
    
  
    
      
        
      

      Coaxing Mom from Her Shell

      Slow burn. All characters over 18

      After my mom's divorce, she went into a depression, until Barb, our neighbour and her close friend (who'd been divorced for a couple years) took her under her wing. Barb's answer was to hit the bars and pick up guys for, well, you know what. My mom, who used to be one of the ultimate conservatives and "together" women in our orbit, and who raised me to be the same, took a while to break loose, but she did, eventually. Sort of.

      In the interest of full disclosure, my mom was not what most men would consider hot. Barb had become a gym rat and tanning salon devotee, so she had the "it" factor most guys are after. Mom, well, not so. Besides being naturally shy, she stayed pale and, after having me, never lost a few pesky pounds, spread all over her body. So, it often happened that Barb got lucky at the club or bar, and mom came home alone, which of course added to her low self-esteem.

      However, when two guys were at the club and Barb scored one, my mom would get the other one. Even though she was not model material, she wasn't ugly by any stretch of the imagination, so it wasn't that much a 'settle' for the other guy. I had told my mom early on that if she wanted to 'spend time' with a guy, she didn't have to settle for the back seat of a car or spend money on a motel, I was totally fine for her to bring the guy to her bed. I would make myself scarce and not embarrass her. What I wanted more than anything else was for her to regain her self-confidence and be happy again.

      So whenever my mom got lucky, she brought her conquests home, and filled the house with the lusty sounds of her ecstasy. I always let her know the mornings after that everything was good, and my hugs told her I was happy for her happiness. That made her relax, and I could tell she appreciated my lack of judgment, as well as my encouragement.

      After that, it wasn't long before she started lowering her standards of propriety around the house. Her dress at home became, let's just say, a little more relaxed. The glimpses I caught of her still-firm D-cup breasts became more complete and more frequent. To beat the heat when summer came along, she mostly walked around the house just in her underwear. In particular, she seemed to enjoy teasing me with bras a size or two too small, while she pretended not to notice. As long as the bras hid her nipples, she seemed to be okay with her "inadvertent" teasing.

      In response, I wore loose boxers that did nothing to hide the tenting her displays caused. I could see her eyes fixing on my boxer tents, and her licking her lips, but neither of us had the guts to break the taboo barrier.

      
        Horndog teen me loved this, naturally. I encouraged it whenever I got the chance, complimenting her on not only her body, but the new confidence and freedom she displayed in her attitudes and actions. Her appearances, to my mind at least, was well worth the compliments, even though she had a bit of a "mom bod," full and generous boobs, an inch or two covering her middle, with a modest little mommy roll over her panties, a lovely full ass and generous thighs with a dimple or two. Not a Hollywood model, in other words, but totally smoking hot in my loving (OK, horny) eyes.

      So, like I said, with the warming weather she started dressing in only her underwear around the house. I did, too. When she saw my boner the first time, she laughed. "Is that for me?"

      "Let me rephrase your question, mom," I said. "Is it for the hottest and sexiest woman I know? The answer is not just yes, but hell, yes. You are the most beautiful and sexy woman around."

      "But... I'm your mother."

      "Who is, like I said, the sexiest MILF around."

      "You think I'm a MILF?"

      "Not, think, mother, know! No thinking required."

      Blushing, she grinned. "Wow, I'm flattered."

      Her underwear selection became flimsier, tinier and more transparent. I wanted to elevate the teasing, but I didn't know how. Any time the topic of getting closer came up, she consistently fell back on the "I'm your mother, we can't do anything like that" card. Damn.

      To up the ante a little one day, I brought my laptop into the living room to watch my porn there. I used my headphones so as to not fill the room with moans and sounds of the actresses pretending to enjoy themselves. After a few times, she came by to see what I was watching so intently. I suspect she wanted to know what, apart from her underwear, could keep my stiffie going like that.

      Of course, I couldn't hear when she asked me what I was watching, so she had to come over, lean over the laptop and see for herself. It happened to be the beginning of a mom-son incest porn video. The actress wore underwear, not unlike what Mom wore, and the guy sported a boner. When I saw her leaning over, I froze long enough that she could see what was on the screen.

      
        
      

      She took off my headphones so we could speak. "What are you watching?"

      "Porn, mom. You know me, I'm just a teen horndog who can't get enough."

      She looked at me for several seconds, her breathing faster than normal. "Does that kind of video turn you on?"

      "Oh yes, mom. Not as much as you, but..."

      "Gunnar, I'm your mom, you're not supposed to be turned on by me."

      "I know mom, that's why I have to settle for second best."

      My candor took her aback. "What... what, do you do when you watch those and they turn you on?"

      Time to see if I could amp up the tension. "When I'm nice and really hard, then I masturbate to get some relief."

      She nodded, red-faced. "OK, I guess that's normal."

      "So you're not mad or disgusted that I masturbate?"

      She shrugged with a half-smile. "Not at all. Everyone does."

      "Everyone? Do you? I thought with all the guys you bang you don't need to."

      She giggled. "I don't know if you've noticed, but it's not that many. I think I'm too old and fat to be desirable like Barb. So yeah, I have to fall back on Bob."

      I knew she was referring to her Battery Operated Boyfriend(s). "But not always. You've been bringing guys back, and when you do, it sounds like you have fun. I have to tell you I love hearing the sounds. Just so you know, it's really hot to hear you enjoy yourself when you get off. But are you saying you still masturbate on top of that? How often?"

      A look of shyness crossed her face. "How often do you do it?"

      I noticed her nipples stiffening under her bra. Could this conversation be turning her on? I shrugged. "Anywhere from three to five times a day. And you?"

      "Once a day, maybe. Now and then more, if something triggers me."

      I smiled. "Is this conversation triggering you? That would be so hot."

      Again, a shy look. "Honestly? Yeah, maybe a bit."

      "So, are you getting wet?"

      Blushing, she nodded. "I really shouldn't be telling my son things like that, but you're all grown up now."

      "Can I feel it?"

      After a look of indecision, she shook her head. "I'm sorry, sweetheart, but I don't think so. Maybe some other time, but I don't feel ready for touching."

      "Can I at least see it, then?"

      Again the reluctant shaking of her head. "I don't think you'd be able to see anything. It's just a mass of hair."

      "You mean you don't shave down there?"

      "Shave? Why?"

      
        "Uhh, I don't know how to explain this, so I'll just say it. When men eat pussy, they don't like getting hair in their teeth. From what I've heard, a lot of women complain that their men don't like going down on them. But since more women started shaving down there, guys are much keener to eat their women than when they didn't shave. So I guess it boils down to whether a woman likes to have their uh.. hum, eaten. From what I've heard," and I made it obvious in my tone of voice I was not the world's greatest expert, "These days almost all women shave. If you look at any porn video, you'll see the women are shaved."

      "Yeah, but we all know porn is fake."

      "True, but go ahead. Ask Barb and your other friends, especially the younger ones. Oh, and another thing. Do you know what a camel toe is?"

      "No," she shook her head, "What's that?"

      I put "camel toe" into my browser, and turned my laptop to show her. "Men find it very sexy, and pretty much the only way to get one is to shave."

      "I see." She thought for a few moments. "But men don't see a woman's underwear until very late in the game," she said with a blush.

      "You're right. But it always comes into play with a bathing suit. When guys see one, it almost always get them going. Same with yoga pants and leggings. So women who want to look attractive to the other sex, all dress to show their camel toes. Look," and I pointed several models with leggings and prominent camel toes.

      She looked down at her skimpy panties. Because of her bush, she had nothing even close to a camel toe.

      "That's right," I said. "If you'd been shaven, those panties of yours would have flashed a clear camel toe."

      Her shy expression returned. "Is that something men like to see?"

      "Duh."

      
        "You too?" A little shyer.

      I smiled and winked. "Only if you'd like seeing me sport a telephone pole in my boxers."

      "Hmm," she hummed and winked back. "Something to think about."

      "I could help you shave if you want," I offered, trying to keep the hope out of my voice.

      "Oh, I'm sure you would," she giggled. "But I'll figure it out. In case you forgot, I'm your mother."

      I rolled my eyes with as much exaggeration as I could muster. However, I could not erase the image of caressing her delicious pussy while shaving her. Dang!

      --

      The following night was Friday. Evidently, she got lucky, and when she brought her lucky beau back home, they stayed in the living room, making out on the sofa with the lights on, instead of retiring to her bedroom. Did my mother know I could see her from the top of the stairs? I watched as the guy, just a few years older than me, kissed her and felt her up, then slowly took off her clothes. After sliding the strap of her LBD down her shoulder, he reached around and undid her bra, freeing her large, soft floppy tits for him to play with and suckle. She liked that, as evidenced by her hisses and moans. He slid her dress and bra off, by getting her to lift her ass. At the same time, he slid off her panties, leaving her totally naked, eyes squeezed shut and and panting while he sucked her nipples and finger-fucked her with gusto.

      For the briefest moment, she opened her eyes and locked them through her wide-spread legs with mine on the dark landing at the top of the stairs, before she shut them tight again, and came, long and loud. The guy rolled on his condom, positioned himself at her opening, pushed her knees up to her shoulders, and proceeded to fuck her. All the while, she egged him on loudly to fuck her harder and faster.

      It was the first time I'd seen my mother's naked pussy. She had it shaven completely smooth, and I noticed her fat outer lips and a large, prominent clit. While he pummeled her, she rolled her middle finger around her swollen clit and moaned louder and louder. Seeing my mother so wantonly surrendered to her passion was too much for me, and I came right there in my boxers. I needed to clean up, but I couldn't stop feasting my eyes on my mother's naked body and the joy she had being pummeled by a younger guy.

      
        
      

      After they came, she slid off the sofa, took off his condom and sucked him hard again. Then she rolled on a new one and turned around, presenting her pussy to him for a doggy fuck. He wasted no time, grabbed her generous hips and fucked her with all he had.

      I was so jealous I could scream. I wanted to be the one bringing my sexy mother this pleasure. The fact that she was doing a guy barely a few years older than me told me she should be having me do her. The thought of being in this lucky guy's position made me hard again, despite having just come.

      My mom's eyes stayed squeezed shut as she egged him on to do her faster and harder. Then, suddenly, she opened her eyes again for a brief second, saw me playing with myself, smiled and re-closed her eyes. Was she performing for me? Tempting me? Teasing me? I had to wonder. This was the first time she didn't take her man into her bedroom, but had him fuck her right where she knew I could see her, naked and wantonly surrendered. With her newly shaven pussy.

      When I sensed I was about to come a second time, I silently turned and went into my bathroom and spurted into a healthy bunch of TP. I pulled off the soiled boxers and got into the shower, where I got myself off for a third time. After I dried off, I heard it was quiet downstairs. As quietly as I could, I exited the bathroom and tiptoed to my room, where I fell asleep to dreams of being the lucky guy.

      --

      Saturday morning I was up, fully rested, and headed down to the kitchen to fix myself some cereal. I had just started eating when I heard my mother coming down the steps. Her hair was still a little disheveled, and she looked unbelievably sexy in a thin, short robe which hid nothing.

      With a sly smile, she asked, "So, did you enjoy the show last night?"

      My first reaction was to deny everything, but then, realizing that she didn't stop anything after seeing me watch her, I decided to take a chance. "Well, it certainly confirmed what I told you."

      "Yeah, which was?"

      "You are without question the hottest, sexiest woman on earth."

      "You really think so? You don't think your fat old mom is past it?"

      
        
      

      I smiled, and let her see my eyes slide down her form, taking in her whole body. "Not just no, but hell, no. Especially when I saw you shaved down there. That is so hot I came in my pants when I saw it."

      "Wow, is that the way a son should talk to his mother?"

      "Absolutely, when she revealed everything, including her super-sexy large clit. You have no idea how I wished I was the one who could spend an hour licking and sucking your beautiful pussy."

      Instead of outraged, she shivered as the thought played through her mind. "Have you ever done that? A whole hour? Who with?"

      "A gentleman never tells, mother, you know that. Let's just say I know of which I speak. I will add that none of them had a pussy as lovely and sexy as yours."

      She inhaled sharply at my observation-based compliment. Was she getting turned on? I decided to push forward. "You gave me a good view last night, but it was from far away. Can I take a closer look?"

      Hesitating, she looked down. "I can't do that, Gunnar--you're my son. A mom and son shouldn't do things like that."

      "Come on, mom. I already saw everything. I even saw you being fucked by a guy not much older than me."

      "I know, and I'm embarrassed that I slipped like that. But at least he wasn't a close family member."

      --

      Well, what could I do? The following week went by as usual, but with one nice difference: her shaving meant her panties now showed a clear and sexy camel toe. It was clear she enjoyed flashing it to me, because she often pulled her panties tighter when she saw me looking. The first time I saw it on Monday, I gave it an exaggerated leer. "Niiiiiice," I said with a smile, and gave her a clear view of my tent to show her my appreciation.

      
        As the week progressed, we touched each other more than usual, little bumps and rubs as we passed each other. Her smiles toward me were also longer and, dare I think it? a little more suggestive, like maybe, just maybe, that door which was so firmly shut, may have opened just the tiniest of cracks.

      Needless to say, the thought of eating her to a great orgasm fueled my jacking off. No longer did I close my door when I blew my loads into my tissues, but, as if she had radar, she never passed my door when that happened.

      --

      The next Friday night, she and Barb set off on their weekly hunting expedition. She wore a new dress she'd bought, a midnight blue number, barely long enough to cover her freshly shaven treasure, and clinging tightly enough to remove all doubts about her delicious curves. As she descended the stairs, I gave a loud wolf whistle. "Oh mother, you are so beautiful, so sexy, so, dare I say it? Fuckable."

      "Your mouth young man!" But her smile belied the rebuke. "Thank you for the compliment." When she said that, her eyes were on the tent in my boxers, one of the largest she'd seen.

      It hurt, so hard was it.

      As she left, I felt myself torn between hopes that her self-confidence would get a needed boost, and the wish that she'd come home needing some comfort from her jealous son.

      In order to distract myself, I went to the local mall to see a random movie. Waste of money, because I couldn't even remember what showed, or even taste the butter-laden popcorn. When I got home, I changed into my normal warm-weather sleep outfit--my boxers--and dragged my trusty laptop down to the living room, where I surfed the net until I found some hot mom-son porn. Rather than whip out Little Gunnar, I enjoyed the read, rubbing him through my shorts, and letting him sprout a leisurely bar of steel.

      Suddenly, the front door opened, and my hot mother stumbled in... alone. Her face, with red eyes, showed distress, as if she'd suffered a severe disappointment but tried not to show it. I sprang up and rushed to her. She fell into my arms and let go with sobs and tears.

      "What happened, mom?" I rubbed her back and held her close.

      
        Her arms clung around my neck. "I don't wanna talk about it."

      "OK. You're back home, safe with the man who loves you more than anyone else. There, there, you're in my arms now, where you belong." I kissed the top of her head and gave her another long hug. "How about a glass of wine, or something stronger?"

      "Good idea. Rum and coke might do the trick."

      I set her down on the couch and headed to the kitchen. After getting her drink--a double--I poured a straight Coke for me and took them both into the living room.

      She had moved up to my previous spot and started looking at my computer screen. "Hope you don't mind but I wanted to see what had you so riveted." A telling glance at my now softened tent below showed what she meant.

      After setting her drink on the coffee table, I took a seat opposite her in a recliner, trying to act casual. "What do you think of that video?"

      "I can see why it got you excited," she said with a sly smile as she took a drink and shifted on the seat.

      The video was paused where the mom had pulled down the pants and boxers of the son and was about to suck him off. "Is it getting you excited, too?" I asked.

      My mom took another deep sip of her drink and hiked up her dress, revealing her thong, sporting a dark spot at the bottom. "Hm hmm," was her throaty reply.

      Wow, not the demure mother of how many years. She went out that night to break free and, even though somehow she ended up disappointed, she was still in the mood. Far from sober, she looked me straight in the eye, spread her legs wide, looked at the monitor and began rubbing her thong.

      That immediately brought Little Gunnar back to attention and, without breaking her gaze, I began rubbing him through my boxers, somewhat damp from my precum. "Did a guy get you nice and hot at the club?" I asked, moving my gaze to her moist panties.

      "Uh huh," she replied, breathless, "he danced nice and close with me for several dances."

      
        
      

      "Did he rub his pecker against you?"

      "Uh huh, how did you know?"

      I marveled at how open she was with her son after her earlier reticence. "Any man with half a heartbeat would do that, because you are so, so hot and sexy."

      "You think your fat old mother is hot?" She sped up her rubbing. I could see her slit clearly as she rubbed up and down on it and the moisture drew it into her groove.

      "Like a wildfire, baby. I can sit and watch you all night like this. I'd love to see you cum--that would be so incredibly hot."

      "Oooh, you naughty devil. You want to see your prim and proper mother cum for you? Will you cum for me too?"

      I grinned. "You want to see my fountain of youth?"

      Licking her lips she nodded, continued rubbing and uttered a low moan.

      "Why didn't you bring your dance partner home and fuck his brains out?" Between her arousal and her tipsiness, I figured the dirty language wouldn't get its usual rebuke.

      "He decided to accompany his buddy to Barb's for a threesome."

      "Well fuck him! What a terrible thing to do!"

      A deep breath accompanied two tears dribbling down her cheek, but she said nothing. Her eyes remained fixed on my steel rod and her breathing picked up as her hands kept rubbing up and down her slit.

      "Well, never you mind," I said. "You're home now, with the man who loves you and would never do anything hurtful like that to you."

      
        She nodded, alternating her glance between my eyes and my cock, which now sprang through the opening at the front of my boxers.

      "See what you do to me?" I asked when her glance stayed on my hand, slowly rubbing my erection.

      "Me?" Her voice was barely above a whisper.

      "Yes, you, the sexiest woman in town. Pull down your panties and rub yourself like me. I want to see your hot smooth pussy."

      Briefly she paused her masturbation, pulled off her thong without a comment, and spread her legs wide to give me a full view of her swollen treasure. Her big outer labia were sprouted out fully, and her glistening inner lips were on full display, a feast for my eyes.

      With her middle and ring finger, she grasped both sides of her plump clit and circled it with those two fingers. Her lower body began moving in a humping motion as her breathy moans began rising in pitch.

      I slowed down my strokes so as not to cum too quickly, and she feasted her eyes on my throbbing cock, just bursting with desire for her. I decided to amp up the hot scene with some dirty talk to see how she responded. "Would you like to feel this rock-hard cock slide into your deliciously wet pussy?"

      Her eyes closed with a loud groan. "Oh yes, my sweet hunk, I'd love you to slide that monster into my hungry little kitty, but we can't do that. I'm your mother! Oh, if only..."

      Deciding not to push the taboo issue, I concentrated on the pleasure. "You could feel this bar of steel, so hard for only you, slide into you and fill you up so full you'd be unable to speak."

      "Yes, my darling." Her fingers sped up around her swollen clit. "I want to feel it rise up all the way up to my throat as you fill me with that hard cock," she panted. "But we can't. We just can't."

      "I know, but just think. Look at this hard dick, see it throbbing with nothing but the thought of filling you up. You are so special, so beautiful, so sexy. It wants nobody else but you, only you. That hungry pussy, so wet, so slick, so hungry for me."

      
        "Ahhhh, yes, my baby. You're gonna make me cum."

      "Yes, my darling mother, cum for me. Cum for your son who's so in love with you, so hungry to fill you up. I'm also getting close. Do you want to see how much I cum for you?"

      "Yes, my baby. Yes... I'm going to... aaaaahhhhhhhhh," her moan climbed to a wail as her entire body convulsed as if it was being hit by electric shock after shock. Her head flew back and her eyes rolled up into her head as a massive orgasm totally consumed her. Her legs straightened and clasped her hand between her thighs.

      That brought me to the edge, but I held back.

      Slowly, her climax passed and released her back to earth. With a deep breath, she raised her head back up, and her eyes refocused on my slow and sensual jacking. When I had her full attention, I let go and came into a handful of tissues. I had to let her see the stream she'd generated with her wanton display.

      That triggered an aftershock in her, and her pussy contracted as she came again, softer than the screaming peak, but noticeable nonetheless.

      "Ah," she sighed, coming back to earth. "I've never given myself anything like that before."

      "I'm glad. Think that was better than Mr. Tease could have given you?"

      "Oh honey, I can't imagine anybody, I mean anybody, giving me what you did."

      "Without even touching you. Imagine if... I know, I know, you're my mother, but still, you can't blame a man for wondering.

      "Oh honey," she muttered, still shaking her head. "That was something from a different planet."

      "Good. Hmm, does that mean next Friday you'd like me to go dancing with you?"

      "Wha--?

      
        
      

      "Hey, you just said that a fun sexy night with me gives you a bigger orgasm than a random dude. And you KNOW I would never go home with Barb. I'd be stuck to you like a magnet."

      "But, but... it's an adult bar."

      "I'm an adult. I may not be able to drink alcohol, but I can come along as a designated driver, no? Save you money on a cab or rideshare. In fact, most places will give me soft drinks for free if I do. Anyway, no need to decide now. It's just a suggestion, something to think about."

      --

      Saturday, the atmosphere in the house was interesting. Mom seemed to have second thoughts about our mutual masturbation session. I could almost see the wheels turning in her head. Did we cross a line? Where was the line exactly? Clearly intercourse was a no-no in her book, but where was that elusive line? How about mutual masturbation--where did that fall in the continuum? Did mutual exposure cross the line, even though neither touched the other? If there was to be touching, what would be allowable and what not?

      I decided to get out of the way and go hang out with a couple of friends and play video games. My mom didn't react one way or the other at the news. When I came back late in the afternoon, I could see she'd spent the day cleaning--her way of dealing with frustration.

      "Hey, mom," I said cheerily as I returned.

      "Hi Gunnar, have a good time?"

      "Yeah, but not as good as hanging with you. You up for going to a movie tonight at the Cineplex? We can grab something in the food court for dinner, what do you say?"

      A look of relief showed on her face. We discussed the movies playing and I let her choose.

      --

      
        We arrived at the mall an hour early, and split up in the food court. She got a healthy salad from one of those foo-foo green salad chains, and I got some teriyaki and rice. Her food was ready first, so she went and chose a table at the edge of the seating area, next to the little garden they had. Sensing she might want to talk, I headed there with more than a little trepidation.

      I was right. We'd not even started eating when she opened her mouth. "Gunnar, we need to talk."

      "Okay, but can I say something first? It'll be quick."

      With a nod, she stuck a forkful of green stuff in her mouth.

      "I just want to tell you that you are an awesome mom, a very beautiful woman, and I love you. That's all." I started eating.

      Her eyes teared up. "Thank you for saying that. I love you, too. I try to be a good mother for you. Father, too, for that matter. In this day and age that's a tough assignment, but you're worth it. It means a lot to me that you respect me so, and go out of your way to affirm and encourage me. Listening to other moms, it seems I'm the luckiest of the bunch with my son staying out of trouble and not giving me a hard time. So, thank you for that."

      "Hmm..." I replied. "I hear a 'but' coming."

      "Your hearing is good, young man. There is a but. What we did last night was way out there--"

      "Before you continue, can I say, that was one of the most awesome experiences of my admittedly short life? You're not only beautiful, but the most sexy woman I know, and know of. You have no idea what it means to me to see you trust me with one of your most intimate moments. And to be part of something so special, so personal, and to be part of something that brought you so much pleasure and joy. Very, very special. No buts about it."

      Apparently, that was not what she was expecting. The silence stretched over several forkfuls of greenery and teriyaki.

      "What we did was wrong," she finally blurted out.

      
        "Bullshit!" I responded, clearly another unexpected response. In her stunned silence I followed up, "What happened, happened between two consenting adults who love each other a lot. Nobody was harmed in any way--the opposite, in fact." My voice became more forceful. "So, no, I don't agree that there was anything wrong in what we did. You loved seeing me pleasure myself, and I enjoyed seeing you do the same. What we did was something normal, you said so yourself. The only difference was we did it in sight of each other. We didn't even touch each other. Where exactly was the harm? And, please, don't give me vague generalizations. I want to know, exactly and specifically, what hurt you, and why? I can categorically say nothing even came close to hurting me. What it did was open a clear channel of communication between parent and son."

      Her eyes teared up and she inhaled to reply, but I headed her off again. "Oh, and before you reply, please remember what you said: I'm one of the best behaved teen children your circle of acquaintances has. And that's because you did such an awesome job of raising me. You taught me right from wrong, and set the example I'm proud to follow. What happened last night was one of the many things you did as part of raising me as well as you did. So... again, exactly what was wrong? After last night I love you more than before, not less. I respect you more than before, and you have to admit you saw evidence of how respectful you made me--never did I do anything to violate your space, give you lip, or show any attitude. So... exactly and specifically."

      She bit her upper lip as she tried to figure out what to say. I loved that simple little gesture.

      After a long exhale, she said, "I just don't think it's healthy for a mother to even admit to her son that she masturbates, let alone do it in front of him. It's just not right."

      "Says who? And before you answer, how well are those people's children raised?"

      She was caught and she knew it.

      Since I was on a roll, I continued. "You just feel guilty for having such pleasure and letting your son see it, don't you? And the reason you have that feeling is... what? Is it because it's been so long since someone encouraged you to enjoy a simple pleasure? Try being honest, mom." I lowered my voice so nobody else could hear us. "You were horny, and it was a new and unique experience to let your son see how turned on you were, and playing with that sexy smooth pussy of yours, wasn't it? You enjoyed seeing my eyes sweep over your body and appreciate it. You enjoyed seeing how hard my cock grew--just for you. It made you feel good to see a young man so turned on by your sexy body, didn't it? When you saw my eyes following your fingers playing with your clit, you loved it, didn't you?"

      I was really going for it, trying to turn her on with nothing but words. Her breathing quickened, telling me it might be working. "Your nipples looked so sexy, standing upright like that. When you pinched them, it felt good, didn't it? Could you feel your slit becoming wetter and wetter? Did it get to you when you saw my hands not even having to stroke my penis, because seeing you made it so hard? You know that's the one part of a man that can never lie, don't you? You saw how hard you make my cock. I almost came without even touching it, just by looking at you."

      Her hardened nipples poked through her bra and blouse. Her lips were slightly parted and she breathed through them. By now her arousal had clearly replaced her apparent guilt.

      "So, sexy mother of mine, be honest. Did you enjoy our time together, playing with your body and watching me do what you said was normal?"

      Her eyes closed for several seconds and I saw her reach a hand under the table.

      I shook my empty paper cup, rattling the ice cubes at the bottom. "I think the movie is about to start in a few minutes. Do you want me to get you a refill?" I pointed at her cup.

      Apparently unable to speak, she just nodded and slid the cup toward me. I rose and walked to her side of the table. "It'll cost you, though."

      At her slight frown, I lifted her chin and placed a soft, short kiss on her lips.

      "Don't forget the tip when I come back," I said over my shoulder as I walked away.

      When I returned, the sexual tension was broken, but also her melancholy (guilty?) mood. She got up, put her arms around my neck, and pushed her body against mine with a smile. "Thank you, waiter. Here's your tip." Her lips touched mine softly and for a few seconds. No tongue, in case someone might see us. Holding hands, we sauntered over to the cinema. Don't know about her, but I was relieved at dodging the bullet of discontinuance of our increasing intimacy.

      The movie was so-so, but I enjoyed it because she cuddled into me. The cinema had a section toward the back where seats were grouped into twos, with no armrest between them. Mom headed straight for that and cuddled into me when the previews started. I put my arm around her shoulders and, horny teen that I was, let my hand slowly drift downwards toward her prominent mound. She undid the top two buttons of her blouse to let me know my move was neither unnoticed nor unwelcome. It took me deep into the movie, and several closer snuggles from her for my hand to finally reach her nipple. She let her hand rest on my thigh. When I squeezed her nipple, she responded by squeezing my thigh.

      
        
      

      I leaned over and kissed her ear lightly, before nibbling it softly. Her breathing increased, and I stroked her nipple from the aureole to the tip a little harder. She turned her face to me and, never one to spurn an invitation, I kissed her. Her tongue immediately sought mine and we descended into a classic movie house makeout session. My hand drifted across her whole breast inside her bra, and returned to her still-erect nipple. By now her hand had reached my member and she stroked it through my jeans. Good thing the movie had been showing for a while and the theater was almost empty.

      I pulled back from the kiss and looked at the beautiful mature woman next to me. "You are so beautiful," I whispered. "I can't believe my good fortune to have you kissing me." Before she could respond our tongues reconnected and slid around each other in the age-old dance of love while my fingers continued squeezing and releasing her nipple and she panted in heat.

      My other hand lightly stroked up her inner thigh. She parted her legs in invitation and I reached the junction of her jean legs, and rubbed it softly. Hopefully, next time she'd wear a skirt, but hey, a man has to take what a man can get.

      Fortunately, we sensed when the movie was winding down, and we disentangled slowly. I noticed a few couples around us do the same. One girl apparently lost her bra completely, but managed to pull her top over her boobs, letting her nipples jut out unhindered. Mom giggled when she saw she wasn't the wildest chick in the flick.

      Hand in hand we sauntered back to the parking structure. When we got there, I pushed her against the passenger door and we kissed again. Her lips were so soft and her mouth so warm we must have tongue-wrestled for a while, because when we looked around, we were the last car around. I opened her door and she slid into her seat with her eyes half-closed.

      The car was silent as I drove us home. "Can I ask you a personal question, mom?"

      "No, I'm not a virgin anymore," she replied, breaking us both up. "What?"

      "How many toys do you have?"

      "That's not the kind of question a boy is supposed to ask his mother," she replied with a teasing smirk.

      
        Ignoring her dodge, I plowed ahead. "Only three? I thought you'd have more than that?"

      "Hey! Who told you I had three? Did you go looking through my closet?"

      "Never. I just took a guess to get past your deflection. Which ones do you have? Do you have a rabbit?"

      "No, what's that?"

      "That's one with a motorized penis that goes round and round inside of you, and then it has a vibrating little thing to play with your clit. So when you put it in, it rubs your G-spot and your clit both."

      With mouth open and brows raised, my mother looked at me. "And, pray tell, how do you know all this, Mr. Expert?"

      "Like everyone else, the internet. Have you ever tried one?"

      "Unlike you, horny young pervert, I'll have you know I'm not consumed by sex. I'm a normal woman, with responsibilities, a job and everything else."

      "But you have three toys. Will you show them to me?"

      "Why are you so interested?"

      "I love you, beautiful woman. I want to know you better and it interests me to know what kind of toys you prefer."

      "Let me think about it. I'm not sure I want to reveal all my intimate secrets to my son."

      --

      We arrived home.

      
        
      

      "Rum and Coke?" I asked my mother.

      "Thanks, that'd be nice. Let me get into something more comfortable."

      Hmm, I thought, t-shirt and jeans is a pretty high bar for comfortable, but after our delightful makeout session in the movie theater, I had hopes.

      I quickly fixed her drink and poured myself a straight Coke before heading up the stairs to replace my shirt and jeans with my usual home outfit of... my boxers.

      After several long minutes, my mother appeared in her bra and panties, carrying a shoebox. "I don't know what my friends would think, so you have to promise me you won't breathe a word to anyone, okay?"

      Not having any idea what she was talking about, I nodded. Anything needing to be kept secret while she was only wearing underwear could only be good.

      She eased onto the sofa next to me and opened the box, revealing her sex toys: a pink vibrator, a silver one and a flesh-colored cock-shaped dildo.

      Little Gunnar immediately rose to attention, pitching a steep tent in my boxers. She noticed, and giggled. "I thought you might be interested."

      "Wow, mom, I'm honored that you'd take me into your confidence with something as personal as this. Which one of these do you use the most?"

      She blushed. "I usually use two of them at a time, not just one."

      Whoa! "Like you put the dildo in your pussy and use a vibrator on your clit?"

      Her blush deepened and she drew in a breath. "I don't know if I should have shown you this. Now you're going to ask me all kinds of embarrassing questions."

      
        I took her hand and kissed the back of it. "Feel free to pass on any question that makes you feel uncomfortable. It's just I have so much respect for you (a) for treating me like an adult and (b) for trusting me. I promise all of this stays right here. But you're right, I do have questions. First one is how often do you use your toys, as opposed to just your fingers?"

      She lowered her head and didn't look me in the eye. "I've never stopped to count, but I'd say about 50-50. When I'm already aroused--"

      "Like when you come back from a dance with Barb?"

      "Yes, like that. When I'm already revved up, I just use my fingers and get off quickly."

      It turned me on to hear my mother is so sexual that she gets off quickly, and so often. My erection strained harder and a wet spot appeared where my precum leaked into the fabric.

      "So, how often have you used your toys since we started making out and masturbating to each other?"

      "Never." She looked at me intently.

      "Which means you are turned on so much from our interaction you just cum quickly with your fingers?"

      "I'm not sure," she whispered, "that I should share such information with my son."

      I grinned. "You mean the son who thinks you're pretty and sexy and the most wonderful mother on earth? And who kissed you all through the movie? That son?"

      She nodded, looked up and gave me a shy smile. The dark spot that had appeared on her panties, though, told me the truth--she was loving this interaction. I wondered if I could get her off her "I'm your mother" shtick and let me fuck her.

      Slowly, I told myself, keep going slowly. "So, mom, how do you use two vibrators at the same time?"

      Seemingly relieved at the change of topic, she said, still in a soft voice, "One on my nipples, and the other, you know..."

      
        
      

      "On your clit?" I wanted to get her more comfortable using sex terms.

      She nodded, again pulling her upper lip between her teeth.

      "Thank you for trusting me and sharing." I sat up straight. "Can I just tell you how much I enjoyed tonight? I loved sitting in the movie and kissing you. You are a fantastic kisser."

      Her face brightened with a big smile. "You think so?"

      "Umm, well, now I'm not so sure. Remind me again how it felt." I leaned over toward her.

      She laughed at my blatant hint, and leaned toward me. Our lips connected and, just as in the movie, our tongues met and slid around each other. Her breathing picked up and she put a hand behind my head to draw me in closer. Like in the movie, I slid my arm around her shoulder and cupped her breast, first over her bra, and then inside it.

      After a few minutes, she began moaning as my thumb and forefinger squeezed her nipple like she liked it. My other hand slid up her thigh toward her increasingly wet panties, really little more than a thong.

      The pressure of her hand behind my head increased as she almost wanted to pull me into her mouth. The hand on her breast moved to the other one, and she moved a little to make it easier. My hand on her leg moved up and lightly brushed against her wet panties, then moved back and forth across the front of her smooth pussy.

      The hand not behind my head drew my hand tighter into her pussy to increase the pressure on her clit.

      I disengaged from our kiss and looked at her. Rubbing over her clit again, I asked. "Can I play on your clit with one of your vibrators?"

      "I don't know if we should go that far," she whispered, panting with her eyes closed.

      "You don't need to take off your panties, I just want to see how it looks when I rub it over you."

      
        
      

      She lay back and opened her legs. "I trust you when you say you won't take off my panties."

      I reached into the shoebox, took out the pink vibe and turned it on. The pink looked feminine against the black thong, and I rested it softly at the top of her camel toe. Her body jerked at the initial contact. I lay against the sofa's backrest next to her, pushed the bra over her breasts and locked my mouth on the closest nipple. The combined feel of my sucking on her nipple and running the vibrator up and down her slit made her utter a long moan, groaning louder as the pleasure mounted. Her lower body began that ancient fucking motion, at first just a little, but then increasing as I brought her closer to the climax she needed.

      To prolong the pleasure, I slid the vibrator down, past her opening to her perineum and then her little rosebud. I don't know if it was the unexpectedness, but that made her cry my name out loud. I switched to her other nipple and brought the vibrator back to her pussy's opening. I pressed it in and felt the increasing slipperiness. Testing the water, I slipped it in the side of her panties and slowly edged it inside of her wetness. By now her arousal was in full swing and her humping motion edged the vibrator inside.

      I lifted my mouth from her nipple. "Mother, imagine that is my steel-hard cock sliding into you," I said I pressed the humming device into her.

      With a loud cry, she convulsed, and came. Again, her legs clamped her treasure shut and her lower body levitated off the sofa while she screamed at the top of her lungs, "Gunnaaaaaaaaaaar! Fuuuuuuuuuck! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeeee!!"

      I pulled the vibe out slowly as she came down, and moved it to her clit. In less than two minutes, she erupted again, just as loud and intense. She pulled my head up and kissed me, almost violently, sucking my tongue almost out of its socket. "Oh fuck, Gunnar, I love you, I love you, I love you so much!" she groaned as she separated us, looking into my eyes like lasers of desire.

      Suspecting her bipolar feelings after her orgasms, I slowly withdrew my hands and my head, and just held her close, cuddling her and letting her feel the affection and unconditional acceptance. It was as if she felt her self-respect restored with each orgasm, then violated when she came down, and she needed to withdraw as penance and to restore what she perceived society expected from a mother. As she wilted, I drew a sheet and a blanket over us and before too long, both of us had drifted off into the blissful sleep only a body and mind blowing climax can bring. Except of course I didn't have mine. But I was playing the long game. Once she became more comfortable with our interactions and became more addicted to her orgasms, I hoped we could progress to the real thing, where both of us could cum with natural and complete release.

      
        --

      The next morning, I woke early and slipped out of her bed as quietly as I could. I figured it would help her to wake alone, instead of with the object of her guilt.

      I took a shower, relieving the morning wood against the shower wall and rinsing it off. Refreshed, I put on a t-shirt and shorts, and walked to the kitchen to make coffee and breakfast.

      An hour or two later, my disheveled mother emerged from the living room. Before she could say anything, I said, "Good morning, most awesome mother in the world. I'm fixing your favorite breakfast, French toast. So go and take a nice long shower, and when you're done it'll be ready for you."

      With a shy smile, she nodded, and headed up the stairs.

      When she came down, she wore a summer dress that came to mid-thigh, with no bra. Seems like she was trying to strike a balance between a proper, conservative mother and someone who was just beginning to explore the freedom of her femininity.

      I plated her French toast, with two slices of bacon, and genuine Vermont maple syrup, along with a big mug of coffee the way she liked it.

      Although we didn't say much, her smile told me she was, for the most part, in a good place. When we finished, I braced myself for the inevitable "talk," and decided to take as much control of it as I could.

      I moved and took the vacant chair beside her at the table. Then I turned sideways and took her hand in mine. "Mom, last night was one of the most incredible experiences I've ever had. Everything, from dinner with the most beautiful woman on earth, then the movie, sitting with you, enveloped in your affection, was just beyond description. Thank you so much.

      "I've told you before what a wonderful parent you've been to me, under trying circumstances. But lately, you've taken that to a new high. The way you trust me means more to me than you will ever know. And I hope you've noticed how I've never lost any respect for you. If anything, my respect and admiration for you has only grown. I hope you agree that I never invaded your space until you showed me I'd be welcome. I've never pushed beyond any limit you've set in place, because I respect you so much. I also want you to know I never will. I love you too much.

      
        
      

      "I am so happy in the place of openness and trust you've brought us into, and I love you more than words can ever say. You are, without question, the most wonderful mother in the whole wide world."

      A tear appeared in each eye. "Aww," she breathed she leaned forward for a kiss. Our lips met, softly and gently. After several seconds, I cautiously slid my tongue across her lower lip. After drawing in a breath, her mouth opened and our tongues met in the middle.

      I rose and lifted her up with me. Our kiss grew into a full-body hug with arms encircling each other and tongues renewing their acquaintance with leisurely strokes.

      Pulling back, I looked into her lidded eyes. "Mother, I love you so, so much. And I still think you are the sexiest woman in the world."

      "Hmmmmm," she hummed as our lips reconnected with more intensity, and her lower body began pressing into a newly fed and refreshed Little Gunnar. Whew, seemed like I headed off her usual post-connection "we can't do this" sermon.

      My hands found their way to her unencumbered breasts, and I squeezed them firmly, before pinching her nipples.

      "You like them, don't you?" she teased with a breathy chuckle.

      "Oh no," I said with emphasis. "No, sexy woman, I don't like them--I loooove them!"

      When she laughed, I slid one of the shoulder straps down and kissed my way from her ear down to her neck, clavicle and a nipple.

      Her moan escalated as she gripped my head and tried to pull it in even tighter.

      One of my hands reached down to the back of her leg and slid up her inner thigh.

      "Oh yes, my darling, you make your old mother feel soooo good."

      
        
      

      I decided to step things up, and reached down her other leg with my other arm. Then, before she could react, I lifted her onto the table.

      "What are you--"

      Before she could react any further, I sank into the chair before her, opened her legs, stepped between them and threw them over my shoulders. No panties. My face ended up mere inches from her treasure, wet from her drooling.

      I blew softly on her puffed lips and she trembled.

      "Oh yes, such a beautiful and sexy MILF treasure." With an exaggerated gesture I inhaled. "Smells so wonderful, makes me want to taste it."

      Her arousal must have overtaken her, because she only squirmed. "Well?"

      Oh wow. Was that an invitation? Before she could change her mind and revert back to the "mother" mantra, I leaned forward and lightly touched her puffy outer lips with my tongue. A guttural moan escaped her. I teased her opening, playing around it with my tongue, then darted it in and out of her. Her taste was a little different, more nuanced than her smell--I loved it. I slid my tongue up her slit opening her folds.

      Her body began to hump me and she began to moan again, increasing and decreasing her volume as my tongue played with her slit. I slid it up to just below her clit, which started coming out from its hood, as if to reach out to me.

      I slid my tongue past her oversized nubbin, over its top and back down the other side. Her cry of frustration became a howl. She grabbed my head and pulled it in tighter to where she wanted attention.

      Still in teasing mode, I slid my tongue back down her slit to play with her opening again.

      "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," she began to chant as her body humped my face. "Stop teasing me."

      
        I slid two fingers in slowly, shallow at first, then back out, then deeper and back, until she screamed, "Gunnar, no! Fuck me. Cum! I want to cum! Make me! Now!"

      I sucked her clit, rubbed my fingers over her G-spot, and she exploded. Her legs clamped my head and her hips lifted off the table as she screamed my name and held my head to her spasming pussy clamping down on my fingers. "Gunnar!! Yes! Oh yes! Fuuuuuuuuuuck! Yes, my son, my motherfucking son, yes, like that! Ooooooooooooh!"

      After what felt like an eternity, she exhaled and relaxed, panting like crazy. I lifted my head and looked at her. Her face glowed with a wide smile of satisfaction. "Shoot! Believe it or not, but that was the first time anyone has eaten me."

      "What did I tell you? Shaving brings its own reward."

      "Dang, if I knew that was so pleasurable I would have done it years ago."

      "See all the good things that come from listening to your son who loves you? And who thinks you're the sexiest woman on earth?"

      She blushed. "Thank you, Gunnar, you are good for your fat old mother's ego."

      "Not fat, not old, but hot as fuck! I want you, I want you so much I can taste it."

      Shaking her head, she whispered. "Me too, baby, me too, but we can't. I shouldn't even have allowed you to eat me. That was so, so wonderful, but we can't have sex, baby. Please don't fight me on this. It's hard enough for me already."

      "Is it hard?" I asked with a smile.

      "Oh, baby, you have no idea," she said in a hoarse whisper.

      With my best teasing voice, I said, "Really? Tell me what you would have wanted to do if I were not your son."

      
        She actually blushed. "A mother can't tell her son things like these."

      I softly rubbed a nipple. "What things, mother? What would you have wanted me to do if you weren't my hot mother?"

      "I would have wanted you to stand up right where you are," she muttered, "and shove that big, hard cock of yours into me, filling me up."

      I stood, lowered my shorts and held my cock an inch from her drooling pussy. "How would you have touched my cock that's so hard for you?"

      Flicking her eyes from mine to my throbbing member, she reached down and folded her soft hand around it. "Like that, my young man."

      "What would you have done with it, sexy woman?"

      She rubbed my hard member up and down her slit, and flicked it across her clit before circling her clit with it.

      "Hmmm, niiiice. Where would you have positioned it to take you?"

      With an intense gaze into my eyes, she positioned my head right at her opening.

      "Hmm, that feels so sexy, so wet, so perfect. Does it feel good for you, too?"

      Her body was in full humping mode, eagerly craving this temptation positioned right at the entrance of her love tunnel. "Yes, my darling," she whispered with eyes closed. "This feels beyond description."

      "What would you do next?" I carefully avoided calling her mom or mother, so as not to remind her of her reservations. With everything in me I wanted to slide my hardness into its home, but it had to be her, not me.

      
        Pushing onto the table with her hands, she lifted herself and moved forward to take the first inch of my starving cock. It felt like heaven, being inside that warm, slick, welcoming cavern of love that enfolded me.

      I leaned forward and kissed her. Her tongue almost jumped out at me as she flung her arms around my neck and we kissed with a fervency she'd not shown yet. Her moans became one. As we kissed, her legs encircled my waist and she pulled herself further toward me, drawing my throbbing cock deeper into her pussy.

      She finally was losing control. With her arms around my neck, she lifted her body from the table and impaled herself onto my hungry cock. For a moment she pulled back, looked at me an whispered hoarsely, "I give up. I want you, Gunnar. I want you so bad. Fuck me now, give me all you have."

      Then she resumed kissing me and began moving her body--she was fucking me, not I her! Making a half-turn, I laid her undulating body back on the table. Then I pulled my body back and begun fucking her in earnest. Bodies slapping, we grunted, hissed and moaned as weeks and months of frustration broke forth in a tsunami of passion.

      She kept on urging me, "Yes, motherfucker, yes! Pound me, take me, fuck me, harder, harder!" More than any of the guys she'd brought back from her dances, she was totally surrendered to the moment, to the ultimate fusion of our bodies and souls. This was a moment with no comeback, no return, no reservation.

      A climax roared through her body, but I didn't slow down, I just kept up the onslaught. Another round of wails and clamping pussy walls followed, and then we boarded the roller coaster for the grand finale. Our kisses became wet slobbers punctuated by grunts, moans and cusses.

      "Slow down," she panted, "Let's do this one together." Panting myself from exhaustion, I slowed. Then she looked at me with wild eyes, "Now, baby! Now, take me with you." Unable to speak I peaked and blasted her insides, my squirts matched by her pulses.

      We had finally broken the ultimate barrier, and what an incredible experience it was!

      We spent the rest of the weekend in her bed and the shower. By Sunday night I had moved into her bedroom and for practical purposes we lived like husband and wife.

      
        To maintain appearances, she still went out with Barb, but only like once every six weeks. I drove her and picked her up by 9:30 or so, and when we got home we "celebrated" her not ever being unlucky again.

      Obviously, as time passed we both moved on to other more permanent relationships, but we never lost that special closeness we built up during this special time.
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