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  Chapter One


  


  “You should have been there!” Luke exclaimed as he took the exit. “Me and Paul are watching the Bruins, and Cammy comes busting into his house screaming at him.”


  “Shit, dog,” Chris replied through the car speakers. “Let me guess, she found out that skank Lynn blew him at that party last weekend.”


  “Nail on the head! Man, she was heated! She came in so fast Paul barely had time to stand up, and she shoves him back on the couch calling him a fucking cheat and starts smacking him.”


  “Damn!”


  “Gets worse,” Luke continued. “His mom was home, and she comes running in from the kitchen wanting to know what’s going on and Cammy says her son’s a cheating piece of shit.”


  “Paul’s Mom must have gone off on her!” Chris had that tone of excitement people often expressed when hearing juicy gossip or trouble that didn’t involve them.


  “She asked what she meant, and Cammy tells her. His mom asks him if it’s true, and like an idiot he says yeah, then his mom starts in on him too!”


  “Right, she likes Cammy,” Chris noted. “Hmm, guess she’s available now. I wonder if she’s up for some revenge sex.”


  “Bro, with friends like you.” Luke paused for a moment. “I better keep my business to myself.”


  “I’m kidding.”


  “Not.” Luke laughed as he cruised down Post Road before taking the right to head home. “But while they’re tag teaming him, I’m kind of trying to slink off the couch and get out, then his mom sees me and tells me I’m not staying over, and Chris won’t be going anywhere for a long time.”


  “Shit, 19 and grounded! What a loser!” Chris whistled.


  “Dude, weren’t you grounded last month when your dad found your stash?”


  “Yeah, but come on, that was over chronic; that’s important. He got nailed for being dumb enough to let Lynn give him head. He had to know someone was going to tell Cammy.”


  “True, the power of bud trumps the power of pussy,” Luke agreed.


  “What are you going to do now? You want to come hang here for the night? My parents won’t care.”


  “Nah, I’m going home, but maybe we can do something tomorrow.”


  “Better be careful going in the house.”


  “What do you mean?” Luke turned onto his street.


  “Your folks think you’re gone for the night, you might walk in on something you don’t want to see.”


  “My rooms down the hall from theirs,” Luke sighed. “Trust me, I’ve heard enough to know they don’t need me out of the house to have sex.”


  “Yeah, but maybe when you’re not there they get their freak on all over the house. That nice big couch in your living room, the dining room, the…”


  “Okay, I get it.”


  “If I was your dad I’d be getting it anywhere, anytime I could.” He whistled and Luke rolled his eyes, knowing what was coming. “Damn, your mom is fine.”


  “I know, know how I know? Because you’ve been telling me that since I met you in eighth grade.”


  “I swear she gets hotter every year. Your father is one lucky guy.”


  “I’ll let him know you think that.”


  “Seriously, bro, I used to think that Milf shit was a myth, I mean whose mom looks that good, then I met your mom.”


  “I’ll pass that on too.” Luke cleared his throat. “Hey, Mom, Chris thinks you’re a Milf and Dad’s his hero because he gets to see you naked.”


  “He gets to do more than that! I’d never let that woman out of bed.”


  “Okay, okay.” Luke pulled up to his house, and stopped when he saw a black Dodge Ram in the driveway behind his parent’s cars. “Enough about my mom.”


  “I’m just teasing.”


  “No, you’re not, you gawk at her whenever you’re over here and you tried to get me to steal a pair of her panties and give them to you for your birthday.”


  “Can’t blame a guy for trying, and it was her thong. I know she wears them, there aren’t any panty lines in those yoga pants she wears around the house.”


  “I’m home, gotta go, try not to jack off to my mother when I hang up, okay?”


  “Too late!” Chris laughed. “Kidding, call me tomorrow if you want to hang out.”


  “Okay, later.”


  Luke couldn’t fit in the driveway and settled for parking in front of the house. He got out wondering who the truck belonged to. It was after ten, and his parents usually didn’t have anyone over this late.


  He walked up the path to the front porch but stopped when he noticed the front of the house was in darkness. Even the porch light was out. Then again, they weren’t expecting him home.


  It was odd there were no lights in the living room, especially considering they had company, unless they were in the dining room having coffee. Except from where he was standing he’d be able to see the light from along the side of the house.


  He went around to the other side, opening the small gate that led to the narrow strip of lawn running along the house and into the back yard. With the lights out, it would be easier to get in through the back when the sensor light kicked on when he went into the yard.


  Luke slowed when he saw the light on in his parent’s room. He saw a silhouette behind the blind, then a second larger shadow passed by. He stopped in front of the window.


  Something didn’t seem right. Why would mom and dad be in their room if they had company?


  “That’s it, baby, you just sit back and watch the show.” Mom’s voice came through the open window.


  Well, Chris was wrong, they kept their sex life in the bedroom even when he wasn’t home. Noticing the blind was up a few inches, he averted his gaze, as he walked towards the back yard.


  “Show’s over here sexy, how about we get started?”


  Luke froze in mid-step. That wasn’t his father!


  “Hmm, sounds good,” Mom replied. “Is all that for me?”


  “Every inch, beautiful.”


  Luke shook his head. It couldn’t be. Maybe his father was sick and sounded different.


  Since their bedroom window faced the white fence blocking the neighbors from being able to see in, the blind was usually up a few inches to let some fresh air in. Luke, his heart pounding, eased up to it.


  Crouching low, he saw his mother in a short transparent blue lace robe. She had the ties in her hands, swaying seductively side to side. Her long platinum blonde hair, which she usually wore straight, had been curled and teased out.


  Like her hair, her make-up was different, applied much more heavily than she normally did. Mom’s electric blue eyeshadow matched the robe, and she had liberally applied red blush to her normally fair cheeks.


  Her lips were painted a deep blood red he’d never seen on her before, and the entire effect gave her a trashy look that was a sharp contrast to her normally professional appearance.


  The robe was sheer enough he could see her breasts, only her nipples remained concealed by strategically placed bows. It was insanely short, barely covering the curve of her ass and leaving the full length of her long legs exposed.


  Those legs ended in a pair of teal stilettos so high they looked like something a stripper or porn star would wear, and nothing he could ever have imagined her owning.


  “Wanna see?” Even her voice was different, deeper, with a smokey tone to it.


  Wait, she sounded a little different, maybe dad was doing that too, and they were engaged in some weird role play. The fleeting hopeful thought was dashed as quickly as it had formed.


  “I want to do more than see, baby.”


  Luke’s attention had been solely on his mother standing near the foot of the bed but at the sound of a voice that he already knew couldn’t be his father, he looked to his left.


  Sitting in the old leather recliner mom called her ‘reading chair’ in the corner of the room was a man. A man who was not his father. A man who was completely naked with his hard cock in his hand, stroking it while he stared hungrily at his mother.


  No, no, no! How could this be happening? His mother was cheating on his father! But as his mind raced his eyes remained focused on the asshole in the chair. He looked younger than mom, but not a kid, maybe thirtyish.


  He was a big guy, sitting tall in the chair, and with arms and shoulders that looked like he spent a lot of time in the gym. He had dark hair, and his equally dark eyes were focused on his mother who had walked over to stand directly in front of him.


  As uncomfortable as it was, Luke’s gaze kept going to his cock which was not only hard, but as big as the rest of him. Hard for his mother, his mother who had just pulled her robe open, and let it fall to the floor.


  Luke’s eyes widened as he caught a glimpse of his mother’s breasts, which although not large, were well shaped, perky, and sitting high and proud on her chest. Even from several inches away, Luke could see her pink nipples were erect.


  “Like them?” Mom, now clad only in the heels and a light blue thong that tied over her hips, cupped her tits, showing them off. “They’re not the biggest, but I haven’t had any complaints.”


  “They’re as perfect as the rest of you,” the man told her, his eyes lingering on them. “But I think I’d like them better if they were in my mouth.”


  “I like that.” Mom smiled as he reached for her, but pushed his hands away. “But nothing goes in your mouth until I’ve had something in mine.”


  She slowly sank to her knees, her hand reaching for his cock. That broke Luke’s shocked paralysis. He staggered back from the window so quickly he tripped and fell on his ass.


  He put his hands to his eyes as if he could block out the vision of his mother’s breasts and her touching another man’s dick. Jesus, where was his father? Dad’s car was there, maybe he went out with a friend.


  Odd because Chris hadn’t been too off the mark with his comment that his parents liked having him out of the house to the point they were the ones who suggested he spend the night at a friend’s.


  Why would dad leave mom alone? No, that wasn’t what was important, what mattered was his mother was with another man! Luke pushed himself up from the grass wondering what to do.


  How could Mom do this to dad? To him too, because nothing could be the same after what he’d just seen. His stomach churning, he approached the window and taking a breath, peeked in.


  He couldn’t say why he was doing it, there was no way he’d imagined what he’d seen. Yet with the same twisted fascination people exhibited when driving by a bad car accident, he felt compelled to take another look.


  It was a decision he immediately regretted. His mother was on her knees, sucking the guy’s dick. Her eyes were closed, and he could hear her moaning softly as she bobbed her head.


  Some of her hair had fallen across her face and he moved it with his hand.


  “Don’t want to block the view,” he said softly as he kept his large hand on the back of his mother’s head, guiding her red lips along his shaft.


  Mom made a gagging sound as she took his cock all the way, her face pressing into his stomach and held him there, shaking her head slowly back and forth.


  “Fuck,” he gasped. “Damn you give good head, your hubby’s a lucky man!”


  Luke backed away from the window again, what was he thinking going back for more? Bad enough he’d seen his mother topless, now he’d just watched her sucking dick.


  She was even letting the jerk talk about dad while she went down on him. Dad…that was it! Luke pulled his cell from his back pocket, and noticed his hand was shaking as he scrolled through, looking for dad’s number.


  “Come on, pick up,” he whispered as he crouched down beneath the window.


  “Hey.”


  “Dad! Listen, you need to come home right now! Mom…”


  “You’ve reached the phone of Jim Middleton, please leave your name, number and a detailed message and I’ll get back to you as soon as possible.”


  Shit! He hadn’t even realized the phone hadn’t rang in his ear but went straight to voicemail. Wherever Dad was he had his phone off. He’d ended the call once he heard the message but called it back.


  This time he left a message.


  “Dad, I don’t know where you are, but I’m home and something bad is going on! Moms with a guy! Come home or call me back, or something!”


  He stabbed the end button, and his heart raced at the enormity of what he’d done. He’d come right out and told his father what was going on. There was no turning back from this and when Dad found out…


  Jesus, his parents were going to get divorced! Dad would probably move out and who would he live with? Dad most likely, seeing he wasn’t a damn cheat breaking up the family.


  But what if by the time his father got the message and got home the guy was gone? His word against mom’s, who would he believe? Luke stared down at the phone still in his trembling hand.


  “Pictures or it didn’t happen,” he whispered the corny expression.


  But in this case he needed one, otherwise this could blow up in his face, and his father could think he was turning on his mother, and then she’d have it in for him for trying to rat her out.


  If he was going to be in trouble with one parent, shouldn’t it be the one in the wrong? Luke steeled himself and rose back up to look into the room. The chair was empty, as Mom was now on the bed.


  On her back, the man between her legs, going down on her.


  “Lick it,” Mom moaned, a hand in his short curly hair, the other playing with her left nipple. “Just like that, baby! Oh, honey, he’s going to make me cum so hard!”


  Mom’s hips were rocking, and her right foot on his back. Her other leg drawn up to her body, allowing Luke to see the man’s tongue busy on her clit while he fingered her.


  Even in his rattled state of mind, he thought it was an odd position, why would she have her leg lifted like that? It was like she was showing off for someone. For that matter, the way she’d said ‘he’ was odd, like she wasn’t talking to the guy.


  His mother had another man between her goddamn legs, who cares what she was saying? He cringed when she turned her head in his direction, but she was looking to the side, not the window which was past the bed.


  Mom’s eyes were now open, and she was smiling.


  “Hmm, damn straight I can’t wait for that big cock to stuff my wet cunt after I come. Bet I’ll come again when it’s inside me!”


  Luke held the phone up, and just before he took the picture, hit record instead, a short video would be even more convincing than a picture.


  He lowered his head, but kept the phone up, recording his mother as she moaned about how good the scumbag on the bed was eating her cunt and how deep his fingers were. Did she really need a damn play by play?


  Luke lowered the phone and hit play on the video. He barely looked at the screen, just enough to see his mother on the bed so he knew it had recorded. Satisfied it was more than enough, he then texted his father, with the message. “This is what’s happening.”


  He attached the video, and crept away from the window, wincing when he heard mom release a loud squeal, followed by several high-pitched yips that sounded like hiccups.


  He moved faster, wanting to get out of earshot as quick as possible. When he reached the back of the house, he approached the door, then hesitated.


  What should he do? Wait for Dad to call him back? Who knows where he was or what he was doing? It could be a couple hours, and was he supposed to just let some piece of shit fuck his mother in his father’s bed?


  There was no way the guy didn’t know she was married, there were pictures of mom and dad all over the house and in the bedroom. Plus, Luke had noticed she had her wedding band and engagement ring on while she stroked the guy’s dick.


  A flash of rage flowed through him. Yeah, this was more on his mother, the guy couldn’t be here without her, but what type of guy was fine with banging a married woman right there in her husband’s bed?


  Luke fished his keys from his pocket and unlocking the door, eased it open. He slipped into the back hall then entered the kitchen. He kept the lights off, feeling his way along the wall until he made his way into the dining room.


  He could see light from his parents’ room in the hallway. Guess Mom needed to see everything she was doing and having done to her. On that note, he scrunched his face up when he heard her cry out, “Oh, fuck that’s deep!”


  That brought his anger back to the surface, and he quickly went down the hall, and into his room. Grabbing the aluminum softball bat from the closet, he gripped it in both hands and stalked towards her room.


  The door was open several inches, giving him a full view of the bed. Mom was now on her knees, her ass in the air. The guy behind her, his big hands on her hips as he pounded away on her.


  Mom was facing his way, and although he only hesitated for a few seconds, it seemed to last longer as every unwanted detail burned into his eyes. Her arms were stretched out, her hands gripping the edge of the mattress.


  Her blue eyes were wide, and her mouth even wider, her red lips stretched into an O as the guy fucked her hard enough to rock the bed.


  “God, he’s fucking me so hard!” she gasped. “Where do want him to come, baby? My ass, my back? You want me to…”


  “I want to come all over that pretty face,” the guy, his muscular chest glistening with sweat, moaned. “Then shove my cock in your mouth, while your h…”


  “Get the fuck away from my mother!” Luke exploded into the room with the bat held high.


  “Oh my god, Luke!” Mom’s eyes went so wide they looked as if they were going to fall out of her head.


  “What the fuck?” The guy pushed away from his mother, his cock bobbing as he slid off the bed. “You said your son was…”


  “Shut up and get out!” Luke bellowed, brandishing the bat as he headed around the bed. “You got ten seconds, or I’ll bust your goddamn head open!”


  “Luke, no!” Mom was on her knees, the sheet pulled up over her body. “It’s not what you think!”


  “You’re cheating on dad!” Luke shouted at her. “You’re no better than this ass…


  “Luke, put the bat down!”


  He whirled around at the sound of father’s voice to see him now sitting in the recliner facing the bed. With the same slow-motion clarity he’d experienced watching his mother on the bed, he noticed several things in the few seconds he remained frozen in surprise.


  His father was naked, and as he leaned over to grab something from the floor to cover himself, Luke noticed his cock was as hard as the guy’s who had been fucking his mother.


  His right hand reached for the small table next to the chair, putting something down on it while he fumbled with his boxers, trying to slip them over his feet one handed. Luke was stunned when he saw what he’d placed on the table.


  A video camera.


  Next to the camera sat a bottle of tequila and three shot glasses.


  “Luke, put the bat down.” Dad, now with his boxers pulled up, had his hands up in a calming gesture. “It’s not his fault, and you’re Mom’s not cheating on me, it’s…” He trailed off and even in his confused state, Luke could see his father was embarrassed.


  “Go to your room, honey,” Mom spoke softly behind him. “We’ll talk about this.”


  “I’m out of here.” Luke turned to see the guy had his jeans on and was slipping a black t-shirt down over his head. “I’m here for fun, not drama.”


  Luke’s attention shifted to Mom who was now leaning against the headboard, the sheet wrapped around her upper body, her legs gathered beneath her. Her face was beet red, and she had the same guilty look of shame as his father did.


  He lowered the bat, letting it fall from his nerveless fingers as he stood in the middle of a scene so bizarre he wasn’t sure if it were real.


  “Sorry you had to see that kid.” Luke was so dazed he hadn’t even noticed the guy walking over to him.


  He gave Luke an awkward pat on his shoulder, then with a nod towards his father, said. “I’ll see my way out. Hope this works out for all of you.”


  He left the room, and Dad, who now had his jeans on, and his button-down shirt slipped over his shoulders, said quietly, “Luke, we…”


  “What the hell was that?” Luke cut him off. “What was happening?” He pointed to the nightstand. “You…you were filming that guy with mom?”


  “Honey, we know this is a lot,” Mom said from the bed.


  “A lot?” Luke found he couldn’t look at her because all he’d see was her on her knees with the guy banging her, an image that even as he tried to process this whole mess, he couldn’t get out of his mind. “How about fucking sick?”


  “Watch your mouth, Luke,” Dad admonished him.


  “Looks like you’re the one who likes watching her mouth.” Luke knew he was out of line, but didn’t care. How was he supposed to feel about this?


  “I know you’re upset, but you don’t disrespect your mother, or me.” Dad’s voice had an edge to it. “This isn’t exactly a proud moment for us either.”


  “Luke, why don’t you go to your room and try to calm down,” Mom suggested. “We need to do the same, and in a little while we’ll all talk about this, okay?”


  “It’s not okay, none of this is okay!” Luke continued to avoid facing her. “Now I know why you guys are always trying to get me to spend the night with friends. God, dad, you let guys treat mom like a whore and you…”


  “Your mother is not a whore!” Dad shouted and when he stepped forward, Luke instinctively stepped back.


  As mad as he was, this was still his father. More than that, his father was a big man and even in his forties still had a hard flat stomach with a hint of a six pack along with arms and shoulders that were a result of years of hitting the gym three to four times a week.


  “Jim, it’s okay!” Mom snapped. “Just let him be alone for a while.”


  “Your mother’s right,” Dad sighed. “We deserve you being mad at us, at least for now because you don’t understand, and you just saw something you think is wrong.”


  “I just…I can’t…I mean, she’s my mom and…” Luke’s anger was now turning to a jumble of conflicting emotions. “How could she act like that; how could you like it? How…”


  “Later.” Dad stepped up to him, and Luke flinched when he raised his hand, but it was only to put his hand on his arm. “Mom’s right, just go to your room and you and I will talk soon, okay?”


  “Yeah.” This time he agreed because he couldn’t stay there anymore. “Okay.”


  “Good, and you’re not in trouble, Luke. I guess we are at this point.”


  “I love you, honey,” Mom said softly behind him. “I’m sorry you’re upset with us.”


  “Okay,” he responded in little more than a whisper and took a step towards the door.


  “Luke, look at your mother when she talks to you.” Dad had noticed he wouldn’t turn around whenever she spoke.


  Luke shook his head.


  “I can’t look at her, not after that.” He moved as he replied, quickly stepping around his father and leaving their room, slamming the door shut behind him.


  




  Chapter Two


  


  


  Luke sat against the headboard, staring at his phone. He’d been attempting to watch a movie, then switched to playing video game. When he couldn’t focus on either, he popped in is earbuds and watched music videos.


  He had the volume up loud, hoping in vain the noise would disrupt his thoughts and more importantly break up the images that kept running through his mind. Over and over for the last hour, as if he were watching a video, but this one behind his eyes.


  Mom taking her robe off, on her knees sucking cock. On the bed, legs wide, moaning like a porn star while getting her pussy licked. The last image of her on her knees getting her brains fucked out.


  The look on her face, the slutty make up, her blue eyes wide and bright, and her mouth open as she moaned. The look on her face was one of pure lust. She was getting it good and loving every second of it.


  While his father sat in the chair with his dick in one hand, a camera in the other.


  Mom had been speaking to him when she’d said to enjoy the show, the guy moving her hair out of the way saying he wouldn’t want to block the view.


  Mom talking about how she was going to come and how bad she wanted his dick inside her. Even the crack the guy made about how lucky mom’s ‘hubby’ was.


  Those comments, the bottle of tequila, and how comfortable Mom was with the other guy. Dad filming it was the worst. It meant this not only wasn’t the first time; they’d been doing this for…how long?


  God, his parents were swingers.


  No, that might not be right. Luke thought swingers were couples that shared. From what he’d seen dad was just watching. But he had been naked…had Luke waited longer to break up the party would he have joined in?


  An unwanted visual of Mom on her knees, but this time sucking his father while the guy fucked her. His mother in a threesome, taking two dicks at once. A pig on a spit, the only thing missing would be dad and the guy high fiving over her like idiots.


  The whole thing was disturbing, and Luke couldn’t fathom how a man could want to watch his wife with another man. But he found he was more upset about his mother. His mother fucking other men with fucking the key word.


  There was nothing sweet about what he’d seen, Mom and the guy were talking dirty, and she was on her knees both to suck and fuck as casually as…well, as if she were with dad.


  Luke wasn’t naïve. His mother was a woman, his parents a couple, and both looked good. Chris hadn’t been the only kid to call out his mother being hot.


  She dressed well for work but wore tight fitting yoga pants and a sports bra when she went running or to the gym. Now that he had reason to think about it, when her and dad went out, her dresses tended to be shorter and tighter than he was comfortable with, but he figured she was showing off for dad.


  Now he knew she was flaunting herself to get men to bring back home.


  Dad was also a good-looking guy. Tall, broad shoulders, well built, a little gray in his short curly black hair, but it looked good on him. For his size, Dad had soft features and usually maintained a couple of days stubble or at times a neatly trimmed beard to not look ‘pretty’ as he called it.


  Luke looked just like him, albeit not as filled out, but he had the same deep soulful brown eyes, short dark hair, and smooth features. He wasn’t skinny, but tennis and track had him made him lean rather than jacked.


  His parents were an attractive couple and apparently they enjoyed using those looks to entice others to join them. Did dad do it to? Did they have women over and mom watched?


  Shit, was his mother into women?


  Luke slapped his forehead to snap himself out of the maddening loop of his parents no longer secret sex life, but it was impossible as every moment took him deeper down the rabbit hole.


  His father was filming it. What did he do with the videos? Was it just for the two of them to watch? Did they upload them to a porn site? Christ, was his mother porn hub famous and one day he’d come across the videos?


  Bet a lot of men had come across her both in person and possibly online if they were uploading the vids. Did they edit out mom’s face? Pretty hard to do when she was sucking dick, and she hadn’t been wearing a mask.


  Granted, with her hair curled and her make up heavily applied maybe someone who only casually knew her might not recognize her, but friends, family, co-workers? Friends…fuck, what if one of his friends found one of the videos?


  He’d never live it down, whoever found it would send it to everyone, it would be on their social media. “Look, it’s Luke’s mom getting fucked and not by his dad! No, wait, there is he is, he just joined in!”


  The creep he’d just caught them with had said he was going to come all over her face, then shove his dick back in her mouth. Mom was fine with him saying it, and obviously seemed to have no problem with him doing it.


  His fevered mind went back to what if these home movies were posted somewhere? Clips of his mother taking loads on her face and in her mouth, on her tits, her ass. Her ass, did she take it in the ass too? Let guys fuck her there? If Dad joined in did they stay on one end, or was mom into double…


  “Stop,” he whispered into the dark room.


  But he couldn’t. Even if they just kept the videos for themselves, it was disturbing. It meant somewhere on Dad’s computer there were movies of Mom with another man.


  How many were there? He didn’t want to know. What if Dad was ever hacked and someone got ahold of them? Mom ran her own real estate agency and Dad a senior partner in his investment firm.


  If the videos ever got out it could be trouble for both. Never mind the videos, what if Mom showed up to show a house and the guy was someone she’d had sex with? Or one of Dad’s clients?


  Luke circled back to what would be on those videos. His mother acting like a porn star, giving head, getting fucked in every position, maybe by Dad as well as whatever guy they picked for the night.


  His mother, his own damned mother was spreading her legs for any guy that…


  “Holy shit!” he exclaimed, when the light came on and he saw his father standing in his room, his hand on the switch just inside his door.


  “Sorry, didn’t mean to scare you,” Dad said, or at least that’s what it looked like he said, as Luke pulled the buds from his ears. “You up for talking?”


  “I don’t know.” He shrugged. “Not sure what we’re going to talk about.”


  “You’re kidding right?” Dad walked into the room and grabbing the chair in front of Luke’s desk rolled it over next to the bed and sat.


  “I guess you guys do what you do. Just wish I’d never come home early.”


  “Why did you?”


  “Paul’s girl showed up screaming at him because he cheated on her, so I left.” He grunted. “Guess some people think it’s wrong to screw other people.”


  “Yeah, ouch.” Dad nodded. “Listen, Luke, you have every right to be upset after what you walked in on, but I’m going to ask you to lay off the wise cracks, especially about your mother. She was upset you called her a whore.”


  “I didn’t say she was one, I said she lets guys treat her like one.”


  “That’s how she took it. I’m sure part of it is because she’s humiliated you caught us, but her feelings were hurt, and at some point I’d like you to say you’re sorry. Your mother’s a good woman, Luke, she doesn’t deserve to be called names.”


  “A good woman wouldn’t sleep with other men.”


  There was an instant look of anger on his father’s face, and Luke felt his stomach tighten, but when he spoke, he remained calm.


  “I understand why you say that, but this is her way of being a good woman because she does it for me as much as herself.”


  “I don’t…wait.” he blinked as his father’s words sank in. “She does this for you?”


  Dad nodded.


  “You’re an adult now and with this out in the open, I’m willing to explain it to you. But you have to act like an adult when I do. You can understand or not, it’s your choice.”


  “You’re acting like I’m the one that’s in the wrong,” Luke complained.


  “No one is in the wrong here.”


  “Seriously? I come home and see you recording mom with another man and that’s not wrong?”


  “Why is it wrong?” Dad asked. “Go on, tell me.”


  “Well because, it…” He frowned. “It’s just not right.”


  “Why not?”


  “Because it’s kind of twisted.”


  “Says who?”


  “Come on, Dad, you know it’s weird.” Luke snapped his fingers. “You tell people you work with you do this? Does mom? Does grandma and grandpa know? Your friends?”


  “Hmm, good comeback. No, we don’t.”


  “And Mom always used to tell me that if you’re ashamed to tell someone you did something, then odds are it was wrong?”


  “You pick convenient times to listen, don’t you?” Dad gave him a wry smile.


  “But it’s true. If you can’t tell anyone, then maybe it’s wrong, let alone lying to me.”


  “No one lied to you, Luke.”


  “Right, because I never came out and asked, hey dad you ever let other guys have sex with my mother?”


  “You’re pushing it,” Dad warned.


  “How should I feel?”


  “Luke, this isn’t something that gets discussed. You think I was supposed to come to you say, listen, your Mom’s a hot wife and I love watching her?”


  “A hot wife?” Luke’s eyes narrowed. “Like her looks?”


  “Your mother is hot. Somewhere in your mind you know that. The way your friends gawk at her when they’re over should have made you aware of it.”


  “Yeah, Chris has the hots for her, and other kids made cracks about her.”


  “They look, and she knows they look, and she likes it.”


  “Great,” Luke sighed. “I hope you guys never thought about…”


  “Give us some credit for god’s sake.” Dad’s tone was back. “You think your mother would sleep with one of your friends?”


  “Not on purpose, but what if she ended up with a kid I went to school with?”


  “We don’t bring kids home, the guys are usually over thirty,” Dad explained. “We have reasons for that.”


  “If you say so.”


  “Although I’d be lying if I didn’t say your mother would love to have sex with young men and I’d love her loving it.”


  “Oh, gross.” Luke slapped his forehead. “Why are we talking about this?”


  “Because I want to tell you why we do it. Otherwise, you’ll just think your mother is a slut and I’m a spineless cuck.”


  “I don’t know what a cuck is.”


  “A cuck is someone who’s wife will have sex with other men, but they don’t like it. She’ll do it anyway, sometimes she’ll bring the guy home and make him watch.”


  “What kind of sick crap is that?” Luke shuddered. “Make him watch?”


  “Thing is a lot of cucks do like it, but they’re conflicted, and the guilt and reluctance is part of the thrill. It’s a love hate thing. But that’s not what I am.”


  “You like her doing it, right?”


  “I think you saw that. Now what I mean by hot wife is your mother is a wife who will fool around with other men. In our case I encourage her to do it, so we meet them and bring them home together.”


  “How often do you do it?”


  “As often as we can.”


  “But it’s a small state, and if one of you ends up with someone who knows you, or me, then you guys are in trouble.”


  “Let me ask you, Luke.” Dad leaned forward, his hands clasped in his lap. “Are you more concerned for us, or worried about yourself and the shit you’d hear if someone found out?”


  Luke hesitated and his father nodded.


  “I figured as much, and it’s okay. It would be a hard thing for you if it got out. But life’s too short not to enjoy it, and we’re as careful as possible. Haven’t been caught until tonight.


  “Lucky me.”


  Dad gestured to him. “Do you have any questions?”


  “Maybe ignorance is bliss,” Luke muttered.


  “If that’s your choice, then I won’t make you talk about it,” Dad began. “But what you saw is nothing short of traumatizing, and if you don’t let me explain your mind will keep spinning.


  “You’re going to come up with the worst-case scenarios and wonder if they’re true or assume they are and get yourself crazy.” He patted Luke’s leg. “In fact, I bet that’s what you’ve been doing the last hour, am I right?”


  “Yeah,” he admitted.


  “Can’t shake what you saw? Wondering what else we’re doing that you don’t know about? How wild your mother gets and with who? Why the hell do I allow this?”


  “All of that.”


  “Then wouldn’t it be better to know the truth than to create things you’ll never know are real or not?”


  “I suppose.”


  “Listen, son, this sure as hell isn’t easy for me either. We have worried this might happen, but the older you got, the closer we were to you never finding out because after college you’ll go out on your own and we won’t have to worry anymore.


  “But you did, and here we are, and honestly, Luke, the main reason I want to talk about this is how you’re going to see your mother from this point forward.


  “She’s worried you see her as a slut, and a lousy wife and mother. I won’t allow you to feel that way, at least without hearing our side.”


  Luke lowered his head. “I didn’t mean to hurt her feelings; I just couldn’t get over her acting that way. That guy was talking to her like she was some skank he found at a bar.”


  “He wasn’t degrading her, just talking dirty.”


  “He said he was going to, you know, all over her face, then put it back in her mouth,” Luke pointed out. “That’s not degrading?”


  “Your mother likes it in the face.” Dad blinked as if he realized how bad that sounded. “Sorry, I’m making things worse being graphic. Nothing happens that your mother or I don’t want to.


  “We don’t just pick these guys off the street, we meet them through an adult website, then we meet in person for coffee or a drink and see if there’s chemistry between him and your mother.


  “If there is, and I have a good feeling about him, we lay down some rules, then set up a night for him to come over.”


  “Got this all figured out, huh?” Luke said disconsolately.


  “Pretty much.”


  “Does Mom like to be treated that way, or is it for you?”


  “If by ‘that way’ you mean she enjoys uninhibited sex, yes to both.”


  “You’re really fine with that? Guys treating her like she’s in a porn?”


  “Luke, porn is based on what people really do. Newsflash kid, people have been doing everything you see in porn since way before the internet.”


  “I guess, but I just don’t see how you like it. Shouldn’t you be the only guy she does those things with? Isn’t that one of the points of being married, your wife only does special things for you?”


  “I keep telling you she does do this as much for me as her. But to your point, what your mother does with those men is just sex, and yes, she’s sharing her body. I have her heart, and that’s what’s special between us.”


  “If you say so.” Luke remained unconvinced.


  “I get it, you’re thinking about traditional marriages and what society tells us is right or wrong. The majority of people do see it that way, which is why it considered the norm, but some people see sex differently, and don’t think it should be limited by marriage as long as both partners agree.”


  “And you don’t think there’s a reason most people feel that way?” Luke countered. “90% of people are wrong, but you’re right?”


  “It’s about what’s right for each person.” Dad remained patient. “Most people do see their spouse as theirs and theirs alone sexually. Some people think they want what swingers, or open couples have, and it ends up they were wrong, but that’s usually because only one person is pushing it.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Forget the reasons why for a minute, and just accept there are men out there who fantasize about their wives with other men. They watch a lot of amateur porn where couples share, they imagine their wives with their friends, and for some it remains something they never discuss, they keep it as a dirty little secret.


  “If there’s no indication from their wife they feel the same way, that’s for the best. But some guys want it so badly they bring it up to the wife, and when she initially says no, they push and will even guilt the wife into trying by saying if they really loved and wanted to make them happy, they’d do it.


  “Doesn’t seem like something you should force someone to do.”


  “You’re right, and those are the ones that end badly. The guy thought it was hot in fantasy, but then he sees his wife’s mouth on another man, and he can’t handle it. Maybe he stops them right away and there’s a scene, maybe he lets it go and then is eaten up by jealousy, was the other guy bigger, she doesn’t moan like that for me, does she want him more than me?


  “Or he likes it, and the wife feels cheap and used, and if he wants her to do it again it gets worse. This ends in divorce and a lot of shame, bitterness, and resentment. It’s not something to walk into only thinking about the sexual aspect.


  “But you and mom have no problems I take it,” Luke sighed. “Figures my parents would be the exception.”


  “Your parents enjoy their sex life, and each other. I love your mother, Luke. I love her as much if not more than when we were first married. She feels the same. This part of our lives is sex, and fun, and it brings us closer together because of how much trust we have in each other and how much we want to make each other happy. Sex is only one part of a relationship, but any good part makes the rest that much better.


  “Okay.” Luke paused to get up the nerve to start asking questions. “I saw mom with another man, do you take turns, do you bring women home, and mom watches?”


  “No, your mother is the only woman I want. But I suppose if I did want to have a turn so to speak, she would be fine with it.”


  “I see what mom gets out of this; she’s having sex with other men. What do you get out of just watching? Seems like you’re one of those cucks. She’s having fun you’re getting sloppy seconds.”


  “I’ve told you to be careful what you say about your mother, but you need to respect me too,” Dad warned him. “Ask what you want, but if you’re going to be crude, this is talk is over.”


  “Sorry,” Luke apologized. “But it’s still a question how does this do anything for you?”


  “That’s the question anyone would ask. Usually, it’s what kind of a wimp watches another man bang his wife and gets off on it.”


  “No offense, but I kind of see why they say it like that.”


  “I accept that most men don’t understand what I do, but on the other hand, they can’t accept what other people do, and create terms like cuck or simp.


  “Jealousy is an ugly emotion, but a human one, and many people have it to various degrees. Some men get mad if a guy looks at his wife, never mind what I do. I see men like me as being liberated from inhibitions and being above petty jealousy and seeing their wife as ‘theirs’ to the point it sounds like a possession.


  “They’re selfish, but you’re a cool guy who shares?” Luke joked dryly.


  “You’re being sarcastic, but in way, yes.”


  “Still doesn’t tell me how this works for you.”


  “You know what a voyeur is?” Dad asked.


  “Someone who likes to watch?”


  “Exactly, and their opposite is an exhibitionist who likes to show off. There are different degrees, some women or men just want to look and be looked at. But take the people who want to experience their kink to the fullest and put them together, you have the perfect couple to share in various ways.”


  “I take Mom’s the showoff.”


  “Very much so, and she gets off just as much on doing it in front of me as she does from what a lover is doing to her. For my part it excites me to watch her. We’re the extreme of both sides.”


  “How did this all start? Did you and Mom do this stuff before you met?” He frowned. “It’s not how you met, is it?”


  “No, it wasn’t until we were married for a few years, and the first time was nothing we’d planned, but that night changed our marriage for the better and led to the best sex of our lives.”


  




  Chapter Three


  


  


  “It started when you were four.” Dad spoke quietly while staring down at his hands where they were clasped between his knees. “Your mother and I had a torrid sex life during college and first few years of our marriage.”


  “Your mother is attractive now, but you’ve seen pictures of her when she was younger. She was stunning and turned heads everywhere she went. Not just beautiful, but sexy and sensual. She still is, but she has a more mature look to her. We always joke that she’s entered Cougar town.


  “But in the beginning, and for a decade, I used to think there was no way I’d ever not desire her.


  “She felt the same about me. Not to brag, but I was no slouch in my younger days and still do what I can to be in shape and look good. Add love and affection to physical attraction and we had some damn hot times and were always looking for more.


  “But when we had you, I took work more seriously to provide for my family, and after being a stay at home mom until you were old enough for head start, your mother went back into real estate and worked crazy hours, taking any appointment she could get.


  “Typical story, we were both working hard to advance our careers and do better for you. We had responsibilities for someone other than ourselves and the late nights of drinking, dancing and getting wild and crazy when we got home were over. By the end of the night, we were both spent, and not looking for sex the way we used to.


  “But I felt it was more than work and parenthood taking a toll, I started to feel like something was lacking, like sex with your mother, as amazing a woman and a lover as she was, wasn’t as satisfying as it should be.


  “Your mom felt it too, and we tried everything we could to spice things up in our current lifestyle. Lingerie, role plays on date nights when we could get our parents to take you overnight, toys, buying those improve your sex life books, watching porn. We’d have sex, and we’d both get the release we physically needed, but it was more an act of need than passion.


  “We were already stressed about work, bills, raising a child and we’d just bought the house which at the time really strained our finances. Now sex was no longer as exciting, and neither of us could explain why.


  “Looking back, we now know it what was happening was we were simply treading water and needed to take the next step in what had always excited us; your mother and men’s reactions to her.


  “From the time we started dating in college she loved men staring at her. She believed if you’ve got it, flaunt, and she had, and still does, have plenty to flaunt.


  “We’d go to clubs and she’d wear micro dresses and fuck me heels and put on a show. She’d grind into me, dance lewdly, sometimes dance with other women to get me going. Guys couldn’t stop staring, and she loved it.


  “Somewhere in my mind I felt that I should be jealous, most guys would be, but I loved it to the point I would sit at the bar and watch them watch her. Like I said it was a sign of things to come.”


  “Pun intended?” Luke rolled his eyes.


  “No, smart ass.” Dad repeated the eyeroll in identical fashion.


  “Being a guy, I knew full well they weren’t just looking, but thinking of what they’d do to her, and what she’d do for them.


  “It turned us both on. Your mother would be wet from putting on a show, and I’d find myself getting hard thinking of other guys getting hard over her. Some of our best sex was after those nights at the club.


  He stopped when he saw the look on Luke’s face.


  “What’s the matter?”


  “I’m sitting here listening to you talk about mom getting wet, and you popping a rod.” he put his hand to his forehead. “But I guess after what I just saw, it’s not even that bad.”


  “That’s my boy.” Dad grinned. “Perspective, use it!”


  “I can’t believe this is real.” Luke shook his head.


  “I think we both knew why the sex was that good. Her worked up from showing off, but also because she knew I liked it, and me just as aroused by knowing what that attention did for her.”


  “You keep asking what I get from it, and it’s hard to describe, but I imagine it was flattering, that my wife was so hot other men wanted what I had. The ego stroke of being with a woman other man desired and fantasized about, and maybe even masturbated over.


  “We never talked about it. Possibly because we both felt it was wrong in some way, like mom felt bad showing off got her like that, and I was embarrassed to say other men wanting her did it for me.


  “But because of that unspoken shared taboo, we had a lot of fun. Once you came along and we were more serious, things changed. Mom dressed professional for work, well within reason, showing a little cleavage or leg never hurt a sale if it were just a guy seeing a place.


  “She dressed like a proper mom around the house, or when she went to school functions, but on the occasions we could get out, she’d still dress for effect. Except now it didn’t seem to do as much for us.


  “Guess it’s like anything else. You find something you like, but eventually it’s not enough and you want more. We just had no idea what we wanted, that was until we decided to hit a bar in Providence we’d never been to before.


  “It was a decent sized place with a dance floor, and we’d been looking for somewhere new to try out. As usual, your mother was dressed to kill in a turquoise dress she knew was my favorite.


  “It was along the lines of a simple one piece, but the hem was thigh high, and it had a plunging neckline that showed the inner half of her breasts. The heels she wore she usually reserved just for the bedroom, because even she had trouble walking around in them, but she wore them to try and add an extra thrill, because even after nights out things didn’t seem the same in the bedroom.


  “She teased out her hair and wore her makeup heavy, like she did tonight, and does anytime we host.”


  “Host,” Luke grunted. “Like it’s a friggin dinner party.”


  “We both like the look.” Dad ignored him. “It’s admittedly trashy, but that’s how she wants to be for the other men and I’m a fan of it.. Not just me, but just about every guy in the place was too, because they were looking.


  “I was used to them looking, but I noticed these guys were a hell of a lot more blatant. Openly staring even when Mom looked their way and caught them. At that point guys would usually look away, these guys were smiling at her, a couple lifted their glasses like they were toasting her.


  “Same for me, I was getting nods from them like ‘good for you’ and even with me catching them they were smiling away. It wasn’t just the men either, and that was the first thing that caught my attention about the crowd there.


  “Usually, a bar or club will have groups of guys or women together who went out for a few drinks. You know, guys or girl’s night out. Or single people looking to hopefully meet someone.


  “Just about everyone there was a couple. Once I’d noticed that, I picked up on the fact the women not only didn’t care their partner was gawking, but they were looking as well.


  “At one point I saw a couple both staring at her, and the woman whispering to her partner, and him nodding and smiling. I was getting more attention than usual too. I’m a decent looking guy, but I never recall getting so many appraising looks from women.


  “Your mother was playing it up to the hilt. Crossing her legs, letting her heel dangle from her toe and kicking her leg back and forth. Leaning over to give a better view down her dress for guys sitting closest to us. She was even acting a little ditzy, batting the eyes, giggling. Flashed a pout a couple of times.


  “Because I was driving I was nursing my drinks, but your mom was way ahead of me. But even with the amount she drank, I knew she was flushed from being aroused by all the attention.


  “But I kept thinking something was different here. Looking more closely, I noticed a lot of wedding rings. Then one couple went to sit with another, and I saw one of the women’s feet sliding up the leg of the other woman’s husband.


  “They were drinking and laughing and each time I looked over, the cozier they were getting with the other person’s partner. At one point the guy leaned over and kissed the other woman right in front of her husband.


  “I wasn’t naïve, and the second I saw how that couple was acting, I knew the place was some type of hang out for swingers. I mentioned it to your mother who said she’d already figured that out, but so what?


  “I didn’t have an answer for that, I suppose it was no big deal, they were all having a good time, but seeing a man let his wife be kissed by another man gave me a strange reaction.


  “My first thought was the more acceptable one; why would he be okay with that? But behind that, and more strongly I found it exciting and caught myself wondering what it would be like to see your mother kiss another man.


  “She got up to go to the bathroom, and made a show of it, walking slow, swinging her hips, smiling at the guys who were making no effort to hide the fact they were ogling her.


  “When she passed the end of the bar where one of the few single guys in the place was sitting, he got up and came over to sit next to me.


  “He introduced himself as Jack. I shook his hand, and told him my name, but I think I sounded nervous because I had a feeling what was coming. Even though I did, he surprised me when he asked what we were into.


  “I repeated ‘into’ and he asked if we liked full swaps or were looking for a third. While I sat there not sure how to answer he went on about how he was single and loved being brought in as a ‘third’ to either put on a show or join them for a threesome.


  “He was so casual, like he was talking about the score of last nights’ Sox game. I told him we were just here for drinks and had no idea what kind of place it was.


  “He apologized and went on to say he knew most of the people there because they were all members of a site called adventurous couples, and they had started meeting on Saturday’s when the place first opened.


  “He said he thought we were part of the lifestyle because of how mom was dressed and how obvious it was we both liked men looking at her. I admitted he was right, but that’s all it was.


  “Jack gave me this odd smile, like when someone knows something you don’t, and said that’s all it was for now, but he could see we were ready for more, but probably didn’t want to admit it.


  “I told him I didn’t see how a man could enjoy sharing or watching his wife with someone else. I think the answer was another reflexive thing I was supposed to say because watching those couples get friendly with each other had turned me on more than it put me off.


  “Jack described the thrill of watching another man enjoy your wife, how it was a way of showing her off as a lover and taking pride in the fact they might have her for a night, but this was your woman that you had every night.”


  “Makes it sound like she’s a possession.”


  “To the contrary, people don’t share possessions. This is about your wife being more than a wife, but a woman. A free, liberated, uninhibited woman who knows what she wants and isn’t ashamed of it.


  “But it was like Jack was inside my head. He asked me if Mom dressed revealing and liked to show off to the point it aroused her. I admitted that was true. He asked if I were jealous, or did it turn me on to see it and I told him that was the latter.


  “He commented we probably had amazing sex after a night where she showed off and I nodded, kind of disturbed at how he was hitting everything on the head. I wondered why I was having this conversation at all, but I think part of me wanted to talk about it, like a form of confession.


  “It was downright uncanny when he said he bet we never talked about it, because we weren’t sure if it was twisted or not. Jack went on about how we’re taught as men we’re wimp or a loser if we share our wives. That we have a built-in insecurity about ourselves that leads to jealousy and thinking what if that other man was a better lover, or she wanted him again, or didn’t want me anymore?”


  “You said that earlier and that’s why it doesn’t work for everyone.”


  “Hey, you do listen sometimes!” Dad laughed. “He asked if we had a good marriage and did I love her, and I immediately said yes. Life was a bit of a struggle and we felt like we were treading water, but she was the love of my life, and that hadn’t changed.


  “Jack said that was the part people didn’t get. That sharing the body was about sex and fun, it was who had her heart that mattered.”


  “How long was mom in the bathroom?”


  “You’re killing me, kid,” Dad sighed. “That’s what you’re thinking about?”


  “Safer that way.”


  “The next thing he told me was that the issue people have is seeing their partner as a wife or husband, a father or mother. He suggested just picturing her as a sexy desirable woman with needs and fantasies she wanted to fulfill. Picture her having sex as if I were watching a porn and knowing that she wasn’t just doing it for her pleasure but what it would do for me.


  “Jack said we were in a rut and what used to get us hot was no longer enough, he insisted we both would welcome that next step and he would be thrilled to be our ‘awakening’ as he put it.


  “I told him he was wrong, and he gave me that smile again, and asked me if I was sure my wife would have the same answer.”


  “I said yes, and he asked, ‘but would she mean it, or telling me what she thought I wanted to hear?’ He put a business card on the bar, and apologized if anything he said offended me, but asked me to at least have the conversation with my wife give him a call if I changed my mind.


  “Speaking of her, she had just come back, and Jack slipped away, but not before he introduced himself to her, and told her how incredible she looked. He told her he hoped he’d see her again and wandered off.


  “Mom asked what he meant, and I told her about the conversation. She told me I was right, there was no way we’d do that, but she sounded nervous and there was a look in her eyes that told me Jack may have been onto something.


  “We finished our drinks and decided to leave before we received anymore proposals. On the way home your mother asked if I thought what those couples did was hot.


  “I said no, but I think like her, I was a little too quick to answer. She asked what about just the idea of it, like a fantasy? Me watching her with another guy?”


  “I gave her a vague answer that maybe just the idea could, like a role play kind of thing. We get home and she leads me to the bedroom, and she pushes me down on the chair, and then she starts saying imagine if there was another man there.


  “She slips her dress off and does it slow and sexy, nice little shimmy to get it to fall and says imagine if our phantom lover had slid it off her. She touches her bra and says he’s behind her, groping her, kissing her neck.


  “I think I wanted to tell her to stop because I didn’t like her thinking about it that much, but she was breathing heavy, and her voice had that smoky tone she got when she was really worked up.


  “That and I was already hard. Not just hard, but really hard, like noticeably harder than usual. That kind of hard that can make your balls ache.


  “Oh, for god’s sake, Dad, TMI!” Luke moaned.


  “Knock it off, you’re a man and you’ve had sex, you know what I mean. She takes the bra off then plays with her tits, all the while saying ‘he’ is doing it.


  “She’s working her hips, grinding in the air saying she was pressing into him and how hard he is for her..”


  His is father’s eyes were staring past him as if he were seeing the event in front of him and he continued, speaking softly.


  “She was just in a thong and those heels. Christ, she was so sexy, and I thought about how another man would react to seeing her like that, and how like Jack had said, this incredible woman was mine whenever I wanted her, and how envious other guys would be of me, especially if they knew what a great lover she was.


  “Your mother comes over and gets on her knees, and unzips me, but now she’s acting like I’m the other lover and I’m the one who’s behind her somewhere, she’s saying “Jim, do you think I should see what he has for me?”


  “Okay, okay,” Luke implored him, but his father seemed lost in the moment.


  “She starts on me with her mouth, then stops and asks how does your wife look sucking…” He took a breath and finally seemed to notice the disturbed look on his son’s face.


  “Yeah.” He gave Luke a nervous smile. “Getting a little carried away there. The whole night was like that, everything we did together she kept talking as if I were another man, and I was the one watching.


  “She surprised me by referring to me as Jack when we got down to actual sex and I…liked it. I was now seeing what she was seeing. Even as I was having sex with her I was picturing him doing it.


  “Your mother’s moaning “Jim, he’s so big, he’s fucking me so hard! She came twice just from sex, something she’d never done before.”


  “You’re doing it again.”


  “We went three times; I couldn’t believe I kept wanting more. We fall asleep and she wakes me up a couple hours later and just climbs on. I’m exhausted, but ready and she’s going wild on me, gabbing the headboard, and acting like I’m a damn rodeo bull.


  When I finally managed to finish, she rolls off and she’s lying next to me and I’ll never forget the way she did it. She takes my hand, tells me she loves me, then whispers, “Jim I want to try it, do you?”


  “I answered yes a lot faster than I thought. I called Jack the next day and we met him at a motel room. I’ll stop with any details, but I’ll just say your mom was nervous, and so was I, but we had a couple drinks first and Jack was slow and easy, telling us to just relax and be comfortable and one word if something doesn’t feel right and we stop.


  “He talked about the right way people did this. It wasn’t the movies where you met someone and brought them home. People met in the chatrooms on that site, would talk, set up a place to meet, get to know each other and talk about their desires and their limits.


  “He asked if we noticed all the couples at the bar had been around our age or older. That was because with everyone having kids and careers it cut the risk of someone talking about what they did or sharing any photos that were allowed to be taken.


  “He said a lot of men and women our age had ideas of young men or women, but to not go that route, even early twenties they’re kids and not mature enough to be trusted to not say anything.


  “We were amazed at how well they had thought things out and how much sense it made, and how they’d made it as safe as possible. After some more talk, Jack asked if we thought we were ready.


  “Mom said she was, and we got started. My heart was pounding, and I felt like I was dreaming as I watched him kiss your mother and them undress each other. I knew she was nervous, but every time she looked my way I saw as much lust as nerves, and I encouraged her to keep going.


  “All I’ll say about that day was I can’t believe how okay I was with it. Somewhere in my mind I was telling myself I should make Jack stop, that this was wrong in every way.


  “But I’d never been so turned on, your mother came for him, and instead of being angry or jealous I was excited for her. There were points she was smiling at me while he took her and…” He saw Luke had put his face in his hands.


  “Okay, you get the point. That was the first time and we never looked back. We follow what he taught us. We meet guys through websites, and then for coffee. There’s been times we haven’t felt right about them and nothing happens, then times we bring them back here.


  “Been doing it for over 15 years now. It’s as exciting now as it was the first time, and the fact we keep it secret to people who know us adds to that.


  “Did keeping it from me make it more exciting?” Luke asked. “Ha, the kid thinks we’re duds, if he only knew.”


  “No, you were our biggest fear, and tonight that became a reality. I told you how and why we started, is there anything you want to ask?”


  “You don’t want me to think bad things about mom, but what do these guys think of her? You don’t think they walk away thinking about the married woman who just let them wipe it all over her face?”


  “Not at all. Another reason we meet them on a site where people have been part of this lifestyle. They understand this is about loving couples having fun, it’s a respectful, playful crowd.”


  “You don’t think assholes sign up there for a hook up? That they’re not part of the real crowd there?”


  “That happens, but they get weeded out quick, they’re not smart enough to cover up who they are. It’s the reason we meet first to get to know them. They’re not a patient type, if they’re wanting to know when we’re starting right off the bat, that’s a sign.”


  “Is it always different guys? You don’t have…um, repeats?” He couldn’t believe he was asking this.


  “We’ve had the same person over before, yes, but the thrill is about it never being the same twice, so we find new guys, there’s never a shortage, people from all over the country are on the site. Some fly out just to play, some set things up in states they know they’re traveling for business, the swappers travel with their spouses for it.


  “Your mother and I always meet up with someone when we travel for vacations and you stay with your grandparents.” He pointed. “I see more questions in there, get it out of your system.”


  “Over 15 years. How the hell many guys has mom slept with?”


  “That doesn’t matter. Judging a woman by her number of lovers is another sexist tradition that needs to be done away with. She’s no less of a wife, mother, or woman because of it.”


  “They have sex with her, and then what? You just like, hop on?”


  “Crude, but yes, when they’re done playing, your mother wants me right away, and I am more than ready for her.”


  “Do they watch?”


  “Often times, yes, and when I’m done, sometimes they go again.”


  “Goddamn, mom just keeps going?”


  “Women can, kind of unfair if you ask me,” Dad sighed.


  “Is it always one at a time or does mom…” This time he couldn’t finish.


  “Yes, sometimes she’s with both of us. Usually after she’s been with her lover once, the next time is sometimes both, depends on her mood, or what I want. I know it sounds crazy, but I’m still very much in charge of what happens or doesn’t. Your mom is the center of attention, but for me.


  “We have little signals for if she wants both, and I signal back yes or no.”


  “Mom between two guys, even if one is you.” Luke shuddered.


  “She’s been between two without me,” Dad admitted. “Pretty rare, but we’ve done it a few times as a special occasion.”


  “Oh,” Luke whispered. “But then you just watch.”


  Dad looked away, and Luke gasped.


  “That means she…” He had a vivid image of a porn he’d seen recently featuring a woman being DP’d.


  “Very rare, and usually only when we’re away and she’s had a lot to drink.”


  “And you’re telling me they don’t walk away saying nasty things about her?”


  “Same answer as before, and if sometimes they do think that way, so what? Your mother and I got what we wanted, and they did too, that’s the point. Anything else?”


  “You film it every time?”


  “Not the first few years, then I guess we reached a point we needed to add another thrill so I would take pictures, last few I’ve been filming her as long as the guy is okay with it.” He put his hand up. “Before you ask, no, he doesn’t get a copy.”


  “You don’t put them anywhere do you?”


  “A few times. The site we use to hook up through has a section for its members home movies. But in those your mother is wearing a mask. The comments are very exciting.”


  “You don’t worry they can get stolen and put on other sites?”


  “It’s members only and no one would do that, but like you said before, the wrong people can sign up from time to time. But her face isn’t visible, so if they’re out there, I’m not worried. If anything, the idea they’re somewhere on Porn Hub and a lot of people have gotten off to her is a thrill of its own.”


  “What if your computer here was ever stolen or hacked? Those videos have Mom’s face and maybe yours and the other persons?”


  “I don’t keep them on the computer. I download them to my lap then to a DVD. I delete it off the computer and I keep the DVDs in our room.” He shrugged. “I label them ‘Weekly Meeting’ and the date. Doubt if someone broke in and rummaged around they’d take a box of boring business meetings. I don’t think it’s much of a risk.”


  “Risks.” Luke snapped his fingers. “That guy, he wasn’t wearing anything!”


  “Mom likes it bareback,” Dad said in an offhand manner that bothered him almost as much as the situation itself. “Before you get nuts, you want to be with us, we want recent blood test results, and we’ll provide the same. Just like in the film industry.”


  “People are willing to do that?”


  “That’s how serious the site takes it. A member of the site here in RI runs a lab, they don’t even charge for it. This eliminates a lot of the shady type just looking for a piece of ass. People who care about the people they’re with, and enjoying their lifestyle have no issue with this.”


  “Wow, you guys are serious.”


  “The rules we follow insure we get the right people, and we are the right people for others.” Dad told him. “This isn’t the free love sixties or club 54 70’s, people have to be more careful in every way.”


  “Yeah, well.” Luke slumped back against the headboard. “Good talk I guess.”


  “It’s a lot, but you’ll get past it.”


  “I don’t know. It’s not about you. I mean, that’s my mom those guys are screwing. The woman who burns cookies, makes bad jokes, and wears Snoopy pajamas around the house is somewhere on a website going full Jenna Jameson, and you’re the damn director.”


  “I don’t expect you to get it, Luke. I had this talk because you caught us, so I felt I needed to explain why we do it and assure you it safe. That and to not pass judgement, especially just on your mother.”


  “But she’s the one with all the other guys.”


  “The only advice I can give you is what Jack said to me that night.”


  “What’s that?” Like he cared about pearls of wisdom from a guy who went around dicking other guy’s wives.


  “When he said to see her not as a wife or mother of my son when it came to wanting to see her with another man. Just think of her as a woman, an attractive and very sexual woman.”


  “What does that have to do with me?”


  “When it comes to what you saw, don’t think of her as Mom or my wife, but as a woman. Like any woman you’ve seen in a porn or any fantasy you might have. Being Mom or Mrs. Middleton is not all she is, she has the desires of any woman, more than most actually, and not afraid to get what she wants.”


  “I think I’d rather not think of it at all.”


  “If that’s your choice. I’m sure she’ll want to talk to you at some point, so remember to make sure you tell her you don’t think badly of her. I doubt she’ll say as much as I did, and don’t press her.”


  “I don’t want to hear her talk about it, trust me.”


  “But if she says anything just be good about it.”


  “Okay.” He nodded glumly.


  “Good man.” Dad rose from his chair. “One more thing. I saw that text you sent me with the video attached. You saw more than I feared, and I’m sorry for that. But make sure you delete it.”


  “Yeah, didn’t think of that. I will.”


  Dad walked toward the door, speaking over his shoulder as he did.


  “Remember, not that we leave them around or you should be in our room, but you ever see a DVD marked meeting, don’t touch it.”


  “No worries there.” Luke muttered as his father shut the light off and left the room.


  He picked up his phone and deleted the text, then went into his downloads to remove the video. He slid his thumb over delete, but before he pressed it, he found himself staring at the thumbnail.


  His mother with her leg drawn up, one hand in Gary’s hair, the other squeezing her left breast. Her head turned, smiling. He now knew that smile was directed at his father.


  For some reason he remained looking at it. He hadn’t noticed when looking into the room, but she still had the heels on, one of them resting on Gary’s back, the other dangling from her foot.


  The pose was sexy as hell, well it would be if this wasn’t his mother. But if she weren’t, and just a woman, he’d think it was hot. He used his fingers to enlarge the image, focusing on her face.


  The way her skin was flushed beneath the slutty make up. Her baby blue eyes, which usually had a wide-eyed innocent look to them, weren’t just bright with lust, but had an intensity in them he never saw before.


  Her smile, however, was big and playful, her perfect teeth a bright flash against the deep red of her lips. Her light blond hair was fanned out across the pillow and there was no doubt about it, as a woman, his mother was damn hot. He shifted his attention to her hand on her breast.


  With the picture bigger, he saw in addition to cupping it, her thumb and forefinger had captured her erect nipple. The teal polish on her long nails was a sexy touch, and her breast itself…


  Not big, but definitely more than a mouthful as the expression went. At least a decent handful. Her other hand was wrapped in Gary’s hair, gripping it tight as she pressed his head between her thighs.


  Her leg was up to show his father what was happening, and with Gary’s face there, Luke couldn’t look for long, but the split-second glance he risked showed off her pink flesh and the thin strip of golden fuzz over it.


  Instead of lingering there, his eyes roamed the length of her body, noting how tight and in shape she was. He again sought out her face, the smile, the heavy eyeshadow and lipstick, those eyes.


  Luke thought of the look on her face when he’d peered through the door. Eyes wide, mouth open, fingers clutching the sheet as she was taken from behind. Her ass in the air, breasts grazing the sheet, the way she’d yelled how deep it was before he’d come into the room. Luke had been with three girls, and none of them had either of those looks during sex.


  They didn’t smile like that or talk dirty. They seemed to enjoy what he did, but other than moan, or say it felt good, didn’t talk dirty or show off. Maybe because they were girls, and his mother a woman?


  A woman who’d had countless lovers, apparently more than one at a time on occasions. A woman who talked dirty, wanted cum on her face, all the while being filmed doing it, by her husband.


  Luke swallowed nervously, and not just at the path his mind was going down, but the fact he felt a stirring between his legs. What was wrong with him? This was his mother! Screwing some guy she met online, something she’d been doing for years.


  But like his father said, when it came to this, it wasn’t about her being a mother, but a woman. A woman who looked as good as any of the women he’d seen in milf movies. A woman who did all those things they did, but not getting paid to do it, but living the fantasy those movies portrayed.


  His thumb twitched on the phone, but rather than delete, he hit play.


  




  Chapter Four


  


  


  “Hey, Mom, I’m home early!” Luke announced as he entered through the back door.


  There was no response, maybe she was taking a nap. He grabbed a coke from the fridge and went down the hall toward his room.


  He stopped when he heard Mom’s voice coming from behind her bedroom door. “Yes, baby! Just like that! Give it to me! Fuck me with that hard young cock!”


  “God, you’re so fucking hot, Mrs. Middleton!”


  Luke dropped the Coke, ignoring the soda splashing onto the floor as well as his shoes.


  “It’s Jen, honey.” Mom’s reply came through the door. “You don’t have to be polite when you’re fucking me.”


  Luke burst into the room to see Mom on her back, her arms wrapped around her legs, hands gripping her feet to hold them up as Chris gripped her thighs and pounded her hard and fast.


  “Chris, what the fuck?” he demanded.


  “Sorry, bro, but you weren’t home, and your mom just dropped down and started sucking my cock.” He smiled wickedly. “Damn, I knew she’d be a freak!”


  “Don’t just stand there, Luke.” Mom pointed. “Get the camera, your dad’s running late, but I started without him. Be a good boy and film it so he doesn’t miss all of round one!”


  Luke’s eyes flew open, and he released a sharp breath as his hands went to his head as if he were trying to block the images from the vivid dream. More accurately, the latest one. During what little sleep he’d managed; he’d had several of them, each with her naked and fucking.


  In the first it was her between his father and another man, the next was everything he’d seen her do with Gary, but longer and with her sucking him off and jerking him off into her face.


  He’d had one of Chris before the one that just woke him. Walking in on mom on her knees, blowing his best friend while his father filmed it saying they should have thought about fucking Luke’s friends sooner.


  But those dreams weren’t the most disturbing part of his night after his father left. The fact he’d woken up hard after every dream earned that distinction. No, that wasn’t true, he couldn’t help what happened when he was asleep, when he was awake was another story.


  He’d been hard watching the video of his mother. It was only 15 seconds of her squirming on the bed, moaning and sighing as Gary went down on her. But when it was watched repeatedly with no delay in between it seemed longer.


  Luke had gone from being properly appalled at what he’d seen and been told by his father, to being aroused, and It bothered the hell out of him. It was as if doing what his father said, thinking of her as a woman, had an instant effect on him.


  Somehow, and very quickly, she’d transitioned in his mind from his mother to some type of hot milf porn star. Problem was, regardless of who he tried to see her as, this was his milf, and he shouldn’t be dreaming of her, or if he did, he should wake up upset, not with a hard on.


  Luke glanced down at his phone and saw it was quarter to seven. Last he remembered it had been three, so he’d gotten some sleep. He got out of bed, clad only in his boxers, and went over to his window. Peering through the blinds he saw his father’s car was already gone.


  That’s right, it was Saturday and dad went out to breakfast with three friends from work before going to play golf. He generally didn’t get home until after three, but Mom never minded because she usually had an open house or other appointments to tend to.


  As hard as she worked, Mom never scheduled anything too early on Saturday so she could sleep in, then workout before she’d shower and head off to hopefully earn a commission.


  It was too early to be awake for the day, but Luke was afraid if he stayed in bed his thoughts would drift back down the rabbit hole of imagining his mother’s sexual encounters, or worse, watch the video again.


  He decided to go for an early run, come back, have something to eat, and by then it wouldn’t be too early to call Chris and go hang out at his house. If he wasn’t around he’d find somewhere else to go because he wasn’t sure he could face his mother right now. If she tried to talk about it, it would be more fucked up than last night’s discussion with his father.


  How could he ever look at her the same?


  Especially after he’d surprised, and shamed himself, by getting hard over the video and thoughts of the other things she’d done. That turn of mind was exactly why he needed to get up and moving. H changed into a t-shirt and shorts, donned his running shoes, and quietly left his room.


  He headed down the hall and noticed the door to his parent’s bedroom open a few inches and he could see Mom lying on her stomach, her face turned away from him.


  As if moving of its own volition, his hand gently eased the door open a little further. His expanded view revealed the comforter was bunched up around her waist leaving her entire back exposed.


  Her left leg was uncovered, visible almost all the way to her hip. His eyes roamed along her leg, then over the smooth skin of her back. After last night, he shouldn’t be surprised his mother, who he’d never considered being anything but a boring ‘mom’, would sleep topless.


  He wondered if she were completely naked under the covers, then wondered why that mattered? Mom’s long hair fanned out over her shoulder and across the pillow and he couldn’t believe how good she looked; or that he’d just had that thought.


  Walk away, Luke could hear his voice in his mind telling him to do the right thing, but he remained where he was. He watched her back rise and fall with her slow deep breathing, while he continued to stare at her mostly uncovered body.


  He couldn’t stop thinking about other men’s hands on her. Pulling her platinum hair, gripping her shoulders, or planted in the middle of her back as they took her from behind.


  Her long legs around their waist, in the air, draped over their shoulders, or even pushed back, her feet over her head. The effect of seeing her close to naked a few feet away from him had a stronger effect on him than the video.


  He blinked when he realized he’d not only opened the door further but taken a step inside the room. This time there wasn’t even a whisper in his mind that he needed to leave, as he remained transfixed by his mother’s body.


  Mom slept like a rock, his father often commenting that she could probably sleep through a bomb going off. With that in mind, and the fact her head was turned the other way, Luke eased closer to the bed.


  His sneakers made no sound on the plush carpeting as he approached her, His eyes trailed down her leg to her foot, her bright teal toes standing out against her fair skin and the white sheet.


  Luke was now standing right next to the bed, and even as he wondered what he’d say of his mother woke up and saw him, his eyes were on her upper thigh. The red comforter was only covering her ass and right leg. It wasn’t tucked under her. If he lifted it just a few inches he’d get a good look; and not just of her ass.


  Her right leg was drawn up and her left straight and angled towards him meaning he might be able to get a peek between her thighs. Her pussy had been on display in the video, but with Gary’s face inches from it he couldn’t bring himself to look to closely.


  The room seemed warmer and his cock well on its way to being hard. If she wasn’t his mother, just a woman, he was staring at one fine woman. One who was only a section of material from being fully naked.


  Mom’s arms were outstretched, and he could see the side of her breast pressed into the sheet. He swallowed nervously as his cock swelled to a full erection recalling how she fondled it in the video.


  Not just that, but the way she’d dropped the robe for Gary, exposing her tits. How many men had seen them? Touched them, sucked on them? How many had cum on them?


  Why did those thoughts make his cock twitch in his shorts? With a start, he realized the reaction he was getting was the same as his father’s and what drove him to watch her with other guys.


  But this was his mom, not his wife, why would it do anything but disgust him? Yet as conflicted as he was he found himself leaning over, peering at her face. She’d washed off the trashy make-up, but even without it, she looked good.


  Like her body, Luke seemed to have gained a new appreciation for his mother’s youthful features and natural beauty as he looked at her in the new light of a hot milf, not the woman who’d raised him.


  Her lips were parted, and her breathing still slow and heavy, she was out cold, not even sensing him hovering over her. He stared at her lips, full and sensual even without the lipstick.


  Luke shook his head and straightened when he had an abrupt thought of what it would be like to kiss his mother, on the lips and as a lover. He wiped at his now sweaty face, and as his heart pounded faster, he gently picked up the edge of the comforter. He eased it up, exposing more of her upper thigh and continued lifting it, but so slowly, it would be comical if he were watching someone else do it.


  His breath caught when he reached the curve of the cheek of her ass. Mom’s leg jerked, and Luke dropped the comforter and stepped back so quickly he lost his balance and almost fell on his ass.


  He was ready to blurt out some lame excuse that he’d knocked, and she hadn’t answered, hoping he could come up with a reason he’d need her in the first place. Her head briefly lifted, and she mumbled something, but then her head fell back onto the pillow.


  Luke breathed a sigh of relief that was short lived when Mom slid her arms beneath her and pushed herself up. As she rose he could see her entire breast from the side; everything but her nipple.


  His breath caught, waiting for her to roll onto her back, showing him her breasts, and possibly her entire body. At this point he’d risk her seeing him and try to come up with something. It would be worth it to get a longer look at her body than he had last night, and better one too now that he wanted to see it.


  He was denied when Mom rolled the other way, ending up on her side, with her back to him. More asleep than awake, she fumbled for the comforter and pulled it up to her shoulder, covering herself.


  Luke stood there, a mix of relief and disappointment flowing through him, he’d been close to seeing what he wanted, but just as close to getting caught perving. Mom almost waking up however, did give him the impetus to get out of her room before she did wake up.


  He backed away, making sure she remained facing away from him. When he was close to the door, he turned to leave, but stopped. To his left was Mom’s old dressing table they now used as a stand for their flat screen TV.


  Next to it sat their DVD player, and a round case holding a stack of discs. Plain discs, like the ones you burned yourself. Keeping his eye on Mom, he stepped over to the stack and felt a disturbing thrill when he saw the top disc had “Weekly meeting 4/10 2021 on it.


  Less than a month ago, and Gary was over last night. Luke gripped the edges of it, sliding it up off the top. The one beneath it was dated 1/1/21. Mom and Dad had rung in the New Year with their favorite past time, Mom getting fucked by some guy they met on a hook up site.


  He removed that one, and when he saw that was from Halloween 2020, realized they were in order. That was when he noticed just how tall the stack was. There had to be two dozen DVDs in the case.


  He slid open the top drawer where he knew they kept their movies and saw two identical cases in the drawer next to a stack of actual movies in their cases. The date on top one in the corner was 8/8/2015. Six years ago. How far back did they go? He removed the case from the drawer, his head turned far enough to watch Mom out of the corner of his eye.


  He reached for the case and stopped. Don’t even think about it, he warned himself. That little vid on his phone had somehow caused him to just try to get a peek at his mother’s ass, he didn’t need to see a full-length feature film of her.


  He eased the drawer closed, but out of curiosity hit eject on the DVD player. The tray slid out, exposing a disc dated 2/14/2018. Nothing said Valentine’s Day like watching your wife suck and fuck another man.


  He’d been in their room yesterday afternoon to leave Dad’s dry cleaning that he’d picked up for him on the bed. He didn’t recall seeing the DVD’s next to the TV and seeing they usually left their bedroom door open during the day he doubted they would leave them out.


  Meaning his parents had been so upset he’d caught them that…they’d pulled out one of their greatest hits and watched it. Watched it and had sex. Was it before or after Dad had talked to him?


  Either way it couldn’t have bothered them much that he’d caught them. He’d interrupted their latest romp, and they’d finished by themselves. They were so caught up in their sex crazed game, even him being upset didn’t stop them from needing to get off. Now spurred on by anger, he quickly lifted several DVDs from the stack and pulled the next one off.


  Dropping the others in place, he left the room.


  


  




  Chapter Five


  


  


  Luke sat at his desk, tapping the mouse. He’d locked his door and had one ear bud in so Mom wouldn’t hear anything if she walked by, but his other ear would be free to hear her if she knocked.


  The DVD was dated last September, but with the added word Denver conference. Mom had been invited to a real estate seminar and Dad had gone with her saying they could make a mini vacation out of it.


  And make another movie with some local guy.


  The DVD was in and media player up, the cursor on play. Did he really want to see this? No, that wasn’t the question because the disturbing answer was he did want to, real question was should he?


  How could this do anything but make it worse, and put more things in his head? On the other hand, if he watched and saw everything Mom did it might stop the spinning. He might even realize how sick he was for watching it and stop. More of the snake that bit you as the saying went.


  He clicked the mouse.


  The movie opened to a tall good-looking man with blonde hair sitting in a chair. He was shirtless, heavily muscled and both arms shoulder to wrist covered in tattoos. Mom entered the picture, strutting up to him in a white blouse, short black skirt, and sky-high black heels.


  Like last night, her hair was wild and her make-up trashy. Luke flinched when Buck Cherry’s ‘Crazy Bitch’ sounded in his ear. Mom swayed seductively in front of him, working her way to the floor then back up.


  She backed away, slowly unbuttoning her blouse, and went into a spin, whipping the blouse off, and flinging it at the camera. It briefly obscured the action and he heard Dad laugh as the white material was pulled away from the lens.


  Mom was now between the man’s legs, her ass grinding into his crotch as she reached back and unhooked her black lace bra. He reached for her, and Dad called out, “No touching yet, Brian, Jen wants to tease.”


  The guy let his arms fall to his sides, and Luke was surprised with how quickly he’d listened to his father, then remembered how he’d said regardless of what it looked like, he was very much in control of what did or didn’t happen.


  Mom unhooked her bra and slid the straps down her arms while working her ass in hard fast circles on his cock. She straightened and as she had done with the blouse spun, throwing it away, but when she faced him, she had one arm across her breasts covering them.


  She sauntered up to him, standing between his legs and spreading her fingers, exposing her hard pink nipple between them. He said something Luke didn’t catch, and with a laugh, Mom moved her arm, revealing her tits.


  Luke’s cock rose at the sight of them. They were perfect in size and shape, not large, but more than enough, round, perky and sitting high and proud. Mom swung her legs over his and sat down on his lap, shaking her fits in his face.


  She looked over at Dad behind the camera.


  “Should he get a taste?”


  “I think he’s been patient,” Dad replied.


  “Yeah.” Mom flicked her tongue at him. “You want to see Brian suck your wife’s titties?”


  “Brian does,” Brian said and all three of them laughed.


  Even as Mom shoved her right tit in his face and he eagerly opened wide for it, Luke thought about how they’d all laughed, how their hardcore, and taboo, sexual encounter was also fun and playful.


  Mom turned side to side, giving Brian a chance to lick and suck each nipple while she rocked on his lap. She gave a hard shake, slapping him in the face with her tits, and with a naughty giggle that sent Luke’s cock twitching she got up from his lap and put her back to him.


  “Go ahead, unwrap your prize,” Dad instructed.


  Brian unzipped her skirt then watched as Mom hooked the sides of it and pulled it down while doing a sexy shimmy. She wore a black string thong and when she bent over to push the skirt from around her feet, Brian lost patience.


  He spread her cheeks open, pulling the black string to the side, and buried his face in her pussy from behind. Mom cried out and bracing her hands on her knees remained in that position as he moved his head, his rigid tongue pumping into her.


  “That’s hot,” Dad said softly.


  The camera dropped, revealing he was naked, his hard cock in his hand.


  “Feels so good,” Mom groaned, and the camera rose to continue filming her being eaten from behind.


  She wiggled her hips, smearing her flesh in his face, before straightening and dropping to her knees. She unzipped him and pulled his cock out with a practiced ease that sent a strange thrill through Luke.


  The way his mother casually handled another man’s cock, yet another cock as she’d been doing this for years. She pumped Brian in one hand, her deep red nails barely touching around his thick shaft.


  She added her second hand and smiled at Dad.


  “Look at this huge dick, baby! Think I can take it all the way?”


  “I don’t know,” Dad responded. “Maybe you should try?”


  Mom’s try was opening wide, taking Brian between her lips and slowly working them all the way down her shaft. She gagged when she was near the base, spit squirting from the sides of her mouth, but opened wider and forced her face down until she had every inch of him.


  She held it there, turning her head just enough for the camera to catch her wink, then went to down, driving her mouth up and down his long thick cock with an urgency that bordered on violent.


  “Oh, fuck,” Brian groaned, as mom gagged and slobbered on his dick. “Jesus, your wife can suck.”


  As Gary had done, he swept her hair from her face, keeping his hand on her head as the other slid between them to fondle her breast. Mom moaned, her blue eyes rolling back as if his cock was the best thing she’d ever tasted.


  Luke’s fumbled with his shorts, unsnapping them, and lifting so he could slide them down his hips. He pulled his cock out, gripping it tightly and slowly stroking it as his mother paused to spit on Brian’s cock then slurp it back up.


  “Oh, my god,” Luke whispered as his mother proceeded to give Brian the kind of blow job he thought only existed in porn.


  Drool and precum flowed from the corners of her mouth only to be sucked up the next time her lips descended on his shaft. She gagged and gurgled, her face turning red and her eyes watering as she repeatedly drove her mouth down on him, fucking her own face with his huge dick.


  Brian moaned and squirmed in the chair, at one point groaning. “Getting close”


  Dad’s reply of, “Don’t worry, if she wants to suck you off, it just means you can fuck her longer later,” made Luke’s eyes widen.


  His hand sped up on his cock when Brian’s hips moved, and his other hand went to Mom’s head, now shoving her face into his rising cock. Mom’s hands were on his thighs, her nails digging into him, blowing him hands free as if she were showing off.


  Brian gasped, Mom groaned, a stream of cum flowing from her lips and down his shaft. She removed him from her mouth, and grabbed his spurting cock, jerking him off. She took a squirt in her mouth and as she pushed it back out with her tongue took several more spurts onto her cheek and in her hair.


  Brian slumped back in the chair, breathing hard as Mom turned on her knees to face the camera and smiled through her white coated lips while holding up her tits so the cum sliding off her face would land on them.


  Luke’s cock exploded in his hand, cum spewing up onto his shirt and flowing over his fingers. He moaned in both pleasure and surprise, he hadn’t been aware he was stroking that fast or had been that close.


  Like Brian he leaned back in his chair, a wave of shame washing over him. He’d just jerked off to his mother blowing some guy while his father watched and played with himself.


  The movie continued with Mom getting to her feet and dad pointing out, “Hey, Jen, he’s still hard.”


  “Must be losing my touch!” Mom laughed, then with no hesitation, straddled him and sat down on his cock.


  Luke remained slumped in the chair, his eyes taking in the sight of mom riding Brian. Her feet, still clad in the heels, on the floor she rose and dropped, pounded his cock into her while working her hips in a circle.


  Brian grabbed her hips and thrust into her. Mom yelped and moaned, then drew her legs up, resting her knees on Brian’s thighs. He gripped her ass, one cheek in each large hand.


  Mom leaned back, her hands on his shoulders and her perfect, tits bouncing. Cum was still dripping from her face and her tits, but Brian didn’t mind at all, and even sucked her nipple between his lips as she ground on his lap.


  He surged to his feet, holding mom up by her ass as she remained impaled on his cock. Mom yelped in surprise, then her legs went around his waist and her arms around his neck.


  “Fuck yeah!” Dad called out sounding as excited as if he were one doing it. “She likes that!”


  Brian bounced mom on his cock several more times, then easily carried her to the bed and dropped her onto it. Her back had barely hit the mattress when his face was between her legs, his tongue between her pink lips.


  “Yes!” Mom cried out. “Eat that sloppy wet cunt, baby, make me cum in your fucking face!”


  Luke’s hand was back on his cock, and like Brian, the fact it was still covered in cum didn’t bother him. He stroked it again, using his cum as lube, something he’d thought would be disgusting, but his cock was once again hard and his balls aching.


  He watched Mom writhe on the bed, her feet on Brian’s back, her hands on her tits, moaning and whimpering, little puddles of cum still on her cheeks, chest, and breasts. She was looking at Dad, smiling, her face red, and her make up running down her face.


  God she looked good.


  Her eyes widened and her back arched, a moment later she released a loud squeal, and her hips went wild, smearing her pink slit into Brian’s face. Mom yipped and whimpered as she squirmed from the power of her orgasm.


  The entire time she came, she faced Dad, letting him see her full reaction to coming from another man eating her pussy. Her legs slid from Brian’s shoulders and within seconds, he was on his knees, pushing mom’s legs back and pounding into her.


  Luke’s hand made nasty squishing sounds as he jerked his cock. He was as hard as he was the first time, as if he hadn’t already cum. The next few minutes was Brian fucking mom in every position.


  Her legs back, feet over her head, him gripping her ankles and lifting her legs, spreading them wide. Mom on top, riding him so hard he could hear the bed squeaking as her tits bounced wildly.


  Mom on her hands and knees, then flat on the bed, with Brian pressing on her back, driving down into her prone pussy. She was staring at the camera and had the look he’d walked in on last night.


  Her blue eyes wide, mouth open, face flushed and sweaty. Brian was pushing her down hard enough to make her bounce back up into his descending cock. Mom squealed and cried out about how deep he was and how hard he was fucking her wet cunt.


  Hearing her say that word was another sick thrill, along with the rest of her swearing and dirty talk. Mom released a sound somewhere between a yelp and a gasp, then went into a series of sharp yelps.


  “She’s coming from you fucking her!” Dad exclaimed with that same bizarre excitement. “Man, you’re fucking her good!”


  Mom continued to moan and whimper, her body limp and her arms dangling off the bed as Brian had his way with her, fucking her with a force that bordered on violent. He pushed himself off her, gripping his cock.


  “Paint her back,” Dad laughed. “I don’t think she can move right now.”


  Brian’s cock erupted and even though he’d just cum in her mouth, several long white lines splattered across the smooth sweaty skin of Mom’s back.


  He pumped himself hard and fast, wringing out every drop and leaving an impressive load between her shoulder blades as she lay there, looking completely drained, her eyes barely open.


  Brian leaned over her and gave Mom a surprisingly sweet kiss on her cheek, before sliding off the bed. The camera moved, the view jumping around, until it steadied, and dad appeared, walking towards the bed.


  Luke felt more awkward staring at his naked father whose cock was pretty damn big, and completely hard as he climbed onto the bed. Without a word, he gripped Mom’s hips, pulled her up onto her knees, and drove his cock into her.


  “Yes!” Mom groaned, turning to look over her shoulder at him. “Give it to me! Show me how hot it makes you watching another man shove his cock in your wife!”


  Dad fucked her hard and fast, the muscles in his arms and chest standing out. Brian was still within view of the camera, sitting on the foot of the bed, a smile on his face as he watched them.


  “Damn, you’re wet,” Dad moaned.


  “Nice and sloppy, honey, just how you like me!” She yelped several times. “How’s that cum look on my back? Someone else’s nice big load on your pretty wife!”


  “My hot wife,” Dad whispered.


  “Your very hot wife,” Brian added, his hand idly stroking his cock which was still semi hard. “Can she roll over? I want to see you take on her back.”


  “Honey?” Dad slowed his thrusting.


  “I’m here to please.” Mom laughed as dad eased from inside her, she rolled onto her back, her head resting on the edge of the bed. “That what you want, Brian?”


  “Yeah, I need to see those goddamn beautiful tits!”


  “He likes your wife’s tits, honey!” Mom raised her legs and put her feet on Dad’s chest. “What do you think about that?”


  “That he has great taste.” Dad put his hands on her knees and slid his cock between her pink lips.


  “He does taste great.” Mom wagged her tongue at him as he slowly fucked her.


  “Taste good yourself, hot stuff.” Brian reached over and fondled Mom’s left breast.


  They were so casual! Brian touching Mom while Dad was screwing her, and Dad not even caring he was staring at more of Mom’s lover of the night’s cum on her chest.


  “Want me fuck her fast or slow?” Dad grinned at Brian.


  “Psst!” Mom winked. “Fast!”


  “I was going to say fast.” Brian demonstrated his comfort level by leaning over and kissing her nipple. “You were pretty worked up over there, you should get that out of your system.”


  “Hmm, that’s right,” Mom purred. “Take the edge off baby, make round two last for me!”


  “As you wish.” Dad eased back then tore into her with long hard thrusts that had Mom’s eyes rolling like a slot machine and yipping each time his cock sank balls deep into her pussy.


  “Harder!” Mom moaned. “Show Brian how you take your wife after you’ve watched her get taken.”


  Dad leaned forward, pushing her legs back and pushing her ass off the bed. Brian had taken her briefly the same way, but Luke swore his father was fucking her harder. Mom moaned as she gripped his thick forearms, looking him in the eye as he fucked her.


  Brian had been right about Dad being worked up. After only a minute of hardcore fucking, he leaned back, whipping his cock out and holding it as Brian had. Mom sat up, and leaning over, took his cock in her mouth.


  Dad groaned as he pumped his cock, jerking off into Mom’s mouth as she bobbed her head. Cum trickled from the sides of her mouth, and she noisily slurped it up as she continued to suck.


  Luke came again, more cum flowing into the sticky mess already on his cock and hand while he jerked it. Some of it trickling down to his balls to puddle in his boxers as his second load in less than a half hour seemed to be just as much if not more than the first.


  He moaned as he released his cock, grimacing at the strands of cum trailing from his fingers. On the laptop his father groaned and leaned back, grabbing her hair and asking her to stop as she continued to suck on his now sensitive cock. Mom slipped him from her mouth and turning to Brian, cupped her tits, opened her mouth and let cum drool down onto them.


  “Your wife is a good woman.” Brian whistled.


  “Know what they say, behind every happy man is a bad woman.” Mom wiped cum from her chin with her finger, and slipped it between her lips, sucking it clean.


  “Man, I wish I had wife like you.” Brian sighed, then grinned. “Guess I’ll settle for finding guys generous enough to share theirs.”


  “Speaking of sharing.” Mom beckoned him to come closer and when he did, she grabbed his cock, then dad’s, pumping both.


  She lowered her head, sucking on Brian’s cock, then turned and sucked on Dad’s. She went back and forth, sucking each for a few seconds while Both men fondled one of her tits, again not caring about the cum smeared on them.


  Mom gave each of their cocks a kiss, then slid off the bed.


  “How about you two rest up a little while I take a shower?”


  “Then what?” Dad’s smile told him he knew what she was going to say.


  “Then we go for round two” Mom laughed when Brian gave her a surprised look. “That’s right, honey, the night’s still young and I’m just getting warmed up.”


  “Holy shit!” Brian clapped Dad on the shoulder. “Best wife ever!”


  




  Chapter Six


  


  


  Luke jerked upright in his chair, the ear bud popping out and his hand knocking the mouse onto the floor. He blinked rapidly, trying to clear his foggy head. He found himself staring at the media player screen displaying the replay button.


  He rubbed his eyes, then stared owlishly at the small time on the screen and saw it was 9:15. Between being exhausted, and after blowing three loads in less than an hour, he must have dozed off after the movie ended.


  More than dozed off, he’d been out well over an hour and had that groggy hung over feeling when you woke from a deep sleep. He looked down and scrunched his face up in disgust at the drying cum smeared all over his cock and inner thighs.


  Luke rose to his feet, and gingerly slid his shorts and underwear down. He sat back down to take his sneakers off and remove his soiled clothes. He looked back at the laptop and reached out to eject the tray containing the disc.


  He pulled the disc out and laid it on his desk, staring at it as if he still couldn’t believe what he’d just watched. He’d thought it was over when Mom commented she was going to take a shower, left the room, and Dad had shut off the camera.


  But as he was reaching to shut it off, the movie came back to life to show Mom on her knees between Brian and Dad, pumping both their cocks and sucking on each one as she had briefly on the bed.


  This time she was sucking each one longer as they played with her tits. Dad had gripped her shoulders, easing her to her feet. Mom crawled onto the bed, lay on her back, and let her head dangle off the bed.


  Brian stepped over her, dropping his long cock into her mouth as dad got between her legs and licked her pussy for a couple minutes before sliding up and fucking her. Brian played with her breasts as he leaned over, fucking his mother’s mouth while Dad had her legs up, pounding her.


  Mom tapped Dad’s leg, again a sign of how much experience they’d had with this, and he eased back and said something to Brian. Mom then got on her hands and knees and turned around so she was sucking Dad while Brian fucked her doggy style.


  His cock, which should have been limp, and his balls dry, stirred as he watched his mother rocking back and forth, first into Dad’s cock, then backing her ass into Brian’s thrusts.


  He wasn’t as hard as he had been, but enough he needed to stroke it again while his mother was fucked like a pig on a spit. When Brian got on the bed and lay on his back, Luke’s heart raced. No, she wasn’t going to do what he thought she was.


  Yet when Mom swung her leg over him, straddling him and easing down on his cock and Dad got behind her on the bed, his aching cock jerked in his hand. Dad slid up between Brian’s legs, and placing his cock between mom’s cheeks, eased it into her ass.


  She was looking into the camera and her eyes bulged and her mouth went wide when Dad began fucking her in the ass while Brian thrust into her. She released a high pitched squeal followed by sharp yips that sounded like a mixture of pleasure and pain.


  Brian had his arms around her waist while Dad gripped her shoulders. Seeing his mother’s body pinned between two large men with both her holes being stuffed had his tired cock so hard it hurt, even as his mind raced.


  His mother was being double penetrated and loving it! She loved it enough that she lifted her head and howled as she came on their plunging cocks. The sound of her long loud wail in his ear sent him over the edge and to his surprise a third load spurted from him, this one not a lot more than a few dribbles and it didn’t feel as good as his balls ached from the effort of giving up what little was left in them.


  Luke had sat there, his cock immediately deflating, and his already tired body feeling as drained as his balls. He watched the end of the video as if in a dream. Mom on her knees, playing with Dad and Brian’s balls as they jerked off.


  Brian came first, but his first spurt had barely struck Mom’s chin when Dad sent a thick squirt across her cheek. Mom opened wide, catching cum from both men into her mouth as more splattered on her cheeks.


  When they were done, she sucked each of them, cum dripping from her face as she did, then faced the camera and with a wave said in a little girl voice “Bye bye!”


  He must have fallen asleep right after that, overwhelmed mentally and physically. Luke wondered if his mother had knocked, hoping to talk to him, then rightfully figured he was asleep and let him be.


  Luke got up from the desk and going to his bureau put on a fresh pair of underwear, and a pair of jeans. He didn’t have it in him to go for a run, but he was hungry as hell. He’d make something to eat, then call Chris and head out for the day.


  He had to work tomorrow morning at Panera, and if he found somewhere to go after work could potentially avoid his parents, especially Mom until he got home from school on Monday.


  Luke picked up the disc and tucking it under his shirt headed down the hall. Mom’s door was open, and he peeked in to see the bed now made and the blind up to let in the morning sun.


  The stack of DVD’s was no longer on the table, and he opened the drawer. He lifted some of the discs, careful to put the one he took in order by the date. He closed the drawer thinking as many as there were, he’d picked one hell of a ‘meeting’ to watch.


  Instead of leaving the room, Luke went over to his mother’s bureau and opened her top drawer. He stared down at a pile of multicolored thongs and picked up a black one that featured red lace on the front and back.


  He imagined her wearing it on one of those nights, stripping down to it in front of her latest fuck. He put it away and went to the next drawer, which was full of bras, some ‘functional’, others skimpy, featuring lace and half cups, one he pulled out had slits in the cups which would allow her nipples to poke out.


  Luke closed the drawer and wandered over to her walk-in closet. He opened it and was confronted with a row of dresses, blouses, and other mundane clothing. He had helped dad build the closet and new there was another rack behind the first.


  He slid her clothes to the side and nodded to himself as he saw a row of lingerie as colorful as her thongs, each on a hangar and some with panties and bras hanging from the hook as well.


  He looked down at a row of fuck me shoes and boots that looked like they belonged in the back room of a strip club. His mother, his normal, slightly ditzy, real estate agent mom.


  A woman that although he knew was attractive, he’d always seen as a regular, borderline boring mom and wife, but now knew was a damn closet freak who he’d just watched take two cocks at once, and with an ease that made him shudder to think how many times she’d done it.


  Aware that he had no reason whatsoever to be in his mother’s closet if she came back to her room, he backed out and closed the door. He went downstairs and was heading for the kitchen when he heard music coming from the basement through the open door off the hall.


  Dad had converted part of the basement into a home gym with his weight bench, an elliptical, Mom’s Peloton and a treadmill. He’d finished part of the floor and bought an 8x10 mat, so mom had a space to practice Yoga or one of her online exercise classes.


  The loud eighties dance mix told him she was in the middle of one of the latter. The basement stairs split the two sections of the ‘gym’ and he crept down the first few stairs until he was far enough down to see mom.


  She had her back to him, mimicking the women on the flat screen TV who were going through a mixture of dance and exercise moves. Mom wore a pair of hot pink painted on yoga pants and a black sports bra; her hair pulled back into a pony tail as she bounced around.


  The pants hugged her firm well shaped ass as well as defining her long legs, and Luke eased down a few more stairs to get a closer look. Mom went into a series of rapid toe touches, left hand to right foot, then the other.


  His eyes were glued to her ass as she remained bent over. The basement didn’t have air conditioning because his parents felt sweating was part of a good work out, and his mother’s exposed upper and lower back glistened around the back of the bra.


  Mom went into jumping jacks and he watched her ass, which, as a credit to how firm it was, barely moved beneath the tight material. She spread her legs wide and bent over, putting her palms on the floor and working side to side.


  Her ass swayed and Luke was assailed with an image of her shaking her ass in front of Brian. Mom straightened and was now throwing punches into the air as she bounced side to side.


  There was a full-length mirror to the side he could see her from the side in its reflection. Her tits bounced as she did, and her flat stomach was covered in a sheen of sweat.


  Mom dropped to the floor and lay on her back, her feet braced, and her knees bent. She thrust her hips in the air with her arms behind her, resting on her elbows. He imagined her hips thrusting into a cock rather than the air and felt a trickle of sweat drip down the side of his face.


  Mom sat up and spread her legs wide, leaning over to grab her ankle and stretch. She moved the upper half of her body up and down, and he envisioned her bobbing on Brian, then Dad’s cock as she switched from stretching from one leg to the next.


  Mom got back to her feet and once again bracing her palms on the floor, slowly sank lower, doing a split. He watched her legs spread and thought of how many men she’d spread them for.


  Men between those long legs licking her pussy and fucking her while dad watched or like last night having a cock dropped into her mouth while another one plundered her pussy.


  Mom was now in a complete split, and turned to the side, gripping her foot again. She was unaware of him on the stairs and now he could see the side of her breast as well as her flushed cheek.


  He thought of that cheek streaked with mascara from her eyes watering when she had been gagging on Brian’s cock, then streaked with the pearly white strands cum.


  His cock was somehow stirring again as he continued to admire his mother’s supple, exceedingly flexible, and sweaty body. The same body an untold number of men had enjoyed and shared with his father.


  Brian had certainly appreciated Mom’s body, not to mention her skills, and he now had somewhat of an understanding of the odd pride his father took in sharing and showing her off.


  It was the same feeling he had now as his tired cock struggled to an erection as he kept thinking, this insanely hot woman was his mother. His friends fantasized about her, Dad’s co workers probably did the same, and all those men who’d been with her all telling his father how lucky he was.


  But his father could experience her, Luke could only watch, and he shouldn’t even be doing that. In front of him, mom had gotten on her knees and had her forehead to the floor as she lifted her ass in the air and rocked front to back.


  The way she’d rocked between two cocks in the movie. Mom rocked faster, and with her legs just wide enough for him to make out her camel toe in the form fitting material. He could understand why Brian would be unable to resist burying his face between those tight cheeks, spreading them to taste her pussy.


  No, her cunt, her sloppy cunt was what she’d kept saying. No girl he’d been with had used that word. Because they were girls, his mother was a mature sexual woman who knew what she wanted, and what to do when she got it.


  What she wanted was strange cocks as often as possible and sometimes with Dad joining in, other times with him taking her right after they were done. Like last night, fucking her when she’d been so used and tired from Brian’s rough fucking she could barely move.


  He’d somehow moved to the base of the stairs, his body responding to his desire to get closer even as his mind switched between what he was seeing now and had seen last night.


  Mom was rocking faster, her ass raising higher as she was now off her knees, and balanced on her hands and feet, her body bent into a bow. He watched her ass rise and fall, his eyes following her increasingly faster thrusts as if he were being hypnotized by them.


  Her legs slowly spread out into a split again, but her hips kept thrusting and Luke visualized men beneath her. Mom riding them, maybe riding their face, grinding her pussy into them.


  He was now breathing through parted lips, his face flushed, and not from the warm basement. His cock had struggled to become fully hard, and he swore that head and the one above his neck were throbbing in the same rhythm.


  He watched mom lower herself to within a few inches of the floor, and remain there, her legs wide, pumping her hips. Luke was hit by the thought of it being him beneath her, his mother pumping his cock in reverse, her ass facing him, her legs stretched out along his body, her…


  The music stopping mercifully snapped him out of his latest thought, one which saw his hours old infatuation with his mother culminate in the ultimate wrong, imagining himself being the co-star of her next sexcapade.


  Mom pushed herself to her feet and turned towards him. He froze, unable to say anything or try to pretend he was just coming down the stairs.


  “Luke!” she exclaimed, her hand going to her chest. “Oh, my god, you scared me!”


  “S…sorry I was just coming down to, um…see if I, uh, left some money in the jeans I tossed down the laundry chute.” Smooth, Luke, especially the stutter.


  “Laundry’s over on the other side.” Mom frowned.


  “Right, I was…trying to ask you if you’d tossed the clothes in the wash yet, but I guess you didn’t hear me, the music was loud.”


  “You were behind me just now?”


  “Yeah,” he admitted, not like she hadn’t seen him standing there.


  “Well, I’d say that must have been kind of awkward, but after last night, probably not so bad.” Mom picked up a bottle of water from the table and took several swallows.


  While she drank he stared at the top of her chest, her flushed skin, the sweat tricking down into the sports bra. His gaze lowered to her breasts, the bra was snug and even though they weren’t erect, he could see a faint impression of her nipples.


  “Damn, it’s warm down here.” Mom put the cap back on the bottle, then rubbed it on her forehead, then across both her cheeks.


  She lowered it to her chest, sliding the cool bottle across her warm flesh, but Luke’s mind was elsewhere, the way she’d closed her eyes when rubbing the bottle on her cheek, he pictured her doing it with a cock, or maybe two, one on each side of her, nuzzling into them, moaning before she parted her lips to suck them.


  “Luke?”


  “Huh?” Jesus, pay attention!


  “You okay, honey?” Mom looked closely at him. “You look warm.”


  “It is warm down here, look at you.”


  “But I just spent a half hour exercising, you just came down here. You feel alright?”


  “Yeah.”


  She put her hand lightly on his cheek, then his forehead. She still had on the teal polish from last night, and he recalled how good the color looked on her nipples, the sheets, and around a hard cock.


  She went to put the back of her hand along his other cheek, and he flinched back, overwhelmed with the images he couldn’t keep out of his head. When he saw the instant look of hurt on her face, he apologized.


  “Sorry, I’m uh, a little jumpy, didn’t sleep too much.”


  “It’s okay, and I know the real reason you don’t want me to touch you.”


  “No, it’s…”


  “Luke, please,” Mom sighed. “Walking in on your parents having sex would be weird enough, but what you saw last night, and now know we’ve been doing for a long time is rough.”


  “Kind of, but I guess it’s okay, I mean, it kind of has to be, right?”


  “In a way, your father and I aren’t going to change our lifestyle, and no one should be ashamed of their sexuality.”


  They were going to keep doing it. Now he knew anytime he went over a friend’s house, or they went away it was to have one of their threesomes.


  “I know you think I’m some kind of a slut, but it’s not like that, Luke.”


  “I don’t think that, I just…the way that guy talked to you bothered me.”


  “Come here.” Mom took his hand and led him over to the two old rocking chairs, they’d brought from upstairs and put in basement near dad’s weight bench.


  As he followed her he couldn’t keep his eyes off her. Roaming from her sweat dampened platinum blonde ponytail to the exposed skin of her upper and lower back, and her ass, that frustratingly amazing ass.


  “Sit.” Mom gestured to one of the chairs, then sat in the other. “Please.”


  Luke sat and she turned in the chair so she was facing him.


  “You’re almost 20, and even though to me you’ll always be my baby, you are a young man now. You’ve had girlfriends, you’ve had sex, and I am sure you’ve watched a lot of porn.”


  “Yes to all three.” He nodded.


  “Sex is different for everyone, some people want it more than others, some people are more adventurous than others. Sad fact is a lot of people have fantasies and they’re so ashamed of them they never act on them.”


  “You don’t have to explain, Mom.”


  “I want to. There’s a double standard out there for men and women. Guys do what they want and who they want, they’re heroes and studs. Women do it, we’re sluts and whores.”


  “Not as much now, but back in my mother’s day the guys had sex with all the easy girls, but wanted to marry the good girl. Then some of them thought they couldn’t treat their good girl bad, so they cheated on them.” She shrugged. “Just an excuse to cheat really, but it was a mindset, you didn’t ask the mother of your kids to do those things.


  “But things change, or some people do, and with sex more openly discussed and porn being everywhere and people getting more comfortable with it, guys realize you can have a good girl who is bad just for you.


  “Your bad for a lot of guys.” He felt like an ass as soon as he said it, and even worse when he saw the quick look of sadness on her face, but she recovered and sounded fine when she spoke.


  “I am, but I’m mostly being bad for your father. He told me what he was going to say to you, but I didn’t ask him what questions you had. I assume you don’t understand how he can want this.”


  “I don’t, but he said that’s like conditioning or something.”


  “He’s right, but I’m going to make a guess here and I want you to tell me if I’m right.”


  “Okay.”


  “What bothers you more? That dad likes to see me with other men, or your mother having sex with those men?”


  “You…” He looked away as he spoke, and added, “Double standard, right?”


  “Exactly. If Dad was having sex with other women and I watched, and he told people about it? He’d be a damn legend among his friends. But he tells them he watches me with others? He’s less of a man.”


  “A cuck, or simp, or something?”


  “Wow, you must have been rattled last night, you listened to your father.” Mom laughed, and it trigged him hearing her laughing while having sex with Brian and Dad, that little giggle when she…


  “Luke?”


  “Sorry! Like I said, not a lot of sleep.”


  “Your father and I each had a secret little thrill we were embarrassed to admit at first, even though we did act on it to an extent.”


  “You like to be watched, Dad likes it, he told me.”


  “And I’m sure he told you that we met someone who knew what we really wanted before we knew what we wanted, and he was right. We’ve been so much happier ever since, it’s so liberating to be free and live out your desires.”


  “If it’s so great, why don’t more people do it?”


  “Not everyone wants to,” she answered simply. “Which is fine, the problem is those who don’t want to judge the ones who do.”


  “It’s just…like I said, the way they treat you.”


  “They?” Mom asked. “You saw a couple minutes last night.”


  “I…well, like you said I watch porn and I know what guys want to do with girls.” Careful, stupid!


  “The way they treat me is like a woman who loves having raunchy sex and has no inhibitions and insecurities. This is purely about fun, Luke. We don’t invite these men over for romance. I want to make love, that’s what your dad is for, when we share it’s about cutting loose and going hardcore.”


  Hardcore, like what he’d seen in that movie, double blow jobs, double penetration, Mom fucking one then the other. He shifted in his seat as his cock was still semi hard and was now oozing precum.


  “You don’t care what they think about you?”


  Mom laughed. “I imagine they think pretty highly of me.” Luke shook his head and she turned serious. “Honey, I appreciate that you don’t want anyone to think poorly of me, but this is my choice, and I’m getting what I want so end of the day? I don’t care what they think.”


  “Whatever.” He started to get up. “Good talk.”


  “No.” Mom grabbed his hand pulled him back down. “We’re not done. First off, not sure if your father told you, but these men are part of this type of lifestyle, they see this as fun, they don’t judge me, they don’t judge your father. We’re all having a good time.


  “Now if you feel like they see me as being some cheap skank they’re using for a night? Guess what? I can see it that I’m using them. Me and your father call the shots, they can only get what we decide to give them. I get exactly what I want, I get satisfied, and satisfy your dad, and then we send them on their way and move on to the next.”


  “Sure, you’re all using each other.” On to the next, she was so casual about it!


  Mom was still holding his hand. Her hand was soft, her long slender fingers were gently wrapped around his, her blue nails resting on his upper palm. He thought of those fingers around his cock, not Brian’s or Gary or a phantom lover, but his, stroking him hard, getting him ready for her soft lips and wet…


  “Stop,” he whispered.


  “Okay.” Mom nodded and released his hand. “This is too much, and I’m sorry.”


  “No, it’s not you, not like that. I’m just confused and it’s…” He lowered his head and his voice. “It’s hard to look at you.” That and it’s hard because I’m looking at you, he finished in his mind.


  “I know.” Mom squeezed his hand. “Not easy to see your mother acting like an amateur porn star, and I do care what you think of me, honey. Just try to understand that although being a mom is a huge part of my life and you’re best thing that ever happened to me, it’s not my entire life, and I’m a woman too.”


  “Dad told me to see it that way.” Not to the extent he had though, that was for sure.


  “And I just said it, but it’s up to you what you decide to make of this. I’m not ashamed of what we do, but we did hope you’d never find out, but what’s done is done, now we move on.”


  “Would you stop if I asked you?”


  “No,” Mom answered right away. “We have a life outside of being your parents. But just so you know, now that the cat’s out of the bag, we probably won’t bring anyone here until you’re out of school and off on your own. We’ll go to their place or a hotel.”


  “Thanks.”


  “I wish I could make this better, Luke, but there’s not much I can say except I wish you hadn’t seen what you did. Sometimes ignorance is bliss.”


  “That’s true.” Luke looked down at her hand still in his. “Are you mad at me?”


  “Of course not, you didn’t do anything wrong and everything you’re feeling is natural. We’re the ones who were keeping a secret, but I think you understand we kind of had to.” She gave him a nervous smile. “You mad at me?”


  “No.”


  “Sure? You’re not mad about what I do?”


  “Maybe a little.”


  “Mad in general or that thought of what if anyone found out and what they’d say to you?”


  “Dad hit that one too, and he’s kind of right, it would be tough with my friends.”


  “That’s the only reason we keep it to men who are older. If it wasn’t for you, I’d be a cougar looking for a cub. Your dad would like it too.”


  “That’s good to know.” Luke scowled.


  “This isn’t getting any better.” Mom’s shoulders slumped and she let his hand go. “I understand it’s going to be weird between us until you process this. I just hope until you get over it you’re not seeing me in that way every time you see me.”


  “You think I’d want to picture you…doing those things?” Luke pushed out a laugh that sounded so nervous and forced he’d have been better off not doing it.


  “Those things?” Mom rolled her eyes. “You’re an adult, sex. But yes, I’m worried you’ll see me having sex whenever you look at me.” She laughed softly. “I walked in on my parents when I was in my early teens and for a month after every time I saw them I’d see them doing,” she winked, “those things.”


  “Oh, well, um, no…I don’t see that when I look at you,” he lied.


  “Good because if you were watching me just now I can’t imagine what that would lead to you thinking.” She grunted. “There’s a reason I work out down here, for all of what I do in the bedroom, I try to be proper around you.”


  “No worries.” Luke stood up, and this time Mom let him. “I wasn’t thinking anything except how awful that eighties music is.”


  “Huh?” Mom had been staring at something, then looked up at him. “Oh, yeah, well I feel the same way about the crap you listen to.”


  Even as she spoke her eyes lowered, then came back up as if she were trying to look at something without being obvious. But what was she looking at?


  “Can I have a hug?” Mom stood up and put her arms out to him.


  “Sure.” Luke leaned into her, putting his arms around her.


  He wanted a quick embrace, but Mom wrapped her arms around his neck, and held him tight. Luke didn’t want to be rude and pull away, but the feeling of her breasts pressing into him wasn’t something he needed right now.


  His hands were on her back, his right touching her ponytail and his fingers eased into it. He thought of using it as a handle, holding it while Mom’s head bobbed in his lap. Pulling on it while she was on her hands and knees.


  His other hand was on her warm sweaty skin between her shoulders, and he thought about the way Brian had painted her back with his huge hot load.


  “Love you, honey,” Mom whispered in his ear and kissed him.


  The kiss was just under his ear, a weird place to kiss him. Stranger was it wasn’t her typical quick peck, but slow and soft, her lips lingering on his skin for a few seconds that seemed much longer to his unnaturally lust crazed state of mind.


  “Love you too,” he replied and tried to ease back, but she wouldn’t release him.


  “Yeah? You still love your mommy even though you know she’s a bad girl?”


  This was said in his ear and in that low seductive purr she used last night with Gary and in the movie with Brian.


  “But you’re a good mom,” he told her, trying to keep his hands still and not explore her back, or play with her long soft hair.


  “I bet I could be a better mom.” She eased back, and kissed his cheek, but again it was a lingering pressure from her lips, a real kiss. “The best mom.”


  “You’re perfect the way you are.” This time he had to pull away because she was pressing the full length of her body into him and against his will, his cock was showing its appreciation.


  “Aww, aren’t you sweet.” Mom dropped her arms from around him, flashing him a huge smile. “How about you head up and I’ll come up and make you an omelet?”


  “Sounds good.” He went to turn, but Mom did it first, and abruptly.


  She spun around quickly, then stumbled forward as if she were falling. Luke instinctively stepped toward her to try and catch her, which was when she stopped while bent over and her ass met his crotch.


  Before he could react and back away, she pushed harder into him, and he had to stifle a groan when she momentarily ground on his cock. She straightened, and turned back to him, the back of her hand gliding across the front of his jeans.


  “Sorry, guess I can jump all over the place to exercise, but can’t walk straight.” She laughed.


  “Guess so.” He felt his face heating up, there was no way she couldn’t have felt how hard he was. Shit, was that what she had been looking at? The bulge in his jeans? “I…um, I’m not really hungry.”


  “It’s after nine,” Mom told him. “You must be hungry.”


  “I think I’m going to go back to bed for a while, I’m kind of out of it.”


  “You sure? I have to shower and be at a showing by eleven so if you want to wait you’ll have to fend for yourself.”


  “That’s okay, I can heat up some leftovers or have a sandwich.”


  “Okay, sweet dreams.” Mom gave him a sly smile, then deliberately looked down towards his waist. “Or maybe not so sweet.”


  “Thanks,” he mumbled and turning, headed up the stairs, forcing himself not to run.


  




  Chapter Seven


  


  


  Luke’s eyes lit up when he pulled into the driveway and saw both his parent’s cars were gone. That meant he didn’t have to be as sneaky about grabbing another DVD from their vast collection.


  Not just grab one, but without them home he could be a lot more relaxed when he watched it, not having to worry they might knock or try to come into his room. It had been two weeks since he walked in on his parents with Gary, and every day since he’d snuck into their room at some point and gotten another DVD to watch.


  Every time he did it, he told himself it would be the last time, then the next day, whether it was in the morning on days he didn’t have class and they were at work, or at night when they were sleeping, he’d watch another.


  He was addicted to watching his mother have sex. Not only watching the movies, but he was having a hard time focusing on school and work. He struggled to pay attention, but anytime he lost concentration his mind was filled with the latest movie he’d just watched.


  Not just watched, but masturbated to, and multiple times. His parents’ movies weren’t short, some close to two hours. Two hours of Mom sucking and fucking dad and the guy du jour.


  At this point he’d watched over two dozen movies and hadn’t seen the same guy twice, and Mom would sometimes suck them off, then let them play with her, other times she sucked them hard then got fucked, then dad would have his turn and she’d play with her lover again, this time more slowly.


  Mom came several times in each, getting her pussy licked, being fingered, sometimes just from being fucked, and Luke seemed to be trying to keep pace with her, coming at least twice to every movie, and occasionally he could manage a few dribbled for a third load.


  He’d gone through two bottles of hand lotion because at this point if he didn’t use lube his cock would be scraped raw by now. Many of the videos were in their room, a few in hotels, and he found he liked the ones in their room better, maybe the extra thrill that it happened right there down the hall from him.


  On days he had no class or work, and he knew his parents were in work for the day he would watch them in their room, lying on their bed and imaging his mother getting fucked in every position on it.


  As if the first video hadn’t, the others convinced him his mother could be a legit porn-star, and one who loved being the star of the show. Every video featured not only different lingerie, but role plays. A naughty nurse, a schoolgirl with plaid skirt, white blouse and pigtails.


  In one filmed in a hotel the man, ‘Harry’, was sitting on the bed when the video started, then mom came into view in a slutty French maid costume, and he offered her a ‘big tip’ to go down on him.


  She did, and in style, his mother sucked cock like no one he’d ever seen before, better than the damn women in the movies because this was real, and she obviously loved it.


  The videos became a maddening blur in his mind, the scenes all jumbled together. Mom in various trashy outfits and sexy lingerie, sucking cock, jerking them, titty fucking them, sex in every position, cum on her face, ass, tits, back, one guy even fucked her feet and came on them while she lay on her side blowing his father.


  Three times he’d seen her end up between Dad and the other guy including one more where she took it in the ass, he did notice both times it was Dad giving it to her there, maybe she kept something just for him, he’d thought wryly.


  Mom’s make-up was always slutty, her hair wild, a couple times she’d colored it, and watching her fuck as a red head, a brunette and once light blue, was an even bigger turn on.


  She talked as dirty as she fucked, except for one video where she pouted, batted her eyes, and talked like a demure little girl while the guy ‘daddy’ the entire time. That had involved the schoolgirl outfit and the only reason Luke hadn’t watched it again, was he was trying to make his way through the entire library, thinking each movie would be hotter than the last.


  Nothing seemed to be off limits to her. In one movie, and one that made it obvious they took time to get to know the man of the hour, the man is talking to the camera, and Dad’s asking him what his most secret fantasy was.


  He confessed he had a thing for his sister when he was younger and watched a lot of brother sister porn. Mom then came in and asked how her ‘little brother’ was doing. The entire video she called him that, and he called her his big sister.


  It was twisted, but had the same train wreck shouldn’t be hot, but was, effect on him. After it was over, and he was spent from masturbating he’d thought about how messed up it was to being into your sister.


  That led to him recalling the odd kiss Mom had given him and the way she’d spoken in that phone sex voice about being a better mom, the best mom. That had been right after she had to have noticed the bulge in his jeans.


  He pushed that to the side, he was her son, not one of these guys Dad wanted to see her with. But over the last two weeks she had been acting strange. Where she’d formally dressed in baggy pajama pants and loose t-shirts around the house she now wore shorts and tank tops and both on the snug side.


  Luke figured that since he’d seen her naked except for a pair of heels maybe she wasn’t going to bother dressing like a ‘mom’ as much. Several times she’d come downstairs at night in one of the tight tops without wearing a bra.


  Both times it was their movie night where they took turns picking something and watching it together. Mom always sat with Dad on the couch, but the last two she sat next to him.


  Between trying to keep his eyes from her braless tits and her long legs as she rested her feet on the coffee table, and last week turned and draped then across his lap, then ask if he minded.


  He barely remembered the movie, his eyes were everywhere, her breasts, legs, even her bare feet which currently sported green nail polish. He kept looking at Dad to see if he had caught him looking and assumed he did because his father was looking at him several times.


  Mom seemed oblivious, but he had a strange feeling she knew he was looking. Did she want him to? She’d asked him in the basement if he was seeing her different, and after denying it, she’d caught him with a hard on. Was she messing with him?


  She’d given him a few more lingering kisses on his cheek and one quick peck directly on his lips that left him stunned, especially because it was in front of Dad who either didn’t notice or thought nothing of it.


  He wondered if she were trying to get him to think that way the way she claimed she had about her parents for a time, try and help him get it out of his system? Get used to her as a woman and not just mom?


  All he knew was if his marathon masturbation sessions weren’t getting it out of his system, he didn’t know what would. Otherwise, things had been normal, no one brought up that night, but he felt like an addict jonesing for a fix every time she was near him.


  His next fix was minutes away with Mom and dad not home as an added bonus. He hopped out of his car and headed inside planning on another night of being the ultimate twisted loser and get off to more of his mother’s sexual exploits.


  He went directly upstairs not wanting to waste time eating because he had no idea when they’d be home. As if that thought had summoned them, he got a text notification, and when he looked at his phone saw it was from Dad.


  “Mom and I are meeting up after work to have dinner with friends, we’ll be home around nine, there’s money on the table if you want pizza or Chinese.”


  As he read the text another came through.


  “Just so you know, we’re really going for dinner. Wanted to make that clear.” There was a winking emoji and Luke shook his head, but he supposed his father was trying not to get him thinking.


  Little did he know he would be doing more than thinking in about two minutes. But them not coming home for another four hours? Hot damn, he could watch in their room, maybe even watch a couple of the movies, that is if he could pace himself with jacking off.


  He went directly into his parents’ room, and stripped off his clothes, piling them next to their bed. His cock, which he was surprised still worked after the last couple of weeks, was already hard, bobbing between his legs as he went over and turned the TV on.


  He opened the drawer and looked at the three cases. He’d been taking turns pulling from them, the movies ranging from late last year to six years ago. He went to the oldest one, and on a whim pulled the entire stack out, and slid out the last one.


  11/2/2011. Unless there was an older case, they’d been recording them for 10 years. Luke put the DVD in, picked up the remote, and went over to their bed, propping up the pillows before boldly hopping onto it, butt ass naked his cock at the ready.


  He leaned back into the pillows as if he were ready to do a little Netflix and chill except instead of popcorn he had his cock in his hand and the entertainment was his favorite porn star, his mother, on what may have been her debut film.


  The movie opened with mom sitting on a man’s lap as he sat on the edge of the bed. She had her arms over her head, while he kissed her neck and unbuttoned her blouse as her long legs dangled between his.


  He slid her blouse down her shoulders, and she leaned forward, letting him unhook her bra. He eased the straps down, and mom, now leaning back into him with her arms around his neck, turned and met his lips, kissing him as he removed her bra and let it fall to the floor.


  One of his favorite parts of the movies was seeing her tits revealed for the first time, so perfect! The man cupped them in his large hands, his fingers on her nipples as they continued to kiss.


  Luke sighed contentedly and slowly stroked his cock, not wanting to get too excited too soon. Mom rose from the bed, and slid her skirt down revealing a pair of red lace panties.


  She sank down, squatting between his legs, hers wide open, showing off her ass making Luke wish he were lying beneath her in that position. The camera moved to the side and dad appeared in the mirror near the bed, filming Mom taking the guy’s cock out and licking it up and down several times before taking it in her mouth.


  The camera zoomed in, getting a closer look at Mom’s pink coated lips working his cock, and she turned her head to the side, and removing his cock, made a show of tracing his swollen head with her tongue.


  “How am I doing for my first time on film, honey?” Mom asked.


  “You’re going to be a star, Jen! My personal porn star.” Mom giggled, then winked and took the cock deep down her throat.


  “She looks so good.” The man said softly as he caressed Mom’s shoulders and upper back. “So beautiful,” he moaned as she gagged on his cock, and shook her head back and forth with him all the way down her throat. “And damn straight we’ll make a star out of her.”


  “Luke!” Dad yelled as he entered the room. “What the hell are you doing?”


  Luke panicked, trying to grab the edge of the sheet with one hand and pull it over himself, while fumbling for the remote to shut the movie off. But when he yanked the sheet the remote, which was next to him flew into the air, bounced on the edge of the bed and landed on the floor.


  “D…dad!” Luke stammered, getting the sheet over his now rapidly deflating cock.


  “I can’t believe this!” Dad waved his arms. “You’re in our bed jerking off?”


  “How do I look sucking Roger’s big dick, baby? You want me to suck him off before he fucks me?” Mom’s voice filled the room as on the TV, she remained between Roger’s knees, her hand around his cock, her red lips and cheek coated in sticky precum.


  “You…” Dad turned to look at the TV. “You’re watching one of our movies?” He spun back to face him. “You’re getting off to your own mother?”


  “No, I…well…” Luke’s mouth continued to work, but he was so scared nothing came out at first until he managed a weak, “Oh, shit.”


  “Oh shit?” Dad repeated and walked over to the bed.


  Nervous as he was, Luke thought it was odd he left the video running, rather than shut it off. It was a sign of how deep his infatuation with his mother ran that even with his father approaching, his eyes darted to the TV where Mom was sucking for glory and making those sloppy sucking sounds that he’d blown several loads to.


  “You’re still watching!” The move hadn’t been lost on his father. “What the hell do you have to say for yourself?”


  “I’m sorry,” Luke said in a strained whisper as he managed to look up at him. “I have no excuses.”


  “You wouldn’t be able to make any.” Dad rolled his eyes. “I just caught you red, or should I say one, handed.”


  “Yeah.” Luke hung his head in shame as he drew the sheet higher up over his stomach.


  “Unbelievable.” Dad folded his arms over his chest, and focusing on him for the first time Luke noticed he was in a plain white t-shirt and pair of ripped jeans, not something he would wear going to dinner with friends.


  “You make like you’re so upset about what you saw a couple weeks ago, and I catch you watching it with your damn dick in your hand?”


  “Sorry, Dad,” Luke whispered.


  “Christ, Luke, when I told you to think of your mother as a woman I didn’t mean it to this degree!”


  “I know,” he replied trying to ignore Mom yelling from the TV. “Oh, yeah, baby! Shoot that hot cum all over my slutty face!”


  “You want to look don’t you?” Dad asked. “Killing you to not to, I can see it.”


  “No, I’m sorry, and I’ll never watch it again, I promise!”


  “Go ahead,” Dad told him. “Look up, look at your mother, she’s facing the camera now.” He bent down and picking up the remote pointed it at the TV. “I paused it for you, look.”


  Luke shook his head.


  “You sure? It’s a great look, one hell of a money shot, and it was the first one we ever filmed.”


  “Can I get dressed, and then we can…”


  “No, you’re going to look at the TV,” Dad told him. “Don’t even pretend you don’t want to. If I hadn’t walked in you’d probably have as much all over you as she does on her face.”


  “Dad, why do you want me to look?”


  “Because you want to.” Dad shook his head. “No, not want to, you need to look at her. You need to see it. So bad that you come into our room and have to watch it in our bed for an extra nasty little thrill, right?”


  Luke nodded, his face turning red in shame.


  “Going to ask you a question, son, and be honest. This the first movie you watched?”


  Luke hesitated, released a sigh of resignation. “No, sir.”


  “You’ve watched a lot of them, haven’t you?”


  Luke nodded.


  “Gotten off to them.”


  Luke didn’t respond, just sat there, head down struggling not to take a peek at the TV. He was in more trouble than he’d ever been in his life and still wanting to see his mother with some guy’s cum on her face.


  “Can’t stop watching them, can you?”


  “I will, I promise,” Luke told him.


  “I don’t think you can keep that promise. Besides, even if you did it’s not going to stop you from looking at your mother and thinking of what you’ve seen her do.”


  “I’ll get over it.” Luke tried to sound confident. “And I don’t think of her when I look at her, I swear.”


  “You’ve been honest so far, Luke, don’t start lying now. I’ve seen the way you look at her. It’s how I knew how that night really affected you, and part of how I knew you were watching the movies.”


  “Please don’t tell Mom.” Luke looked up and couldn’t help flicking his eyes to the side to see the TV.


  Dad had paused it in a perfect spot, showing Mom with cum dripping from both cheeks and her chin. Her mouth was wide open to reveal more cum puddled on her tongue as she wagged it at the camera.


  “Tell me what?” Mom entered the room wearing a simple one piece red sundress. “Luke, why are you in our bed, and…are those your clothes on the floor?”


  “Please,” Luke whispered to his father. “Shut the TV off, just say I was…”


  “Tell you that I just walked in here to see our son watching one of our meeting videos.” Dad gestured to the TV. “Look.”


  Mom turned and stared at the TV for a few seconds, and Luke now found himself doing what he’d done every time he’d seen her for the last two weeks; check her out. The dress was snug and showed both a lot of leg and cleavage.


  Her hair was down, and she’d put some curl into it, and with a start, he noticed her face was heavily made up, her lips the exact fire engine red as the dress and her mascara and eyeshadow heavily applied.


  His eyes dropped, tracing the length of her legs down to her bare feet and red tipped toes. Again, it wasn’t a look his mother would wear to dinner, especially not with his father’s coworkers.


  Were they supposed to have a hookup that went wrong, and they came home early?


  “I have to say, I wear it well.” Mom shrugged and walked over to stop at the foot of the bed. “What do you think, Luke? You agree?”


  “W…what?”


  “I think I look pretty good with a load of cum on my face, do you?”


  “I…I…what?” Luke blinked in confusion, Mom didn’t seem mad at all, but she had to be screwing with him.


  For that matter, except for yelling his name, his father had been pretty damn low key for what he’d walked in on.


  “Your mother asked you a question, Luke, you should answer her,” Dad prodded him.


  “What kind of question is that?” Luke looked from one to the other. “I know what I did is way wrong, but you don’t have to mess with me. Just let me get dressed then tell me I’m grounded for the next year or something.


  “Grounding won’t fix this.” Dad lifted the remote and mercifully shut off the TV. “Not sure what will.” He tossed the remote on the table next to the bed and looked at Mom. “Any ideas?”


  “I don’t know.” Mom folded her arms under her breasts, pushing them up higher in the dress and calling his attention to the fact she wasn’t wearing a bra. “No matter what we do it’s not going to get him over his problem.”


  “I…I’ll talk to someone,” Luke volunteered.


  He needed help that was for sure because as his parents were pondering his fate, his eyes remained glued to his mother’s nipples.


  Her erect nipples.


  His cock which had shrunk in fear when dad walked into the room was now making a comeback, stirring under the sheet. What was wrong with him?


  “Going to tell someone you jerk off to home movies of your mommy fucking other men while your dad watches.” Mom gave him a lascivious smile. “Then joins in?”


  “Well…guess not.”


  “Wouldn’t help anyway,” Dad told him. “See Luke I know what you’re going through.”


  “You do?”


  “I do. That compulsion you have to watch these movies? The way you can’t stop thinking about your mother with those men? That’s what I felt after the first time we did it with Jack.


  “It was so fucking incredible that I wanted her to do it again, and soon. All these years later I still get like that sometimes.”


  “Poor me.” Mom giggled. “Having to get all that cock just to make your father happy.”


  “You get pretty happy, Jen.” Dad grinned at her. “Four orgasms last time if I remember.”


  “Hmm, that was a good one. I bet Gary would have been a lot of fun, but well, we know how that turned out.”


  “Now our son is going through that frustration of wanting something that bad but thinking it’s wrong.” Mom clucked her tongue, while slowly shaking her head.


  “It is wrong to watch these.” Luke kept looking from one to the other as they went back and forth as if they were discussing dinner plans.


  “Watching those movies isn’t as wrong as what you really want,” Dad said softly. “What you really want is your mother.”


  “No!” Luke sat up so quickly the sheet slipped from his stomach and he caught it just before it would have exposed his cock. “I…I just can’t stop watching the movies.”


  “And who is the star of those movies?” Dad raised his eyebrows.


  “Unless it’s your dad you’re thinking about.” Mom snickered.


  “That wouldn’t exactly be a compliment to you, now would it?” Dad retorted good-naturedly.


  What was going on? Why were they toying with him and acting like this were some kind of joke?


  “Well?” Mom asked him and made him jump when she reached out and ticked his right foot. “Answer the question, why are you watching?”


  “You know why.” Luke pointed to the floor. “Can I get dressed, please?”


  “Why?” Mom asked. “You don’t have anything to be ashamed of.”


  “Huh?”


  “Besides.” Mom pointed behind her towards the TV. “You’ve been seeing me naked for the last two weeks, so maybe I want a little payback.”


  “Two weeks?” he repeated. How did they…


  “Going to be honest, Luke.” Dad backed away as he spoke and dropped into the recliner that faced the bed. The same chair he sat in when he filmed the videos.


  “We know you started watching them right after you saw us.”


  “I was awake the morning you came into the room,” Mom confessed. “I woke up to someone trying to lift up my covers.” She tapped her chin as if thinking. “Any idea who that might have been?”


  “I don’t know what I was thinking,” Luke admitted. “I was just…confused.”


  “Pretty sure what you were thinking is after seeing me naked, you wanted to see more.” Mom remained calm, her voice soft and steady. “But when I rolled over I could see you in the mirror over my dresser and watched you take the movie.”


  “I was mad.” For the first time, Luke’s words were steady and when he looked at each of them, it was in the eye. “You said you were upset I caught you. So upset you watched one of your greatest hits and had sex.”


  “Got us there.” Dad nodded. “We were upset, but after I talked to you, and I came back and told your mother what we discussed, well somehow it turned into a strange kind of excitement that you caught us, that you saw us doing something we shouldn’t.”


  “Not proud of that.” Mom picked it up. “But we can’t help what excites us sometimes.” She pointed to Luke. “I think you of all people can understand that seeing I’ve become your new favorite porn star.”


  “I knew once you watched one, you’d want more,” she continued. “I put a piece of paper along the side of the drawer whenever we were out, and every time we came home the paper was in the drawer under it or on the floor meaning you opened it to see another one of our hookups.”


  “You…why did you let me keep doing it?”


  “We weren’t sure what to do,” Dad admitted. “We thought we’d give you a chance to get it out of your system, see if you’d realize it was wrong.”


  “But there were days we know you were into those movies more than once. I can see how you look at me, I’ve seen you get hard while looking at me,” Mom explained. “Just like you were hard in the basement after staring at me exercising.”


  “Like I said, kid, I get how you feel, that obsession of watching, then wanting to see more. Bet you think about it all day, dream about it, then come home and get your fix, then need more.”


  “I decided to play into it,” Mom went on. “Dressed more revealing around the house, sat with you on the couch, got close to you, a few kisses that were a little unmotherly.”


  “Why would you tease me?” Luke asked, confused.


  “Wanted to see which way you’d go,” Dad said. “We figured you might get angry or disgusted with yourself, get mad at Mom, start trying to avoid her, eventually put it behind you.”


  “Or you’d keep watching, keep looking.” Mom shrugged, and he couldn’t help noticing the way the top of her tits jiggled from the movement. “Keep needing to get off to me.”


  “It’s obvious you’re just going further down the rabbit hole, Luke.” Dad gestured towards him. “You’re in our damned bed doing it now, just looking for anything that will give you that extra thrill or make you feel your closer to the real thing.”


  “And that’s when decided what we’re going to have to do to get you over this.” Mom’s fingers slid up through the straps of her dress.


  “W…what are you going to do?” Luke asked nervously, but his eyes were on her red tipped fingers which lifting the straps up from her shoulders.


  “We’re going to give you the real thing.”


  It was Dad who answered, but Luke didn’t look at him, he was too busy staring at his mother who was easing the dress down her arms.


  




  Chapter Eight


  


  


  “What?” Luke couldn’t believe what he’d heard, but in front of him, his mother had slid her arms through the straps, causing the dress to fall further, exposing the top half of her perfectly shaped creamy breasts.


  “You’re just like me, Luke,” Dad told him. “You like to watch something most people would say is wrong, but sooner or later watching isn’t enough and you need to experience it.


  “That’s why I’m always with your mother right after her lover is finished. Watching only takes you do far.”


  “Hmm, he is just like his father.” Mom slowly ran her pink tongue over her red lips. “You are a good looking man with damn fine build, aren’t you baby?”


  “You’re screwing with me,” Luke whispered, but beneath the sheet his cock was rising as his eyes fixed on her partially revealed tits. The tits he’d jerked off over to the point his cock ached.


  “I will be soon.” Mom lifted her right leg and put her knee on the bed, then hooked her thumbs into the top of the dress. “Want to see them?”


  “I’m your son.” Luke felt as if he were reminding himself as much as her as his cock swelled to a full aching erection.


  “Not at the moment.” Mom drew her other knee onto the bed and leaned towards him until she was on her hands were between his feet. “You see me as a woman in those movies, and for now I’m going to see you as a young man. Fair is fair, after all.”


  “And you’ve always wanted to fuck a young one, haven’t you Jen?” Dad asked, and sensing movement, Luke looked over and his breath caught when he saw his father removing his shirt.


  “Just me?” Mom looked over at him with a smirk on her face. “You’ve been dying to see how many times I can get a young cock up to keep fucking me.”


  Luke’s heart raced as his mother crawled up the bed between his legs. Her blue eyes were on his and had that intense look he’d seen in the movies. Her blonde hair flowed around her face and hung in front of her, and her breasts were barely contained as they hung beneath her.


  She was the sexist thing he’d ever seen, and at this point he was so stunned he had to remind himself to breath.


  “I see that look, Luke.” Dad spoke from the chair. “It’s the look all the men have when they’re with your mother.”


  “No, my baby is looking at me different.” Mom rose to her knees between his thighs, inches from the raging hard on concealed by the sheet. “The others were okay with wanting me, poor Luke is still trying to tell himself I’m his mom and it can’t happen.”


  “But it’s going to.” Dad’s voice was lower, and when Luke glanced his way she saw his father’s eyes were on his mother and had that same smoldering heat hers did.


  He was now shirtless, and his right hand was on the bulge in his jeans.


  “I’ll make it happen.” Mom was now speaking in that smokey voice that he’d been hearing in his dreams every night since he’d caught them. “After all, it’s not nice to tell your mother no, is it, Luke?”


  “This can’t be real.” He gave his head a brisk shake, half expecting to wake up from another incestuous wet dream.


  He gasped when she swung one leg, then the other, over his so she was straddling him. She rose up on her knees so she was able to look down at him, putting her breasts directly in line with his eyes.


  “No? This doesn’t seem real?” Mom put her hands on his arms, her red nails lightly tickling him. “Guess I need to prove it to you.”


  Her left hand went to the top of her dress ready to pull it down.


  “Kiss him first.” Dad sounded as if he were also having a hard time controlling his breathing. “I want to see it.”


  “Yeah, Jim? You want to see your wife kiss our son?”


  She lowered her head, tilting it to the side, her red lips parting. “Come on, baby, give mama a kiss.”


  As much as he’d fantasized about her he leaned his head back, but he was sitting up against the headboard with no where to go.


  Mom paused with her lips so close to his he could feel her breath when she spoke.


  “Do you really not want to?”


  “I shouldn’t,” he whispered.


  “That wasn’t the question.” Mom took his face in her hands, her soft smooth skin a contrast to his scruffy cheeks. “I asked if you want to.”


  She lightly brushed her lips across his, and he released a soft whimper, the sound a mixture of desire and frustration.


  “Remember what I said to you, Luke. No one should be ashamed of their sexuality, if you want me, it’s okay.”


  Luke’s hands had been by his sides, but as she spoke he brought them up to place them on her arms. Her skin was warm and soft, but not as soft as her lips had been in that split second of contact.


  “I want to, baby,” Mom purred. “Since I knew you wanted me, I’ve wanted this. Your father wants it to. We already love each other, honey, this is just taking that love and mixing some fun into it.”


  Fun, having sex with her son in front of her husband would be fun to her. He recalled her whispering in his ear in the basement that she could be the “Best mother ever.”


  “I want you, mom,” he said so softly he could barely hear himself.


  Mom made it obvious she had heard him by pressing her lips to his. He groaned as she kissed him, his hands sliding her arms and onto her shoulders.


  “Mmm!” Mom moaned as she kissed him harder and her hands also moved, trailing down his face to his chest.


  He gasped when she gave his nipples a light pinch, then groaned when Mom’s tongue plunged into his mouth. The way her moist pink flesh darted across his and her hot breath in his mouth as her lips worked his, overwhelmed him.


  His hands went around her back and he pulled her to him, her breasts pressing into his upper chest as he kept his head back to kiss her.


  “Look at that,” Dad breathed. “Jesus this is incredible.”


  Luke’s hands roamed over her back, taking in her soft smooth skin before running his left hand up through her long hair. Mom moaned louder into his mouth as he gripped the back of her head, pushing her lips harder into his.


  His other hand strayed down over her dress to the small of her back, then over the curve of her ass.


  “Bad boy,” Mom breathed into his mouth. She yipped when he couldn’t resist squeezing the cheek of her ass, then sighed his hand moved to the side, now sliding over the bare flesh of her upper thigh.


  Mom broke the kiss and eased back from his embrace. She gathered the hem of the dress in her hands and in one smooth motion, peeled it over her head and tossed it away.


  “Oh, my, god.” Luke’s jaw hit the floor before the dress did as he was confronted with the sight of his mother, now clad only in a red lace thong straddling him.


  Her tits, those goddamn amazing tits were now less than a foot from his face. Her tiny pink nipples as erect as his cock.


  “Like them, honey?” Mom went to cup them as he’d seen her do in the videos, but his hands shot up and were on them before hers were.


  “Oh!” Mom gasped as he fondled them, his palms sliding over her nipples.


  “I think he likes them!” Dad laughed. “He has good taste, just like his father.”


  Mom sank down onto his lap, making him moan as she settled onto his cock.


  “I think he is just like his father.” Mom giggled as she ground her hips, working her crotch into his through the sheet.


  Even through the material he could feel the heat from her pussy, but right now his focus was on the firm flesh of his mother’s tits. Mom’s hands were now over his, pushing on them, encouraging him to play with them.


  She leaned forward, her lips seeking his. This time he eagerly accepted it, and this time it was him who boldly plunged his tongue into her mouth. Mom moaned, her nails digging into the backs of his hands as their tongues danced across each other.


  Mom pushed him back against the headboard and rising up on her knees shoved her tits in his face. Luke couldn’t get her right nipple in his mouth fast enough and mom cried out as he sucked hard on it.


  “That’s it, baby, suck that tit! The tit you’ve been watching other men come on, your mother’s tit!”


  “Damn, Jen.” Dad whistled. “Slow down. He’s…”


  “He’s ready, Jim.” Mom dropped her hand between her legs and gripped his cock through the sheet. “So fucking ready!”


  Luke was in his glory, turning his head side to side, licking and sucking each swollen pink nub while he continued to squeeze fondle the hottest tits he’d ever seen. Mom pushed his hands down, and pressed into him, kissing him with an intensity he’d never experienced before.


  The kiss bordered on rough as her mouth sought to devour his and her tongue darted around his mouth. Her nipples were poking into his chest and her hands were sliding along his shoulders and arms, caressing him, and teasing with her nails.


  His hands were on the move as well, sliding down her sides and over her back before finding her ass and gripping one of her firm cheeks in each palm gave them a hard squeeze.


  Mom moaned and worked her hips in tight circles, grinding on his aching dick. Luke struggled to return the borderline violent kiss as he marveled at…everything. The feeling of his mother’s tight little ass in his hands, her breasts crushed against him, and the way she moved!


  He was getting a damn lap dance from his mother, bet none of his friends could say the same. The thought was a silly one to have in the heat of the moment, but his mind was spinning with both lust and still some disbelief; in his wildest sex crazed dreams he’d never seen this happening.


  “God you two look hot together,” Dad declared. “Who would have thought we could have found another line to cross?”


  Mom slid her lips from his and trailed them down his throat, then the top of his chest, she eased up on her knees and Luke let out a surprised breath when she yanked the sheet from between them.


  He moaned when she immediately gripped his cock, squeezing it tightly.


  “Just like your father!” Mom whispered; her blue eyes glazed over with lust. “Such a big cock, and so hard for me!”


  “Hard for his mother.” Dad sounded as excited as he felt.


  Mom pumped his cock and Luke stared down watching the surreal sight of his mother’s red tipped fingers around his cock.


  “What do you want to see, baby?” Mom was looking at his father. “As if I didn’t know.”


  “Suck his cock.” Dad’s words sent a thrill through him and made him think that if Mom was trying to be the best Mom ever, Dad was well on his way to being father of the year in his eyes. “I need to see it.”


  “Dad wants me to blow you, honey.” Mom flicked her tongue out at him. “That okay with you?”


  “Please,” Luke moaned as she stroked him faster.


  “Please what?” Mom gave him a sly smile. “Tell me what you want.”


  “Tell her, Luke,” Dad prodded. “Tell your mother what you want her to do.”


  “I want you to,” he swallowed nervously. “Suck my dick.”


  “That’s better than saying ‘those things’.” Mom winked, then slid back on the bed.


  She stretched out on her stomach, and bending her legs at the knees, crossed her ankles as she slowly stroked his cock which was now inches from her face.


  “All for me, baby?” Mom was propped up on her elbows, one hand on his dick, the other caressing his hard flat stomach. “This cock hard for your hot wife mommy?”


  “I think you’re something new, Jen,” Dad commented. “Hot mommy.”


  “So hot,” Luke added. “Damn you’re gorgeous.”


  “Aww, you say the sweetest things!” Mom released that naughty giggle and his cock jumped in her hand. “Or are you just saying that because I’m going to suck your cock?”


  “Suck it, Jen.” There was an urgency in Dad’s voice that caused Luke to look his way.


  He flinched when he saw Dad had pushed his jeans down and was stroking his own raging erection. “Suck it for me.”


  “Yes sir.” Mom gave him a quick pout, then with no hesitation took Luke deep into her mouth.


  “Oh, fuck,” he groaned as his mother bobbed her head rapidly, taking his cock deeper each time she lowered her head.


  He put his hands on her shoulders, trying not to squeeze them in his excitement as his mother worked her red lips along his shaft.


  “Like that, Jen?” Dad asked. “That’s not just a hard young cock you’re sucking, it’s our son’s cock.”


  Mom moaned as she turned her head enough to face dad while still sucking him. She removed him from her mouth and fluttered her tongue around his swollen purple head.


  “Like that, Jim? Like seeing your boy’s dick in your wife’s mouth?”


  “Fuck yeah.” Dad’s voice trembled, and his hand was moving faster on his cock. “I don’t think I ever saw anything like this coming, that’s for sure.”


  “You’re going to see Luke coming, and all over your wife’s trashy face.”


  Mom lowered her head, flicking her tongue up and down the length of his cock. She went up one side then down the other before pressing her lips around it. She worked her head, sliding his length between her soft lips, her eyes on Dad the entire time.


  Luke relaxed back against the headboard as he watched his mother slide his now red stained cock between her lips. She went over his head, holding it between her lips and slurping hard enough to make him gasp.


  Mom spit the pre cum she’d sucked out of him back onto his cock, then slid her lips along the other side of his shaft. She reached his base and pushing his cock back, swirled her tongue around his swollen balls.


  “Work those balls,” Dad encouraged her. “Show Luke how a real woman sucks off her man.”


  Suck off! His mother was going to give him a full blow job just like he’d seen her do in her videos. His attention returned to his mother and her amazing mouth when she sucked gently on each of his balls before opening wide and taking both at the same time.


  Her tongue caressed them as she sucked harder while jerking him. Goddamn, his father wasn’t kidding, no girl his age could work a cock like this! Mom released his balls, and pressing her tongue to his shaft, ran it slowly up to his tip.


  She rubbed his head over his lips, then turned her head, rubbing him against her soft cheek.


  “How’s your dick look in my face?” she asked while sliding him along her other cheek.


  “It would look better in your mouth.” Dad’s answer cut him off. “Go slow next time, Jen, get him off so he can take you for a nice long ride.”


  His words sent his mind reeling at the realization that…


  He was going to fuck his mother.


  “It’s your show, sweetie.” Mom winked at Dad and took him back into her mouth.


  “Yeah, you get nothing out of this,” Dad joked. “You suffer nobly.”


  Luke barely heard him over his moaning as Mom was now sucking him with that crazed enthusiasm she’d exhibited in the movies. She was taking him deep each time she lowered her head, gagging herself.


  Spit squirted from the sides of her mouth, but she kept going, pounding her mouth onto his sizable mouth.


  “Move her hair,” Dad told him, and he quickly obeyed, sliding her hair from where it had fallen across her face. “Get a handful and push her head down.”


  Luke hesitated, and Mom released his cock, a trail of sticky drool from her lips to his cock. “Go ahead,” she said breathlessly. “Whatever Dad wants, I’m happy to do, especially for you.”


  She resumed her manic sucking and Luke wrapped his fingers into her hair and pushed and pulled on it, using it as a handle to guide her mouth on his cock. Luke was breathing hard as his legs stretched out around his mother, his thighs already trembling as she sucked him as if it were a competition.


  He watched her mouth work his now lipstick smeared shaft. Her sucking was accompanied by those hot as fuck gurgling and sloppy slurping sounds from the movies.


  Her face was red beneath the slutty makeup and tears streaked her cheeks as her eyes watered from forcing his cock repeatedly, and borderline violently, down her throat. Luke’s eyes roamed, taking in every detail of his taboo dream come true.


  Mom looked fantastic stretched out between his legs. The thong wasn’t much more than string of lace, revealing the cheeks of her ass, and she was moving her legs playfully back and forth as she sucked.


  Even the smooth soles of her feet and the red tips of her toes looked good as she sucked him in the classic blow job position featured in the POV porn craze of today. But this was his point of view, and his goddamn mother giving him head!


  Mom moaned as she sucked, and her ass rose and fell as she ground her hips into the bed.


  “Slow down,” Dad demanded, and Mom quickly eased him from her mouth. “You want me to…Oh!”


  Luke followed her gaze to see Dad was off the chair, his jeans tossed aside and heading for the bed, his cock rigid between his thick muscular thighs.


  “I can’t wait!” Dad climbed onto the bed and Mom was already sliding up, putting her ass in the air for him.


  Luke watched with an odd sense of anticipation as his father yanked Mom’s thong to the side and drove his cock inside her.


  “Fuck!” Mom squealed as Dad tore into her, pounding her with long hard strokes. “You never go first!”


  “I need it,” Dad moaned. “I’ve never been this fucking horny! Suck his cock while I fuck you!”


  “Don’t have to tell me twice!” Mom took him back between her lips and resumed sucking, but slower than before.


  She moaned and yelped as she sucked while behind her, Dad had his large hands on her sides, driving into her with a force that had her rocking forward with each thrust. Mom showed her experience being in this position by matching his rhythm, her mouth descending on Luke at the same time Dad plowed into her, then easing up as he reared back for another stroke.


  Mom’s eyes were wide, but she continued blowing him as smoothly as she had before. She let his cock go, and gripped his thighs, now using just her mouth as her nails dug into his thighs.


  Luke’s eyes kept jumping from the view of his mother’s mouth on his cock to his father’s plunging between her cheeks and plundering her pussy.


  “Christ, you’re wet,” Dad breathed. “Wet from sucking your own son.”


  Mom moaned and pushed on Luke’s legs, using him to drive back hard into Dad’s thrusts. She was rocking back and forth like he’d seen in the video, except now he was on one end of this insanely taboo sandwich.


  Mom released his cock to release several loud yelps.


  “Shit, Jim! I swear to god you’ve never fucked me this hard!”


  “Never been this hard!” Dad moaned behind her as he continued his all out assault on his mother’s pussy. “You’re wetter than ever!”


  “I want to come!” Mom moaned.


  “You’ll be coming all night, beautiful,” Dad promised. “But us boys need to get off quick so we can take good care of you.”


  “Then come quick, because this hot wife mommy needs an orgasm!”


  “Make us come quick.” Dad countered.


  Mom took Luke between her lips and this time went back to sucking with a vengeance. Luke groaned as she gagged on his cock then yelped from his father hammering away on her.


  He hadn’t been kidding about his mother being wet as he could hear his father’s cock entering her. Between his legs, Mom was still sucking like a porn star despite the way dad was taking her.


  Her face was as red as her lips and she was sweating, the moisture mixing with her tears, and causing her black eye makeup to streak down her face. There was drool flowing from the corners of her mouth and chin, and all in all she looked like a sexy as fuck hot mess.


  Mom pushed harder on his thighs, pounding her ass back into Dad, then rocking forward and taking him all the way down to his shaft. Luke’s hand tightened in her hair as his legs shook violently and his balls tightened.


  “Fuck,” he groaned.


  “Yeah.” Dad released an eerily similar sound. “Let it go, Luke, give your mother that load she’s been working so hard for! You’ve seen the movies, you know she loved it, give it to her!”


  “Hmm-mm!” Mom agreed as effortlessly continued to deep throat him.


  “Oh, oh shit.” Luke struggled to hold back, fighting for every second he could last in his mother’s talented mouth.


  When Dad lifted his hand and gave Mom a hard slap on her ass, making her squeal with him deep in her throat, he lost the battle, and his cock erupted. Mom’s eyes bulged and she made a nasty wet gagging sound as cum exploded from the sides of her mouth.


  She eagerly sucked it back up, then pulled him from her mouth and pumped his cock. She held her mouth open, jerking him into it, spurts of cum landing on her tongue and chin.


  She pushed the cum out of her mouth sending it drooling back onto his cock and down his balls, then took him back into her mouth, sucking hard enough to cause her cheeks to hollow.


  Luke moaned and squirmed on the bed as his mother sucked very drop from him. There was cum on her cheeks and even some in her hair as she slurped up the mess that had slid down his shaft while completely draining his balls.


  “Yeah!” Dad gasped, and whipping his cock out, sent a long thick streak of pearly white cum onto Mom’s lower back.


  Mom suddenly sat up on her knees, still gripping Luke’s cock while reaching behind her and grabbing dad’s. She pumped both of them, and while only managing to wring a few more drops from Luke, she was rewarded with a huge load from dad all over her ass.


  Luke was breathing hard, whimpering as his mother continued to jerk his cock, his hips jerking when she ran her hand over his sensitive head. Her face was even more of a mess than before, with his cum adding to the running make up, sweat and tears.


  Dad reached around her, cupping her tits and playing with her swollen nipples as she milked his cock for every drop she could get.


  She released Luke’s cock, and turned on her knees, lowered her head and went down on dad who moaned as she sucked on his already drained cock. Confronted with the sight of his father’s cum all over her ass, Luke thought he’d be disgusted.


  Instead, and without even thinking about it, he drew his legs back, got on his knees behind his mother and shoved his still hard cock into her pussy.


  “Oh my god!” Mom squealed over Dad’s cock.


  “That’s my boy!” Dad exclaimed as Luke grabbed her hips and fucked her with long hard strokes just as his father had.


  Luke couldn’t believe it; he was fucking his mother! Her pussy was so goddamn wet he could feel it dripping against his thighs and balls as he pressed into her. But she was so hot, and tight, and…it was his mother’s pussy!


  “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Mom yelped as Luke took her hard and fast.


  Her yelping turned into a muffled gurgle when Dad unceremoniously grabbed her head and shoved her face into his cock. But Mom immediately bobbed her head, sucking him as her son took her from behind harder than he’d ever fucked any of his girlfriends.


  “That’s why we’ve wanted a young one!” Dad moaned. “Look at you go, like you never came!”


  “I never came!” Mom moaned from his lap. “I want to come, boys!”


  “Luke stop.” Dad told him. “Let’s take care of your mother, trust me, she’ll be even hotter after she comes.”


  Luke eased out of her and grabbing her shoulder, dad rolled her over onto her back. Mom lifted her hips and slid the thong over them and down her thighs. Without needing to be told, Luke grabbed it between her legs and pulled on it.


  Mom lifted her legs higher, letting him take it off, then lowered them and spread them wide, showing off her glistening pink slit.


  “How about another, kiss?” Mom pushed herself further down towards the foot of the bed while smiling through the white sticky mess on her lips.


  Once again, Luke surprised himself by not hesitating to stretch out between her legs and bury his face in her pussy, his tongue plunging into her sloppy slit.


  “Fuck yeah!” Mom cried out. “Jim, he is a natural!”


  “Good taste runs in the family,” Dad replied from where he was kneeling on the edge of the bed.


  “You both taste damn good,” Mom moaned and ran her fingers through Luke’s hair as he moved his head, fucking her with his rigid tongue. “How do I taste, baby?”


  Luke’s answer was a soft moan as he was too caught up in the intoxicating scent, taste and wet moist heat of his mother’s pussy. Somewhere in the back of his head he knew his father had just been fucking her, his cock where Luke’s tongue was right now.


  But he didn’t care, instead the thought his mother had already made them both cum and had both of them inside her had his calls aching like he hadn’t just gotten off. It was the same as when he’d jerked off to the movies, no matter how hard he came, he was ready for more.


  Except this was now for real and the more was right there for the taking.


  Luke worked his tongue up through her lips, and Mom whimpered when he circled her clit in a teasing circle before making her gasp with a sudden hard suck.


  “Yeah, oh, yeah,” Mom whispered in that sultry phone sex voice. “There you go, honey, eat mommy’s wet cunt. You came in my face; I’m going to come in yours.”


  She lifted her legs and slid her feet over his shoulders while her fingers tightened in his short thick hair. “Then you’re going to fuck me again and come all over your mommy’s pretty titties.”


  “These titties?” Dad leaned over, and Luke watched him as he sucked on Mom’s left nipple while he fondled her other breast.


  “Hmm, those titties,” Mom moaned as she grabbed Dad’s semi hard cock and stroked it. “My cock.” She giggled. “Both your cocks are mine now.”


  Hers, they were both hers.


  Even as his tongue swirled over and around her clit, his eyes remained up, watching her slowly pump his father’s cock while he took turns sucking and licking each of her nipples.


  His hips moved, working his once again aching cock into the soft mattress in anticipation of being back inside his mother. He slipped two fingers insider her pussy, and Mom groaned. “Three, baby, stretch that cunt, get me ready for more of that big cock.


  Damn, she was as nasty as any porn star he’d ever seen, nastier, because they weren’t fucking their son. Luke added another finger, pumping them into her while he worked his tongue up and down, then side to side across her swollen clit.


  “Just like that!” Mom’s toes curled into his back, and she put her arm around Dad’s neck, pushing his head into her tit. “I’m so fucking horny, going to come nice and fast so I can get more cock,” she sighed. “From both of you.”


  Luke switched from licking to sucking on her clit, and Mom’s thighs trembled against his shoulders, and her hips moved, grinding her slick hot flesh into his face.


  “Yes, suck that clit,” mom whimpered, her back arching and her ass coming off the bed. “Push your fingers deep, and curl them inside me.”


  Luke drove his fingers knuckle deep into his mother’s twat, then curled his fingers as he gave her a hard suck.


  “Oh!” Mom moaned and her pussy contracted around his fingers. “Do it again, and again!”


  Luke uncurled then curled his fingers rapidly inside her while now licking her clit as fast as he could. Each time he curled them Mom yelped, and her pussy tightened around his fingers.


  Dad was now sucking on nipple while tugging on the other, stretching her pink flesh to the point it looked painful. The next time he curled his fingers and Mom yipped, Dad twisted her nipple hard and Mom went crazy.


  She released a long loud squeal as her pussy convulsed around his fingers and her hips bucked wildly. She wrapped her legs around his head, clamping his face between her soft thighs.


  Luke kept moving his fingers and licking her as best he could as she writhed on the bed, smearing her pussy into his face. Above him, Dad was still working her nipples and Mom’s head was back, her mouth open, yelping and whimpering as her orgasm crashed through her.


  When her body went limp, her legs sliding from around his head, Luke eased his fingers from her and rose to his knees. Dad was now off the bed and grabbing Mom’s shoulders, pulled her further down the bed until her head was at the edge of it.


  Still breathing hard from her orgasm, Mom nonetheless, smiled, then opened wide.


  Dad leaned over and dropped his once again hard cock between her lips, and moved his hips, fucking her mouth. For a moment Luke watched his mother take his cock, her throat working as she sucked him deep, her hands now on him, one rubbing his balls, the other wrapped around the base of his cock.


  He jumped when she lifted her legs and put her feet on his chest. Responding to her invitation, Luke put his hands on her thighs and eased his cock into her. This time he went more slowly than when he’d been overwhelmed by excitement and briefly took her from behind.


  Mom moaned and gurgled around Dad’s cock as he pumped her with long strokes, watching his glistening cock slide in and out from between her wet pink flesh. Mom tapped Dad’s thigh twice, and he spoke.


  “Harder Luke, she wants it hard and fast.”


  Damn, they had this down to a science, complete with their own unspoken signals. But who was Luke to deny his ‘hot mommy’ what she wanted? He gripped her knees and proceeded to give her what she wanted, a good hard fucking.


  Mom squealed as he took her, slamming his long thick cock into her now sloppy pussy. Dad grabbed her tits, playing with her nipples while working his cock into her mouth.


  He gave them a hard twist and Mom cried out around his thrusting flesh, but her pussy tightened around Luke’s cock. Dad shook her nipples, using them to make her tits bounce.


  Luke slid his hands behind her knees and pushed her legs back, leaning his weight down. Mom wailed around Dad’s dick as her feet were now over her head and Luke was driving down into her.


  “She likes that!” Dad exclaimed. “The harder the better!”


  Luke did his best to accommodate that, slipping his shoulders, behind her knees and bracing his hands on the bed. Mom was yelping and gagging, but Dad continued to fuck her mouth and the way she made no effort to get him to stop.


  There was still cum on her face and a few drops on her tits, but dad had no issue with having his cock in her mouth or playing with her breasts. Mom grabbed Dad’s right hand and tugged on it, and he slid it down her stomach and between her legs.


  Luke flinched and started to slide back, but his father laughed.


  “I’m not going to touch you. Your mother wants to come on your cock. She’s a good woman, Luke, let’s give her what she wants.”


  Good woman…a good woman who was currently having a three-way with her son and husband. Good? Hell, at this point Luke would say she was the best ever! He resumed fucking her as Dad placed two fingers on her clit and worked them in fast circles.


  Mom’s fingers captured the nipples Dad had released and was twisting it as roughly as he was to the other. Luke’s lust overcame his awkwardness about his father’s fingers being only a couple inches from his cock and he strived to fuck her even harder.


  Mom’s pussy quivered around his plunging cock and she was making high pitched whimpering sounds as her body bucked beneath him as much as she could while being bent into a human pretzel and having her mouth and pussy stuffed with cock.


  “Come for us, Jen,” Dad whispered. “You know what’s next, and you’ll get it as soon as you come on our boy’s big dick.”


  Whatever ‘next’ was, it had an instant effect on his mother.


  Her body tensed, and her nails dug hard into Dad’s arm while she tugged on her nipple. Her pussy suddenly tightened around Luke’s cock, then her pussy quivered and her body exploded.


  Dad pulled his cock from her mouth and she let loose with a sound that could only be described as a wail as her second orgasm in five minutes tore through her. Her feet drummed on his shoulders and a warm gush of sticky fluid squirted around his cock to splatter his balls and inner thighs.


  Mom yelped and moaned, her body jerking as if she were being shocked and her pussy clenching around his cock hard enough to make him moan. With a long shuddering sigh, Mom went limp on the bed, her arms falling to her sides as her breasts rose and fell with her heavy breathing.


  “Ease back,” Dad told him, gesturing with his hand. “Give her a sec to recover.” He grinned. “Don’t worry, it’ll be worth the wait, and you can calm down a little.”


  Luke eased his now dripping cock from her oozing pussy, and Dad put his hands under Mom’s shoulders and lifted her into a sitting position. He slid his arms around her and kissed her cheek affectionately even as his hands were right back on her breasts, his thumbs teasing her nipples.


  He kissed her neck, then whispered in her ear. Mom, as tired as she appeared to be, smiled and nodded.


  “Luke, honey.” She pointed. “Lie on your back, Mama wants to go for a ride.”


  Luke quickly stretched out on his back and moving slowly, but with that same look of lust as if she hadn’t been satisfied yet, Mom crawled up the bed and straddled him as she had before.


  She grabbed his cock, holding it up as she eased herself down on it, and sighed as she took his full length inside her. She leaned over him, gripping the headboard and worked her hips up and down, slowly riding his cock.


  Luke grabbed her hips, and moved his, rising into her each time she came down on him. Mom leaned over further, dangling her tits in his face and he eagerly sucked on her right nipple, then her left.


  “That’s nice,” Mom purred. “You feel good, honey. Your dad feels good too.” She looked over her shoulder at Dad who was now kneeling on the foot of the bed. “I can only think of one thing that could feel better than taking turns with my boys.”


  “And what would that be?” Dad asked, and Luke could see the wicked smile on his face over Mom’s shoulder.


  “Having both of you together.” She looked down at Luke and added, “And I won’t be using my mouth.”


  “Holy shit,” Luke whispered. “No way.”


  “Just lie back and relax, honey.” Mom put her hands on his chest while still working her hips on his now still cock. “We’re about to become a lot closer as a family.”


  Dad had slid up between his legs as Mom lowered herself down over him until her breasts were pushing into his chest.


  “Go ahead, Jim, time for me to be a hot wife and hot mommy at the same time.”


  Dad slapped his cock on Mom’s ass a couple times then pressed it between her cheeks.


  “Oh, fuck!” Mom groaned as Dad eased into her ass.


  Luke’s eyes widened as he felt his father’s cock sliding against his through the thin skin between Mom’s ass and pussy. Above him, Mom’s eyes widened and she her fingers dug into his shoulders as she braced herself against him.


  “Ohhhh,” she whimpered as his father pushed his full length into her. “So…full,” she moaned. “Full of cock, full of both my men!”


  Men, Mom had said boys before, mostly referring to him, now it was men. He was one of her men. One of the men who she was now between, committing an even bigger taboo of having both her husband and son inside her at once.


  Dad began fucking her ass, moving slowly at first, but then gaining speed and going harder. Mom’s eyes bulged and went wide, and her mouth hung open in that red O he was so fond of in the videos.


  Whimpers and tiny yips came out of her as his father fucked her ass harder.


  “Fuck me, Luke,” Mom moaned, lowering her face next to his. “I want to feel you both moving inside me.”


  With dad leaning over Mom, his arms braced along side them, Luke couldn’t move his hips much under the combined weight, but it was enough to make Mom’s whimpers an even higher pitch and Luke to feel himself sliding against his father’s cock.


  But after a few strokes it didn’t affect him as much as he thought. They were both making mom happy, giving her what she wanted, and as he’d learned, seeing Mom happy made his father happy.


  Now Luke knew exactly how his father felt, it was exciting to see Mom sucking and fucking his father, then fucking him. Seeing how sexy, sensual, and insatiable his mother was.


  His mother had just proved she had no limits when it came to sex and her lack of inhibition, even with her own son made her the most desirable woman he could ever imagine.


  He moved his hips harder, thrusting into her as hard as he could. On the other side of Mom, Dad was now fucking her hard and fast, taking her ass almost as hard as he had her pussy.


  Mom was yelping and squealing directly in his ear, a mixture of pleasure with a hint of pain, but as the expression went, a good pain. Her fingers tightened into him and her thighs were shaking violently against his.


  “Oh, oh oh.” She lifted her head. “Harder, Jim! I’m going to come! I’m going to come for both of you! I…”


  Her words turned into a sound that could only be described as a howl as Mom’s holes tightened around their thrusting cocks and her body went wild, bucking and writhing between the two large men fucking her.


  Mom’s cries were loud in his ear, but he didn’t care, it was the sexiest thing he’d ever heard, and apparently dad felt the same as his he was now fucking her harder, driving his cock into her contracting asshole while Luke struggled to move within her dripping pussy as much as he could.


  “Oh my god,” Mom moaned in his ear, letting her weight go on top of him. “I…Jesus, the room is spinning.”


  She let loose with a series of shrill yelps in his ear as Dad moaned above her and went into a frenzy of hard fast thrusts, his cock pounding against his on the other side of his mother’s pussy.


  Dad whipped his cock out, pumping it and sending another impressive load across Mom’s ass and back. He wrung the last few drops from his tip, then sliding his arm between Mom and Luke, lifted her up.


  Mom looked like she could barely move but swung her leg over Luke and slid to the side so she was now on her knees next to him, her head lowered to the bed, ass in the air.


  “Go ahead, baby,” she whispered to him. “Take me.” She gave him a tired, but still sexy smile. “Ass or cunt, your choice.”


  “I…seriously?”


  “You think I’m kidding after all this?”


  Luke was up on his knees and behind her so fast Dad laughed and clapped his hands. “That is my boy right there!”


  “Our boy,” Mom said softly, then squealed when Luke, unable to hold back, pushed his cock into his mother’s still gaping asshole.


  He groaned at the feeling. He’d never even dared to ask one of his girlfriends for this and couldn’t believe how good it felt. Mom’s ass was drier and tighter than her pussy, and he could feel it spreading around him as he entered her, then immediately trying to close around him so that he was spreading it open with each thrust.


  “Fuck!” Mom moaned. “Oh my god, baby! You are Mama’s bad boy aren’t you?”


  “You’re my hot mommy, I’m your bad boy,” he moaned as he put his hands on her shoulders, and leaned over her, pounding her deeper and holding her down on the bed.


  “And we used to think what we did before was wild,” Dad whispered as he watched his son take his wife in the ass.


  “Come for me, honey,” Mom moaned. “Please come for me!”


  Speaking of Cum, Luke looked down to see his father’s load all over her ass, some of it sliding down the curve of it, and getting very close to ending up on his thigh. The sight of the cum on his mother’s body, knowing there was more still on her face, and the fact he was going to add more, sent him into the same frenzied thrusting as his father moments ago.


  Mom howled as he tore into her, thinking about the cum on her body, all the cum he’d seen on her. All the men who’d taken her and how his father had had her after every one of them, how now he was taking her, experiencing his mother as the incredible woman she was, and knowing the same pride his father felt when he shared her.


  With a groan, Luke pulled his cock out and jerked it, coming on the other side of her ass so he and his father had each painted one of her well-shaped firm cheeks. Even as he was still pumping his cock, Mom’s legs slid out behind her as she released a long, contented sigh while her son wrung the last drops of cum onto her ass.


  “Holy shit,” Dad said as he got up from the bed. “That was the most intense thing I’ve ever experienced.”


  “Trying taking two cocks in your ass and get back to me,” Mom said as she remained on her stomach.


  “Luke, be a good kid and wipe your mother off, I’m going to get some cold water.”


  He walked out of the room naked, and Luke looked around. He spotted a towel next to the chair dad was sitting in and grabbing it, gently wiped the mess from his mother’s ass.


  “Thank you, honey.” Mom rolled over and took the other end of the towel. “I must be a mess, huh?”


  She was, her face a mass of sweat, tears, make up and cum, but Luke smiled at her.


  “Mom, you look sexy as fuck!”


  “You are your father’s son, honey.” Mom laughed as she wiped her face off. “He loves the ridden hard put away wet look too.”


  “Can I ask you something?”


  “Honey, you just fucked my ass, I think a question is okay?” Mom gave him a tired smile.


  “Where were you guys tonight? Dad said you were going to dinner.”


  “We lied; we were around the corner. We decided to park the cars on the next block and set you up for this.” She sighed. “We’re not exactly parents of the year.”


  “I think you guys are the best parents ever!” Luke exclaimed with a laugh.


  “Damn straight!” Dad came into the room with three bottles of water.


  Luke took his downing the entire thing as Mom say up and took hers from dad and took several long swallows.


  “Damn that was something, just when you think you’ve done it all, right, Jen?”


  “Safe to say we can’t top this one.” Mom grinned. “You only wanted one kid, you regretting that now?”


  “Funny.” Dad grinned. “Nothing can ever top this, better than anything we ever did before.”


  “Too bad you didn’t film it,” Luke told him with a grin identical to his father’s. “Talk about Family home movies.”


  “Nah, why would we film it?” Dad asked.


  “You film all the others.”


  “We film those because we’re only going to be with that guy once, so it’s revisiting a memory,” Mom explained, and reaching down gently slid her fingers along his spent cock. “So why film what we can have anytime we want?”


  “What about other guys?” Luke asked, wondering if he dared to hope. “Your little meetings.”


  “Well seeing you caught us, I guess we can’t do that anymore, so…” Dad reached out and clapped him on the arm. “Looks like you’re going to have to help keep your mother and I happy from now on, think you can do that?”


  “Hey.” Luke lifted his bottle in a mock toast. “Can’t beat them, join them, right?”


  


  The End
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