She seemed to savor the sensation, slowly spreading my cum through her fur with the mindless amusement of a kid playing in a sandbox.
I took a small step back, pulling my cock from between her tits so I could see her fully. The light from the room fell across her face as her head hung off the edge of the bed.
Lost in her own little world, she scooped up more thick globs of cum from her belly with her fingers and carried them lower, smearing the warm, sticky load into the mouth of her pussy.
"Mom?" I said with a gasp.
She did not respond.
I watched in wonder as her fingers parted the cum-slicked fur and slipped between her lips-- swollen with arousal so that I could see them bulging slightly past the mound of hair. She began fingering herself openly, pushing two fingers deep into the dripping honeypot while grinding her palm against her clit, mashing more of the pearly fluid into the heap of shadowy straw with every thrust.
The sight was a tasteless kind of beauty, one that would have disgusted as many as it delighted, but I was one of the lucky ones that was very turned on by it.
Mom's face was contorted in raw pleasure: brows furrowed, eyelids quivering like hummingbird wings, mouth open in a silent moan as she fingered herself with my load. Strings of saliva glistened on her chin and lips, forming little bubbles at the corners of her mouth as she panted with exertion. Even like that - all messy and flushed, lost in lust - she looked breathtakingly beautiful.
I had just finished cumming, but I needed her immediately.
I crouched down, cupped her face in both hands, and kissed her with every ounce of passion that I could produce.
She gave a shrill coo as our mouths met upside down, opening wide so my tongue could easily slip inside.
We wasted no time with petty affection; our kiss turned sloppy and desperate in a heartbeat. Our tongues tangled messily; all the while, her fingers never stopped working between her legs. I was a sucker for the wet, filthy sounds she produced as she aggressively fingered herself, stirring up guttural squelches that sounded like her cunt was gasping for air.
The kiss grew hungrier and more chaotic, until I felt my cock twitching and rapidly hardening again, slowly rising underneath her head.
Mom's voice came out breathy and desperate. "Bambi, please... play with my tits. Please. I'm so fucking close."
I stood up and quickly set them free. With just enough help, they burst forth on their own, defying gravity for a split second before that universal force insisted.
"God, yes!" Mom hollered when the tension broke.
I started pawing at her loose, wobbling breasts, squeezing and groping the abundant flesh with both hands, paying close attention to the dark red band that had been imprinted in her skin from the belt's merciless vice. I sank my fingers into the dough, and she let out a sharp, sudden gasp that I thought was a declaration of pain.
I froze. "Sorry, Mom! I was--!"
"Bambi..." She cut me off, eyes wide with lust. "Are you hard again?"
I looked down at my cock standing tall. "Guess so."
"God, I fucking love that," she whispered with need. "Just from kisses, honey?"
"From your kisses, Mom," I corrected her. "The best around."
She hesitated, clearly wrestling with a new idea. "I... can, uh... I-I mean..."
"Yeah?" I urged. "What?"
She made a strained little groan, then her voice dropped low. "I can give... better kisses with my... my other mouth."
The words hit me like lightning. It was paradoxical how easily she slipped into her sexual persona when it came to her tits, but everything else seemed like deeper water that she was afraid to fully enter, although not necessarily unwilling. I suspected that being so close to her own orgasm made it easier for her to say yes to things that had previously made her nervous, but none of my sputtering was intended to dissuade her by bringing that up.
"Are you serious?" I asked, heart hammering. "Right now? Can we? Please, Mom?"
She closed her eyes for a second and let out a muted laugh when she looked up at me again. "Are you really gonna make me ask twice?"
I ignored her attempt at levity. "You mean it, Mom? We can?"
She looked at me with authority, trying to instill the seriousness of what she was offering. "Only if you're sure that--"
"I'm sure!" I blurted out.
With a roll of her eyes, she turned onto her stomach and rose to her knees so that we were eye-level. She shuffled forward, cupping my face in both hands and caressing my cheeks with her thumbs. "Just listen to me, my big, horny Bambi."
Heat flushed my cheeks. "Sorry, Mom."
"It's okay. You're just excited. I think it's cute, but... I also think you need to be absolutely positive this is what you want. We can't undo this."
"But we can redo it, right?" I asked anxiously. "Like, tomorrow? Right?"
She stroked my cheekbone with her thumb, searching my face. "You do seem awfully sure."
I reached up and gently took hold of her wrist. "Aren't you, Mom? Don't you want this, too?"
She nodded slowly, raking her nails lightly down the side of my neck. "I do, Bambi, but... I don't know. I feel a lot better about all this if I'm doing it for you."
"Why?"
"I dunno," she said at first, but then continued honestly. "I think I just... feel like a bad mom if I'm doing this for my sake. If I'm doing it for you, it doesn't feel as selfish. I don't feel as... guilty, I guess-- or slutty."
"You've already given me the best birthday I've ever had," I told her earnestly. "I don't want you to feel guilty. I want you to feel good... and I kind of like that you feel, uh..."
She cracked a wry smile. "Say it. Go on."
I tried to temper my enthusiasm, but it was hopeless. "Slutty! I think it's so fucking hot!"
She made a satiated growl. "Is that why you ate my pussy in the shower like someone was gonna take it away from you forever?"
"Yeah!" I insisted. "I like making you feel good, too. You're just way, way better at it."
"For now," she added softly, a hint of challenge in her voice. "You just need practice."
I put my hands on her hips. "Then teach me, Mom."
Fire ignited in her eyes. "Okay, honey. Push me."
I blinked back at her in confusion, unsure if she had meant that literally. "What?"
She tilted her head back slightly, then looked at me with pure heat. "Push me on the bed... then come get on top of me."
"Holy shit," I muttered in awe.
"Do it," she mewled back, matching my lowered volume.
I pushed her back onto the bed, and she tumbled backward until her head landed on the pillow. The momentum sent her heavy, unbound tits swinging upward, the upper halves flying toward her face to nudge her chin before they crashed back down. They settled with several big, haphazard wobbles, the energy slowly quelled as they parted to the sides of her chest.
Mom kept her legs closed at first, keeping from me the prize I sought, but her confidence remained undiminished. "Now come, honey."
She wedged her fingers between her thighs and slowly began prying them apart, making a performance out of exaggerating the strength it took to separate them. She bowed her legs outward in a wide, inviting "V," putting her most private place on full display for me.
"You look amazing," I said sincerely, gazing at the dark patch of fur atop her mound.
The springy curls were truly soggy, soaked through with a mixture of her own creamy arousal and the multiple ropes of my cum she had rubbed into them. In some spots, where it was the wettest, the hair looked almost black. Sticky cum had made the soggy curls around the crest of her pink slit clump together, while the slightly dryer edges retained their fluffiness.
Beneath the brambles, her pussy lips were swollen and puffy-- a deeply flushed rose that contrasted magnificently with the dark hair. A thick layer of honey made her meaty outer lips sparkle, but as my eyes were drawn further in, it was the creamy, light pink center that stalled my breathing.
"Fuck, Mom," I muttered. "You're so wet."
"Just for you, Bambi," she said, clenching her pussy. The squeeze ejected a thin trickle of our combined juices from her entrance that ran down between the cleft of her cheeks. It trickled slowly over her asshole, putting a wet shine on some of the thick, rubbery wrinkles.


She reached down with both hands and gently parted her pussy lips like she was gingerly thumbing through the pages of an old, delicate book. "I can feel your eyes on me."
"Should I... stop staring?" I asked rhetorically.
"No," she replied curtly. "I like when you look." She combed her fingers slowly through the sodden mane, spreading the dark curls. "You gonna make me wait all day?"
I moved quickly, climbing between her spread legs. I leaned forward, bracing myself on my elbows on either side of her head and bringing my face close to hers. "Now who's the greedy one?"
She locked her legs behind me, ankles tight around my torso. "Greedy and impatient are not the-- mmpfh!"
I shut her up with a sudden kiss, mashing my mouth to hers to shove the words back into her throat. Our tongues slid together as I settled my body onto her, gradually seeing how much weight she could take until the big, soft beanbags were fully squashed against my chest.
Balancing on my left elbow, I slid my right hand down her body and gripped her hip before gliding upward toward her tit. I cupped it in my palm, my fingers wrapping around it as far as they could reach.
I broke the kiss to lift the enormous udder toward my mouth, then sealed my lips around her stiff nipple. I gave a long, slow pull that drew the sensitive bud into my mouth. It hardened instantly against my tongue and grew steadily stiffer as I nursed on it as if thanking me for my attention.
"Just like when you were a baby," she whispered with that loving, maternal warmth, raking her nails gently through my hair while I suckled. "I always loved doing this with you. It's kinda like our special little thing, isn't it?"
I nodded hastily. "Mmhmm!"
I opened my mouth as wide as I could and sucked in most of her fat, bumpy areola along with the nipple. My teeth grazed the rubbery edge, then my tongue followed. I doubled the suction, dragging as much tit flesh into my mouth as possible while I licked the richly textured circle, subjecting it to a full-mouthed nursing that would've made a younger me jealous of his older self's bigger mouth and tongue.
The difference in texture between the firm, pebbled areola and the plush sponge surrounding it was intoxicating, and though I should've probably been a bit more careful, I got carried away for a moment. My mind went blank, and in that brief second I listened to the tiny voice in my head that screamed "Bite the softness!"
I opened my mouth wider and sank my teeth into the supple dough-- not hard enough to hurt, but firm enough to really feel the way it yielded under my teeth.
"Oh!" Mom squealed sharply, her entire body jerking beneath me. Her back arched hard, pushing her chest further into my mouth. "You never did that as a baby!"
I felt strangely transported, pulled backward through time to a place I couldn't possibly remember, but that my body seemed to recognize instantly. A primal nostalgia washed over me as I suckled greedily at my mother's breast. It was the feeling of perfect safety: being small, protected and completely cared for. I knew that nothing in the world could ever hurt me as long as I stayed right there, warm and cozy, latched onto my adoring mother.
She massaged the back of my scalp with her fingertips, rubbing them in tiny circles. "Mommy loves you so much, sweetheart."
Something ancient, buried deep in my soul, bubbled to the surface. When she looped her arms around my neck and pulled me closer, cradling me against her chest, the feeling intensified into something surreal. Pure, unadulterated happiness flooded my body-- a rush of golden endorphins so powerful it made me dizzy. I wondered if it was the kind of euphoric high that heroin addicts spent their lives chasing, because if it was, I could have almost understood the obsession.
I kept my teeth embedded for another long second, sucking hard at the same time, before releasing it with a lurid pop. A faint red bite mark was already blooming, though it was hard to see around the wide, rubbery cap of such a similar hue.
The sudden emptiness hit me like a void opening in my chest, demanding I set things right to fill the aching sense of loss.
I made a needy sound in the back of my throat and instinctively chased after her nipple, latching back on with desperate hunger. I sealed my lips again and resumed sucking even more eagerly than before. The moment I was attached, that beautiful, safe, blissful feeling came rushing back.
Mom's palm swept down my spine. "Oh, sweetheart. You're still hungry?"
I nodded my head without releasing her nipple, letting out a childish, muffled "Uh-huh."
Her voice dropped to something remarkably soothing-- scarcely a whisper. "Do you want to keep sucking while Mommy puts your dick inside?"
A desperate whimper escaped me, and I suckled even harder. "Mmhmm!"
Mom kept her left arm looped around my neck while the other slithered down between our bodies. Her fingertips grazed my stomach, then reached further down until they found my balls. She scratched them lightly with her nails, sending sharp bursts of electricity shooting through my cock. It flexed so hard it smacked against my own stomach, literally jumping at the chance to enter her. She traced the length of my shaft with deliberate care, her fingers gliding along the thick vein underneath.
Finally, she curled her fingers around my pulsating crown and gave it a few ceremonial squeezes. "Oh, he is ready, huh?"
I gave her a long, droning grunt.
Holding my cock just below the head, she angled it down and rubbed it up and down through her soaked, furry slit, coating the knob in her wetness. The tip kissed her entrance, then slid up to nudge her clit, then back down again, teasing us both.
"Mmmm!" I grunted urgently, her teasing making me feel like a dog on a short leash.
"I'm not teasing you," she breathed, reading my thoughts once more. "You just need to push, honey. One teeny, tiny lil' push for Mommy."
I tried immediately, but timed it on the upward stroke like a total amateur. I pushed too high, and my cock head ground hard against her clit, making her flinch with a fluttery trill.
"Ooohh!" she sang. "N-not there, sweetheart. Wait until it's-- OH!"
On the downstroke, I pushed hard, and she clearly had not been ready for the feeling of my entire length sinking into her pussy with just one thrust.
Soft, slippery lips parted around my knob as I sank inside her for the first time. She was so wet that I easily delved to the bottom, where her wetness was warmer than ever, having melted to such a divine consistency that it made me want to cum on the spot. I felt her spongy cervix kissing the tip of my cock, completing the welcoming ritual.
"Holy shit, Mom," I said with a groan of pure astonishment.
She pulled her arm out from between us and cupped my face with both hands, staring lovingly into my eyes. "That's it, Bambi. You did it; you're inside."
I pulled out a little bit. She clamped down reflexively, her velvety walls gripping me with a strength that made her tits feel loose by comparison. Her walls fluttered and coiled around me as I marinated in her depths. The pocket was so tight that I could feel every single one of its meaty ridges squeezing me, their steady compressions informed by the heartbeat thumping rapidly through her walls. I already felt dangerously close to cumming, and I had not even begun to truly fuck her.
"God, Mom," I gasped. "You're so tight! How are... how are you doing that?"
She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. "It's been a long time since anyone was in there, honey."
"I can feel that," I said with a sigh. "Fuck, Mom, I'm already--"
"Shh," she hissed. "Don't talk. Just kiss me."
I crashed my mouth into hers. We made out passionately, tongues tangling wetly, saliva coating our chins.
As I timidly pulled back a few inches, my dick was massaged by the overlapping ridges and folds lining her pussy. They were impossibly soft, like lush cashmere that had been warmed and soaked in slick honey. The cozy pleating of her birth canal squeezed with a soothing pressure, like her body was habitually, instinctively milking me.
"Mom... I'm gonna cum," I whimpered, already teetering on the edge.
"Don't," she whispered, lulling me towards compliance. "Just stay still and rock with Mommy--nice and slow, for as long as you can."
I couldn't even bring myself to kiss her anymore, knowing that I would probably cum from the mere softness of her lips. I simply fell forward, burying my face into the mattress right beside her head, my ear pressed close to her mouth so I could hear every fragmented breath she took.
We rocked together with tiny, careful movements, never allowing my cock to leave the deepest part of her hungry pussy, but even that fractional fucking was devastating. Every microscopic shift sent shivers racing across my entire body.
She began to hum softly in my ear a gentle, familiar song from my childhood-- the chorus to "You Are My Sunshine." The sound wrapped around my heart like a warm blanket while her even warmer walls continued to ripple around me in equal measure.
She hummed the words affectionately. "Hmm hm hm hmmmm hmm."
"Moooom..." I whined pathetically. "I want to cuuuuum."
"You're doing so well, baby," she said gently. "I'll be so proud of you if you can last a little longer."
"H-how?" I pleaded for help. "What do I do?"
She gave my ass a light, playful pat with her foot. "Squeeze."
"W-what?"
"Like you're trying to stop yourself from peeing," she explained patiently. "Make them nice and tight, and just breathe with me for a minute."
We took several slow, deep breaths together. Mine were shaky and labored, so I tried to focus on hers in the hopes that her calmness would be contagious.
She made a low hum after a few seconds. "I can feel you getting bigger."
"You... can?" I asked with my eyes closed tightly.
"Uh-huh. That means you're doing it right. Keep going, Bambi; breathe and clench."
Gradually, the roaring edge of my orgasm began to recede, but it took several more seconds before I felt comfortable unclenching my cheeks.
"Keep squeezing, honey," she whispered, resuming her soft humming. "Hm hmhm hmmmm hmm."
One of her hands rubbed wide, soothing circles across my back while the other latched onto the back of my neck, massaging gently.
"Is that... song supposed to help?" I asked, barely daring to speak.
"No," she purred seductively into my ear. "It's supposed to make you dump a bunch of babies in my pussy."
"Mom!" I yelped, instinctively leaping off her. My cock slipped free from her dripping pussy with a wet splurch, bobbing angrily between us with a glaze of her juices making it shimmer. "Do you want me to cum, or not?"
She giggled behind her hands, eyes sparkling with mischief. "I know, I know. I was just having a bit of fun. I like teasing you!"
"Well, I... Fuck, Mom! It's impossible not to when you talk like that." A small aftershock of pleasure washed through me, making me shudder. "And the singing, too? Why is that so hot?"
She opened her arms for me with a warm, inviting smile. "Because you love your Mommy; that's why."
I groaned as my cock jumped again. "You're gonna make me cum on your stomach! Is that what you want?"
"Nooo." She drew the single word out while shaking her head.
I stared at her, heart pounding. "Then... where should I cum?" There was only one answer that I really wanted to hear, and she knew it.
She held my gaze, her expression soft but unmistakably hungry. "Not on my tummy..."
The implication hit me like a lightning bolt. My mouth fell open as my brain immediately flooded with the fantasy of filling her.
"Doesn't that sound like fun, Bambi?" she asked softly--far too innocently for what she was offering.
"Oh my God... yes," I breathed.
Mom rolled onto her side, facing away from me. "Do you want to try it like this?"
I was still catching my breath, overwhelmed by everything. "Is that... Is it supposed to feel better?" I asked, genuinely unsure, since I had no real experience to compare it to.
She gave her butt a loud, playful swat, making the cheek bounce around. "Only one way to find out."
I moved in behind her, sliding into a perfect spooning position before the ripples warping her ass had ceased. My chest pressed against her back as my cock nestled right between her warm, squishy cheeks.
"Cozy, right?" she asked quietly. Then she reached back, took my hand, and guided it forward until my fingers sank deep into the marshmallowy softness of her massive breast. "See? You can play with my boobs from here, too."
My fingers dug in, squeezing and kneading while I sank my teeth gently into the side of her neck. "Dith ith amathing."
"I thought you'd like that, darn boobie hound you are."
I snaked my almost-trapped arm underneath her body and wrapped it around her hips from below, then splayed my fingers out over her belly. I had multiple strong anchor points, locking her body tightly against mine.
She let out a gleeful little trill of pleasure. "Mmm... I really like when you hold me like this."
I let out a muted chuckle against her neck. "Well, I really like fucking you, so I guess we're both about to be really happy."
Even though I had always heard that guys were supposed to be nervous for their first time, being with Mom made everything feel completely natural. Her experience reassured me that everything was going to work out just fine, and I knew that she loved me far too much to ever judge me. It felt right-- like it was always meant to happen; like we'd been destined to become even closer in our own special way.
She asked tenderly, "Do you want me to talk dirty some more?"
I shook my head, nuzzling closer. "No. Just be my mom for this part."
Mom let out a happy, breathy sigh. "I can do that, too, Bambi."
We ground together in slow, rapturous harmony while I played with her breast-- thumbing her stiff nipple, tugging it gently, rolling it between my fingers, then squeezing the whole mound with careful restraint.
She reached back to caress the back of my neck, her touch tender. "Fuck me harder, sweetheart," she whispered.
I drew my hips back further and started slamming into her, the wet slap of my body against her ass growing louder.
She squealed on the first powerful thrust, then settled into deep, achy moans as I kept pounding. "Ooooohhh, yeah..." she sighed.
Her body jerked in my arms, but I held her tightly, like I was the seatbelt about to save her life during a car wreck.
"Harder, Bambi!" she cried.
I was a little frustrated with how little power I could generate from that position, so without asking for permission, I took things into my own hands. I rolled our tightly tethered bodies to the side in one motion until I was fully on top of her, my weight pinning her to the bed on her stomach.
"Honey, wh--!" she yelped, her voice muffled by the mattress until she turned her head to the side. "Yeah? You want it like this?"
"Uh-huh," I grunted, already driving back into her.
"Oooohhh," she cooed. "Oh, Jesus, honey. You gonna fuck the hell out of me, huh?"
I answered with a single brutal thrust that knocked the wind out of her.
"Oouf!" she grunted, then summoned a deep breath that made my body rise as her lungs inflated. "Okay, okay... do it again."
From that point on, I showed her no mercy, viciously demolishing her cunt with deep, dominating strokes. Every time I slammed into her, manually driving my dick to the bottom, wet gurgles and filthy squelching sounds filled the room as her juices bubbled up around my cock.
I tightened my arms around her body, which felt frail in my grip like a baby bird that I was careful not to crush. I brutally plunged into her pussy, unearthing a slurry of bubbles every time I dragged myself from the swampy depths.
It didn't take long for my orgasm to come forward, just as Mom squealed that she was about to tip over the edge as well. "I'm gonna cum!"
"Me too," I groaned into her ear.
"Keep..." She paused to draw a deep breath. "Fucking... meeeee!"
She'd started cumming before her sentence had even ended, her pussy convulsing wildly around me as she gushed hard, splashing my balls with a hot stream that soaked the sheets behind us. The rhythmic milking of her orgasm finally pushed me over the edge, so I buried myself as deep as I could and unloaded, flooding her with a thick, heavy rope of cum.
"Oh my god, Mom!" I hollered as I emptied my balls into the gooey cavern.
It was a symbiotic relationship, where each of our orgasms made the other's more intense. She would clamp down and squirt just as I spewed another fat cable against her cervix, the feeling of which would make her erupt with another fresh, warm gush that bathed my balls.
It was a perfect, messy loop, and for a few moments, it truly did feel like it could have lasted forever. Having discovered the secret to perpetual motion certainly would've justified the incredible feeling of triumph and accomplishment that coursed through my soul just as surely as all those endorphins were flooding my body.
Alas, we could not escape reality, so, like all others, our good thing did come to an end.
We came down slowly, breathing hard, still joined together. The air grew freakishly still in the silence that followed, only broken by the occasional whimper as Mom shuddered beneath me. I thought about getting off of her, but every one of my limbs were made of lead.
Every few seconds, her pussy would flutter with an aftershock, pulling another soft groan from both of us. When no more were forthcoming, a sense of peace descended to pair with the quiet. That, too, eventually ended, though with a lighter transition. Mom started chuckling softly, her body shaking under mine.
"What are you laughing at?" I mumbled.
"This is your birthday," she said warmly, "but I've already had two of the most amazing orgasms of my life."
"You're exaggerating," I said.
"Maybe a little," she admitted with a smile that could be heard in her words, "but still... it's silly, but I feel selfish."
"No." I flexed my cock inside her, making her pussy pulse again. "You feel warm, Mom."
She wiggled her ass against me, the wet glide of her skin making an obscene little schlick. "And you feel like you're starting to get hard again."
"You'd love that, wouldn't you?" I asked, licking the side of her neck. The faint hint of salt from her sweat tingled on my taste buds and in my nostrils.
The scent of raw animal magnetism had filled the room, her tangy squirt and the rich aroma from her cunt honey wafting through the air like a thick smog. My eyes felt heavy from the exhaustive release and energy slowly dwindling from my body.
"I feel like I could sleep for a year," I said.
She cooed happily. "Aww! My baby's first time getting sleepy after sex."
"Is that a thing?"
"It sure is," she said. "How are you feeling?"
"So, sooooo good," I said, "and, yeah... soooo sleepy."
"I guess you don't want the rest of your gift," she said with a disappointed sigh.
I gave a groggy chuckle. "You're kidding, right?"
She hummed through pursed lips. "Hmmm... I thought you said something about anal, didn't you?"
I gave a defeated, but full-throated groan. "That's so mean! I feel like I can barely move right now, but... that does sound amazing."
She ground her rump against me again. "Maybe it would be nice; we can both have our first time together."


My heart filled with joy over the prospect of being the first one to ever enter Mom's ass. "Really? Not even Dad?"
She shook her head and her butt that time, her whole slippery body squirming against me. "Nope. He never really asked for it, but if you want to--"
"I do!" I insisted. "I really, really do."
She took her hand off of the back of my head and rolled to the side, rotating the both of us so that we ended up in a perfect spooning position. "Talk to me when you wake up, birthday boy."
I started drifting off while still buried inside her, one arm wrapped around her waist and my face tucked against the back of her neck. "Sure... yeah... wake up..."
What had started as a quiet birthday morning with cake and Dad's old watch had turned into the most intense, life-changing day I had ever experienced. I had gone from secretly fantasizing about Mom to falling asleep with my cock stewing in her pussy, her body soft and spent against mine. It was everything I had ever wanted, and every moment with her proved to be more wonderful than the last.
As sleep pulled me under, Mom gave my hand a gentle squeeze and whispered, "Happy birthday, Bambi."
I smiled against her skin, already excited for whatever the next day would bring. "Happy... birthday..."
The last thing I heard before I nodded off was her saintly giggle, sending me off to dreamland with that sweet, chipper sound.
In the weeks that followed, the energy around the house shifted dramatically. I could feel how Mom's renewed hope had changed her back into the person she was before Dad had passed, and she was not shy about thanking me for my part in her recovery.
Since my birthday, a day had not passed where the two of us were anything that remotely resembled a mother and son. I had never had a girlfriend, so I had nothing to which our relationship compared, but it felt like we had been dating for the past eighteen years.
In reality, it had only been a couple weeks, and I was no less enamored with her than I had been on the first day we had sex. Simply looking at her gave me a rush of possessive love that made my chest ache. She was mine in a way no one else would ever understand. That secret knowledge was addictive, and though I knew I would never be able to tell anyone the full truth, we had no problem showing ourselves off to anyone with a credit card.
Mom's OnlyFans subscribers had doubled since we'd started making posting content together online. It was romantic to attribute that boost to the strength of our love, it was probably more accurate to credit the constant uploads for all her new fans. We uploaded every day without fail and showed no signs of stopping, which quickly took the financial burden off of her shoulders. The money was a nice perk, but I would've made every single one of those videos for free.
One afternoon, I was sitting on the edge of Mom's bed with my clothes already off. Nudity had become so commonplace between us that she scarcely bothered to cover up at all, but the only time I disrobed was when we were about to make a video.
I heard Mom exit the bathroom and walk down the hall towards me. She did not even bother looking at me when she entered her room, since she was too busy smearing heaps of lube onto her bare tits.
"Sorry I took so long," she said in a hurry. "I really had to pee."
I shook my phone to open the camera. "Time is money, Mrs. Softness."
With her hands still massaging lube onto her breasts, she bent over to give me a peck on the lips. "Oh, I'm so sorry, Bambi. Is there any way I can make it up to you?"
I raised an eyebrow. "Belt?"
She shook her head. "Nuh-uh, mister. You got the belt two days ago, remember?"
I certainly did, but it did not stop me from wanting it again... and again, and again... "I know, but our followers love it."
She winked at me. "Fine, we can use the belt, but only if--"
"Yeah, yeah," I said, waving her off. "I'll start warming up my tongue."
She made an excited titter. "Yay!"
"Maybe one day you'll let me film that, too? I know they'd go nuts for a video of you squirting like a firehose."
With a wet, slippery hand, she reached out and smacked my shoulder playfully. "Hey! I'm much cuter than a firehose, thank you very much."
I blew her a kiss. "The cutest, Mom."
"That's what I thought, sweetheart." She walked over to the closet and pulled out the signature leather belt that still made my heart race whenever I laid eyes on it.
She fastened the buckle around the middle of her tits, warping her bust into that delicious, exaggerated hourglass shape that often came to me in my dreams.
"Ready when you are, Mom" I said as I pointed the camera at her.
She briefly fixed her hair, tossing a length of soft, brown hair over one of her shoulders. "Okay, mister-- showtime!"


        