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This is my first published story. It moves to sex pretty quickly, I am also working on stories with more suspense. Also, English is not my native language. Please let me know what you think of the pace, style and choice of words.
As indicated in the story, all characters are over eighteen.
The story does involve incest, so if that's not for you, please look for something else instead ;-)
Enjoy!
----
This is a story that describes what really happened to me, about a week ago. I can imagine that it might be hard to believe. I myself, for one thing, cannot properly explain how and why these events occurred to me in this way... I can still not really understand the full consequences of what I and my mother have done. It is like I am climbing a mountain in anticipation of the abyss on its other side, only visible once I've reached its top... And so far, I am still climbing, feeling higher and higher..
Two weeks ago, dad left on another business trip to the other side of the country, as he needs to do about once a year for a big convention. He does not like going, and we do not like to see him go. Dad is the kind of guy that always talks loudest at the dinner table, who is generous with anecdotes and jokes to amuse my mother, me and my little sister. When he is away, the house is more quiet. Mom seems a bit down and lost. My twin sister sneaks out more often to meet her friends, coming home very late now she knows the main authority has left the building, because mom is not quite as strict as dad.
The chain of events that brought me where I am now started with a coincidence some days after dad went away. I had to leave to the gym, I had gotten a subscription for my eighteenth birthday a year ago, and I wanted to shower before I went. My sister was in the bathroom doing her make-up which usually takes ages to finish. As my parents have their own shower, I kindly asked mom if I could make use of it, which was, of course, no point at all. So, I got my sports clothes, took off my pajamas and went into the small bathroom adjacent to my parents' bedroom.
Coming to my parents' bedroom always felt like encroaching on a forbidden territory, as this was the one place where the absolutely private affairs of mom and dad took place. This is where they quarreled about the stuff they did not want us to hear. And, of course, this is where they made love. As a child, this was the one place where we were not allowed to play. It was the only room where we still knocked before we entered.
I was observing all kinds of prohibited details as I passed through the bedroom to go the shower. A pack of tissues subtly placed besides the bed, some of mom's socks and panties that she must have taken off last night were still on the floor, the unmade bed where mom had slept... I quickly moved on, as to prove to myself that I did not want to linger on these details.
After showering, I noticed that draped over the laundry bin was a very sexy lingerie set of mom. Of course, first I pretended not to see it but as I got of the shower to dry myself off, I could not resist picking it up to see what kind of stuff mom wore at night. I tried to ignore it first. But then I became curious. What would she wear to turn on dad?
I knew it was a perverted thing to do, but I could not resist to see a side of my parents that was hidden from me and my sister. The lingerie consisted of a see-through lace nightgown, that would give dad a full view of mom's curves and breasts if she wore this. While I felt blood rush through my body, I just nodded and forced a smile, as I tried to just be happy that they apparently still made an effort to please one another.
For, in a weird way, it was almost cute, the picture of mom and dad trying to be sexy for one another. Dad was a funny and friendly guy, but he was also completely physically awkward. He had never done sports, unlike me, and thus had become quite a stiff guy who could not even touch his own toes. What could he possibly do to excite mom? Mom, on the other hand, now I thought of it, was still in quite a good shape. She had put on some weight over the years but she had not gotten fat. Her large breasts and wide hips were extremely feminine, and though I did not think in this way (as she was my mom), she must have been considered attractive by older men.
Holding the soft fabric of her nightgown made me feel warm inside in a weird way. I noticed that my dick started throbbing slightly. Fuck. I was well under way to get an erection because of mom's lingerie. Quickly I stuffed the nightgown back into the laundry bin. Perhaps it was good that my parents' bedroom was so full of secrets to me.
Then something extremely weird happened. I wished I could tell you what forces came over me, but I have not been able to figure this out. Anyway, immediately after I had put the lingerie away, I heard a voice inside of my head. This had never happened before and it sent shivers down my spine. It was as if a soft and tender voice was whispering right up to my ears: 'Look in the top drawer of the cabinet.'
I looked around in agitation to see if somebody was pulling a joke on me. But I couldn't see anybody... Was I going mental? With hesitation I opened the top drawer of the cabinet in the small bathroom. It was empty but for a golden ring, that probably belonged to dad. It shone seductively. Before I knew what I was doing, I had reached out to it and put it on my index finger. Another shiver went running down my spine as I felt like I was being transformed into some other person. I did no longer feel like the nineteen year old I had been before but as if I had the confidence of a fully grown man.
When I had dressed again, I bumped into mom on the way to the living room. I stepped aside to create room for her to pass me by, but she walked right towards me and got closer than she had been to me in a long time, which startled me. She brushed her long brown hair behind her ears and bent over to kiss me on the right cheek. I felt her body warmth and could smell her sweet perfume. "Hi, hon." she whispered in my ear. "You look fabulous today... Perhaps tonight we could...?" I felt flabbergasted by this. Well, more than that. Outright frightened. Mom never called me hon, she had never cuddled me ever since I had turned twelve and I had no clue what she was referring today that we could do tonight together.
"Mom?" I asked in shock, upon which she suddenly pulled back her face, which had moved so close to mine that I could still feel her breath on my skin. Her eyes opened wide in surprise, as if she woke from a dream. '
"O, David." she said. "Sorry, I thought for a moment..." She did not finish her sentence, and I had not clue then as of what she thought I was. Her lover? For heaven's sake, she had scared me big time. I had not been prepared for the proximity of her warm, soft body like this, her tender kiss on my cheek. Blushing, mom walked on to her room and I quietly went into mine.
Somehow I had the feeling that this strange encounter had had to do with this ring that I had found. Who had put it there? What had that voice in my head been? I took it off to see if I could find any strange details on it that could tell me what kind of ring this was. Nothing. When I put it on, however, I again felt like I was becoming someone else. Older. More confident. This thrilled me, it made me feel like I could do so much more than I could do normally. Like I could get away with anything... But when I looked in the mirror, I did not notice any physical changes.
Mom and I were alone at dinner that night, as my sister had again gone to her friends for a slumber party. I had cooked for mom, some pasta dish that I had seen on the internet. She was not down yet, but I suspected that she would really love it. Mom had simple tastes. When she did come down, I again was startled. Mom was dressed in a tight black dress, that left little to the imagination. Her wide hips stood out in it, and I could not take my eyes off her cleavage in which I could see her two large breasts being cupped by a push up bra. She had put on lipstick and mascara, which she hadn't done for ages. She looked fucking hot, I just had to admit it. But why had she dressed up like this?
It was during dinner that I began to suspect what powers the ring had that I had found in the drawer. Mom reproached me for letting "our daughter" slip away again. At first I wanted to correct her and tell that she had gotten crazy. But then I suspected that this ring was involved in some way: perhaps mom saw me as dad as long as I wore it? My hypothesis kept on being verified. After mom had complained about how my sister, "our daughter", seemed to become so independent, she winked and whispered: "... but this does give opportunities for us, you know? A little bit more privacy..." I just nodded with a lump in my throat. I felt like I was hearing all kinds of stuff that weren't meant for my ears and that telling mom that I was her son now would appall her as much as if I had sniffed her panties or something. Nevertheless, I should stop this at some stage.
I did not want to confuse mom by suddenly transforming back into myself, so I kept the ring on during dinner. However, I vowed to take it off immediately once we were done. I rushed through my pasta, while trying to give dad-like answers to her questions, in order to not reveal myself as her son. When mom finally finished her plate, I got up to clear the table. However, she grabbed my arm when I came close to her and pulled me towards her. As I leaned over, her hand maneuvered itself under my shirt and started stroking my skin. She gave me a sensuous kiss in my neck, which gave me goosebumps. And she whispered in my ear: "Thanks, Steven, for cooking." Steven was my dad's name... She really did think I was dad... Mom continued: "I'll take good care of you tonight in return..." I didn't know how quickly I could get to the kitchen.
Fuck. This was so wrong. I should take that awful ring off. When I tried to remove it, however, it suddenly seemed so tight. I tried once, I tried twice. It was stuck! Even after three times I could not get off. Shit. I ran into the living room, deciding that I should tell mom everything. When I got to the table, she looked up. "Mom!" I said. "I don't know what's going on, but I'm not dad, okay? I am your son, David!" She just smiled with an empty gaze as if she did not register these words. "Mom, could you reply? Do you know it's me?" Nothing happened. She did not compute, somehow the ring seemed to block me revealing myself to mom. I tried for a quarter of an hour, but mom did not react. When I stopped trying, she snapped back to life and went about her business. She kept calling me Steven and hon, she kept thinking I was my dad...
It was awful, but in the midst of my anxiety I got a boner from all this. The thought that mom was so close to me, that she wanted to have sex with me... It was too real, way too real. I was still a virgin and I had dreamed many times of pussy... And now it was being offered to me by the one woman who should never do that! However, I could not resist looking at mom's curves. What would it be like to hold her breasts? To touch her everywhere? To hear her moan? Dad must have had these experiences a hundred times... I now realized what a lucky guy he was...
However, I kept my decency and was successful in avoiding that mom would touch me. Perhaps tomorrow I could take the ring off again, and everything would be normal. When we went to bed, the moment came where I had the greatest difficulty in not crossing the line. I tried to sneak to my own bedroom, but mom laughed loud behind me. "Where are you going, Steven?" she asked. I shrugged and awkwardly returned to the hall way.
"Perhaps we should sleep in separate places tonight." I tried. Mom now looked surprised, with a little hurt in her eyes.
"Steven, why? What's up, hon?"
I could not think of anything to say. "Perhaps... I'll sleep deeper like that?'"Mom looked sad and shocked. She had not expected this from her husband, from me... Damn. I didn't want to hurt her like this. "Sorry, just kidding. I don't know what's wrong with me." Mom just frowned but as I moved into my parents' bedroom she seemed to be reassured already.
There I was again in the holiest of holy places. And I was about to sleep in my parents' bed, on my father's side... And I would have to struggle to keep mom off me and not commit the sin of incest. What if my sister would come home early? What would she think? I should definitely sneak away once mom fell asleep. Mom and I stood next to each other brushing our teeth in the small bathroom next to their bedroom. It was strange to go through these rituals with her, these daily routines that she had developed with dad.
Her boobs bounced a bit because of the movement her arms made. They looked so big and soft and nice... No... Shouldn't think this way, I should be stronger! Then, when mom had spit out the tooth paste, she carelessly took off her shirt. This was too much for me. I could see her soft stomach, the whiteness of her skin, the little hairs on her arms, and of course her two breasts held in a beautiful lace push up bra. With her lipstick still on she looked so... fuckable... What was I thinking? She was my mom, I should not take advantage of this situation... I did not want to become a perennial pervert....
Before mom would unclasp her bra, I quickly went to their bed and lay under the blankets. They smelled so nice... A tiny hint of mom's sweat, the very subtle smell of... sex... This was where my parents... A lump got in my throat as I waited for mom to join me in bed. Hopefully she would forget about her promise made earlier to 'take care of me', and just fall asleep, and then all of this would be over soon.... But when mom came into the bedroom again after a minute or so, I realized she had far from forgotten. She wore a red nightgown over her curvy body, which only reached slightly past her hips so that her long legs were exposed which looked deliciously feminine. The gown had cleavage which gave me a great view on the curve of her breasts, which hung braless under the fabric. Mom had kept her make up on and stared intensely in my direction. "May I join you there, hon?" she asked in a hoarse voice and then giggled girlishly.
As mom approached the bed, I felt my heart pound in my chest. Somehow this had to stop! But I also felt a rush of blood to my cock as mom opened the blankets and lay down next to me. I felt the mattress bulge a bit as she lay down to my left side, then I felt her body warmth as she moved closer to me. Mom rolled towards me and placed her bare left leg over mine, as she put her face on my chest. I could smell her hair, her shampoo and perfume, while I also felt how her two big tits were squeezed between her body and my upper stomach. I swore I could feel her nipples through the gown, as apparently mom was already quite excited. Her hand started trailing over my chest and along my sides. As I didn't wear a shirt, her fingertips felt electric and almost made me shiver with lust. This was what dad felt... I was now feeling how my mom appeared as a sexual being... I realized I should go away now soon, as my dick started throbbing like crazy and I felt precum ooze out of my pisshole. I was getting so horny.
In a little voice mom whispered: "I shaved myself for you..." I could not suppress a whimper out of horniness.
"Oh." I managed to say clumsily. I had never been so close to a naked woman before, and I had no clue what to do. Mom giggled, which sounded really cheeky. She was much more of a little girl now, as if she looked to me for her protection and comfort.
Her hand, which had slowly maneuvered down my stomach until it reached the upper part of my pajama pants now reached for my hand. It felt warm and nice when she took it in hers and started to guide towards her legs. Shit. Was she going to make me feel her down there? I tried to pull back, but mom did not let go. She just shushed me and gave me a kiss in my neck, which sent another rush of blood to my cock. I now felt how she started to push her gown up a bit, so that her upperlegs must be completely exposed. As we were lying under the blankets I could not see her, but I imagined that mom's pussy would now be fully visible. She placed my hand on the lower part of her soft stomach, and then moved her hand to my wrist. Mom started pushing my hand down. I felt the fabric of the gown brush past my hand as I moved it lower and lower.
Mom was so incredibly soft down there. I moaned, despite my efforts to control myself. "Touch me, honey." Mom whispered. And I couldn't resist any longer. I now moved my hand down until I felt the upper part of mom's pussy, where her two lips parted. It radiated heat, hot horny fuck heat. My fingertip felt the amazing smoothness of mom's pussy and I slowly made it explore her silken soft vagina.
My fucking God. This actually was mom's pussy I was touching. The realization that I was touching her vagina, where only dad had touched her all these years, made me almost go crazy. This was my mommy, this was the hole that birthed me, and now mom was curling up to me like she was my woman. Slowly I let my fingers move down. I felt a little swollen knob, which I knew must be her clitoris. As I had never felt pussy before, all this was new to me. I was not prepared for the ecstatic rush of adrenaline and pure horniness that overtook me. I started panting heavily as my finger moved even lower and I reached the opening of mom's vagina. She was so soaking wet here, that my fingertip became all sticky and warm.
It was amazing to touch such a smooth and warm pussy like this. It was much softer than I had guessed. Her wetness was a little bit sticky, which quickly coated my finger. I could feel how mom's labia were swollen. This was what mom felt like when she was excited... As I gently stroked her vagina, everything in my body tensed and fantasies of putting my cock in mom clouded my mind.
My wrist rested on the mound of her pussy, which was all smooth from her shaving, as my fingers started pushing inside my mom's vagina. Between her labia, I easily found her opening and slipped my index finger inside of her. There was no resistance at all. The wall of her cunt felt a little bit spongy, and I got so hot by having my finger fully engulfed by my mom's body like this. Holy shit. Holy fucking shit. Mom's pussy was amazing. I took my finger out and started stroking the entire length of her vagina with three fingers, paying attention to her pussy lips and touching her clit when I moved up. This was amazing. I was playing with mommy's cunt! I was getting her all wet! I trembled and moaned softly. This was the best.
When mom suddenly moaned, it startled me. It was as if had fully forgotten that this might have an effect on her too, I was so absorbed in exploring what her womanhood felt like. '"ou are being so gentle and nice, baby." mom whimpered. "You are driving me crazy!'" She spread her legs a little bit so that I got more easily touch her down there. As I moved my finger inside and outside of my mother, it gave a wet sopping noise. Mom's juices started flowing, making my whole hand wet and sticky now. O, I would just love to taste that pussy, I thought. Mom moaned rhythmically when I sped up my movements. I felt her cunt clinching around my fingers in side of her, it started convulsing. I was actually going to make her come!
"Unnnng, I am gonna make you feel so good." Mom whimpered while I kept moving my fingers faster and faster in and out of her. I could smell her sex as her pussy juices flooded her vagina and started leaking onto the bed. It produced the most intense smell I had ever experienced. Salty. Bitter. Musky. It almost made cum spray out of my dick. I knew that what I was doing was so wrong, but I was way past stopping now. And mom did not seem to mind... Her hands moved along my torso, into my hair, she looked up and started licking my chin like some wild animal. This was almost too much. Mom was always so composed, now she lay here humping my fingers and kissing my neck up to my face. Mom's tongue felt so amazing, as she started licking my face I felt the slightly rough surface of her tongue on my cheeks. Her breath condensed and trails of her drool started to drip down along my neck and onto the pillow.



Mom's breasts were pressed into my body, and her movements massaged these fleshy globes against my torso. I could feel their firm softness, their pillowy fullness against me. Mom started licking my cheek up to my mouth, her tongue flipped out as she moaned like crazy. She rolled even more on her stomach, so that my hand was now buried under her body and my arm was squeezed in between her breasts. Her hips humped my hand as I pumped her vagina with my fingers. Then her tongue found its way to my mouth. First she licked its corners, as I tried to resist French kissing mom. It was of no use. Her hair fell over my face as she now almost bent over me, and started to lick my lips. It tingled to feel the tip of her tongue tease lips. Her tongue tried to pry inside my mouth, pushing my lips open. It felt so hot and wet and horny. I could no longer resist.
I kissed mom. My tongue entered her mouth as hers entered mine. She flipped her tongue around the inner part of my lips, then her tongue explored the upper part of mine. It felt so good.
"Mmm.... Mmmm" I moaned. This was the mouth that had wished me good night so many times. This was the mouth that had once pronounced my name as I had come from her body... This was the mouth that had kissed dad and that was now fully giving itself to me! Mom's soft luscious lips felt so amazing against mine, that I almost forgot to keep up the pace of my fingering her.
Mom broke off our kiss for a bit. "Come on baby, make me come..."
Quickly I moved my finger deeper inside of her, which was rewarded with a small scream of pleasure. Then I took my fingers out and placed my middle finger on her clitoris, which felt like it was about to burst. I started to make quick circles. It all came natural to me. It was as if I was being guided... Perhaps the ring steered me?
Mom sure did appreciate it, as her bald pussy started to quake and shiver, about to explode. "Yeah, baby, yeah." she moaned with her mouth so close to my open mouth that her breath tickled my tongue. Then her whole body started to shake. I could feel her breasts wiggle against my arm. Mom nearly folded double under the pressure of her orgasm. '
"Baby!" she screamed. She did not know how adequate that word was in a way...
When mom had finally stopped shaking, she moved up a bit to rest on her elbows. Through her messy hair her beautiful brown eyes stared into mine. I felt really guilty for having made her come by her son, without her knowing so... But I also felt amazingly proud that I had pleased the first woman in my life ever!
Mom seemed so happy. "O, honey. That was the best orgasm you gave me in a very long time. Thank you so much!'" And she leaned into me to kiss me, which pressed her beautiful breasts against my chest. It felt amazing to feel how they were being pushed against me, which made them bulge to to the outside under mom's weight. I would just love to touch them so badly... Mom kissed me gently, as my cock got completely coated in my sex juices. I was so horny, I almost lost consciousness.
"I am going to take care of you now..." Mom naughtily whispered in my ear. "You are so going to fuck me like I am your little slut..."
Mom pushed away the blankets, so that I could see her body in the glow of the little nightlight besides my parents' bed. She moved away from me, to sit beside me on her knees. The red nightgown was pushed up so far that I could see all of her legs, a wet spot had formed in the fabric where it barely covered her pussy. One of mom's breasts was exposed, and I could see the aureola around her nipple. Her hair was undone and looked wild, just like the look in her eyes.
"I want you to look at me." Mom said, as her left hand started to caress my torso. "I want to make you mad with desire for me, honey. Let's take our time..."
Her hand went lower and lower, towards my pajama pants. As her warm fingers stroke my belly, it sent spasms through my body, as I was anticipating how she would soon touch my pubic hairs and then, perhaps, my cock. I had never gone as far with a girl, I knew I should protest, but this knowledge was no longer any match against my wild lust.
With her right hand, mom tucked at my pants and pulled them a bit so she could place her other hand inside of it. She bent over as she was doing this, which gave me a stunning view on her cleavage, her two jiggling breasts that bumped into one another as she moved. I now saw that she was still wearing a necklace, the one that dad gave her when they had been married for ten years. It felt so perverse to see this swaying between mom's tits, the sight of which I devoured with forbidden lust. Mom's fingertips made their way into my pants. I whimpered. She played a bit with my pubic hairs, before she moved her hand down even further. Mom had to awkwardly twist her arm from this angle to reach my cock, which was why she commanded me to take my pants off.
With a lump in my throat I obeyed. I was blushing as I untied my pajama pants and pulled it down. I was still lying in my boxer shorts, my heart pounded so hard that I couldn't think straight anymore. I was trembling, I was so nervous.
"Take that off as well, honey." mom commanded. "I want to see your cock."
With shaking hands I pulled at my boxers. Mom was about to see me nude... She would see my stiff dick... This was so wrong... As I pulled my boxers down, my erection sprang free. In the light I could see that it was already fully lubed by all the juices that had spilled from its tip due to sheer anticipation of what was to happen. Awkwardly I struggled to pull my underwear over my ankles, as I was so nervous that my legs couldn't keep still.
"Honey, what's up?" mom asked in a loving voice. "Are you so excited?"
She giggled girlishly again, as I had never hear her do in her role as my mother. There I lay, finally, my cock pointing towards the ceiling, and mom just sitting there observing me. It was almost anxiety that I felt for what was about to happen. Shouldn't I resist? I did not want to, but I was afraid that I could neither really play dad's part in this. The moment mom would touch my cock, I was afraid, I would erupt.
"Look at you..." mom whispered. Then she started to let her hands slide all the way from my shoulders to my stomach - and up again. But every time she reached a bit lower, which made my cock twitch and leak even more precum.
"You are so hot for me, aren't you, Steven?" I cringed at the name of my dad, but merely nodded, waiting for what would happen.
Mom's hands went further down, right past my cock, to my groins. Then her left hand touched my balls. I could feel every single fingertip beings placed, nice and calm, on my tightened balls. She kept her fingers still, and I felt heat horny energy emanate from their tips. This was the first time ever that a woman had touched me there. I moaned and moaned.
Mom giggled. "You are so sensitive today, honey... Let me drive you crazy... Let me take care of you..." She started to make small circles with her fingertips, which felt so sensitive that the excitement it induced ached. My cock got even stiffer, it almost exploded.
"Mommy..." I whispered, soft enough for her not to hear me. "Oh, mom..." When I looked at her face, I could see how she had brushed her hair behind her ear and was now looking full of concentration to my manhood. She licked her lips, as she placed her right hand to the base of my cock.
I cannot describe how intense this first touch felt. Her fingers wrapped fully around my cock, and mom just held it like that for a while. These were the hands that had made breakfast for me so many times, the hands that had held mine as I learned how to walk as a toddler... The hands that pleased dad! Now they were pleasing me as if I were her man.
Mom started to softly make a pumping movement, without as of yet touching the tip of my cock. I whimpered once more and bit my fist. Holy cow. I was about to come already. I had to do better, I had to pretend I was dad and hold as long as possible. Mom might suspect something otherwise... Guilt rushed through my body as I realized how mom would react if she suddenly saw me lying here instead of her husband... It only made me hornier.
Mom now gently squeezed my balls, as her pumping movement intensified. Her hand went up further, just about touching the corona of my cock, but not going up all the way to the sensitive frenulum at its underside. It felt like I was being milked. Milked by mommy. Her tits started swaying in her rhythm, which looked so hot through he nightgown. Would I get to touch them later too? Mom moaned softly as she now sped up, faster and faster. My cock juices lubricated my entire dick, which made her hand slither smoothly up and down.
"Look at that..." mommy said."Look at you..." Just when she had reached her maximum speed, and I was holding back as well as I could from cumming, she slowed down completely.
Then she let go of my cock, and raised herself up a bit. She turned around and placed one leg over me. She was going to sit on my torso, with her ass pointed in my direction. I watched her move as in slow-motion. Mom really knew how to please a man...
As I felt mom's body warmth, when her curvaceous body was placed on me, I shivered out of lust. I felt the smooth skin of her legs against my stomach, and when mom lowered herself again, I felt her wet and warm pussy pressed on my stomach. She started slowly humping me, so that her slimy pussy rubbed against my skin, stimulating her in the process. Meanwhile, I was only thirty centimeters away from mom's huge ass. The beginning of her two ass cheeks was visible, because this position pushed up mom's nightgown. I couldn't resist. I placed my hands on her ass, first on the fabric of the gown. It felt amazing. Mom's ass was so soft. I started kneading her ass cheeks, driving my fingers in her soft, motherly flesh.
"Yeah, baby, touch me!" mom commanded as I felt her fingers trailing my legs, moving again towards my cock.
Her ass cheeks were way too large to hold in one hand, which was why I started squeezing them and kneading them. Their size turned me on so much. I pressed them together, I drove my fingers in their pillowy substance. And soon I placed my hands under her nightgown, touching mom's bare skin. It felt so nice and smooth, it felt so incredibly... real. Mom's ass was so fat that it had tiny pocks of cellulitis, as I saw in the gentle night light. Somehow, this did not turn me off, but made me even wilder. It made her feel so real, really like my mommy, whose legs I had sometimes secretly watched when we were swimming together on holiday. Whose legs I had observed when she changed her trousers in the woods after our family hikes... And now she offered her ass to me, to play with, to admire, to lust upon.
"Smack me, honey." mom commanded, as her hand was placed on my cock again. Again I felt every single finger wrap around its shaft. I felt the steel of her wedding ring.
Then I slapped mommy's ass. First, awkwardly, as I wasn't in the best position. But the way her ass wiggled and quivered under the impact of my flat hand made me want to try again, harder. I hit mom on her behind, and saw her fleshy ass tremble. A red spot developed where I had smacked her. I kneaded her ass again, harder, as I started panting really loudly.
"Aaaaahhhh, unnnnggg" I screamed. Then I fully pushed her gown up, and I could see her tiny asshole between the two ass cheeks, and below it I could see the contours of mommy's wet cunt, which she was grinding against my body.
Mom had placed the palm of her hand over the tip of my cock, and used her fingers to massage its shaft. She paid attention to stimulate my frenulum with small jerky movements. I would not be able to hold much longer. Especially as I started to smell mom's private smells from where I lay: her wet pussy gave off a musky aroma, which made me want to fuck her so badly. Moreover, I caught the smell of her asshole, which might have repulsed me if I had not been so horny, but which now stimulated me even further. I wanted to taste her. I wanted to taste all of her. I started to bend forward to lick mom's ass, but I couldn't reach if from this position. Mom felt what I was doing, and lifted her body up a bit, so she could bend over slightly. This made her pussy turn right towards my face. As mom slid her body back, I could now reach it with my tongue.
Was I going to do this? I shouldn't but... The hell, I was going to do this! My tongue slid out and first gave mom a huge lick over her ass cheek. It felt amazing to press it into her soft, white meat, as my hands were now placed on her hips. Then I licked the other cheek. Mom's skin tasted a little bit salt. It drove me crazy. I licked again and again.
Then I lifted my head so that I could reach her pussy. I was so close to it. I could feel its warmth, I could smell its sexy aroma. Her lips were soaking wet and slightly red, they hung open a bit so that I could mom's vaginal opening. This was were I had come from... I grabbed mom more firmly by her hips and started licking her cunt.
At first my tongue brushed past the upper part of her vagina, I touched the swollen knob of her clitoris. But then I moved it in the direction of her anus, going along the full length of her vagina. It felt as of a silken softness, I had never licked anything so smooth as this. And it tasted amazing. The musky smell was even intenser as a taste when I licked my mommy's sexy juices. The tip of my tongue was pushed inside mommy's fuck hole, which engulfed it completely wit her taste. The substance of her horny juices was a bit slimy, and I could feel its texture when I swallowed. Mommy, I love you. I started licking more furiously, faster, I was all over her cunt with my tongue as I moaned and started to see stars out of pure lust.
Mom had started to jerk me off again, with fast paced movements. I felt precum start to shoot out of my cock already. Mom purred and moaned under the treatment my tongue was giving her vagina.
"Oh, Steven." she whispered, which this time did not make me cringe, but made me even hotter for her. Fuck yeah, call me by my dad's name. I will pound you even harder than he has ever done! I am a better man for you! Fitter, hornier, stronger!
I lost control. I started to lick between mom's ass cheeks, first moving my tongue around her anus. But as I smelt its salty, forbidden smell, I couldn't resist and started to push my tongue inside mom's asshole. It looked so cute and pink, the whole area now glistened because of my drool.
"Hon, what are you -..." mom tried to protest, but her voice went into small squeals as she enjoyed my tongue inside of her ass. "Aaah. Oooh. Uuugh. Oh, baby. Oh baby, you are going to make me cum again..."
My fingers found their way to mommy's cunt and I circled around her clitoris. Mom's whole ass started to tremble again, making its huge cheeks shake and quiver. This was too hot. Mom's juices covered my entire face, neck, torso. My drool and mommy's juices intermingled and mixed.
"Oh baby!" mom screamed, as she started to push her ass into my face. I felt her two cheeks press down on my face, I was fully covered with the luscious flesh of mom's delicious ass. This was the best. I stuck my tongue out as far as I could, managing to insert its tip entirely into mom's asshole, while my thumb moved inside of her vaginal opening and middle finger caressed her clitoris. There was no holding back for mom: she came again as she loudly screamed, full of lust.
When she had calmed down again, she was still holding my cock, but had stopped to pump it.
"Honey." mom said after a while. "I want you to fuck me now. You can fuck me however you want. How do you want to fuck me, Steven?"
I shivered. This was too much. I thought for a second. "I want to take you doggystyle..." I managed to say. I wanted to see more of my mommy's ass. Without a word, mom got off of me. She turned around and gave me a tender kiss on my mouth, as her huge tits piled on my stomach.
"You can have me like that, baby." she said. She placed herself on all fours, beside me. Then she pushed her ass up high, pulled her nightgown up and just waited for me position myself behind her. Her back arched as she pushed her face into the pillow, waiting like a bitch in heat to be bred by me.
I got up, my dick wiggling as I moved. I could still smell mommy, as my face was drenched in the juices of her sex. I got behind her. This was one amazing sight. Mom held her head down, her brown hair spread across the pillow like a fan. I got a full sight like this of her legs, her ass and her pussy. She was glistening because of my drool and her own sex juices. Her entire ass was coated by the sap of our lust. Between her legs, I could see her tight pussy, red and soaked. It looked cute like this, all bald and swollen. She was ready to be fucked, she was so ready to be fucked. This would be the day I would finally lose my virginity, I thought. I managed to swallow. ... lose it to my mother.... Could I do this?
There was no longer any real question for me. I moved close to mom, who started panting as I placed my hands on the skin of her hips. Mommy... I saw her grab the blankets, in anticipation of the pleasure to follow. The skin of her arms looked so beautiful in the night light. I could suddenly see all the tiny details of what was going on around me. Mom's tiny hairs on her arms, the freckles in her neck, the small dents in her ass cheeks, the touch of her shaved legs against mine as I moved closer. Mom's legs were between mine now, so that the inside of my calves rested against hers. I felt ever tiny stubble of her legs, which she apparently had only shaved a couple of days ago. I also observed mom's feet, which pressed against my ankles. Mom he had pushed her toes into the mattress, and I saw that she must have done her nails recently, as the nail polish was still of a bright red. All of this I saw and it made me realize that I really was about to fuck my own mother, whose being consisted of all these details that I normally overlooked, but that now all contributed to a sense of lust that I had never experienced before.
I was about to fuck my mommy, who had shaved her legs in this shower a day ago. I was about to fuck my mommy, who had bought this nightgown to please dad. I was about to fuck my mommy, who had done her nails to look cute for dad. I was about to fuck mommy, who still wore this necklace that she got from my father. I was about to fuck my mommy, who had cared for me and loved me all my life... And now I was about to take her like a horny dog...
I swallowed again, feeling awfully nervous. My dick was pointing forward. I saw the ring shimmer on my hand, as I dug my fingers into mom's soft flesh. I grabbed her tightly.
Mom moaned. "Yeah, do it, baby. I want to feel you inside of me."
I was afraid to go on, I was so close now, my dick pointing to her pussy, but still several centimeters away. Both my dick and mom's cunt looked so wet, so ready to fuck. But this was my mommy... Then mom twisted her hips, so that her pussy moved towards my penis - its lips touched the tip of my cock. So. Soft. So. Wet.
"Oh..." I whimpered and purred. I had not been prepared for this feeling. It was a thousand times better than jerking off. It was even a thousand times better than when mom had held my dick just now. It blew the fuses in my brain. I wanted to fuck. I wanted to take her right now. I wanted to be fully buried inside my mommy's body.
I pushed the tip of my cock forward, slightly. It pressed open her wet folds. I could feel every tiny part of my cock's movement forwards with explosions of pleasure. Mom's vagina started to engulf my cock. It pressed against her warm and soft skin, which felt so good against the tip of my cock. I had to reposition once, to get my cock right in her fuck hole. Again, I pressed on as I felt mom's pussy lips caress the side of my cock. I took it slow, as I heard mom pant the further I pushed myself into her.



After half a minute I had pushed the head of my cock in, reluctant to continue. This was almost too much already. I grabbed mom's hips even firmer and looked down. I saw how the shaft of cock was sticking into mommy's tight cunt, between those two huge globes of ass cheeks that were still wet because of my pussy eating. Fuck. I pressed on, moving my hips forward. Mom moaned.
"Oh, you are taking this so nice and slow, honey. I love it!"
As mom's cunt stimulated my frenulum, I almost lost consciousness out of lust, I panted loudly and moaned with each breath. Further and further I pushed myself in. Half the shaft stuck in mom's warm body. It felt so good. It felt so safe and nice and wet and hot. I am fucking you mommy. Finally, I felt my balls touch mom's legs. I was fully inside my mom. I had crossed every line of decency, I had tricked my mom into fucking me. And it was the best feeling I had ever had.
I started to rock my hips, taking my cock almost out of mom and pushing it back in. I worked its full length. Mom moaned with me as I built up speed. At first, I tried to keep a distance from mom, as if I were afraid to have my pelvis touch her ass, as if I tried to minimize contact and just wanted my cock to be in here. But as I got hornier and hornier, I let myself go and leaned towards mom. Her big ass pressed against me, and with every thrust I saw it shake and ripple. It was just so big and white and delicious. It wobbled as I fucked her harder and harder.
This was the best feeling ever. I sped up and rammed my cock inside mommy now.
"Oh, baby. Oh, baby." Mom kept on repeating. From here I could see how her huge tits were swaying with my tempo. Her face was pressed even deeper into the pillow. I was fucking my mother like some anonymous slut. Her muffled voice screamed: '"Grab my hair, baby." I was surprised to hear her ask for this, but as I kept on ramming my cock into mom's convulsing pussy, I obeyed.
I grabbed a strand of her hair and pulled on it slightly, to gain even firmer grip on her and to fuck her even harder. Mom positively screamed now, no longer moaning but giving herself over fully to her passions. I grabbed her hair more firmly, held it tight in my wrist as I pulled it. This was so forbidden. I heard the clapping sound of my balls slapping into my mom's ass, as well as the juicy sound of my cock moving in and out of her fully lubricated cunt. I now placed my other hand on one of mom's tits, reaching its bare skin through the side of her nightgown, which hung disorganized around my mom's body.
I had not yet touched mom's boobs, and it felt so sexy to hold their firm flesh in my hand. Her hard nipple pressed into the palm of my hand. I had suckled this tit. And now it was swaying and quaking at every thrust I gave to mom's pussy. I could feel dad's necklace touch my hand as it was swayed by the force of me fucking his wife. The other tit dangled freely and I could see it swabbing backward and forward. O mommy, I thought.
It was a miracle that I had lasted so long, especially as this was my first time in any pussy. Obviously, the ring had had something to do with it, increasing my stamina and preventing me from cumming early on already. But now I could not no longer hold it. As I let go of mom's hair, and just placed my hand on her skull, pushing her deeper into the pillow, my right hand squeezed her boob, and my thrusts became faster and faster.
"I am gonna cum." I screamed. "I am gonna cum."
I heard mom's muffled voice scream louldy. "Fuck I am not on birth control, baby. Cum outside of me!"
I was so shocked by mom's warning, that anxiety flooded by my body. She wasn't on birth control? Could I breed mom? That would be the worst thing ever... I wanted to pull back out of her, already feeling my dick get limb because of the fear. No no no, this ended in an anti-climax. My dick flopped out of mom's pussy as I nearly fell over backwards. Strands of juices clung to it as it flapped on my stomach.
"What are you doing?" mom's disappointed voice sounded. She got up. Her make-up was all undone, her mascara smeared. Her hair was wild and her face looked red out of excitement. "You could have come on my ass, baby?"
When mom saw my shocked face, she giggled a bit. "O, Honey, don't worry." She now moved to me and gently pushed me on my back. "I am sorry, we can take the risk this one time. Don't worry, baby. I am sorry to scare you, you were fucking me so nicely."
Her hands ran over my body, gently touching my face. Mom started to sit on me, kissing me on my mouth, her tongue licks my lips again.
"Honey, I am sorry. Fuck me, please, like you did. You hadn't fucked me like that in a long time. We can take the risk."
I shook my head. "No, we shouldn't."
But mom was insistent now, as if she had to make up for something.
"Baby, fuck me please. I am so sorry, please take the risk with me."
And before I could protest, my dick had gotten really hard again. Mom pleaded now. "Fuck me, baby. Shoot it in me."
She grabbed my stiff dick and directed it towards her vagina. Without further ado Mom started to lower herself on my stiff cock. Again, the feeling of its tip touching her lips was sensational. Before she sat down fully, mom jiggled my cock and brushed it past her labia, which almost made me cum already. Then she impaled herself on my stiff dick, it was inside of her up to my balls in no time.
I moaned loudly. "Yes, yes."
It was all I could say as mommy started to work her hips and grind me hard. She took control, and placed my hands on her wobbling ass.
"You like that, don't you?" she asked. I could only nod as I saw how the nightgown slipped off and exposed mom's two bouncing tits. Her nipples jumped up and down right in front of my face, as mom had my cock slide in and out of her body. Her facial expression was ecstatic.
"Come in me, baby. I want you to fuck me. Let's take the risk. So what if we make another baby? Fuck me." Mom started to rock her hips harder and harder. Pounding the shit out of me. No, no, no, I thought. I should not breed mom... But it was too late. As mom took her tits in her hands and pushed them together, her swollen nipples, her lustful gaze, the feeling of her ass in my hands - I could no longer hold. I was going to come in my mommy. And so I did. Spasm after spasm ran through my body as I sprayed mom full of my cum. My dick convulsed. It just kept shooting cum. I had never had an organism like this.
"Yes!" I screamed. "Ooooh!"
Mom's pussy started to contract, as she had another orgasm under the feeling of my spraying cum. I squeezed mom's ass, as I nearly bent double and thrust my hips violently into hers.
"Oh, baby! AAAAAH!" mom merely said, as we came together. We were both shaking, holding on to each other, pressing our lips against one another, kissing like lovers.
I felt my dick slowly soften inside of the silky, soft pussy of mom. Cum dripped along its shaft. I had lost my virginity to my mother... Mom and I lay cuddling for a long time.
A strange night was to follow. Mom and I were closer than we had ever been. We cuddled and talked and laughed. I put my hand lovingly in her hair as we french kissed. When I saw her radiant face in the night light, I almost fell in love with her. I had taken the place of my father, if only for a moment, and gained the best experience in my life. The more guilty I fell, the safer it was to cuddle with mom, to have her reassure me. Although I could not explain why I felt guilty, mom comforted me by pressing her soft body to mine. I trembled as I felt my sperm drip out of mom's vagina when I pressed my leg between hers. Only after an hour or so of cuddling did mom go to the shower to clean herself. I did not sleep much, out of excitement, guilt and worry about what the morning would bring. I should get mom to do a pregnancy test at some stage, but that was of later concern.
This brings us to now. I have had one other night like this with mom this week. The other days, my sister was home and I was wise enough to resist going for mommy. But it was hard. Experiencing how my mother is, not as a mother but as a wife, has made me a jealous man of dad.
The ring was an amazing but haunting gift, for I am so worried that I might have made mom pregnant. But I am scared to urge her to do a test. What would we do if she really is pregnant? And how am I to resist from abusing my powers after dad has returned from his trip? Will I be able to abstain from fucking mom if he is home? All in all, I feel like in many ways, I am much more the lover that mom deserves than dad is....
I hope to solve the riddle of this ring some day in the future. Who spoke to me, that day in the bathroom? Who guided me towards loving mommy? What forces led me to lust after my very own mother? And how long will the power of this ring work, or should I prepare for a future in which mom is fully dad's again?
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This will not be my most delicate story. The build up is short and steep, right to the pinnacle of debauchery. What it lacks in realism, I hope it makes up for in hotness.
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20 April, 2019. Midnight. I had turned eighteen for just a couple of days when, on this warm spring evening, someone knocked on my door. I got up from my desk, where I had been sitting listening to music, and opened the door.
It was Mitch, my older brother, with an excited look on his face.
"Dude, dad just asked me to get you and to go to their bedroom. They have prepared a surprise."
"OK." I said, puzzled. A surprise? What could it be?
I turned off my stereo and followed Mitch up the stairs to the attic where my parents slept. The house was silent except for the creaking stairs under our feet.
"You any idea what it could be?" I asked my brother. He just shrug his shoulders.
"Dunno."
At the top of the stairs, there was a little hall before you entered into my parents' room. We found dad standing there in front of the door. He did not seem to be fully at ease, but it was hard to tell as it was quite dark here. I swore he had a smirk on his face.
"What's up, dad?" I asked, curious about what they might have in stall. "What kind of surprise do you have? It's already been my birthday, you know!"
"Yeah, what you got in there, old man?" Mitch asked, pointing to closed door behind which the bedroom lay hidden.
"You'll see in a bit." dad answered with a grin, looking us both in the face. "I am sure you boys will be happy with it."
I looked at Mitch, but he seemed just as ignorant about what would happen as I was.
Silence fell as dad looked for the right words. Which he couldn't straight away.
"OK, can we have a look, then?" Mitch asked impatiently. "We'd like to know what's up..."
Dad scratched the back of his head. "Ok, let me prepare you bit." He cleared his throat. "This night... you boys can use your mother."
"Use her?" I asked. "For what?"
"Yeah." dad answered. "You see... Well..."
Mitch and I looked at one another puzzled.
Dad continued. "Two things have come together. First, well, after my operation of last year I have suffered from erectile malfunctioning..."
Was he just admitting this out of the blue to us? Dad never talked about his sex life... I got an uneasy feeling as I connected the dots. Use mom...?
"... meaning I can't get it up. Which has been rough for me but also for your mother, who has quite a libido."
"TMI!" Mitch mumbled.
"... so, lets just say she needs this. A lot." Dad continued, as he looked to the floor, embarrassed. "And the other thing is that this week, I have been updating the internet router. This apparently had been tracking your search histories."
A shock cold as ice ran through my body. My God... Did dad know that I had watched those taboo video's? I had taken care to delete my history, but I hadn't thought that the router saved it too... Nervously I glanced at Mitch, as I felt so exposed. The similarly nervous glance he threw at me betrayed that he too must have watched similar videos.
"So your mom and I thought: 'one and one is two.' I'd prefer it to be you who fulfill her needs rather than some stranger, and I am sure you two will enjoy this..."
"Relieve mom's needs?" I asked. "Dad, are your for real? What is this?"
"Yeah, she is ready for you boys." Dad pointed to the room behind him. "I realize that all this is kind of awkward. I fully understand that." Well, that was a euphemism if I ever heard any. My parents had just figured that my brother and I were depraved enough to fuck our mother. Surely, that was a big mistake! But why did I feel a pulse starting in my crotch? Dad continued his instructions to us. "There are three rules. To make it easier on you and your mom. First, don't talk about this to anyone. Obviously, it would be quite a disaster if this news reaches beyond this family. Second, mom will not speak to you as you two... have your way with her. This will all be as physical as possible. Let's just reduce it to the bodily act of responding to her and your needs. Third, after you're done, just go back to your rooms without a word... I mean, this isn't some romantic night out or anything. It is just to give your mother what she lacks, okay?"
I heard Mitch swallow nervously. "So, you are saying we will have sex with mom?"
Dad nodded. "She is waiting for you, boys. You can do what you want with her. But your mom would really appreciated if, well, you'd at least penetrate her too. That's what she really misses." Mid-sentence dad stumbled over his words. Apparently this all had been really painful for him. As we hadn't lit any lights, I still couldn't discern his face, but I was sure that I would have seen a mix of worry and shame. "And if she likes what you have done to her, perhaps we can do this more often." Dad opened the door. "Now get in there!"
In the room, some small lights were turned on, which gave it a nice and warm atmosphere. My parents' room had thick red curtains, a grey carpet and a big, square bed in the middle of the room. In the middle of the bed, the first thing we saw was mom.
Like a dog, she sat on her knees with her ass in our direction, which she held perked high into the air. It looked enormous and fleshy. Mom rested on her elbows and had her face pushed into a pillow. A red night gown barely covered her ass cheeks, and Mitch and I could both see mom's milk white thighs, under which she wore no shoes, so that we could see her two feet with their toes pressed into the mattress.
"Fuck me..." Mitch whispered, as we heard the door close behind us with dad going down the stairs. "What is going on?"
I couldn't possibly tell him. That my parents had concocted this strange plan was beyond me.
"We should get out of here." I whispered in return. "This is too weird."
"Yeah, bro." Mitch answered, but we both remained standing a few feet away from our mother, who was basically offering her body to us. It was clear that she did not want to have any form of communication with us, so deeply had she hidden her face into the pile of pillows that lay in front of her. Her underarms rested besides her head, and I saw that mom had put on nail polish in a red color to match her night gown. Her posture indicated, like dad had said, that this was to be a purely physical act.
We were afraid to talk at first, because it felt so super weird that mom was listening to us but not responding. What could we say to one another? We hadn't left, that wasn't a good sign. I, of course, did not feel any temptation, but I would have to stay for Mitch. To make sure he wouldn't do anything stupid.
I received many a nervous glance from my older brother as we watched mom's shoulder go up and down slightly under her relaxed breathing. Mitch started to walk around the bed. "Bro, mom is really hiding her face from us." It was an awfully stupid thing to say, as this was obvious from the beginning. But I felt glad that he had at least said anything at all.
"I know." I replied. "I think that is because this was to be nothing personal, just physical." Just keep on producing words. That will make it all less strange. It was as if Mitch and I were chasing away a fear of ghosts, to see if they would respond if we spoke out loud. Feeling more at ease by the sound of our own voices. Once we were certain that mom did not react to what we said, slowly relaxed. As if we could speak about her in whatever way we wanted.
I also walked around mom. From the side I could see her large breasts hanging in her night gown. Through the arm hole I could even see the side of one of them, a big, beautiful, meaty globe. To think that I could just touch it. I mean, mom had approved. We could use her, right? I couldn't hold my thoughts back any longer and fantasies of touching mom's body rushed through my mind. My dick started to swell into a full erection as I walked around mom further. From here I could see her arched back, her spine slightly visible through the gown, which ended up there in her bottom that was presented to us to be used.
I noticed that Mitch as well seemed to get excited. He was my older brother, I figured, so he should indicate what we should do. I wouldn't be the first to touch mom, so I just waited as we paced around the bed like hungry animals.
"Bro." Mitch gestured to me and we went into the corner of a room to have a chat on what to do. "Don't judge me, okay, but I think that it wouldn't hurt to just have a look at mom's body." His face flushed red out of shame. But as soon as I had nodded, he cooled down again.
"Yes, I think that wouldn't hurt anyone, right?"
"Have you ever, you know, seen a real vagina?" Mitch whispered excited. "I mean, I haven't. And this is a good chance right. I mean, just for educational purposes. For when we get girl friends."
We agreed that he would be the one the lift mom's gown over her ass, so that her pussy would be exposed for both of us. When we neared the bed, I saw that Mitch got really quite nervous. What we were about to do was crossing a line, that was sure. It was easier for me, who could just shed off the responsibility as the younger brother.
Mitch stood behind mom, right next to the bed. With stretched arms he reached mom's gown and really carefully lifted it. First, we could see mom's ass appear above her thighs. I heard Mitch breathe loudly because of the beautiful sight. Her ass was multiple handfuls of loving mother meat. It was firm but wide, just like her hips, which gave mom a proper hourglass figure. And then, the holiest of holiest was revealed. Between mom's upper legs, and of a slightly darker, pink color, was mom's vagina. Its lips hung slightly open, although it still looked really tight. Mom hadn't shaven, and tiny pubic hairs perked up along its sides. It was lubricated with mom's wetness already. Apparently she really did enjoyed this.
As Mitch gently placed her gown over her hips, to leave her ass exposed, we both stared in silence at what we were seeing. The hole that had birthed us. Mom's cunt right under her naked ass. This was our mother, who always so joyfully made our breakfast, who bought us presents for our birthdays, who was a loving wife to dad. And now she was exposed to us like a piece of meat. We were looking at her most private parts, that no son should see, and I realized that I was getting really horny.
My hand slid into my pants. I just couldn't stop it. I didn't care if Mitch saw me touch myself over mom, this was more than I could handle. My God. I looked at mom's juicy pussy, which glistened in the soft light, and imagined how good it would be to be in there. I started massaging the knob of my dick, which generously leaked precum to make my cock all slippery. From the corner of my eye, I noticed that Mitch had caught me playing with myself. Even without looking at him, I realized that his eyes widened out of shock, but I couldn't care less. I just had to cum. I mean, look at that. Above mom's pussy there was her tiny, tight ass hole gaping at us. We saw everything of her. I started jerking faster.
"So wrong, dude." Mitch said, looking at me, but it didn't sound as if he could muster the strength to really morally judge me. Worse, he pretty quickly turned to mom and started to touch her calves. Mom didn't give an inch as Mitch's hands started to massage her legs.
"Wow, feel this, she's so soft." he remarked. With my free hand, I touched mom's leg, while I pumped my dick with my other. It felt so good and it felt so bad at the same time. Mom's smooth skin indicated that she had shaved her legs especially to look good for us. I started kneading her right calf, which made me even more excited. Mom felt so soft and firm at the same time. I was really touching her, I told myself, I was touching my mother while stroking my cock. Precum oozed out of me as I realized what boundaries I was crossing.
Meanwhile Mitch seemed to lose control too. His hands had started to move up to mom's upper legs, as he himself also crawled onto bed. With one hand per leg, he massaged mom's wide legs, kneading her, driving his fingers into her. "Wow, bro. You should feel this. These legs are amazing." But I was too occupied with mom's lower legs. My hand slid down towards her feet and gently touched them. It felt strange to touch mom's foot, which weirdly felt more intimate than I had ever been with her. A slight layer of callus under her foot made it feel rougher than her leg, but somehow this made me even more excited.
When I looked up, I saw how Mitch had moved his hands to mom's ass. Well, that hadn't taken us more than ten minutes. His strong hands massaged it, pushing her cheeks together and then apart again. Squeezing it and then letting his hands slide over it. "Fuck. Fuck." I heard him whimper. He looked over his shoulder to see me sitting on the floor, so close to mom's feet. "I think... I think I want to do this." Mitch whispered. I just nodded. I knew what he meant. And I wanted it too.
I watched intently as Mitch let one of his hands rest on mom's delicious ass, whilst the other slowly slid towards her pussy. Soon Mitch's finger tip reached the part closest to mom's ass hole and he carefully kept it there for a while. Then, slowly, slowly, his finger started to move over the length of her slit. Mitch was breathing audible, as his finger made soft wet sounds due to mom's pussy juice. "It is so soft..." he whimpered, as if he were describing a dessert he was eating instead of the twat of his own mother who could hear everything he said. "It feels so amazing."
Then his finger drove into mom's pussy, and out again. When I looked up I saw how Mitch's eyes were bulging in delight. Soppy sounds filled the room. In. And out. In. And out. I was still jerking myself off, and this made me go crazy. As I saw Mitch lean into mom's cunt to watch up close what he was doing, I also bent forward and started smelling mom's foot. A slight, salt smell filled my nostrils as I jerked faster and faster. Fuck. I had to taste her. My tongue slid over mom's foot. Its rough surface felt weird against my tongue, but that sensation drove me further over the edge. I didn't know what I was doing anymore. My tongue licked mom where ever it could: along her heel, between her toes, I just wanted her taste deeper in my mouth. With great self-restraint I managed to stop masturbating. Panting I hang above mom's foot, which was now wet with my drool. I realized that I did not want to come like this. Mom's cunt was there to be fucked. I wanted to come inside of her.
Wet sopping noises came from the bed. Mitch was licking mom's pussy. His head was pressed tightly against mom's ass, and I guessed his tongue must be buried deep inside of her. Frantically, his hands were placed all over her legs and ass. Mitch hummed as his tongue flopped in and out of our mother. He looked to me, his face covered with saliva and fuck juice. "Oh, bro." he said, when he finally managed to catch his breath. "This taste is the best."
I got next to him on the bed and watched as he placed two fingers on mom's pussy to spread it open. We both looked closely inside the velvet tunnel of flesh that opened in front of us. As Mitch held mom's pussy lips like this, I let one finger enter her pussy. It felt so warm and soft. Much smoother than I had guessed. "Wow." I exhaled. Mitch laughed. "Told you, right? Come on, taste it! Give it a kiss." He moved his hands away, as I placed my lips against my mom's. Her labia felt so flabby in my mouth, and her taste was amazing. Somewhere between sweet and savory, with a tinge of sour. My tongue massaged mom's labia in a passionate kiss. I had trouble letting go, but Mitch tapped my shoulder soon. He wanted a turn too.
While Mitch was french kissing mom's pussy, I took my shirt off and threw it in a corner of the room. Then I unclasped by belt, zipped open my zipper, and let my pants slide down to my knees. Soft wet sounds emerged from where Mitch's tongue met the vagina of our mother. Gently I pushed him on the shoulder. He got out of the way as he realized what I was about to do. I grabbed mom's hips firmly, enjoying the sensation of holding her naked skin like this. "Her ass is amazing." I moaned to Mitch. "I am going to fuck her, Mitch. I will fuck our mother." He just nodded. In one flowing motion, I took off my shorts and my red dick sprang out. It was so ready for action. Precum hung in strands from my cock as I positioned it in front of mom's fuck hole.
I do not know how to describe the feeling when the tip of my cock slightly touched mom's pussy. I felt it in my whole body. Her soft skin against that most sensitive of my organs. Her wetness against mine. I looked down to see my cock disappear under mom's firm buttocks, into the pink velvet of her stretched vagina. This was it. I pushed forward. My dick slithered against mom's labia, until it suddenly popped into her vaginal entrance. Holy bliss. Mom's warmth surrounded me. I almost choked out of excitement. The further I pushed, the intenser the feeling became.
In front of me sat mom, bent over like a dog in heat to be fucked by us. Her hair lay spread out over the pillows, above her beautiful shoulders which were exposed to me. I realized intensely that this was my mother who I was fucking now. The first woman I had been in with my cock. I looked down and saw that my cock almost entirely had disappeared into mom. I pushed a bit further still, as I felt mom's vagina engulf me completely. I moaned loudly, not being in control of myself, before I managed to start rocking my hips slowly.
"How is it?" Mitch demanded to know. "Is it good?"
"Aaaaaah. Uuuunng." I could just exclaim, like some wild beast. My fingers drove into mom's thighs as I held her harder. Her convulsing pussy stimulated my dick so much when I pulled back. Grunting I pushed back again, as I felt how my foreskin was being moved back by mom's insides. I almost fainted due to the intensity of this feeling. I started moving my hips faster. A sinful cadence started to form, when I felt mom's body responding to mine. Back and forth. Back and forth. With an animal sound, I thrust my pelvis forward as hard as I could. Mom's ass quaked under the impact, which satisfied me a great deal. Once more I fucked her as hard as I could. And once more. And once more. I started speeding up faster and faster, while mom just lay there as an object to be used by me.
"Aaah, I am using her, Mitch. We can fucking do what we want with her." When I heard the flapping sound of my balls slamming into mom's ass, I got even more excited. Faster. Faster. My cock was on fire. I was inside mom's pussy. I was fucking a woman. I was fucking mom. Wow. I felt my orgasm approaching faster than I had hoped. The entire weight of mom's body was shook by my thrusts. It felt so hot to feel her move under the impact of me fucking her. Her big breasts heaved on the force of my movement, swaying back and forth. Before I released my cum, I groped them. The first tits I ever held. Two big meaty globes in both my hands. Even through the night gown they felt amazing. I felt the impetus of my thrusts reflected in the big mass of mom's tits, and I got even hornier than I already was when I felt two nipples prick into the palms of my hands. "Aaah. Aaah. Aah." I was panting so hard now. "I am cumming."
And I came. Bliss! Heaven! My whole body spasmed as huge quantities of jizz were shot into mom's pussy. My hand squeezed her tits firmly, and I was sure to even hear mom moan into the pillow. My pelvis pushed hard against her ass and I almost folded double over her. Streams of cum immediately leaked out of her vagina, past my dick which was still swollen inside mom. I just had to stay like that for a while, grasping for air. Steadily, cum dribbled out of mom along the shaft of my cock until, groaning, I let it slip out of her and watched as the white of my cum contrasted with her puffy, red labia. My cum got into her pubic hairs, forming small droplets. I had completely splashed mom's vagina.



While I lay sat on the edge of the bed, Mitch did not waste a second to follow my lead. He had already taken off his pants as I was fucking mom. Now he got behind her, and without as much as blinking, fucked her hard. He groped her tits roughly and drove his cock in and out of her. Mom's ass cheeks vibrated under the force she had unleashed in her son. Mitch fucked her even faster than I had done. "O God." he screamed. "Yes!" With one hand he now grabbed mom's hair and gathered it into a pony tail that he wrapped around his hands. He pulled it taut to fuck her even more forcefully, using mom's hair to pull himself further towards her. Still, mom kept her head down, even down her whole body shook under the power with which she was fucked. We did hear her whimper rhythmically now. Every thrust a high pitched moan escaped from the pillow in which she pushed her head. It still felt detached, as if her body belonged to us rather than to her.
"Be gentle to her!" I warned Mitch. But he was too far out. He smacked her ass hard, which made it tremble as if he hit a pudding. A red spot appeared on it, as her meaty bottom quaked up and down, up and down under the pressure of Mitch's fucking. With a primal scream, Mitch also unloaded his cum into his own mother, just as I had done minutes ago. Streams of cum flowed out of mom's vagina, along her legs, onto the mattress. A small puddle of cum gathered under her pussy, which now looked all red and swollen.
We both needed to lie down for a quarter of an hour to come to our senses. I thought that a terrible shame would come over me. But nothing of the such. We lay close enough to mom's pussy to smell its musky smell. It still looked so fuckable, all coated and juiced in our semen.
Again, I was the first to give in, once more. In utter shamelessness, I crawled between mom's legs again. I bent over to get my face closer to her pussy. I inhaled deeply. The smell of our salty cum was mixed with mom's earthly, deep flavor, which completely undescribable. Mom's pussy was still so swollen, her clit was visible from here as a bulging knob. My hand intuitively reached for it and started to massage it. I heard mom whimper softly into the pillow, which was almost unreal for me. It was as if her body had become an object for us to use. Hearing mom moan made me realize that it was really her. But this only fully unleashed another round of lust.
I placed my hands on her ass and just drove my face into mom's wet pussy. Her big ass completely smothered me, as I pressed my nose into the anus of my own mother, while I stuck my tongue out to lick her pussy. Wet warmth surrounded me fully. I tasted mom's lustful juices, I tasted my own cum and that of my brother. It stuck on my face, making it wet and sticky. Then I pressed my tongue deep into her, and made it go in circles inside of her vagina. I was so close to mom. There was nothing more intimate than this. My cock was rock hard again as I leaned back to breath, my face entirely covered with our sex juices.
Like a maniac I rushed to get into position once more. My cock found its way more easily this time, as my hands grabbed mom's soft belly. I was, perhaps, even rougher than Mitch had been, losing all control. My fingers grabbed mom's night gown firmly and started to tear its fabric. Soon it ripped and I shred it open, so that mom's big tits rolled out of it. Mom's body was now only covered by the shreds of her gown. I saw that Mitch had started to masturbate looking at mom's wagging tits, which were propelled by my hard thrusts.
Although my cock was a bit sore from the last time, it still felt so good to use mom's body like this. Like Mitch had done, I smacked mom's ass and enjoyed watching it tremble under my hands. She was such a good fuck, I thought. What a great body.
Meanwhile, Mitch crawled under mom, with his face turned up. At first I wanted to protest, as it was weird to have him this close as I was having sex. But then I saw that he lay there to have mom's swaying tits brush his face. Her stiff nipples tickled his cheeks and he opened his mouth to try and suck them in. It looked so obscene to see Mitch lying there, way beyond any shame, jerking off his red, swollen cock. Finally, he managed to get a nipple in his mouth, so that one of mom's boobs was hindered to swing freely. Still I could see the motion of its flesh every time I bumped into mom's sweet pussy.
We were one big sex machine. I had pleasures I never even knew existed. When I felt my orgasm coming, I had the strength to pull my cock out. I had prepared this. I had fantasized about this so many times. Holding my dick in my hand, I jerked two times, to then unleash with great force another orgasm. Cum sprayed out of my piss hole all over mom's back and ass. I shot hard, so that bits even ended up in her hair. I moaned, panted, and with effort managed to shoot one more load of cum onto mom's ass cheeks. Parts of it were now splattered with a coat of sticky white cum. In ecstacy, I rolled over again.
Mitch had gotten up from under mom's tits and now sat next to her head, which she still bravely held pushed into the pillow. With one hand he grabbed one of her tits, while with his other he wildly jerked off his giant dick. It was pointed to the back of her head, ready to spray cum all in mom's hair, among the bits that were already there from my orgasm. He kneaded her big tit like it was a lump of dough, while he grunted and moaned deeply. In no time, he started to shake and a huge load shot from his dick. A first strand of cum shot up high, to land with a splat on a part of mom's neck that lay exposed. Another strand followed, to spatter into her blonde hairs, getting them all sticky. With a final moan, Mitch made a strand of cum drip just behind mom's ears onto the pillows.
With what I had left in me, I felt compelled to follow his example. With one hand, I held a strand of mom's gluey, cum drenched hair and started to jerk off with the other. When I looked down at mom's body, with my cum all over her butt and back, with her night gown torn to pieces under the force of our lust, I couldn't hold back. Another, final shot of cum fired from my dick onto mom's head. Her hair looked as wet as if she'd been out in the rain.
Mitch and I silently got dressed again. One last glance at mom filled me both with shame and with further lust. She still sat there, silently, her ass pushed into the air. Cum stains had formed on her legs, whereas my drool had made the mattress wet around her right foot. Between her legs, I still saw our cum spread out across her labia. My brother and I had ravished her. We had completely let ourselves go.
You might imagine how uneasy it was to meet mom at the breakfast table the next morning. But she was shining more than ever. And the wink she gave me and my brother when she made us an omelet was more than telling. "To restore your proteins." she said. "God knows you will need them."
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A man and a woman sit together at a large desk. A book is opened in front of them. The man is a holding a pen, which hovers above the empty page like drone, ready to strike. He does not yet know how apt that metaphor will be, what kind of forces will be unleashed from the tip of his stylus. The woman lets her head rest on her arms as she closely observes him. She looks bored.
"Where do we begin this time?" she asks.
"I see a quaint British village," he answers her. "Streets of cobblestone. Narrow passages. Ivy on old, crumbling walls. Small houses. The smell of coal. A loving family."
"A son?"
"Of course."
"Again, really? Let me guess: yet another wimp?" she sighs as she says it, her eyes rolling.
The man looks at her, annoyed. "I am trying to get at something fundamental. Something primal. Boy surrenders to deepest hidden passions."
'"You've just read too much Freud. Why can't it be a love between two equals for once? Why are your pages crowded with nerds, virgins, boys trembling at the borders of sexuality? Why can you not write a romance between two adults?"
"Not this time."
"Let me write next time then..."
"Perhaps."

I put down the heavy bags that I had been carrying home through the narrow streets of our town and placed them on the kitchen floor. Finally. Doing groceries for my family was quite a chore. The list was long, the market crowded, and the instructions were, as always, tremendously specific. No regular mushrooms, chestnut mushrooms. No Chinese cabbage but bok choy. I got a remark every other week for buying the wrong kind of walnut, or the wrong brand of olive oil. Hopefully I got it right this time.
"I am home, mom!", I yelled, as I carefully started to unpack the plastic bags in our spacious kitchen. We had one of the largest houses in the street, due to Dad's work at the insurance company. But as spacious as it was, the kitchen was filled completely with trays on which a grid of dough balls was placed. Mom had been busy with a new cooking experiment, something Mexican by the looks of it. I was extra careful not to disturb her culinary experiment, but when I placed the bread into the basket, I accidentally bumped into one of the trays, causing some of the balls to roll over.
Of course, this was exactly the moment for my mother to come into the kitchen.
"Careful there, honey", Mom scolded me, as she suddenly appeared behind me, took the bread out of my hands, gently shoved me aside and took over unpacking the groceries. Mom was a voluptuous woman, and once she had made her presence known, one could hardly escape it. Her energy filled up the room instantly. Her straight brown hair hung just over her shoulders, usually tied in a ponytail but now loose, and although I could not call her fat, her hips were about twice as wide as mine.
Mom wore a tight, black skirt and a light blue blouse that she must have had for ages as I remember seeing her wear it on old photographs too. As always, Mom appeared classy in these clothes, as if she would have to go to an official dinner tonight instead of just lounging on the couch with Dad and me. My own sports pants were much less fancy, and I internally scolded myself for not dressing more properly, as I knew how Mom appreciated that.
I watched as she moved the groceries around, without even looking me in the eye. She could be so practical. Mom had a sharp eye for anything irregular or out of order to her taste. Nothing ever eluded her attention. Both Dad and I felt a mix of admiration and nervousness towards Mom, as she always managed to do things better, faster and more thorough than we did. I, for my part, felt a constant need to prove myself to Mom, but it seldom occurred that what I did fully pleased her.
As I sheepishly stood beside Mom, she took the peppers I bought out of the plastic bag. They lingered on their way to the cupboard, and I could already predict that something was not to Mom's liking. "O, Dan, you bought regular chili peppers again. I just hoped you would bring Madame Jeannettes this time to spice up the meal I am preparing." Damn. I knew I had forgotten something. She held the peppers in front of me face, as if to confront me with my mistake.
"Sorry, Mom."
Mom's blue eyes stared deeply into mine before she winked, smiled, patted my cheek and put the peppers away. "Don't worry. It'll just be a little less spicy, but your Dad even likes that better." The sensation of her stroking my stubble beard lingered on my face.
I stood there watching as Mom emptied the bags, hoping that the rest of the products were right. Mom's movements were accompanied by the familiar, tingling sound of her elegant silver bracelets that Dad had bought for their fifteen year anniversary. It is strange how such subtle sensations can come to mean much for us. While I was waiting for Mom to unpack, I felt a tinge of melancholy due to the sound. Even though I was twenty one and only home for the weekend, the sound of Mom's bracelets symbolized the many evenings when I had helped her cook when I was young. She had an idiosyncratic way of shaking the water off veggies that made a silvery sound when her bracelets shook too.
After we had cleared away the groceries, we moved to the living room for a coffee. Dad was already sitting there, reading his newspaper. The weekend edition nearly covered him, but underneath two legs in sports pants stuck out. He must have gone for his favorite run to the nearby meadows while I was shopping. Dad sure did make an effort to keep in shape for Mom. To be fair, she hadn't resisted joking about his pot belly when he had one a couple of years ago. Mom could be quite demanding... Not bossy, but demanding for sure.
Beside Dad, on the small table in the corner, two large carton packages were placed that had probably been delivered this morning. Mom bent over and kissed Dad on the cheek. "Hi honey, had a good run? Will you dress up nicely for your son and me? He's not home from college that often. Your shirt smells a bit." Mom rambled and continued without a pause, pointing at the boxes on the table: Are those for me?"
Dad folded the news paper and nodded, ignoring the remarks about his clothes. "Yes, dear. They just came in with the mail this morning."
Mom cheered and picked the packages up. As Dad and I drank our coffee in silence she began unpacking them. The first turned out to be a new duvet cover. It was a washed pink, with a very gentle rose pattern in it. Mom held it in front of her to admire it. "Won't you look at that... Don't you like it, honey? It will look amazing with the colors of the walls, don't you think?"
Dad's smile was a bit too tense. I guessed what he thought: another girly element to their sleeping room. But long ago he had given up his resistance to pink flowery ornaments and other feminine elements in the house. "Great, yeah," he managed to say. Mom winked at me, as if we were conspirators sharing a secret - only for that I did not have anything to do with Dad's waning taste.
"Why don't you go put it on our duvet, honey?"Mom asked Dad in a sweet voice.
"What, right now?" Dad glanced quickly at his news paper. Poor guy, all he wanted was to finish his weekend edition of the Guardian.
"Why not? I'll make you some more coffee!"
Dad got up with a sigh.
"Don't be like that." Mom said. "Imagine if I sighed at everything I did for you. And honey, could you maybe also change the pillows with the ones in the attic? I think they will look nicer, color-wise."
"Anything for you!"
While Mom unpacked the second package, which contained a pair of nylon stocking, I sipped my coffee and thought about college. It was so great to feel so free from my family. I liked being here, but being sucked into these age old family dynamics was tiresome at times. Why did I still feel so under pressure to please Mom?

"Ok, where is this going?" the woman wanted to know, still lying with her head on the desk, bored.
"You'll see," he said. "I plan to slowly make the son and mother grow towards one another when the father has an accident. A relationship that secretly blooms while Dad is in hospital."
"Yawn. Seen that before."
"What do you suggest, then?" the man asked, his eye brows lowering ominously to show his discontent.
"Send in the dove!" she giggled, and slowly raised herself into a more upright position, as if the story had suddenly caught her attention.
"Now already?" He genuinely was surprised.
"Yeah, give this story a short cut. Let's see what happens when they lose control? May I?"
Slightly irritated he replied: "No, let me have a go first. I'll send in the dove if that means that you'll remain interested. We'll see where I can take it from there."

As Mom went to the kitchen to try on the stockings, I was startled by a loud thumb against the window, as if somebody had thrown a basketball at our house. However, when I got up to look, I saw a crippled dove lying in the bushes outside. The poor bird must have hit our house at high speed. When it looked at me through the window with its beady eyes, I felt a strange, cold feeling all through my body. Just as I wanted to go out, to save it, the bird got up, flapped its wings and took off in the goofish parabolas in which doves tend to fly.
When I sat back on the couch the weirdest thing happened. I watched as my right hand began to crawl, like a giant spider, up my leg, without me wanting to move it. "The fuck..."
In terror I saw how it moved higher and higher towards my crotch, as I tried to stop it by grabbing my right arm with my left. Soon, however, I also lost control over my left arm, which was positioned left to my body again, where it hung relaxed. My right hand had crawled up to the top of my sports pants, and now it moved inside my boxer shorts. All I could consciously move was my head, and I stared down, appalled, at how my right arm began to make jerking movements as my hand closed around my penis.
"Stop, stop, stop," I thought, because Mom could be back any moment. But I just felt my dick stiffen as my arm continued to make pumping movements out of its own. I breathed heavily in a fit of panic. What the hell was going on?
Just as I heard Mom's heeled shoes approaching the living room, the spell broke and I frantically pulled my hand out of my pants. Mom saw the last part of this movement and raised an eye brow. "What are you doing, baby?
"Nothing," I said, still frightened by what had happened.
Mom accepted this empty answer and pointed to her stocking-clad legs. "What do you think?" she wanted to know.
The stockings were of a shiny fabric, that made Mom look even more classy. Still shocked by myself, I had to gather my thoughts to make a compliment. "Really nice, Mom!"

The woman sighed audibly. "So why did you just make him masturbate if he gets away with it like that? Why not go the whole way?"
"Now that you have messed up my suspense by having me send down the dove, I might as well... But I don't know. I hesitate. I feel bad for him, I guess. Like he is a real person."
"Why are you getting sentimental all of a sudden? These people are real, alright, and then they aren't. They exist only when they are being read, or written down. Their future is ours to make. But then again it is their real future, and they will have to face its consequences. You know all this, and it hasn't stopped you before."
"Ok. Just give me a bit longer."

When Dad came down again, Mom took out a piece of cake she had baked earlier. While we munched it in delight - it even helped to make me forget a little about my loss of control earlier - Dad placed his hand on Mom's knee and complimented her with the new stockings, as he had been disciplined to do over the years whenever Mom bought some new piece of clothing.
"Thank you honey," Mom replied. "Please be careful with your nails though. And your hands look a bit dirty from sporting still. I want to keep them clean." She removed Dad's hand as if it was a dirty rag, and smiled to him. "First clean yourself, before touching your pretty wife." She giggled.
Dad accepted Mom's remark and leaned over to reach his coffee. As he did, a piece of the cake crumbled and landed on Mom's lap.
"Mark, careful!" Mom said annoyed, while she picked the piece of cake up between index finger and thumb like it were a nasty insect she had spotted. "I've just got these stockings new and you are already crumbling greasy cake on them. You are hopeless."
When she saw that Dad looked frightened, she quickly kissed him and moved to the other side of the couch. Jocularly, she remarked: "Perhaps my new stockings are safer here. You be a good boy the rest of the day, and you may approach me again."
"And perhaps give a welcome to our new bed sheets..." Dad whispered slightly too loudly.
"TMI, Dad," I laughed. Sex had never been a hot topic in our home and jokes like Dad's didn't really shock me anymore.

"Just as a piece of advice," she started, mocking his tone, "a good narrative never involves elements that do not contribute at all to the plot. If the boy forgets about the masturbation that easily, it could as well have been left out."
"I thought it would make a greater impact!" he said as he lowered the pen he had used to write just now. "It seems like I just can't control their reactions..."
The woman laughed. "They are real, remember? We can throw things at them, but as characters they will respond how they will. If we push them too far, they simply become others and lose their identity. One time we even made the entire narrative disintegrate, do you recall?"
"I guess I will fang the flames a bit then, to see how far we can go."
"Another dove?"
"I don't know. If we keep throwing deus ex machinae at them, this story will become pretty implausible."
"It already is, so fuck it. Just do it."

Another heavy thumb startled us, and Mom and Dad both jumped up. The large window at the street's side of our house was visibly trembling due to the impact.
"Another one?" I thought.
Before I could act, Mom and Dad rushed to the window.
"Don't look!" I yelled dramatically, but it was too late.
"Don't be ridiculous." Mom said. "It's just a poor dove."
I watched as I saw both Mom and Dad shudder at its sight and I feared the worst. I wouldn't call myself superstitious, but I did not trust these deviant doves at all. I was pretty certain that my loss of control had to do with the gaze of the earlier bird.
Mom and Dad seemed OK as they watched the dove fly off, but this impression did not last long.
"I feel weird," Dad said as he sat down. "My body feels heavy. I can't... I can't move..."
Mom had been moving to sit down, but now just stood about in the middle of the room. "Me... too..."
I, as well, felt a cold force running through me again, and as I tried to stand up, my body remained inert. "Help..."
Then it happened.
Mom turned towards me as she yelped: "My body is moving on its own!"
She started to walk in my direction. All this happened smoothly and Mom's body did not show any sign of resistance. Without jerking and stuttering movements, Mom graciously approached me with wagging hips. Only her scared face didn't fit the calmness of the rest of her demeanor, and she looked as if she had just been placed in a terrifying roller coaster with no way out.
"What is going on?" Dad asked. "Where are you going?"
All three of us were panicking now and frantically wiggling our heads around, as if we could somehow release the spell that way. But our bodies went their own ways.
Mom was now standing right in front of me, when she suddenly dropped to her knees. Her hands were gently placed on my own knees, and pushed them aside. I felt my own legs spread further in response, so that Mom could sit between them kneeling.
"I have no idea what my body is doing! I am trying to stop this!" Mom called out, as her hands started to massage my upper legs.
Meanwhile my own hand had a mind of its own. I saw how it was lifted and placed it on Mom's cheek, gently patting her. It felt way too intimate to caress Mom like this, but no matter how hard I exercised my will, my hand kept softly rubbing her face. She did not have many degrees of freedom, but Mom tried to pull her face away from my hand as well as she could. "I have the same Mom, this is not me!" I explained.
I could not check for sure what my Mom thought was happening, and whether I was to blame, because she soon went even further than some innocent cheek-patting. Her hands which had been massaging my legs, moved up along my legs. The synthetic fabric became static under her intense rubbing and it gave soft crackling sounds as Mom moved her hands to the elastic of my pants.
"Ah. Oh. I am not sure what is happening, baby!" Mom sounded really stressed as her fingers started to hook around the waist band of my pants. The touch of her hands just above the area of my groins felt insanely sensitive. To my deepest shame, I felt that I was starting to get an erection from what Mom was doing to me. With all my will power I tried to think of anything else than sex.
My body did not respond at all to my commands. Instead, I felt how I raised my ass off the couch, giving Mom the opportunity to tug down my pants. Which she did, in one continuous movement. "Fuck, Mom, stop!" I yelled, really scared that she would see my hard cock.
Meanwhile Dad was protesting in unintelligible utterances from the position on the couch where his body kept him locked, forced to see how his wife had started to undress his son.
"I, oh my, I am sorry, baby. You have to believe me, I have no clue what's happening." Mom mumbled as her hands carefully pulled my pants over my Adidas sneakers, so that now I was sitting in front of Mom in my underwear. An obscene tent had formed in my underpants, and Mom's head was awfully close to it. I tried to look away, but all of it was too intense. This was my own mother, who suddenly knelt in front of me as if she was my girlfriend about to give me a BJ! I did not want to see my Mom like this, I did not want to be aroused by it!
Mom started to untie my shoes one at a time, and my body co-operated perfectly with hers, lifting my foot when she was ready to remove one sneaker. My socks came off too. It were the white tennis socks that Mom must have put in the laundry so often when I still lived at home. As if in an old reflex, Mom still neatly formed a ball of the two socks. Then, her attention, or I should say her body's attention returned to my legs.
"Stop, you two!" Dad protested, but Mom's body was unstoppable now even though her face looked properly shocked at what was happening. By now she witnessed my erection and her eyes widened, as if she'd just seen water burn. "Jesus..." she said, the dismay dripping from her voice. "Are you... hard? From me touching you like this? My God..." I felt ashamed, but I knew of nothing to say. With all my will power I tried to move my body to escape, but nothing came from this.
Meanwhile her body displayed nothing of hesitance, and as Mom tried to look away from my hard member, she started to roll up the sleeves of her tender blue blouse. I feared for the worst. My dick trembled from excitement, while I felt disgust at what was about to happen. "I am so sorry, Mom. I am not in control!"



Dad just lost it when Mom started to reach for my dick through my boxer shorts. He started yelling and making threats about what he would do if we wouldn't stop. Mom tried to explain that this wasn't her, but she couldn't get across. Mid-way to reaching my throbbing erection, Mom's hands hesitated. Then, abruptly, she got up from her knees, picked up the ball of socks, walked to Dad, and tried to force it in his mouth to silence him.
"Honey," Mom whimpered, "this is not me, I don't want to do this. Oh my..." Dad tried to move his head but it suddenly froze, so that Mom and I watched as her hands purposefully pushed the socks in Dad's mouth. All we heard now was a muffled grumbling.

"Stop. Stop. Stop," the man said. "This is getting a bit too non-consensual for my liking. What are they doing? What am I doing to them? I am ruining my characters! Traumatizing them!"
The woman just shrugged her shoulders. "Don't be so sensitive. It's just a story. Yeah, I just said that these characters are real to a certain degree. But then again, they are also just characters in a rather unbalanced narrative."
The man shook his head. We are just characters in a narrative too, but I am awfully glad that I am not forced to jerk off my son. Can I start over, please?"
These words seemed to appeal to the woman, who leaned back and thought it over. "No, that would take too long. Perhaps we could change their mood a bit? Make it easier on them?"
'I'll do that, at least!"

Once Dad was silenced, his body seemed to get more relaxed. And as it did, apparently, so did his mind. The grumbling quickly ceased, even when Mom bent over and started to move the couch a bit so that Dad would have an unobstructed view of what she would do to me. Mom just kept whispering: "Oh no, oh no." She could predict perfectly what her body was up to and she was afraid of the boundaries it would cross.
In myself, I felt a change happening. Even though my body was not in my control, I was not separated from its affects. All my muscles were relaxed, and gave me the feeling as if I had just left a sauna. My raging dick, however, sent pangs of horniness through me, and this started to mess with my thoughts. I felt that I really needed relief, even though I simultaneously felt tremendous shame for being exposed like this to Mom and Dad. It was as if my head tried to resist lust, while my body had already been seduced.
When Mom sat down next to me on the couch, I saw in her eyes that similar things were happening to her. Although her general expression was still frightful, her eyes looked a bit dazed, as her body probably sent signals to her mind to relax. Her left hand was placed reassuringly on my knee, which immediately made my dick twitch. Her other started to pet my back under my shirt. If I hadn't known that this was beyond Mom's control, I would have called it a loving touch. Her fingers gently massaged me as her hand moved up my spine.
We had not been this close for ages, and I remembered, in a flash, how Mom used to care for me when I was younger. We had cuddled a lot. All this changed when Mom had thought it was time for me to become a man, and when she had started to command me around like she did with Dad. Then, I had been constantly running errands for her, while I never managed to deserve her love fully again. There was always something about which she would complain.
I could not see Mom's face, and I tried not to look at it either, as it would probably show an appalled expression at what we were doing against our wills. Meanwhile, what I could see was Dad's gaze, just lingering on us, with flickering anger that abode then and again as he became more relaxed. My own thought became more cloudy, and only now and then a thought popped up screaming what the hell is happening ?
Mom's right hand started to crawl up my left leg, and I watched it in fear as it approached my boxer shorts. Her bracelets felt cold on the skin of my leg and it gave me goosebumps. The closer she got to my cock, the harder I had to fight the lust that came shooting up in warm gushes from my stomach. I noticed that I started to pant, even though I really did not want Mom to touch me there. How could I ever look at myself in the mirror if my own mother had touched my penis? If I had enjoyed it?
"Oh God, oh God..." I heard Mom's voice close to my ear as she probably also saw what she was about to do. "Mark, I am sorry... I do not know what is happening. Oh God..."
Her fingers slipped into the leg of my boxers, and she had to push her elbow forward a bit to make the right angle. It looked as if she was reaching for a piece of garment that had fallen under the closet, but instead, Mom was going to reach for my cock. "Mom, I do not want this..." I said, more hoping to ease my guilt than to think that I could stop her. By now, I could no longer honestly say that I had not started to want it. To feel a hand on my dick. To relieve my urge that was building up and making me sweat.
"I know, baby. I do not know what is going on, but we will get through this together..." Even though Mom still protested, her voice had become more lush in my ear. She spoke softly, so soft that Dad would probably not hear her from where he was sitting.
I gasped as I felt how the tips of Momś fingers found their way through my pubic hairs. It tingled as she brushed through them, towards the shaft of my dick. I gasped as Mom caught the base of my cock between her index finger and thumb. All that I was aware of when she did was the feeling of those two fingers on my penis: my attention completely shifted away from what I saw or where we were.
It felt so extremely intense, and it was as if my lust was multiplied by a factor ten. I gasped again. My Mom's fingers felt slightly cool against the warm skin of my dick. Their touch was so different from the hands of my ex, who had often given me hand jobs. Mom's hands were larger, warmer, more of a real woman than of a girl.
Mom must have mistaken my gasping for a sob, as she whispered: "I am so sorry, baby, I do not want this either." But her hands thought otherwise, and wiggled to free my cock that was pressing hard against a fold in my boxer shorts. It jumped loose, so that my cock was now standing upright in my underwear, like a giant, obscene pole. I notice that I was already staining my grey boxer shorts with precum and I just hoped so that Mom would not see it.
But even if she had not seen it, she would soon feel my sticky juices on her hand. Her hand moved up my cock, her fingers trailing its down side, until she reached the elastic tissue of my frenulum. As her index finger started to make small circles, that made me gasp for air again and again, her other fingers slowly closed around the shaft of my cock. I could feel precum gush out of the tip of my penis and by now it was sure to be all over Mom's hand.
"Oh, no. Oh, no," Mom just kept repeating, making the warm air of her breath tingled against my earlobe. The complete relaxation of my body made me feel very confused. I was disgusted by what Mom was doing to me - but I did not feel disgusted, I felt relaxed and super horny. I was trying my best to ignore what was happening, but it was impossible to ignore the fact that my own Mom now had my cock inside of her hand.
Before long, Mom formed an 'o' of her finger and thumb, and slowly, very slowly, started to pull my foreskin down and up. "Oh, baby, I am so, so sorry..." Mom whispered, but it almost sounded erotic as close as she was to my ear. Whenever Mom would pull down as far as she could, rushes of blood would shoot through my cock, making it ever harder. Then, as she returned her hand upwards, and pulled my skin just over the tip of my cock, I felt my body shudder in anticipation of the joy of the following movement.
I tried hard not to look at Dad, who had a clear view of how Mom's hand was pulling me off inside of my boxer's. But when I did glance at him, I saw that the anger was gone, and a certain look of drowsy concern was visible on his face. As Mom started pacing up her tempo, and as her other hand moved out of my shirt and into my hair, where she gently massaged the skin of my head, I felt my dick grow to a size it had never had before. It felt like it was about to burst. My body responded, somehow, to Dad being forced to watch his wife please me like this, and I had to fight hard against the most awful thoughts. I just hoped, I really, really hoped, that the spell would break soon, though I did not know how we would ever be a normal family again after this.
Mom was now making quick paced movements, and I saw the contours of her hand in my underwear. Every time she moved her hand up, a bit of the elastic band was lifted and I could actually see her hand itself. As she paced up, I heard her anniversary bracelets tingle. Their cold steel chinked against my groins every time she pulled down, and they jingled softly when she pulled up. Dad just sat there, listening to the wet sounds of Mom's hands on my cock, and the usually joyful tingling of her bracelets, that were connected to so many of my childhood memories, but that now accompanied a tragic deed of incest. The sound of it appeared to turn my body on even further, and I felt my balls cringe in anticipation of shooting a massive load inside of my boxer shorts. Mom, who had always taken care of me, was taking care of me once again...
"Mom, I am trying to hold it, but... Ah... I am afraid... That I..." I cried, and even though I was shamefully aware that my body was enjoying Mom's treatment, I was still resisting with what little mental effort I had left.
"Oh, baby, oh, no..." Mom had been saying little of more intelligence these past minutes, and at this dramatic stage she did not seem able to add something more than: "Hold it, please. Do not... come... because of me..."
As I was sure that I could no longer hold it, images flashed before my eyes. My friends laughing when this secret would come out. Me admitting full of shame to future girlfriends what had happened on this fateful day. The realization that my Mom would have made me come... But no further effort was required to hold back for now, as Mom's grip suddenly loosened, as she wrung her hand out of my boxer shorts and stood up. Was it over? Had I been spared the utmost shame?
My relief was short lived. Mom immediately dropped to her knees, and started tugging at my boxers. She looked so matter-of-factly, with her sleeves rolled up, as if she was busy preparing a meal, but her face showed confusion. I could not stop myself from once more lifting my ass a bit, so that Mom could pull my boxers off in a single movement. My dick sprang free, right in front of her face, with her blue eyes looking at shock at the size of my tool. Probably, it was even bigger than it had felt. It was swollen to its max, slightly red, and completely coated in my juices.
It felt incredibly intense when Mom's shoulders bumped into my knees, and I felt the cotton of her blouse. Feeling her like this, and seeing her face hovering right behind my cock, made that I start to pant again out of excitement. My body was sending signals of intense pleasure to me, and I actually had to make an effort to feel appalled, which stressed me out, as this was, after all, my own Mom that I was feeling excited about.
Mom's shoulders moved forwards, as to bring her face to the tip of my penis. With the limited room for movement she still had, she tried to force her face to look away, but it seemed that even her neck was now under control of the magic that had seized us. Therefore, I watched as Mom's head closely approached my swollen dick, with her face twitching in looks of shock and submission. Mom, too, was probably being influenced by the state of her body, as she no longer screamed, or yelled in protest. She merely kept her lips tightly close as her shoulder had her bent completely towards my dick, her son's.
The moment Mom's lips touched my dick, I moaned. It felt soft and warm, and I felt how her face was being pushed forward with quite a bit of force, so that my cock pressed hard against her wet lips. Mom made sounds of disapproval as she winced. She even tried to turn her head a bit, but the result was only that my cock's tip trailed her face and cheeks, so that soon her face was glistening with my precum that was produced in large quantities. Her soft cheeks were pliant as my cock pressed against them. I could not resist moaning.
Perhaps whatever controlled us discovered that there was no way to force Mom to take my dick in her mouth, as, to my relief, Mom's body moved backwards again. A string of precum vibrated between her lips and my cock, as a spider's web in the dew. Soon it snapped, and it landed on her chin. But if Mom and I had expected that we would be safe now, we were wrong. Mom's body wiggled around, as her hand started to now take off her new stockings.
She leaned forward to do this, so that her face was pressed against my groins, and my balls disappeared in her hair. My sticky cock left spatters of precum in Mom's voluminous amount of brown hair. Without standing up, she managed to take off the stockings, and hold them if front of her, as she moved backwards again. She wrapped one of her hands in the soft, silky fabric of the nylon stockings, and then, with hand covered, continued to jerk me off.
The fabric felt extremely supple around my dick, and by now I had a hard time to think straight anymore. The pressure just kept on building. I saw that Dad's eyes had widened when Mom started to use her stockings as a piece of cloth for me to come in, perhaps because he had been scolded earlier for even dropping a small piece of cake next to it. Meanwhile Mom's hand went faster and faster, accompanied by the familiar shaking of her bracelets, and her body did this in such an obvious fashion that it almost was as if she were doing a household chore rather than jacking her own son off.
"We are ruining them..." Mom managed to complain between gulps for air, and she looked concerned at a new spurt of juice that ran from the tip of my penis onto the black fabric of the stockings, causing a white stain. "They... were... just... new!" Something in Mom's voice changed, as she started to pant slightly do the effort of her hand job.
As she looked up, I saw a similar drowsiness in Mom's eyes as I had seen earlier in Dad's. She remained silent for a while, as her eyes locked themselves intensely to mine, making me feel nervous, and very horny at the same time. I started to notice that Mom's breasts in her blouse shook under the movement she was making with her hand. My body felt like it was on fire now, and I simply could not avert my eyes, even though I knew that Mom was watching me. In response, Mom's hand only went faster and faster, the fabric nearly got drenched with my fluids.
"Don't... do... this... baby... Hold... it..." Mom managed to utter, but she out of breath. "Don't... come... please..."
"I am trying, Mom!" My voice's pitch went up as I tried to hold it back.
Then, I couldn't stop it any more. I moaned loudly as several strands of sperm erupted from me. My load just escaped past the fabric that Mom had wrapped around my dick, and after a short parabola flight, it landed on her hands and on the nylon stockings with an audible splatter, as it was a heavy load. Mom did not stop pumping, and even though I thought that this could possibly have been all, another strand of cum followed. I saw that my mother looked at it with her eyes widening, shocked by the quantity of sperm that she had milked from my dick. Although she was definitely more relaxed than earlier, she still looked at my cock with abhorrence.
Her hands immediately went busy to use the fabric of Mom's new stockings to clean my dick. The sperm hardly stuck to the fabric, so Mom's hands had to mostly fold the stocking to keep it contained in them. There were white spotted stains all over them. As there was perhaps nothing to say about what occurred, Mom kept silent again, and all I heard was her soft panting due to the effort of giving me a hand job.
After she had made a sort of ball from the stained stockings, Mom suddenly rose. She turned to Dad. "No... You wouldn't..." I managed to remark, catching my breath again. But Mom did. She threw the dirty stockings in his direction, and they landed half over his shoulders, so that Dad was now covered with the evidence of Mom and mine horrible incestual deed. Dad remained drowsy, and appeared to completely accept the current state of affairs in which he had been turned into our dirty laundry bin.
"I... am... sorry... Mark..." Mom nearly cried.

"My, oh, my..." the woman remarked as the man lowered his pen for a while to think. "And then to imagine that you were the one who felt pity for these characters earlier! How are you going to end this story now?"
The man rolled the pen through his fingers. "I don't know... I got carried away, I must admit. When I could see how far they would go... What forces I could unleash... Let's just leave at this, OK? Enough playing around. They have lowered themselves enough."
But the woman grabbed his arm, to keep him sitting. "Let's just see how far we can go, OK? Now that we have unleashed all this? Perhaps we can get lower?" Her eyes flickered with enthusiasm.
"How are you going to do that?" the man allowed her to keep him seated, but his doubt had not yet been removed. "The poor boy has just come half a bucket of sperm. Unless you want to drain him dry, there is no way he can go again..."
"We need to give him some supplies... Can I, finally, take over from you?"
The man looked defeated and handed her the pen.
As the woman started writing again, the man looked at the text over her shoulder. At what he saw, he just shook his head, but he did not manage to look away, let alone walk away from the story they were writing.

Mom stood for a while looking at Dad, who obediently allowed himself to have been covered by her stained stockings. Something in her posture changed, very subtly. I guess that the sight of Dad like this did something to Mom, as her neck visibly relaxed, while her breathing became deeper again. Mom was letting go of something that had been giving her power to resist the recent changes.
As light fell in through the window, Mom stood in the middle of the room and turned to me again. She stood upright, firm, as a Goddess of an ancient culture bathing in the afternoon sunshine. I could see how the light seemed to infuse her with a relaxation that made her glow. Her expression had changed, as she seemed calm and in control. She kept looking me in the eye, as her hands moved on their own to start to unbutton her blouse. Her hands knew perfectly well what they needed to do, even without her looking at down, and they quickly got the first button open. A first sign of Mom's impressive cleavage showed.
Because Mom looked so intently in my direction, the whole scene got a sense of a ceremony, in which Mom would be offering herself to me. A second button was opened, and the top of Mom's white bra with lace ornaments became visible. Meanwhile, blood found its way to my cock again, and where it had hung limpid after Mom's hand job, it now twitched once more. I was nervous, I did not know where to look. Now that I had come, the pressure was less, and I could think more clearly - and I, obviously, felt shame and confusion. Yet, it was as if Mom was doing this for me - her face looked so serious and pretty in the radiant light.
"Mom, I am so sorry for what happened..."I tried, but she did not reply this time. Instead, a third button came open, so that the round shape of her heavy breasts became visible. Then, Mom's stomach, slightly fluffy, but still very good for her age. When the last button was opened, Mom's breasts were hidden by nothing but her beautiful white bra. Her motherly globes were slightly pushed up by it, and her bulky cleavage looked delicious. I could simply not look away. Mom was stripping for me .



Her hands soon went to her back and unclasped her bra, which caused her tits to sag noticeably, although they still hung firm on her chest. In a skillful movement, Mom removed and slung it, along with her blouse, towards Dad, where it landed over his head, so that he could no longer see us.
Mom's breasts were presented right in front of my eyes... It had been ages since I had seen them, and I almost trembled out of excitement. They were more than a handful of maternal flesh, with large, brownish aureolae and protruding nipples the size of an index finger's phalange. Her tits pointed outwards a bit under their weight, the skin was pulled taut due to their sheer size. From here, I could see the freckles on her boobs, that Mom had probably gotten from sunbathing topless. I could not help gasping and biting my lip.
The little resistance I had felt went away. I was enthralled by these tits, I longed to touch them. I could no longer tell what was the influence from my body, and what was my own perversion, but Mom's tits looked so soft and spongy that I just wanted to knead them. Suddenly, I saw Mom breathe in surprise, as if she had had cold water splashed on her. Her face, which had had the most serene look just now, winced, but then, slowly, became solemn again, and a mysterious, accepting glow shone seemed to emanate from her skin.
A little miracle did occur. While I watched how Mom's chest rose slowly with her inhaling, tiny white droplets formed on her nipples. I had to squint my eyes, but they were really there. Was it what it thought? But that would be impossible?
The droplets coalesced into larger ones, until, rather suddenly, a tiny stream of whitish fluid ran down from Mom's nipples, over the globular shape of her tits. Mom was producing milk. It dripped from her breasts over her stomach in little flows, and once it reached her skirt, it ran over it, causing a staining trail of mother milk. Mom looked absolutely ravishing, radiant, as if a primal energy was beaming from her, seducing me to come near. She herself also seemed to be taken over by the intensity of this event, as her face now looked serene and open, there was no longer any sign of struggle.
My body started moving, my cock was rock hard again. Soon my own shirt was taken off, and thrown into a corner, this time saving Dad. I felt Mom's body warmth as I approached, and then felt myself kneeling to lower my face to be in position for her breasts. My left hand grabbed hold of her right tit and lifted it slightly, which caused the stream of milk to spread and form a film over her tit. I felt ecstatic as the weight of her boob rested in the palm of my hand, and when I felt how I gently kneaded her large breast, my fingers pressing into the pliant flesh.
Soon my mouth was pressed against her nipple, so that my face disappeared into her soft tissue of Mom's boob. At first I tried to resist, but the milk ran over my chin too, being so close to Mom. I opened my lips, and felt her nipple now protruding between them. My tongue immediately found its way to press against its rubbery skin as if old impulses took over. Then milk ran in my mouth, it was warm and sweet. I swallowed lest it overflowed my mouth, and I intuitively began sucking on Mom's nipple, while my other hand was placed on Mom's free tit. I felt the milk generously run over my fingers there, my whole hand got wet.
Softly, I heard Mom moan, as her milk gushed into my mouth once more, after all these years. She patted the back of my head, or, probably, her body did so of the own accord, but I felt like I was being smothered by motherly love. I suckled as much as I could, each time filling my mouth with the slightly gooey, delicious milk of Mom. I wiggled my face to feel how soft her boob was as a kind of pillow for my head to rest. Greedy, I took as much milk as I could. My other hand started to massage Mom's breast again. First gently, then it started groping her enthusiastically, as I played with her pliant flesh. and soon it was all wet and slippery due to her own motherly fluids. As I tried to grab it in one hand, her slithery skin made her boobs slide out of my hand again and again, which felt really sexy, and seduced me to keep massaging it.
Milk dribbled over my chin, because I did not manage to drink it all. I felt how wet Mom's skirt was getting due to all this spilled milk, as I started to lean into her more. My own torso was also slowly getting wetter and wetter. Mom's milk created a sticky layer on my skin. Still, greedy, I suckled as hard as I could, and every time I swallowed I was rewarded with a new gulp of milk. It tasted of earth. It tasted of beginnings. It tasted of my younger days. Mom's bracelets chinked once more, as her hand gently went through my hairs.
I had not felt so salvaged in a long, long time. I do not know how long I drank from Mom's milk, but when the stream finally stopped, I felt as if my body was completely reinvigorated. And with it, the tension in my groins had built proportionally. I was full of sexual energy, my mind could not stop thinking about fucking, due to the force that came from my body below, over which I still did not have any control.
Mom then took me by the hand, and we moved into the kitchen together. I could finally see her face again, but there was no longer any trace of confusion or anger. This was as it should be. She was softer, much softer, than she had been for a long time, being so bossy around the house. Now, her face was relaxed, as if she was also relieved of energy that had been building up inside of her.
Dad stumbled after us, still holding the stained stockings and Mom's blouse. He stood in the door opening, looking at how Mom guided me to one of cooking aisle in the middle of the kitchen, where the trays with the dough balls still rested. As I was fully naked, there was nothing any more to use to hide my erection from Mom. Our bodies moved really close to another, as Mom stood with her bottom resting against the counter, and I just right in front of her. Then, Mom turned around, glancing one last time deep into my eyes. In her blue irises I observed no hesitation, no doubt, just a pure and full YES.
Mom pulled up her damp skirt over her ass cheeks, to display a deliciously round ass, covered only partly by a pair of sloggi underpants. My cock was so close as to actually touch the cotton of Mom's panties. I felt how my hands reached for them, how they calmly took the elastic waistband and pulled them down. As I was standing straight, I could not fully see it from this angle, but Mom's pussy was now right in front of my cock. I saw a few pubic hairs spring out from under her hefty, white ass meat. Mom stepped out of her panties, that were now lying on the floor, and kicked them into the direction of Dad, who immediately bent over to reach them and pick them up. I could see that they were stained by Mom's pussy juice, as Mom too had also gotten real excited.
Then, Mom bent over further, her body placed on the trays with dough balls, which were squashed under her weight. Her large breasts protruded, slightly, side wards, and her back was arched as to lift her ass as high as she could in this position. I now accepted that this was going to happen. I was so full of energy, that I wouldn't have been able to hold it back, even if I willed. I was going to fuck my mother.
But then, when my body had indeed positioned itself right, when my hands had been placed on Mom's wide hips, and my dick was just a centimeter away from Mom's vagina, I suddenly twitched. The movement stopped. I nearly fell over, as I suddenly had to balance myself, which was no longer done by the mysterious force that had compelled me earlier. I was free! I lifted one of my hands to try, but indeed, I could now stop this drama. Quickly, I glanced at Dad, but he still seemed completely dazed, as was Mom who was lying here in front of me on top of her carefully rolled balls of dough.
At first, I thought to just turn and walk away from this scene now that the force had released me, to retreat somewhere to make sense of all of this. But as I did, my dick bumped into Mom's ass, which released all the urge that had been building up as I had been drinking her milk. A deep, guttural feeling erupted from my groins, and I sniffed heavily. A tinge of the smell of Mom's pussy reached my nostrils, and I found my intention weaken. Instead, I just had to release myself. I turned towards Mom again.
Was I going to do this? My hands were on her hips once more, grabbing her by her dirty skirt. Her ass glistened due to the milk that had drenched her skirt so. Mom looked absolutely fertile. My dick met her pussy lips, with a sensation that is beyond words. It was even deeper than when I had drunk her milk. This was my return to my origin, my return to an unconditional safety. My cock pushed her labia apart, deeper, soon its tips was engulfed, as I pressed my hips forwards. Mom moaned with a high pitch, as I pushed deeper and deeper into her. Finally, my cock was buried inside Mom's warm hole, completely engulfed by her, by my sweet Mom.
There was no turning back. I had chosen to do this. I had surrendered to my lusts. As I held on firmly to Mom's hips, I started to fuck her. Besides our sounds, there was complete silence, so that I could hear the squishy sounds that came from Mom's pussy, and the metallic sound of the trays that shove under my movements. Mom held on to the other side of the counter, and I heard her breathe very loudly now. As I pulled my hips back to thrust again, I heard a high pitched hum emerging from her throat. She was enjoying this.
I started to fuck her harder. My, oh, my... I was completely buried in my Mom's body, my dick was fully inside of her... The thought made me extremely horny, and I watched Mom's tits quake when I thrust forward. The trays clattered, the balls rolled from the counter as Mom's body shook under my force. At every thrust, I heard Mom moan higher and higher, which made me go crazy with lust. The force in my groins was getting stronger and stronger, the pressure unbearable, I just had to come. Mom's ass jittered when my pelvis ram into her, and one of the trays was pushed, with a loud, steel sound, from the counter.
I noticed that around Mom, on the tray, a small layer of milk became visible, as Mom had started producing it again while I was having sex with her. I could not resist, and manage to wiggle my hands under her tits. In response, Mom lifted her upper body, and rested on her palms. I could now grope her tits freely, which swayed under my impact. They were wet with milk, sticky due to the dough, and her nipples stuck out hard in the palms of my hands. I felt them tremble every time I fucked her hard, and I heard Mom now freely screaming of the pleasure this gave her.
Mom's ass was squeezed tightly between me and the kitchen counter in this way, and the flesh of her back folded under the curve her spine made. Mom dropped her head in her neck, her hair now hanging over my shoulders, as my belly almost touched her back in this position. I drove my face into her hair, smelling her aroma, the motherly aroma, the reassuring smell of her flowery shampoo. It all felt so insanely sensitive. I felt how Mom's pubic hairs prickled my balls slightly, every time I pushed in her.
Although I nearly came, Mom suddenly, gently, shoved me off her, leaving me standing about surprised, with my dick now wet with her and my juices. Her eyes stared blankly at me, as she probably did not know what her own body was up to yet. It abruptly turned around, taking me by the hand, and started to lead me to the stairs. As I looked around, I saw that the kitchen was a completely mess. All Mom's effort in making the dough balls had been for nothing, as they were squashed, soaked in milked, or rolled all around the kitchen. Several of the trays lay scattered on the floor. Dad, obediently, followed us in our wake.

"Oh, wow." The man said, with his hands in his hair. "Just, wow. What the hell did you just do? I am having a hard time getting my head around it..."
The woman had to shake her head to get loose from the piece of paper, her own writing had absorbed her too much. "I... Ehm... Well..."
"I am not sure whether there is anything plausible left in this narrative still to save. Sexual energy from mother milk? Really?"
It took a while from the woman to respond, but then she looked at her companion next to her with a dirty smile. "You liked it, though..."
It remained silent. The man could not deny this.
She continued: "It was primal, and raw, and pure..."
"... pure is not the word I'd use... "
"... almost religious!" She finished.
All the man could do was laugh. But it was a dry laugh of fear. After a while he thoughtfully remarked: "Let's just finish this, shall we? Go ahead, and take them to the bedroom."

I could not wait to be inside Mom again, I had been so close to coming. With red cheeks and her hair undone, Mom barged into the bedroom, where my parents' bed was covered by the new, pink duvet cover that had just arrived today. It looked so fresh and new, as if it had just been ironed. Dad had really put it on well.
But Mom was not in a mood to admire Dad's work. She basically threw me on the bed, and I bounced on the mattress before I comfortably lay on my back. As a wild animal, Mom immediately crawled over me, and then sat, on her knees, just in front of my erect cock. Here I properly saw what our lust had done to us. We both were a complete mess. Tiny drops of precum still hung in Mom's hair from earlier. Her tits looked swollen, and were covered in sticky, drying milk, and the dough had left dusty patches where it had stuck to the milk. But instead of appalling, it looked incredibly sexy, because it was as if Mom was almost glowing under all the dirtiness that our sex had thrown at her. Her cheeks had a blush, and her eyes showed no doubt about what she wanted.
Her hips raised, as I saw Dad enter the room behind her, and when she was just about ready to sit down on my dick that ached to be in her once more, I saw a similar twitch as I had had earlier. Immediately, I knew that the spell had broken for Mom too, and I was really nervous about what would follow now.
At first I thought Mom would just jump up and leave, and that kind of felt like a relief. Her body was frozen, she was panting hard, I could see her eyes flashing from side to side as she was probably determining what to do. As a good mother, she should get up, leave this scene, and then have us talk about this like adults. But as a woman, I knew she now needed it. And she needed it bad.
Then I saw something snap. The blueness of her eyes seemed to grow even brighter as she sat up straight. Her hips maneuvered so that my dick was right under her pussy. My God, was she really going to? She did. Mom lowered herself on my cock, as she kept it in position with one hand. I saw how my swollen tip separated her labia, how it disappeared in her bush. As she sat down, we both moaned loudly, until I felt Mom's firm ass rest on my balls that were ready to fill her up with cum.
Mom placed her hands on my torso as she started riding me. She held on tight. I saw her wedding ring glisten. Dad was still standing in the door way and would now probably see how my penis disappeared in his wife every time that Mom lifted her hips to slam into me again. Knowing that Mom was doing this voluntarily made my head spin. I was sucked into a tunnel of lust, that blurred my vision and narrowed it to just Mom's body and face. Her beautiful, beautiful face, her bouncing, hefty breasts, her hips that trembled at every thrust she made.
I felt how my cock slid deeper in Mom's vagina, I felt every single inch of her love tunnel as it engulfed my penis. This was how things were meant to be, this was home. I placed my hands on Mom's large ass cheeks and started to rock my hips in accordance with hers. This somehow hit the spot for Mom, who started to yelp. "Fuck, fuck, fuck." The arm with the bracelets slid forwards, she placed her hand on my face and pushed my head into their pillow. Meanwhile, I felt her body starting to shake. Mom was coming. Mom was coming on my dick...
I felt how her pussy contracted around me, as I was balls-deeps inside my own mother. Mom started to make some deep, primal sounds, a whimpering out of pure lust and ecstasy. Her bracelets jingled as even her arms started to shake due to her orgasm. This all was incredibly intimate. I was overcome with love for Mom, overcome with an almost unbearable joy of being so close to her while she enjoyed such pleasures. Finally, Mom stopped shaking, and she lifted herself from me.
In the slightly awkward way in which she crawled from me, I saw the Mom I knew betrayed. Tiny gestures, such as how she brushed her hair behind her ear, were so insanely familiar, which made the situation even hotter to me, as this contrasted with the lustful havoc we had wreaked here. The new duvet was covered with sex juices, stains of milk and cum, it was completely ravaged due to our explosion of lust.
Mom was not about to let me go away unsatisfied. She laid down on her back, grabbed legs by their knees and pulled them towards them, so that she lay waiting folded for me to fuck her. I did not hesitate, and quickly crawled up to position myself rightly.
I could finally really see Mom's pussy like this, as it was stretched right before. It was the prettiest I had ever seen. Her slightly puffy lips glistened with my precum and Mom's fluids, her mound extruded slightly, her bush covered its edges, while her clit was swollen and red. I wanted to be in here.
Intently, I watched as my cock slid in Mom once more. At first, I remained up right, so that I could really see how my dick went into Mom's pussy, and out of it, in and out. But as I got hornier and hornier, I lowered myself, so that I lay on top of Mom. My hips started thrusting fast, really fast, I was ramming into Mom, which gave me extreme pleasure. Her jiggly tits wiggled right in front of my face, and I could not resist once more pressing my lips on Mom's beautiful nipple. As I sucked, to my great surprise, I felt still more milk drip out of Mom's tit.

"Even more?" the man gasped in surprise. "You are breaking the laws of physics here! Aren't you afraid their whole world will collapse?"
"Just let me, just let me," The woman raved in ecstasy. Her story was gripping her completely.

Somehow, I had gotten her milk production started again, and now from her other breast too more milk seeped. I released my mouth from Mom's tit and just looked at how her boobs bounced as I fucked her, while they got slippery due to the milk that gushed out of them. It was a ravishing sight, and I could not hold it any longer.
"Mom, fuck, I am... I am coming!" I yelled. My hips were thrusting multiple times per second, and sped up even further now my orgasm was so close. The bed creaked in loud protest under the force of it. As I nearly came, I noticed that Mom was looking over my shoulder at Dad, who was probably still witnessing this absolutely forbidden scene. A crooked smile appeared on her face. It turned me on even more.
As cum started shooting out of my dick, I pressed my face in Mom's cushiony boobs. I licked her milk of her skin as my lower body convulsed and filled her pussy with so much cum as I had never come before. This was it. This was salvation. I would never feel so safe and warm and taken care of ever again in my life. Sex would never be as good as this. Mom's arms closed around me, as did her legs, and we lay entangled in an intimate cuddle.
Later, Mom and I lay next to each other in silence, on the duvet that was completely stained after our sex. I guess that we both knew that the spell had broken for both of us somewhere during this evening. Neither of us dared to address this fact, nor to address Dad who was still holding Mom's clothes like a kind of servant. I felt deeply awkward, and after a while I just started to sneak out of the room. "Mom," I said as I was almost out of the room. "We should... talk... about this."



"Yeah, baby, we should. Just... know that... I am not angry or anything, OK? This was all good... As it had to be... I am just a bit confused..."
And so I went out, took a shower, went to the gym, trying to get my thoughts on anything else than what had happened. It was hopeless. I had an erection all day, and I was sure that I would never be able to love anyone else than Mom. I just hoped that she would feel the same when I got home, that she wanted to go on this deviant adventure with me...

"How touching..." the man said, his voice dripping with irony.
The woman pointed at his crotch, where a clear bulge was visible. "Again, I reply: you liked it, though!"
He tried to change the subject. "I am just surprised that you were able to push these characters so far and that their world did not collapse. I mean, to make them do this and to make them want this, you surely had to mess with them to the point of destroying them."
The woman leaned back in her chair, thinking. "I guess that they secretly all wanted this. Our magic just allowed to express what they had been suppressing all along... You were not that far off, then, with your desire to see something really primal. It just was sleeping... Waiting for us to kiss it to life... It makes one wonder..."
"About what?"
"How many sons and how many mothers want this, deeply want this? Despite, or perhaps because of, the taboos that our societies develop?"
"So Freud, perhaps, was not that wrong after all?"
As the woman tried to close the book, she noticed that there was still room on the last page.

Mom lay thinking on the bed as her son had left the room. She had never felt the insane level of desire she had felt for him. Of course, she despised herself for giving in after the spell had broken, but she was sure that the same went for her son. Perhaps, then, this was not so wrong after all, if it was what they both secretly had wanted so strongly? Why, then, had she not been aware of these urges before? The semen in her vagina still felt warm, it made her feel loved. Deeply loved. She looked at her husband, who still seemed to be under the spell. Could she ever go back to loving him? He had never made love to her like her son had...
As she thought this, her husband started to carefully fold their clothes, and place them on the floor. Then, he crawled up to her, his face still in a drowsy expression. She thought to get up and leave, before something weird would happen again, as he was clearly still under the spell. But somehow she felt like she should stay.
Her husband placed his head between her legs, and pressed his face into her muffin. As he started lapping up the mess their son had made in her, she quite quickly felt another orgasm approaching. She squeezed her husband's head between her legs as she enjoyed the feeling of his tongue inside of her. Fuck, this was dirty.
But perhaps it could be like this from now on... Perhaps she and her son could deal with the passion and her husband with the mess. As she thought this, she immediately came, what she interpreted as a sign sent by higher powers that indeed her future would be sinful, wild, and better than she had ever dared to dream.
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A man and a woman still sit at a large, wooden desk. They have just opened another book, its pages still blank and promising stories yet untold.
The man still looks shocked after the first chain of events he and his companion had unleashed earlier. When was it? How long ago, one cannot say, as time is meaningless in their world of text where everything ever told is present all at once, until a reader comes along to once more revive the characters frozen stiff on the pages depicting their fate.
The woman still holds a stylus as she comes to life. She is bending over the paper, in confusion of how abruptly she had ended her previous narrative. Perhaps it would be better to stop... But she knows it has already begun, once more, and she cannot resist starting all over again, conjuring up new worlds, new plots, new vices to be explored.
As the man sees it happening in her eyes, he reaches to take the stylus from her. Perhaps to help her, as he senses her doubt about whether she should write another story, perhaps to avoid launching into another tale. But she quickly pulls her hand away.
"Let me start this time," she says. "I have already seen a beginning."
It becomes silent in the room, and the man just looks at her intently, he observes how her eyes graze the yet empty pages as if she sees the flowers of events bloom before her. A certain solemnity is in the air, a tinge of religious expectations of something extraordinary to happen. Especially the man is sensitive to hopes for the higher, and he would love to burn incense while the woman and he set down to work to create the corresponding atmosphere.
Surely, there is some magic in writing, but let the reader not hope for too much. This spiritual attitude only displays the ignorance of the man and the woman, as they do not yet know what will follow, and how ridiculous their stern faces will appear once their story once more gets off the tracks.
Those who have read these words before and have followed them to their end to return to this beginning now will surely agree. Perhaps you will start to feel a sense of doubt in the skill of these two narrators, and perhaps you will wonder who it is then who is addressing you right now in this very sentence... But I am running ahead of myself.
"What do you see?" the man asks. He is curious again, even though he still feels drained from the last story.
"I see... American suburbia. Large house. Lawns. Normal people. A bit burgeois, perhaps. It is autumn and the beautiful maple leaves lie scattered on the streets. A mother."
"A son?" he cannot refrain from asking.
The woman laughs. "Well, yes. But for once, no incest. I hope to keep the son out of this. But, to reassure you, I see enough other interesting things. I see a romance, I see adultery, I see a fall from grace. Enough to suit your interests, I hope."
This answer seems to please the man enough for now. He takes a tooth pick from the pocket in his shirt and plays with it, as he leans back and watches the words that the woman jots down unfold into lively scenes before his eyes.

It had taken quite a bit of rhetoric, but our mothers had convinced Llewyn, Jim, and me to tag along to a cooking course where we would learn to prepare a traditional Louisiana dish. Now, none of us three were particularly interested in cooking, in contrast to our mothers who had been part of the same cooking club for ages.
Cheesy as it was, every month they dedicated to another country and then made dish particular to it. The result was that they never really developed any skill in one culinary tradition, so that they had made average sushi, below average tortilla's, and a sauerkraut that was way too sour for any self-respecting German. But they were so enthusiastic about it, that we could not help but support them. Usually, we three would join in for the dinners and pretend to really like whatever our moms had concocted this time.
Especially now that we had graduated and were working, I often talked to my friends about our moms, because we felt sorry for them. They were into the second half of their forties and did not really have that much of a perspective ahead of them. None of them worked. They had given birth to us at a really young age, after which they dedicated themselves to raising us and leaving room for our fathers to make a career. And when our fathers did, they were away from home so often that our mothers had little to do in these empty hours that started to pile up. Their cooking club was their solace in a way, and although it made me cringe at times, especially when they dressed up as what they imagined the people to wear in the country that was the theme of the month - I have seen sombrero's... and Lederhosen... - I was glad that our moms had something like this to do.
"I am just glad that my mother knows your moms," Llewyn said one night, as we were chilling out on a beach near the river, "because she is so insecure. She really looks up to them, and she is very glad to go out and do stuff with them. Especially to your Mom, Rick."
I nodded. I had realized this. Llewyn's mom was called Evelyn, a red head with curly hair, had worked in their own bed and breakfast, before her husband had sold it. Now she often hosted dinners and evenings for my mom and Jim's mom. She really made something out of it, and I was sure that this was in a way to lure the two into friendship. Evelyn never said so explicitly, but even as a child I observed something in her movements, something stressed. Strangely, her demeanor reminded me of a bit of a young stray dog I had once seen in a Spanish city, who always watched intently what the passer's by were doing, and who sprang up the moment any of them as much as glanced at him.
"Yeah, it gives them something to do, sure does," Jim added as he lit a cigarette in his iconic disinterested style. His physique was the most powerful of us three, as he worked in construction. Even though he had finished a bachelor in physics, he had opted for hard, physical work in the literal sense. This had given more satisfaction, he told us, than crunching numbers at a desk.
Jim's mom, Carol, did not seem to have a strong will of her own at all. She just tagged along wherever my mom went. I remember one day when she followed mom after they had had coffee, even when mom went into the barber shop and did her groceries. If Evelyn was a stray dog, Carol resembled a young duck chick. She just walked behind mom, chatting, even when mom had stopped paying attention to what she was saying. Both of them seemed fine with this constellation, which struck me as highly remarkable. But anyway, I do not mean to sound too derisive.
Carol was a sweet heart. She was the kind of mom that always had a tray of freshly baked cookies ready whenever we played there as kids. Later, when my girl friend broke up with me, I chanced into Carol on my way home: she invited me into the house, and we sat and drank tea for hours. When I returned home, I felt so much better already. Bless her.
Anyway, from what I have told, you probably already know that my mom seems to be the center of attention for these three. I never really knew what made it so, as mom is not overly dominant or a real leader-type. I guess she just has that happy-go-lucky vibe that makes people want to hang out with her, without expecting her to take the initiative. Even though mom has not made a career at all, nor is she a local celebrity, she seems to be a role model for Evelyn and Carol. When mom takes up jogging, they do too. When mom starts a cooking club, they want to be in it. They just can't get enough of her, it seems.
And rightly so, and rightly so! I love my mother a lot, she is caring and sweet. She has always been there for me, and she has talked me through a lot of crises. A lot of them! As a teenager, mom was there to explain to me how I could meet girls. As a student, she advised me to pull through with my beloved Karen, my fiance, when I was about to break up with her. Still so glad I didn't. And after I had graduated, she basically helped me find a job, by pointing me to a vacancy at the chemical concern I now work in. Mom has dedicated a large part of her life to me, with a patience that I find admirable.
There was this one time when mom and I did a Spanish course together. There I saw something of her magic happening. She tried so hard at everything she did, but it seemed to go effortless at the same time. Before long, she had memorized her lists of vocab much better than me, and she was impressing the Spanish teacher, the one with a triangle of manly breast hair peeking out of his camisa , after which I had to sit by an awkward row of indirect flirting. The better mom did, the more she tried hard to look like it went without effort, the more the teacher was intrigued with her. After twelve weeks the class ended. I could barely introduce myself in Spanish, still accidentally saying that had Rick rather than that I was called Rick. Mom was already able to make hotel reservations, and I was sure that the teacher would not have mind to extend his role play beyond class. No chance.
Like I said, I felt bad for our mothers too. Evelyn had an extremely busy husband, that had forced her, more or less, to sell her bed and breakfast, but had not given her any opportunity for fulfillment in another way. She just seemed to wait through life now, as if she were sitting a bus stop for a bus that would never come. Carol had never even worked, and though she was so kind, with Jim out of the house that got her nothing. As to mom, I think she had trouble accepting that she was aging and that she never become 'someone'. When she was younger, her own parents had pushed her so hard, telling her she was special, that she would be seen by the world, but as a response, mom seemed to have let go of all ambitions. True, she slaved at Spanish classes, which she dropped after twelve weeks, and she tried to cook delicious dishes. But once she married dad, who is rich, she just leaned back and let her life pass by on a deeper level.
That night at the beach, Jim, Llewyn, and I determined to do something more for our mothers. There had to be something we could make them happy with. Little did we know that we would so soon be joining them in a cooking course. This was, perhaps, strangest for Jim, who never cooked for himself at all. The thought of him in an apron would have made me laugh so hard. And yet, there we were, a month later, after Llewyn had asked his mother with what he would make her happy with. Apparently, it was her deep wish that we would share in this experience with them. When mom heard of the plan, it was as good as settled - Carol, of course, didn't need to be consulted.
Now at first, we had not been invited. Our moms had hoped to somehow get our dads to join them. Part of the cooking experience involved that men and women prepared parts of the meal separately, and the recipes of those parts were strictly secret for those of the other sex. Usually, it were husband and wife that took on those responsibilities. But, predictably, our dads had been too busy. And when our moms asked us, I felt like we couldn't really say no.
To be honest, it was mostly due to me that we had accepted. Llewyn and Jim had reservations - Jim never cooked, he always took dinner out or had it ordered home - but I had wanted to cheer up Mom a bit, who seemed to have been lonely after I had left the house for college when I had turned eighteen, already three years ago. Our mothers had been absolutely delighted.
This brings us to the moment when we were waiting in the kitchen where we had to prepare our male-part of the meal. The evening in a lousy neighborhood center had started with the cook explaining us the overall procedure. He was a lively guy with a stubble beard, around forty. I could tell that our mothers tried to impress him by listing all the kinds of things that they had already prepared in their cooking club. The man was pretty good at veining surprise and admiration, even at dishes as plain as taco's, but a certain boredom lingered in his grey eyes. He reminded me of a cat in a way. But enough with all the animal metaphors already.
After we had gone through the shared instructions, the cook delegated our mothers to another room where they would start on their part of the work. Mom squeezed my arm when she moved out, and winced her eyes to express her gratitude for us being here. Evelyn and Carol chatted loudly as they followed mom, and the gaggle slowly moved out of the kitchen. I followed them with my eyes. They still looked so lively.
Evelyn wore a flowery dress, that fell tightly around her motherly curves, and the flowers danced on the yellow of the fabric as she moved. Her red hair stood out in extreme contrast to the dress' color, but that gave a cute and girlish effect. She seemed so helpless too, the way her shoulders stooped slightly, the way she nervously glanced at the other women. I felt sorry, as I always did when looking at her, that she was not more secure. I mean, she actually was rather pretty, with her cute orange freckles on her small, intelligent face.
Carol was a bit more plump than Evelyn, but she just was such a warm person that I could imagine men would find her attractive still. I saw the cook glance subtly at her jeans that stretched across her enormous ass, and I couldn't blame him for it. She wore a tight shirt, that pressed up her boobs into an impressive cleavage, that had often haunted my mind's eye during the night when we were teenagers. On a first glance, you would probably think that Carol was the smart one, as she wore glasses with a thick frame under her brown hairs that made her look like an art teacher or a researcher even. When she opened her mouth, one was soon freed from such expectations.
My mom wore a knitted vest over her tight, black shirt - Carol had, of course, copied the habit of wearing shirts from mom. Mom thought that these shorts gave her a sporty look, a bit tough even. Perhaps she was right. I just wished she wouldn't wear them so openly though, as men generally couldn't stop staring at her cleavage which was almost as impressive as that of Carol's, although mom's breasts were a bit smaller. Mom wore her blonde hairs in a pony tail, and I would not have been surprised if you would have thought that she had served in the police or the army. However, her good-naturedness emanated strongly from her face, and as with Carol, expelled this wrong first impression. It was impossible for mom to hurt anyone.
The ladies had finally left the kitchen. Meanwhile, we waited in the room filled with cooking gear in stainless steel that shone as if it had just been polished, even in the broken light of the flickering light bulb. An airco hummed lazily. Llewyn and Jim stood about idly, bored. Jim was playing with a bit of aluminium foil that he had found on the counter, which he rolled up to a tube, and unfolded it again. He kept repeating this, as Llewyn and I sought for something to say to entertain Jim. Somehow it was always like this. If Jim was grumpy, Llewyn and I drew on all tricks we knew to get him interested again. When the cook finally came in, we looked up in anticipation.
"Fellows," he said, "I am looking forward to getting started. You will have to prepare for this dish mentally first. As you know this is a very traditional way of cooking, and I need you to draw on all your manly energy."
I cringed a bit as he pumped his fists to illustrate the word 'manly'. His eyes stared down on us in turns. I realized why his gaze reminded me of cats. There was the boredom you'd see in cats that play with their prey...
"To stimulate this energy, I have six secret peppers for you here. Eat these whole, seeds and all. They are very expensive so be sure no to waste anything." He handed each of us two peppers, they were green and small. "I will return in five minutes, when the energy should be working for you."
Jim shrugged his shoulders. "You don't actually think that we believe this crap, right?'
The cook replied, as he walked out of the kitchen: "Just give it a go, fellow. Just give it a go."
Llewyn and Jim looked at the peppers with great suspicion. "What is this New-Age crap?" Jim wanted to know.
"Just play along, dude," Llewyn replied, "it's for our mothers. Maybe these will fill us with testosterone or something. Might be fun." And he started to chew on the first pepper. Jim followed suit, and me too.
The taste was sweet, sweeter still than a paprika. But when I swallowed it, I felt a weird sensation in my stomach, as if a tension was building in the lower part of my body. Jim and Llewyn felt it too by the looks of it.
"Ah man, this thing is making my stomach ache. Let's throw the other one away," Llewyn said.
"No, let's not," I remarked. "Remember that he just said how expensive they are? I don't know what he'll do if he'll find them stuffed in the bin."
Jim was not impressed and already opened to trash can to throw his second one away.
"You know what?" I said. "Just give yours to me, I don't really dislike the sensation. And it was me who put pressure on you to come her anyway." And so they gave their peppers to me. With each pepper the tension built further, but it didn't get uncomfortable. It felt like an energy that I just had to release somehow.
As we waited, we started to make ourselves more comfortable in the empty kitchen too. Llewyn opened random drawers, where the strangest spices were hidden in dusty containers. Gochugaro. Larissa. Some Japanese stuff. He took them out, turned them about to read the ingredients and placed them back with a scoff.
On one of the counters there were screwed some firm leather straps, wide enough to tie an arm, perhaps even an entire leg to the counter. They were placed three in a row, and where they were, the kitchen counter made a curve, making notches large enough for people to sit in if chairs were placed there.
"What are they for?" Llewyn asked about the straps. "Never seen them in a kitchen before..."
"I don't know." I had to admit. "They look like straps to perhaps tie a large piece of meat that needs to be prepared or something. I don't eat meat so I wouldn't know, though. You ever seen this, Jim?"
Jim had rolled the piece of aluminum to a long pick-like tube. "It looks like you could tie a person to the counter. Maybe the cook uses this as a kind of crazy sex chamber."
We laughed. The very idea of it...
Meanwhile, the cook had gone to a small office next to the kitchen. Through a window he observed our movements closely, even when we weren't aware that he was watching us. He saw how I ate the others' peppers, and this made him smile and chuckle softly. Intently, he picked up the telephone that hung on the wall and dialed a number.

The phone rings.
"What the..." the man begins.
The man and the woman sit there, dumb struck, looking at the ringing phone, as if they see water burn.
Startled, finally, the woman slowly walks to to the phone and picks it up. Her eyes fixate on the man, as if she is requesting his aid. "Hello?" she says into the phone. A creaky voice replies through its speaker.



"It's him... The cook!" The woman holds the phone to her chest and yells at the man.
"What the fuck..." he says, placing the tooth pick that he has been playing with on the table in front of him.
The woman listens to what the cook tells her. Her mouth hangs open from surprise.
"How can a character reach out to us who are in the process of making him up?" the man wants to know.
But the woman listens and nods to what the cook has to say. "I... don't know... We usually don't take orders... I like your plan, though... I'll discuss it..."
"What did he want?"
"He wants us to send a dove to the mothers, so that he can spice up the workshop."
The man looks shocked. "How did he have our number?"
The woman returns to the desk, thoughtfully, as she picks up her pen again. The man rolls the tooth pick on the table's surface back and forth.
"We are not going to do this, right?"
The woman shrugs. "I don't know. His idea sounds fun, and it isn't as if this workshop wouldn't have been spiced up at all..."
"What is his suggestion?"
"You'll see, I'll send the dove when it's time. Actually, I am looking forward to this..."
The man rests his head in his hands, in frustration. "All I wanted was to write something worthy of Sophocles' Oedipus Rex , but it seems like I cannot move further than cheap pornography with you... Enough with the bloody deus ex machinae already."
Laughing, the woman replies: "It is touching to see how modest you have remained. I know you too well: you don't look for long and windy tragedies, you want it quick and dirty. So stop sobbing and look at what I will conjure up here."
The man accepts her suggestion but only reluctantly. He can't help feeling the presence of someone else, that lingers in between him and the woman. They have never been interrupted before by anyone. He can not understand how she would just let this pass by... But then the story catches his attention again, as he stings his finger on the sharp side of the steel tooth pick...

Evelyn was quick to gather the cutlery and the cutting boards to accommodate her friends. She had placed them on the kitchen counter before they even had had a chance to wonder where they would be in this large kitchen.
"Thanks, Eve," my mom said. "You are always so considerate!"
Evelyn beamed. She had looked forward to this day for such a long time, especially as her son had joined too. It was great to hang out with him now that he was an adult. Doing things like this made her feel that he did not just accept her presence because he was her mom, but that he actually liked doing things with her. Even better that her friends had come too, and that they would also have a nice day with their sons!
Mom started to chop up the zucchini that the cook had given to her. She made tiny cubes out of it, and Carol followed her example, while Evelyn stuck to the literal instructions and made small slices of hers. The women did not have any idea yet what the dish would be exactly, nor what their feminine contribution would consist of. They had been joking all afternoon about what the secret could be. Motherly love? Wisdom that came with the ages? When Carol had suggested it might be breast milk, the women had laughed so hard that Evelyn had had to cry.
The cook entered the room with a stainless steel plate with a cover on top, which he balanced carefully as something seemed to stir inside of it. He attempted not to let it get out, but the women heard the fluttering of wings against the steel. With several long strides, the man stood in front of the three women, whose hands still rested on the zucchini's they were cutting. Surprise leaked from their eyes. What was this?
"And I present to you..." the cook announced in a theatrical voice, "with appropriate pride, the illustrious, the famed, the terrible..."
He let his sentence hang in mid air. The three 'o's of our moms mouths waited for it to land.
"... deviant dove!"
And he pulled off the top from the plate. Immediately a white dove shot through the kitchen, purring softly as he made his way straight to the nearest window. Evelyn yelped high-pitched as her eyes tracked its trajectory. Carol looked at the dove, then at my mother. My mother looked at the dove before she ducked when it soared over her head. Then, a tiny bit too long to not be awkward, all three fell silent, before erupting into loud laughter.
"You scared us!" Evelyn giggled, as she put the knife she had been wielding and placed her hands on her tender face. Mom placed a hand on her shoulder.
"Yeah, what was that good for, mister bird?"
The cook just laughed, making them wait before he embarked on an explanation.
"Well, you see, ladies. This dove has hypnotized you. You will believe all my instructions, and you will follow them as if you had willed them yourselves..."

The man hits the table with his flat hand to express his enjoyment of the story. "This is interesting!" he yells
The woman laughed as she put her stylus down. "Yeah, I know. It is exciting, right, to see how he will make use of his powers to steer his own story?"
The man nods. "I am curious to see where this goes. Can we have some pop corn?"
"Sure, in a bit. I had only hoped for there to be a bit more of romance between the cook and the women. It was what he promised too... But even seeing them fall for him like this is OK, I guess. At least, for once, we are writing a story without incest!"
The man looks at her obliquely. "But what will happen with the sons? We cannot have all this build-up and then simply abandon them in the kitchen, right? That would be such bad writing. What will the cook do with them?"

The cook continued his explanations, unperturbed by the interruption of his authors.
"So, you will basically be in my power, even though you will remain thinking you are free. Moreover, I have also taken control of your sons. We will go back into the kitchen in a bit, but you will not perceive them as your sons."
Evelyn looked confused. It was too much to process for Carol.
"Wait, I don't get it. Is this some kind of joke? As what will we see them then?"
"You will not perceive their bodies except for their cocks, which you will see as a delicate, rare fruit to be prepared for our meal."
It was as if someone had just read out horrible test results in a hospital. It was completely silent. Mom scraped her throat.
"I don't get the joke. What are you suggesting?"
The cook sighed out audibly, impatient. "You will do as I say is what I am saying. For example, if I say that you blindly accept the explanation I have just given, you will do so."
The women started nodding as if he had just said something that made great sense to them. Evelyn and Carol still looked at mom with a tinge of concern in their eyes, but mom just replied: "Okay. Fine with me."
Soon the kitchen was filled with the sounds of their knives chopping the remaining zucchini's.

The woman hits the table with the front of her head, which she drops in dismay. "My, oh, my..." she groaned. "There goes my hope for a nice romantic story... That cook is a fucking lier. He promised to me he would develop this story slowly, to make these women betray their husbands one cooking workshop at a time. He cannot control himself!"
In contrast, the man seems delighted at the turn of events, and he even claps his hands at the choice of the cook.
"What a dick head. What a beautiful dick head. He is just like us, he is."
But the woman does not bulge. "I am going to stop this. I can't bear to see another mom sucking her son's cocks."
Yet, when she tries to place the pen on the paper, it ricochets off of it. She tries again, but she can't succeed. Instead, letters form on the page one by one, so that all she can do was read on.
The cook has taken over their story.

I do not know how long I had been out of it, but when I woke up, I was strapped to with my legs to the kitchen counter. The first thing I noticed, to my utter dismay, was that I was naked. I needed to put on some clothes, and quickly! I was bound here as if I were a piece of meat on display.
Groaning, I sat up as straight as I could, and I tried to lean on my elbows to take stock of the situation. I couldn't. My hands were strapped onto the counter too. I was still in the kitchen, the lighting was lit much brighter than before, though. The single bulb had been replaced by a couple of large standing lamps that were directed at me. I tried to move my legs, but they, too, were tightly bound.
I heard Llewyn and Jim groan to my left and right. They were naked a swell, and I awkwardly stared away from their dicks. They also appeared to be bound.
"What the hell has happened?" I wanted to know.
"Ah... He... the douche bag... He bound us to the counter." Jim uttered, while he pulled on the straps around his wrists with all his might. The rattling sound echoed harsh on the steel. To no avail. "I saw him do it, but I had no control over my muscles. He undressed us and put us up here. I told you he was a pervert."
Llewyn whimpered and almost cried.
"Don't, don't, Llewyn," I hushed him. "We are gonna get out of this. It will be alright."
But I wasn't so sure myself. As far as I had been able to tell, we had been alone in the building with the cook. Screaming for help would not get us anywhere. When Llewyn started wailing like an alarm, I had trouble telling him so.
My mind raced. I felt extremely lucid and vivid. I looked around, still with enough decency not to stare at my friends' cocks, and saw that behind Jim, on the counter, lay the piece of aluminum foil that he had been playing with.
"Jim!" I shouted, trying to speak louder than Llewyn was moaning. "The piece of foil... Could you try to make it into a lock pick?"
Jim tried to turn around, but the straps prohibited this movement. Nevertheless, when he leaned backwards as far he could, he almost touched the piece of foil. He tried again, and with the tip of his index finger he managed to push it in his direction.
Then, abruptly, the cook came in, accompanied by our moms. I felt a surge of relief. Surely, this would now come to an end. Our moms would do anything for us.
"Mom!" Llewyn yelled at the top his voice. "Help us!"
But when our mothers approached us, I immediately knew something was off. They trailed slightly behind the cook, whose malign gaze rested on our naked bodies, while they chatted softly, showing to each other some chopped up vegetables they carried in plastic containers.
"Mom?" I asked, carefully. But even though I was sure she would hear me, she did not respond. Instead she gestured Carol to be silent, so she could hear what the cook would have to say. Finally, her eyes turned towards us, and I was sure I could beckon her for help. But her gaze did not veer upwards, to our faces. It just lingered on, first, Llewyn's crotch, then Jim's, then... mine...
I felt really awkward being looked at like this by my own mother. She stooped a bit and winced her eyes, as if she was studying an art work that she wanted to see more closely.
"I have never seen a vegetable like this," she remarked to the cook, who had turned his back to us to speak to the ladies.
Vegetable?
"What the fuck, mom?" I screamed, desperately, feeling ashamed that my mom had been staring at my dick for about two minutes already. My nakedness was unbearable. I did not want Carol, Evelyn, and mom to see me like this. What was going on?
Mom, of course, did not reply. The cook, at first, did not either, until Llewyn started yelling like an angry child again.
"Ladies, freeze for a second."
They did. They really did freeze, to my surprise! Carol stood still looking into her plastic container, which, as I saw now, contained pieces of chopped zucchini. Evelyn was nervously fumbling the fabric of her dress. Mom was still trying to stare over the cook's shoulders at my crotch, which, luckily, did not show any sign of sexual arousement - that would have been the absolute worse.
The cook turned around and spoke softly, and quickly to us.
"Shut up, you big baby." Llewyn was the big baby, sobbing in fright. "In a second the secondary effects of the peppers will kick in, and you will feel euphoric. Also, your mothers are completely under my mind's control, so there is no use protesting. I promise you, that the more you protest, the worse this will be for you, okay?"
He turned around before we could reply and gave our moms the command to unfreeze.
His speech had silenced me for sure, although I still felt deeply worried about what would happen and whether I would make it out alive. Llewyn, on the other hand, had trouble collecting himself. I couldn't blame him. His whining expressed how I felt inside too.
The cook quickly glanced over his shoulder, in Llewyn's direction. He was going to show us his power.
"Evelyn," he said, "could I ask you to be my volunteer?"
Llewyn stopped his whimpering. There was no telling what the cook would do to his mother.
Evelyn shyly nodded. "Yes, I would like that," she replied in a small voice.
"Could you give me an estimate of how you think the vegetable on far left weighs?", the cook said, as he pointed to Llewyn's dick. "I have got to admit it is a trick question."
"Ehm, I don't know." Evelyn answered. "0.5lb?"
The cook nodded. "Not a bad guess, but why don't you go ahead and feel for yourself?"
Evelyn stepped forward, visibly nervous with everybody looking at her. My jaw dropped as I saw how she stood in front of her own son and without hesitation reached for his cock.
Llewyn tried to turn his hips as to hide his dick from his mom, but he was too tightly bound. The straps made awful iron noises, as of a prisoner trying desperately to break from his cell. There was no use. I knew that I had to avert my eyes, but when Llewyn's mom turned her hand upside down, to open her palm, as if she was going to weigh a pumpkin or an eggplant, I had trouble to.
It happened really fast too. She just placed her hand under her son's crotch, and started to lift it softly, his balls flattening on her hand's palm.
"Stop, mom, stop!" Llewyn screamed, ashamed. Evelyn gave no sign that she had heard him, and she went on unperturbed as if she was testing the weight of a bunch of tomatoes in the supermarket.
"I would say that indeed this is around 0.5lb," she said, straight through Llewyn groans and whimpers. Her eyes never once looked up to his face. Instead, she turned around to face the cook and to see whether he guess had been right.
The cook nodded. "That's enough, Evelyn, thank you."
Evelyn gently let go of her grip on her son's penis and balls, and she returned to her friends.
"But it was a trick question, because this vegetable will respond to what you do with it. This is where the magic comes in, and this is why it is a secret recipe that I am teaching you. I will show you how to do this, but if you treat the vegetable properly, it will become heavier."
Our mothers gasped, as if a great secret had been revealed to them. I just had to grind my teeth at hearing such nonsense. Llewyn was breathing loudly, distressed as he had been at his mom touching his crotch. I felt really bad for him, but I also wanted to avoid at all costs that my mother would be called to do the same with me. When I looked to my left, I saw Jim returning my gaze with deep concern in his eyes. Very subtly, he showed me the aluminum foil that he had pressed between his fingers. Perhaps there was a way out yet... Before our mothers were going to eat us alive...

"Okay, two questions..." the man begins, but when he looks up from the text to face the woman, he sees that she is as perplexed as he was. Nevertheless, he presses on. "First, where the hell did those peppers come from?"
"I don't... I don't know..." the woman replies. "I thought only we could release mind controlling devices. These peppers are nonsense. There are no such things in the real world. Apparently, this cook guy was pulling at least some strings in our story from the start... He must have been able to bend reality to make room for stupid things like sleep-inducing euphoria-stimulating peppers."
"Damn. Okay. Second question, then. Do you think this is going to involve cannibalism? Mothers eating their son's crotches, thinking they are delicatessen? Because then I am out. I mean, really out. I will just backspace my entire existence, okay. That would be too much."
The cook, apparently overhearing his creators' discussion, interrupts.
"What kind of freak do you think I am?"
The man falls off his chair, so startled is he, as his limbs go as limp as the tentacles of an octopus at rest. "The hell...!"
The woman looks around her frantically. "Where did that voice come from?"
A sigh.
"Look, I am taking this story over, okay. You should have thought twice replying to phone call. Anyway, you can rest at ease. There will be no cannibalism, you morons. Geez."
The woman tries to stand up, but leather straps shoot out of her chair and bind her in position. The man gets up as fast as he can, trying to make it away from the table, but another strap shoots from the ground, grabbing his ankle. Softly, it pulls him back to the table, where other straps bind him tightly next to the woman. He can not look away from the book even if he wishes to. Leather straps restrain every movement of his head.
Words continue to form there.
"And that will be the last of this man and woman." The cook says to you, the reader. "They will remain here in eternity, while I explore all the deviant possibilities of their little narrative universe."
Then he returns to his story.

"To prepare this vegetable," the cook started, "it is very important that you give it the proper treatment. The seeds of the plant are hard to reach. Age old civilizations all over the continent have developed special ways of treating it to get to the seeds, which is accompanied by a certain ritual." He walked through the kitchen, as our mothers followed him intently with large eyes. "A first step is to gently massage its underpart. Do you see two ball-shaped extensions of the fruit? Just gently try to hold them in your hand and ever so softly knead them."
The mothers nodded again, as if all this made perfect sense, which only heightened my fears that, indeed, the cook had them fully under his control. What was going to happen?
I stared at mom, who listened intently to the cook's instructions, as she always did when she was told something by an authority. I remembered the Spanish course. I had only just been in college then, and I was slightly embarrassed when mom tried to be the best in class, raising her hand at all the teacher's questions. She had that look in her eyes again now. She not only wanted to know what the cook said, but she wanted to show him that she was intelligent too.
Were they just going to accept all this nonsense like that? What the hell did they think was going on? The cook, with an air of gallantry, shoved three chairs over the brown tiles of the kitchen and placed them in front of the notches in the kitchen counter that were carved out right in the spots between our legs. If our moms would sit here, they could comfortably reach for our crotches which they believed to be vegetables. They could even lean their elbows on the counter for their own convenience. My God, this cook was wicked.
As our mothers approached us, I just prayed silently that mom wouldn't step in my direction, so that I would be spared the degrading sampling that Llewyn's mom had given to him. By some miracle, it turned out that the spots our moms chose did not match their genes, that is, Evelyn sat down between Jim's legs, Carol between mine, and mom between Llewyn's. My relief was short-lived. This would mean that I would have to see how my very own mother was going to massage the cock of my best friend. No matter how hard I tried to look away now, this was something of an order that shocking that I followed every little move mom made in the corner of my eye. It is not all too quotidian to see your mother jerk off your best friend, thinking his dick is some rare fruit...



With a lot of jibber-jabber, rolling up of sleeves, positioning of cups of different sizes, which were handed thoughtfully by the cook, our moms took place between our legs. I am not sure how to express this respectfully, but being so close to Carol without her being aware of me, made me studiously aware of her animal side, the animality lurking behind all our humanity. I looked at her from an angle up high, which is, of course, how we hardly ever perceive others, which means that I could just peer over her glasses, to see her eyes turning every now and then towards my mom to see how she would approach this task. I heard her giggling, I heard her breathing in to respond to something Evelyn said, but then breathing out as she probably thought the joke was not worth making. I saw where her hair parted, and how a few tiny hairs stubbornly resisted parting in the same way as the others. And all the while, my crotch was removed several inches from her hands.
From the corner of my eyes, I could see that mom was getting ready to go. Spanish class all over again. She resolutely positioned her hands right in front of Llewyn's member, and then she looked over her shoulder to ask for confirmation whether this was indeed the way to handle this outlandish fruit. I saw him nod. I saw the bastard nod. A gulp escaping from Llewyn's lips told me what happened next.
O, Karen, my fiance. How was I going to explain all this to her? That we had been inappropriately touched by the mom's of our friends? I had to get out of here, before Carol crossed the line. I glanced over at Jim, who was, to my relief, busy fumbling at the lock of the brace whenever the cook wasn't watching. It was an awkward position for him to be in, his arms were fully stretched and he could only move his fingers inches. But if only he could untie the straps, then we could get our revenge on that cook.
"You are doing, great, you really." The cook stood behind my mother, and he - the dirty bastard - placed his hands on her shoulders. His fingers that draped over her collarbone crawled into my vision like storm clouds encroach a blue sky. Mom liked his attention. I could just tell. Best girl in class. I did not look to see what her hands were doing, but I heard Llewyn breathe harder. When I glanced at his face, I saw that his pupils were contracted and that his eyes showed a lot of white, as if he was going down a roller coaster full speed.
The pepper was starting to do its work. Fighting the first tinges of joy that I felt tingling in my stomach, I could no longer ignore the warm presence of a human being between my own legs. Damn she was close. Jim's mom looked at my cock in the highest concentration, her lips slightly pouted. Behind her glasses, her eyes winced to focus her vision even more. Tiny crow's feet formed as she did. Don't do this, Carol. Please don't.
I gasped as Carol raised her hand towards my cock, and when she grabbed it between her index finger and thumb, as if it were carefully lifting a dirty stick in the woods to inspect what lived under it. The look in her eyes was the same as when she discovered a nest of ants. While my limp dig hung from her fingers as a wet sausage, she cupped her other hand and placed my balls on the tips of her fingers. Everywhere she touched me became a glowing epicenter of pangs of lust, that sent seismic waves all across my skin. My balls lay there as two soft oranges, and she gently tested their weight, just like Evelyn had done. The sensation of her fingers was extremely intense, and her studying look so close to my crotch made it hard for me not to become excited.
To my right I observed that mom was doing to same to Llewyn's cock, who was looking in terror at what was happening between his legs. "O, fuck, man," he whimpered, "this feels really intense. I am so sorry, dude, I will really try not to get a hard one from your mom..." I could not look at it, it looked too obscene to see my own mother holding the tool of a young man that close to her face. I was absolutely afraid of what would happen, but I knew I could trust Llewyn to resist, really resist. It gave me strength to do the same in relation to Carol.
"Okay, you all have the balls in your hand, I see. Now just gently knead them, not too hard otherwise you might squash the seeds." I was starting to feel dizzy now. The cook's tone was one of just having started a lesson. If our moms were already wielding our dicks like this, I was really afraid where this would end.
To my left and right, I saw Evelyn and mom started to make massaging movements with their hands. Carol seemed hesitant for a while, and she rearranged my balls on her hand first, so that they now sagged on the palm of her hand. She looked to her left and to the right, studying what her friends were doing.
"How careful do I have to be?" she asked, matter-of-factly. Hearing her voice so close to me sent shivers through my spine. It made me realize, strongly, suddenly, that this was Carol , Jim's mom, who I had seen holding dough balls for cookies the same way she was holding my hairy balls right now.
"Not too careful, I think, honey," mom replied, bombarding herself as the authority on all matters related to this strange, penis-shaped vegetable. "Just don't squash them too hard."
Very softly, Carol started to move her palm in circles, as if she were swirling a glass of wine, so that the most intense lust shot up from my sack, like little, excited creatures that jumped and jostled all through my stomach, up to my chest. I could feel my dick starting to stiffen between her fingers, the fingers that must have held the dick of her husband, Jim's father, what's his name, but that were now innocently make me horny. I forced myself to think of something stupid, like last night's soccer match, to not get excited further, as I had heard that this helped. The cliché did not live up to its expectations. I was becoming hard.
"O, my," Carol exclaimed excited, in disbelief that she seemed to be first at anything, "I can really feel a reaction in this one to the massage."
"Very good, very good," the cook said and looked me straight in the eye, winking, "just continue like that, that is perfect." I almost got less excited due to the bastard. Almost. But the pepper started to do its thing in higher intensities, and I had to fight to keep an angry or helpless face. I felt as if I were sliding into a ball pit filled with colors and joys.
The middle finger of Jim's mom slowly slipped towards my scrotum, where it slid into place as if the spot had been made especially for her wedding-ring bearing finger that was now feeling the tender spot between my asshole and my balls. As she gently pushed, I could not resist a short moan. "I am sorry, Jim," I said, "I am really trying not to get into this, your mom has found a weak spot, though."
"If you press just behind the balls," Carol casually but proudly remarked, "that seems to quicken the process!"
Jim himself had no time to reply to me, as Llewyn's mom also started rubbing his scrotum and he yelped. "Fuck me, that is sensitive."
"I think I have found the spot you mean," I heard Mom say next to me. She had Llewyn's swollen balls in her hand like two oversized mandarins, and she used one finger to massage his scrotum right behind it. Llewyn's dick twitched just inches away from her face. He looked me in the eye apologetically, his long, white body overstretching in a mix of joy and resistance.
I looked at our mothers massaging our balls while chatting and laughing at each other, as if nothing strange was occurring, which, to their minds, of course, there wasn't. Yet the three of us couldn't resist and slowly our dicks started to rise. I heard muffled groaning from Jim, when Llewyn's mom started to press hard on his scrotum. His cock rose to an impressive size, bouncing into erect position. Of course, he was completely bald. His body looked like on of his well-maintained, oiled tools. There was nothing subtle about his six pack, thick muscled legs, and hammer of a cock.
"Very well, very well," the cook remarked drily, as he inspected our hard dicks. "You are doing wonderful. Next, it helps to now gently lick the balls as to moisten them a bit."
Jim's mom stuck out her tongue between her two narrow lips and bent forward. I felt her breathing on the shaft of my cock. She had never breathed so close to me. Not even whispers in my ears. And now the condense of her breath was warming my erect manhood.
When she moved, the fingers between which she held my stiff cock slid a bit, which stimulated me intensely. This was a proto-handjob she was giving me. Her tongue soon found its way around my sack, soft and sweet, warm and wet, while her nose gently bumped into my erection. She made little noises of effort, because she had to stretch all the way to reach the back of my balls, just as she had done when she was reaching for the tea on the highest shelf when I stayed at Jim's place as a kid. I felt the muscles in her tongue push my balls up, which took her quite some effort. Her glasses pressed into my sack, the glass cold against my skin. Carol had a strong tongue and it was wide too, as she could nearly have my entire sack rest on it. She retracted her tongue and swallowed and asked the cook: "Am I doing it right?"
"It looks good, yes, but you could also take the example of your friend here," and he pointed to mom, who lapped Llewyn's balls with short flicks of her tongue. "This seems to be working well too."
Carol kept her eyes fixed on mom as she tried to imitate her. Her tongue on the sensitive skin of my sack felt simply amazing, and I felt bad for Jim how much I was enjoying this. Meanwhile mom was positively attacking Llewyn's balls, and I could see his cavernous bodies filling with blood. This only spurred mom on, as much as a teacher's compliment had done in our Spanish class, and she panted and made all kind of animal noises as she started to lose herself in her depraved activity.
"Okay, ladies, you are doing real good. Next you'll want to massage the rod of the fruit. Move your hand up and down the shaft as you softly squeeze it."
No, no, no. I felt so bad. I really hoped that Karen would never discover this. I could not come. My arm started shaking in the straps, which at first I took as a sign of fear and nerves. But then I realized that the energy released by the peppers was streaming all through my body. I was so full of excitement. One careless moment, I stopped resisting, as if I looked away to a far off eagle while walking past a cliff - and I felt the misstep, I felt myself falling deeper into this strange ball pit. I moaned. I saw Carol's tongue glistening as she circled my balls, and I just wanted to come all over her face, I even tried to push my cock towards her mouth.
Luckily, she stopped for a moment, so that I could get my act together again. But I felt like I was floating in mid-air. Continuously I felt my gaze returning to Carol, to how she was pressing her breasts together in a delicious cleavage. To how the motherly flesh of her arms bumped into my naked legs. My dick almost erupted as blood filled it up completely. "Aaa..a...aa..a...aaah."
Next to me Jim moan, when Llewyn's mom moved her small hands over to his fully erect dick. She looked slightly puzzled as she started to massage it. It looked so messed up to see her sitting like this, in her flowery, innocent summer's dress, with a look on her face as if she was trying out pottery for the first time and not as if she was pleasing her son's best friend. Especially the sight of her wedding ring gave me a shudder, as her hand started to get coated by the precum that oozed generously from Jim's dick.
From my right I heard the sound of wooden beads shaking fast. I looked over to see my very own mother, sitting solemnly upright as if she was having dinner at a fancy restaurant, moving her hand swiftly along the shaft of Llewyn's cock. Up and down, up and down. Her impressive tits jiggled along, as the movement was transferred from her arm to the flesh of her boobs. Llewyn was now openly staring at the spectacle, ignoring my angry gazes in his direction. This wasn't happening. This wasn't happening.
Mom kept her blue eyes staring at the tip of Llewyn's cock, from which juices came gushing out over her strong, long fingers. With one hand, she kept massaging his balls, with the other she built up speed.
"I think I have it figured out," she giggled. "This is it. It looks a bit... obscene... Doesn't it?" And she stuck out her tongue, judiciously, obviously acting as if she was giving someone a handjob to make her friends laugh, while that was exactly what she was doing. Carol's laugh sent warm gushes of air in my crotch. It tingled.
The cook laughed along with them, as he placed one of his dirty paws on Jim's knee, leaning over to act like a cool gymnastics teacher would. "Keep up the pace, there. Very well. After a while, it helps if you suddenly drop the tempo, but not yet."
"Holy cow, fuck a duck." The foul language came from Jim's mouth, the moment Evelyn started to copy mom's movement. His huge dick slithered in her hands as it became fully coated with his own juices. Evelyn's tits danced in her dress. She clumsily tried to get a grip on the slippery cock. It looked almost cute to see her struggle, tugging her shoulders a bit too much, making her boobs almost roll out of her yellow dress, if only she hadn't been jerking off my friend but really taking pottery lessons or anything else. "I am sorry, Levvy." Jim moaned. "Believe me, I am trying to hold back..."
Even though we all three occasionally still uttered these empty excuses, we all knew how we felt. We were all three sliding into the perennial ball pit of endless sin, and I could in reality not wait for Carol to start stroking me too. I was getting ready to shoot a huge load.
The image of Karen floated in front of my mind's eye, sending a feeling of contrast, dissonance against the euphoria the was released when Carol grabbed my cock with her plump hand. I was going to get married. I had to resist.
A drop of precum came launching from my tip, directed straight at Carol's face, when she moved my foreskin up and down for the first time.
"Mine is sputtering already!" she yelled, overacting her joy a bit to get the attention of mom. Mom released her hand from Llewyn's balls to show her a thumbs up, while she kept jerking with her other. She had always been good at multi-tasking.
"This is fun, isn't it?" she asked, as she looked at Carol, happiness radiating from her blue eyes. The leader of the pack. Carol immediately started putting more effort into working my cock. Meanwhile, mom kept tugging at the cock in her own hands as if it was accepted work that just had to be finished. I was sure that she hope that it would show that she was trying, to get attention of the cook.
"Yeah, it sure is!" Carol's high pitched voice trembled a pit as she started to build speed jerking me off. Although at first this went smoothly, which made lust grab me by my ankles and pull me deeper into the abyss, but then her movement became a bit too uncontrolled. She tried to jerk the entire length of my dick, but her hand shot off its tip which gave an uncomfortable feeling. "How do you build that rhythm?" she asked mom.
"Let me show you," mom said, and released Llewyn's cock for a moment, moving her hand towards mine.
"Stop, stop, stop!" I yelled at the cook. "We did what you said. We stopped whimpering. Please stop this."
Just in time, he intervened. "Perhaps it is good if Carol her learns to do it herself. Otherwise she might not remember how to prepare this recipe at home." His voice sounded so slick and smooth that if I hadn't known what a bastard he was, I would have bought anything he had offered me.
Mom stopped her movement and nodded. "Then just let me, at least..."
She moved up out of her chair, gently pushed Carol to the side a bit, who helpfully held my cock in mom's direction. Then she hung over my cock and stared right at it. Here was my mother, hovering over my dick, which she hadn't seen in years, not since she last walked into the shower without knocking. Here she was, touting her lips, letting a string of drool down from between the small, carnal passage between them. There it hung, her spittle, as if she were a teenager spitting on the street, but only she was my mom and the street my dick. I felt the warm fluid spread out across my cock's swollen tip, and for a moment my cock and mom's mouth were connected by a thread of her spit. Then, it became pendent, slowly parting from her, and it was all soon spread out by Carol's loving hands.
"Thanks, hon." She just said, as she started copying mom's more controlled rhythm.
This had gotten me way too hard. This was not who I was. But, wow. Mom spit on my dick. Euphoria was unstoppable, like a raging group of teens ready to stream out of school with only a meager principle in their way.
Carol found the exact right pace. She really knew how to jerk me off. I almost forget that it was Jim's mother that I had between my legs, as I started to imagine how I would love to cum all over her glasses. To stain her faux architect look. To degrade her with my dick juices. The effort she put in jerking me off was disheveling her look already, with her short hair disorganizing when she let her hand go through it.
"We are nearly there!" the cook screamed, excited. "You are all three of you doing so fine, ladies. But for the final step, you should try to get as much of the vegetable in your mouth as possible. Then, when you feel it is about to explode, gently pull it out, and catch the fluids."
"With our hands?" mom asked, raising an eye brow.
"No, no, no." The cook laughed. Evelyn chimed in with the laughter, as if she had any knowledge of obscure Louisiana vegetables. "With your faces of course. You wouldn't want to spill these rare juices. You can scrape it off your face with a glass, but your hands are too full of bacteria."
"Alright." mom said. "But you'll have to show me how exactly to put it my mouth, okay?"
The cook nodded and moved next to mom and Llewyn. To my dismay, Carol stopped her jerking to look at mom, as did Evelyn next to me. However disappointed I was, this gave me a moment to think clearly. I looked at Jim's hands. He was still fumbling with the piece of foil in the lock. He mouthed: "Nearly. There." Escape was at hand. Even though I wondered whether I would go for it now that I was so close to ruining Carol's face. Wait. What? I should. I should go for it.
Not to make the cook suspicious, I looked over at what mom was doing.
"Open your mouth." The cook gently commanded. "As if you are at the dentist."
Mom did so, showing her brilliant teeth which shone in the bright light.
"Say 'aaaa'."
She did. Llewyn's cock pointed at the opening of her small mouth, as a canon ready to be fired.
"Now softly move your head forward. Engulf the vegetable entirely. Don't be scared by its salt taste. You'll soon get used to it and crave it." As the cook said it, I realized that these were also instructions of his hypnosis. Mom would probably really start to crave the taste of cock...
Mom kept making the stupid 'aaaa' noise, trying to follow the cook's instructions to the letter, but soon it was muffled when Llewyn's stiff cock disappeared between her jaws. Paternalistic, the cook placed a hand on her blonde hairs, and slowly helped mom by pushing her head forward further. Llewyn just kept muttering wordless phrases of joy as he saw how more and more of his manly girth disappeared into mom's narrow oral opening.
The complete innocence in mom's eyes made everything worse. She was looking up to the ceiling, trying to relax her throat's muscles so that she could swallow and engorge more of Llewyn's cock. The cook kept uttering small words of encouragements, which, to my horror, really seemed to stimulate mom in what she was doing. Tiny tears pearled in her eyes, while her 'aaaa'-sound was now intermitted by gagging noises coming from deep in her throat. Once or twice she made a coughing sound, which almost sounded like a dog barking, when the cock choked her up too much. Her face was turning red under her efforts, but she kept the dick of my friend in her mouth.



"Release it." The cook commanded strictly. Mom did. And in a mess of spittle and cum juice, that dripped over her chin on her black shirt, she grasped for air, coughing and laughing.
"Wow." She just said when she had caught her breath. Llewyn whimpered softly, obviously desiring her to continue.
"You are so good." The cook said, as he gently patted her hair. "Try it again. And Carol, perhaps it is nice if you take a picture for the folks back home. These are nice memories, aren't they?"
When mom returned to Llewyn's cock, she could take it all the way up to his balls. She made 'peace signs' with her hands as Carol took pictures of her red face and of her concave cheeks while she sucked hard on Llewyn's dick. It was humiliating, but none of the women experienced it as such. They all had a great laugh when mom again released Llewyn's dick with wet sucking noises. Carol whooped. To them, this was nothing more than a fun night out. To us it was torture. And it was heaven.
Mom pulled off her vest, slowly, her tits wobbling as they escaped the elastic when she pulled it over her head, as if they were happy to dangle about more freely. Now she was only dressed in her tight, black shirt, that spanned as tight as tape across her hefty boobs. Llewyn allowed his eyes to gorge on the sight. Mom was getting serious about this. Her arms were bare now, else she'd have rolled up her sleeves even further.
Choking sounds came from the left of me too, when Evelyn started to follow mom's lead. Her pink lips formed an 'o' that tightly closed around Jim's strong dick, while her gaze was cross eyed as she stared at its base. She went slower than mom, who was already trying to establish a tempo deep throating Llewyn. Evelyn made small noises, high pitched, as of a stray dog in distress. But she kept on trying. Her boobs pressed into Jim's legs, pushing up her cutely freckled cleavage. Jim groaned deeply.
Carol, of course, was afraid to stay behind her friends, no matter if it was in fashion or in sucking off strange vegetables. In awe I watched as her eyes squinted behind her glasses, which she then closed as she opened her mouth to suckle on my glistening cock. Her heart-shaped lips parted, I felt the warmth of her breath before I felt the wetness of her tongue pressing onto the down side of my cock. It slid in, as a sausage slides into a sauce-lubricated bun. I dared not look at Jim, who probably was feeling the same terror as I had felt when I saw how mom had pleasured Llewyn.
Poor Carol had trouble taking all my shaft into her mouth. Apparently, she was not as much of a deep-throat enthusiast as mom was. I felt how she tried to move her head forward further, but my dick was already choking her up. Breezing she exhaled, then tried again. Her eyes were closed now as she concentrated on her task, and I could see a tinge of jealousy flickering across her features that my mom was doing this so much more easily. With my cock halfway up her mouth, she tried to ask her friends if she was doing it right. She elided practically all consonants, because my dick was obstructing the free movement of her tongue, and this made it sound more as if she were gurgling, but the cook seemed to get what she tried to say and came over to 'help' her out.
With a surprised, high pitch sound, Carol watched as my dick shoved deeper between her lips, that were now parted wide enough to have been able to swallow even a bratwurst entirely. The cook had his hand on the back of her head and pressed gently but steadily, as if he was urging a kid to go down a slide she was scared of. When my cock slithered past the back of her tongue, little tears appeared in the corners of her eyes and they ran like jittering drops of rains under the frame of her glasses. Her surprised humming vibrated all through the girth of my cock, and it stimulated me even more. I had all but forgotten about Karen at this stage.
She could not take it all. She simply had not practiced this enough, apparently. Her eyes widened in shock as she gagged and moved her head back again to breathe. Carol looked savage with her hairs disheveled and her glasses sliding down her nose. Her gaze was straight at my cock, with a mix of awe and horror of having to prepare this 'vegetable' for her recipe but in doubt of whether she would be able to. Again, she quickly looked to her left to see my mom bobbing her head up and down, taking Llewyn's dick completely in her mouth. Jealous, Carol prepared to try again, but I could see that she was hesitating.
I, for my part, was ready to slide down into the abyss. I was getting so hot, that it felt like tiny ants were crawling all over me, stinging me, and everywhere they stung me, it began glowing with desire. I just had to release. I wasn't sure what the peppers had done to me, but I felt a dramatic tension building in my groins. The floodgates were shut, but the water was rising dangerously high. A tsunami was ready to be unleashed upon the world. Or Carol's face.
The next part is a bit hard for me to narrate, but honesty demands that I felt slightly jealous at how mom was working the cock of my friend. I had never seen someone suck with such dedication. Mom was literally working this cock, hoping to get some compliments from the cook, it seemed. Meanwhile I saw how Llewyn's blue-veined manhood disappeared and re-appeared from mom's gentle mouth, with her widely parted lips. She made these guttural sounds each time she took it in fully, but she did not seem anywhere close to stopping. I had seen the same look in her eyes when we had been moving and she had insisted on carrying heavy boxes herself, to prove that she was tough like us, even though in reality they really were a bit too heavy.
Just as I was about to curse Carol for lingering so long, I saw that mom's eyes widened in shock. Her pupils shrank to the size of pinheads in the white of her fully opened eyes, as if she saw a truck barging her way. But another kind of load was coming. Llewyn started a scream that climbed across many octaves to reach a high pitched whimper. Mom pulled back, releasing his dick with a loud pop. It was already spraying cum. And when I say spraying, I mean spraying. I had never seen anything like this. Thick strands of cum followed mom's face as she backed off. Her innocent face was hit with a splashing sound, to which she closed her eyes, as if to guard herself from the juice squirting out of a tomato. In her perspective, I guess this experience was something like this.
Llewyn's orgasm easily lasted ten seconds total. After the first strands, that had landed on mom's face and were now dribbling from her chin, Llewyn came again. After the first blast, mom had lowered his dick, as if it were a garden hose that had accidentally squirted her wet, so that these strands, those flying webs of man juice, landed on the globes on her tits, where they soon made stains in the black shirt. When she noticed that Llewyn's cock kept squirting at her like a leaking service pipe, mom tried to direct his throbbing penis sideways, with the effect that his cum splashed on her bare right arm, providing a translucent layer of slippery coating.
Jim and I looked at him in complete shock. Llewyn was so insanely fertile. I knew I should be angry that he hadn't held it back, but my first reaction was one of speechlessness. I saw that Llewyn kept his gaze at mom, as he probably wouldn't know how to face Jim and me, in particular. Slowly, his cock went limp in my mom's hand, which was still softly massaging it. There was cum everywhere. I had not ever expected to see mom like this, with her shirt drenched in sperm, her arm dashed with clouds of cum, her face sprayed with random clusters of semen, slowly sinking towards her chin, where sticky cum shots were already forming dangling teardrops.
But even worse was seeing how she was taking this. Mom had not the slightest idea that she had been humiliated by one of my best friends. Instead, she took this as a victory, the best girl in class, who had managed to find the secret of this vegetable the fastest. "I did it!" she yelled, unperturbed, as she raised her arms girlishly, while a cum drop released itself from her chin to splatter on the kitchen counter. Carol leaned over to give her a sticky high five, in which the moms unknowingly exchanged precum.
The cook just nodded appreciatively, and gestured that Carol should take another picture. Which she did. Well, this was one for in the family albums... Mom proudly held Llewyn's soft cock in the palm of her hand, while she pointed with the other at the mess on her face, as if the viewer could possibly miss this detail.
"You can try the taste, to see if you like it!" the cook said. "But don't forget that you cannot touch it with your hands. Either scrape it off with a spoon or just lick it from her face. That is the way you will probably like it best. I bet that you will pine for more once you lap it off her!"
Again, his instructions were hidden commands, and I watched fascinated and shocked how Carol and Evelyn got up from their chairs to take squat next to mom.
"Do you mind?" Evelyn asked, as she grabbed a spoon from the counter.
Mom just laughed with her eyes closed. "No, no, no. Go ahead. It's all part of the experience. This is something different from our regular dinner nights, isn't it?"
Evelyn, perhaps shy to just start licking mom's face, brought the spoon to mom's cheek and scooped it full of her son's sperm. She brought it to her mouth as if she were going to try a French delicacy, perhaps some special cream made of truffles, and neither of us had the power to stop her. I took this a sign that the pepper were also changing the perceptions of my friends, because even Llewyn looked with his jaw dropped how his own mother swallowed his cum as if it was desert. Carol and mom looked in anticipation at what Evelyn would say.
After a pause, she swallowed and said: "That is so delicious. Like, oh, my God! Mmmh."
Carol had also managed to reach for a spoon and carefully scraped mom's cheek. Mom giggled as the metal went past her face, which must have felt as if her friends were carefully cleaning her. Carol moaned as if all her taste buds exploded.
"Wow. You have to try this, honey." she said, and she brought the spoon to mom's mouth. Without any hesitation, mom engorged on the taste. A bit of Llewyn's sperm was left on her under lip, as she swallowed. Her eyes opened wide again, like she had just done when she had made Llewyn come.
"You are absolutely right, this is the best."
"Go ahead, all three of." the cook commanded. "You will not feel any shame for licking it up."
Mom pulled her friends closer, and like two dogs they began lapping her cheeks. First giggly, as if they were having a sleep over and softly giving each other kisses, but then more greedily. Meanwhile, mom kept laughing softly at the sensation of her friends' tongues across her face. Evelyn licked the cum of her own son from mom's cheek, and her cute little pink tongue made me think, once more, of a young puppy's. Carol held mom's head and moaned softly as her wider tongue grazed her cheeks. Soon mom was covered in some lone splatters of cum and her friends' drool.
"Don't worry about that." the cook said. "You can clean yourself later. For now it is important to treat the other vegetables before they go bad."
Evelyn grabbed mom by her hand, and guided her to the chair where she had been sitting earlier, between Jim's legs. Mom understood what was being asked of her, and quickly, eagerly, took place, as if she was sitting down in front of her favorite puzzle that she could solve easily. Evelyn did not even had to ask, mom bent over, and in one smooth movement, engulfed Jim's cock entirely.
She still looked ravished, with her shirt full of stains, and her hair undone due to all the effort she had put into sucking Llewyn off. But she was so eager. She just enjoyed being the best in this, I knew her too well. If this had been a regular cooking course, I might even have been proud. Now, instead, I just watched how mom gagged on the enormous, bald dick of my other best friend. She went faster this time, less careful, and soon she had her spit dripping from Jim's shaft onto his tight balls.
"My god..." Jim moaned.
In a moment of clarity, I observed the aluminum foil that he had rolled into a small tube. He had managed it! He had managed to put it into the lock of the straps!
"Jim, you are nearly there!" I yelled.
He misunderstood. "I know, dude. I am trying to hold it!"
"No, the lock, I mean!"
"Aaaangh..."
To my great horror, I saw Jim's hands relax when mom hollowed her cheeks even further in conquest of his orgasm. The foil dropped and rolled from the counter onto the floor. There went our chance of escape.
"No, Jim, you bastard! That was our ticket out of here! How could you!"
Mom gasped for air as if she had been under water for several minutes. And one could have thought she indeed had been, judging by the state of her. Her chin and neck were wet with bodily juices. Her blonde hair stood in all directions, and her ponytail was only barely recognizable as one, with a thick curtain of blonde strands escaping from it. Her make up had run and formed two slowly running creeks of black mascara on her cheeks. Her white bra shone through the spots where Llewyn's semen had soaked her shirt.
Jim had been right when he had said that he wouldn't be able to hold it much longer. While mom was catching her breath to go for another round of deep throat action, his cock started spraying semen without any warning except for a low pitched groan escaping from his muscular jaw.
"Catch it, catch it!" Mom yelped, as the first three strands landed on her pretty face again, coating it with a fresh layer of cum over the remains of Llewyn's seed. After Jim's first impressive load, Mom already looked as if someone had sprayed an entire tube of sun screen on her face, and there was more coming.
In a perfect arch, Jim shot another full mayonnaise cup of cum towards my mother's face, and she squinted as she always in did amusement park rides where a roller coaster ended by splashing into the water. As mom turned her face slightly, a full drop splattered against her temple, raining tiny drops of white semen in her hair, as well as coalescing into a thick white droplet that hung from her ear lobe as a disgraceful little ear ring.
Meanwhile, Carol and Evelyn quickly bent forward to lower themselves to mom's height, who was the only one sitting in a chair. They did not want to be left out of this culinary soaking. They were just in time. Mom grabbed Jim's cock that kept firing, and pointed it in turns to her left and right. First, Evelyn's innocent dress got hit, with thick shots ending up on her tit flesh that bulged from above her bra. She giggled as it did.
Then, Jim's cock sent another package of yoghurt flying, straight in the direction of his mother. Carol was completely unware of the gravity of what was happening. Her mouth hung open wide, her eyes looked straight at Jim's dick, and she seemed outright wistful to be part of the fun that my mom had already experienced.
"Nooooo..." Jim yelled, but it was already to late. His cum splattered against Carol's glasses with such a force that sent tiny droplets flying all across her face. Her dark eye brows were intermitted with white pearls of cum. A part of his load landed on her tongue, but Carol wasted not a second and gulped it up as if it was her favorite treat.
I saw that she made a show of it, trying to impress mom by showing how much she loved it. Laughing, she swallowed Jim's load and let her head drop backwards slightly as if to enjoy the feel of the warm cum on her face. Poor Jim. Whether it was the pepper or a hidden Oedipus complex, this sent him over the edge one last time. Three thick strands of cum hurried from his shaft to join the rest of his already distributed load, splashing on Carol's neck and bulging cleavage after a short parabola flight. She now looked like mom's mirror image, as even her black shirt was stained white too. Ironically, Carol was probably even thankful for that.
The women giggled childishly as the eruption came to an end. When they again started to lap Jim's cum from each other, with Carol getting more than a mouthful from mom's face, I worried what was going to happen next. Jim and Llewyn were already humiliated, with Jim, admittedly, being degraded most by cumming all over his own mother, who was now delightfully licking his spunk from Evelyn's dress. I had had my turn of shame seeing my own mother turn into a deep throat miracle, but would I be her next target? I cursed Jim for opportunistically throwing away the aluminum foil and not even trying to be freed. I bet he just loved my mom slurping on his dick.
All the while, the cook stood by and took it all in. He just relished this. His long fingers were wrapped around his chin as if he was watching a play that amused him slightly. What a sadist, to turn our mothers against us like this. While they kept their innocence, ours was lost forever. I would probably keep this a secret for Karen my whole life, basically having been raped by my friends mother.
Although, was rape the right word? As I saw Carol push her breasts together to have my mom carefully lick off some blots of cums, I felt as if currents of lusts came gushing from my groins. It were the awful peppers. And I had eaten so many more than Llewyn and Jim... if they had caused their orgasms, what would they do to me? I had never seen anyone cum so hard as Llewyn and Jim, not even in the ridiculous porn I sometimes still watched behind Karen's back. Would I have an orgasm lasting thirty seconds or more? Would I even survive that?
With our mothers still judiciously licking each other off to make sure not a single drop got wasted, I wriggled around to try and find a way to loosen myself. The straps clunked on the stainless steel of the counter. I turned to the left, I turned to the right. But when Carol started making for the chair, with her beautiful tits glistening from the mixture of drool and cum, I decided that I might as well surrender. If Jim and Llewyn had already sinned, was it not even an act of solidarity to join them?
"Let me try this one my own." Carol remarked, as she brushed her hair behind her ears, which only smeared long strands of cum into it that now shone like blonde highlights. "I think I have learned from your example."
Mom nodded and stood behind Carol, massaging her shoulders as Carol's jaw dropped mechanically to suck me off. Evelyn stood to her right side and stared interested at my throbbing penis, that was now already held by Carol's right hand. Carol's lips didn't even as much as brush my dick, she had her mouth opened so wide that when she bent over, it was already halfway in her mouth before I touched the warm wet flesh of her tongue. As her head went further and further towards my crotch, I was eye to eye with mom, who was about my height as I sat and she was standing.
While Carol started bobbing her head, I just stared right in front of me at mom. She looked down, with a lopsided smile, at the gagging-slobbering effort Carol was putting into her culinary experience. While I felt how Carol's tongue massaged the tip of my cock, I watched mom's face that displayed exactly what she felt and thought as she was unaware that I was watching her. Several times she half-opened her mouth to say something to Carol, perhaps to encourage her or give her further instructions, but she swallowed her words again. She looked so pretty. Despite her drying veins of mascara, the clutters of sperm that still hung here and there, she was undeniably my mom. Her mannerisms shone through her devastated appearance, like the way she was encouragingly massaging Carol's shoulders now. Her eyes were at my crotch. I had never been hornier.



I decided that the chances that mom would blow me after Carol had given up were negligible enough and that even if she took place in that chair between my legs it would not really be my fault. There was something heroic about me refusing to cum over my friends' moms, right? Surely, there was nothing wrong in holding back... Jim and Llewyn had averted their eyes and heads, probably wallowing in shame right now. They would be thankful that I wanted to last as long as I could.
Carol had established a nice rhythm, but she could not take my cock all the way in, which, I saw in mom's concerned eyes, annoyed my mother a bit. As a friend she wanted to allow Carol her chance at popping this vegetable, but I just knew that she wanted to impress the cook by showing her skills once more and that she felt embarrassed that it was taking Carol so long. Pressure built in me like a fist in my groins pushing outwards, ready to burst me open, so it was a relief when, finally, Carol, with a insecure downward sway of her eyes, admitted her defeat.
Evelyn was the next to try, who was usually so prudent, sometimes even prissy, but now, with only one of her typical nervous twitches of her nostrils, sat down, and sucked my dick tightly between her freckled cheeks. Her mouth's wetness was all around my manhood, and with little moans of effort she started her attempt to deep throat me. Although I was now floating through the endless ball pit of desire, mom's face soon caught my interest more than Evelyn's hard work. Not even two feet from me was mom's body, holding Evelyn's red hairs in her hands as if she was lifting a dress, with a loving look in her eyes at how her friend attempted to please me. I guess her smile indicated that she already knew that she would be next, simply had to be next, because she was, once more, the best in class.
Then, Carol flipped out a phone and filmed Evelyn as she tried to get as much of my man meat into her mouth. Only then did I think, really think, of their husbands. I despised my dad for never being there for mom, but what would happen to these videos? If he would ever see them, he would be devastated - and how the hell would mom explain this situation to herself? Evelyn's wedding ring glistened omniously, as she grabbed my legs and her eyes helplessly tried to turn towards Carol's camera, where encouraging cheers were launched in her direction. She could not turn her head further towards the camera as my dick was already that far up her mouth.
When Evelyn leaned forward as far as she could in desperate tries to engulf more of my hard penis, she pressed her cum-stained dress against my balls and legs, which forced her boobs to be pushed up, almost rolling out of her bra. When I looked down, all I saw was the top of Evelyn's head, with zigzagging waves of red hair, and below that, an abundance of motherly tit flesh, bulging upwards like squeezed water balloons. My plan to hold it back almost collapsed when I caught sight of Evelyn's aureolae, which formed two earth-coloured semi-circles above her dress. Two mysterious moons rising over the seductive milk white landscape of her freckle-speckled globes of tits. In a reflex, I tried to reach her tits with my hands, but of course, they had been strapped tightly to the counter. I regretted my lack of freedom for another reason this time...
She was having a hard time, but like Carol, she did not want to give up. I felt her sniffing through her small nostrils, again not unlike a little, cute dog. Her tongue had resorted to a recurring slithering from left to right, as if she hoped that this way my cock would glide deeper towards her throat, as if she was playing curling with its tip. As much as it stimulated me, it did not fulfill her plan. Instead, Evelyn retched when she attempted to take my cock further than was comfortable for her, and, as she insecurely flicked her hair behind her ears - mom already let the strands of hair she had been holding go - she leaned backwards and stood up. Carol put away her camera.
It was mom's turn.
Self-confidently, mom took place between my legs. The chair creaked a bit, which I could hear, because the room had gone completely silent. Carol and Evelyn clearly were interested in how this would turn out, as mom had made the other two 'vegetables' pop so quickly. I wasn't sure what I was to make of this. Mom was going to suck me off, while my friends were sitting right next to me - yet I was completely hard, harder than ever before even! My cock was directed at mom's face, which was so close to it, as she swallowed a couple of times before opening her mouth. Little strings of drool stuck to her lips, like the sticky strings on natto beans. She started to bring them closer to my tip.
I let out a couple of groans and sounds of resistance, meant to illustrate my huge dismal at this situation. But my eyes did not even track Llewyn and Jim's reaction, because I could see the O-shaped hole of mom's mouth approaching my cock. I felt her breath on the skin of my dick, that was still wet because of Evelyn and Carol's pointless efforts. Out of mom's ruined face, her two bright and intelligent eyes fixated fully on my cock. She was only inches away now. Soon, from my angle I could no longer fully see her face, when her lips softly touched me down there, but I did see her wild blonde hair and her large breasts piling up in her bra, as they were softly pushing against my legs. The firm, but soft tissue of her tits sent blood raging through me, and again I rattled in my straps as I just wanted to touch the woman who was giving me such pleasures...
There we went... Mom's tongue gently touched the down side of my cock. She curled up its sides to make a small tunnel, that fitted just around my dick, and with a thrill I remembered that she also did this when she was eating ice cream and wanted to savour the taste. Further she went, and further, much further than her friends had been able to shove my shaft down their throats. I heard soft noises as mom relaxed her throat muscles to take as much of me in as she could, until her lips gently bumped into my pelvis. I was completely engulfed by my own mom.
With a rapid movement, she retracted, and gasped for breath as I had heard her do earlier. This gave me a quick view of her constellation. As tidy mom was in the house, as big a mess she was now. She did not even bother swallowing all her drool that just hung like soft wiggling stalagmites from her chin, undoubtedly mixed with my own fluids. Her make-up was once more running, as the tiniest tears ran over the dried creeks of mascara. She was blushing. The corners of her lips curled up softly. She was having some fore pleasure knowing what she was going to do.
"If I may give you an advice," the cook started, "it would be to look up as take it in once more. I promise it will explode even faster. Perhaps you can even take place on your knees."
Mom was visibly annoyed by this unwarranted advice, and without a word she pushed her chair backward. It almost clattered on the ground, if not Carol had caught it. Wild and ready to show the cook she was the best at this, mom took place on her knees. Her boobs were now completely pressed up against the notch in the counter, while I had a great view on her face, that started, eerily, right at mine, even though, supposedly, she did not see me.
Her blue eyes screamed eagerness to get this over with, and she hardly blinked as she returned to sucking me off again. I could not take my gaze from this ravishing sight, with mom bobbing her head and entire upper body as if she was doing crunches. When her hands grabbed my balls, I knew that I wouldn't be able to last much longer. Seeing Carol and Evelyn look at mom in shock, as if she was some unleashed beast, the reality of this all came jumping for my throat. But I swung the realization off of me, and managed to give myself over. The pressure kept on building. The ball pit turned out to be deeper and deeper.
With a frown that held the middle between surprise and effort, between 'am I doing this right?' and 'I am so immersed in this', mom kept working my cock. Occasionally, she let it pop out off her mouth to breathe deeply in and out, never unlocking her gaze from mine. I only remembered seeing mom from this angle one time in recent history, when she was lacing my hiking boot - she had had trouble believing that I got blisters because they were too small, and instead she wanted to prove that I simply hadn't tied them tight enough. She had looked up at me with the same gaze, and I remember, to my own shock then, shortly thinking about what dad must see when mom went down on him. Now I knew the answer. Loving. Earnest. Completely dedicated. Mom was a sex machine.
The pressure became unbearable. I realized that I should resist further, should give it my all not to come over my very own mom, my sweet mother. I should give it my all for Karen, who was now probably watching the evening news at home with a bag of crisps on the couch. So, I thought about soccer for about thirty seconds and then decided that this was indeed unbearable and that it was beyond me and that I would have to watch to my own great sadness, how my entire reservoir of cum was going to splash on my mothers face.
I started to come. I was coming in my mom's mouth. Holy shit. A first couple of sticky drops launched into her throat, and I felt her swallow them intuitively. She coughed like she did at breakfast, when she took a too large gulp of tea. Then, she pulled the erupting dick from her mouth, almost losing control over the force with which it was sending splashes of cum into the air. Mom's pleading gaze kept locked with mine, and I dared not look away as my cum started to rain down on her face. Splash. Splash. Splash. It kept going on and on, much longer than I had thought physically possible. Most of it splatted on my sweet mom's face, the drops so thick that they parted in tens of smaller drops and streams. Others dashed down on her wobbly tits, where I saw from the corner of my eyes how thick streams were gliding in her cleavage. All the while, mom held my cock and unflinchingly looked me in the eye, until a slimy package hit her there too, after which she just looked at me through the half moon of her other eye.
It felt so good to feel the pressure lower in my body, but I still felt that more was coming. Suddenly, mom softly jerked my cock once, and the eruptions only intensified. By now, mom already looked drenched in my squalor like some swamp monster, if only she had not had such a pretty face shiny through the layer of cum. Again she jerked, and I tried to warn her for what I felt coming. But she could not hear me. Whereas first my cumshots had been launched staccato, one at a time, now a thick, continuous ray came blasting out, as if I were shooting a water gun. It sprayed against mom's chin, where the cum splashed in all directions due to the force. This was ridiculous, but the pepper had apparently completely changed what was possible for me. It just kept shooting out of me.
Not knowing where to point it, without making the entire kitchen a mess, mom directed the tip of my cock to between her lips, where I saw the cum dash down into her throat like a overstreaming creek after torrential rain. Soon it pooled up in the back of her mouth. Through one eye, the sapphire of her iris radiated in my direction. Not with horror, but with pride. The other was completely covered between a slimy, dripping curtain of cum. Pendent strands of cum swayed from her chin as mom held her head backwards further, to receive the continuous spraying from my dick. Her boobs looked like she wore some strange ornament, as the thick splatters of my cum had created asymmetrical shapes.
I just kept shooting at mom, while I felt all the tension glide away from me. In the back of mom's mouth, I saw the enormous load of cum start to pool up further. And soon I heard the rising pitch you hear when you fill a bottle. I was cumming so much that I was literally filling up mom's mouth. Proud, mom kept looking at me, not giving in, hoping, probably, that I would stop before her mouth was full. The puddle's level rose higher and higher, and if mom's teeth had been buildings we would have been speaking of a tsunami already. Waves of cum washed over the edges of her teeth. Her head tilted slightly. She got worried whether it would run over her lips. Her one eye opened even further.
Carol and Evelyn had raised their hands to their faces, as if they were watching an insanely exciting cooking show on television. Evelyn had reached for a small towel to clean mom's face, but Carol stopped her, probably because she did not want to spoil the vegetable taste. Meanwhile, finally, the ray from my cock was turning into a sputtering, then into a dripping, and mom's widely opened mouth was a small swimming pool for all my sperm cells. I saw her nostrils flare as she breathed heavily in and out, not yet knowing what to do with this amount of cum. Then, she carefully closed her lips and swallowed, but the movement forced out a good bit between her lips. A surge of cum ran over her chin, where it dragged the already dangling threads down onto her t-shirt, which was now completely soaked. Her white bra completely shone through, as she allowed herself to fold backwards, leaning on her elbows.
Carol gave her a short round of applause, while Evelyn had already bent over to lick my cum from mom's eyes to avoid it making a mess on the floor and so she could see again.
While I realized that I had sunk lower than I ever had (I kept a mantra of 'not your fault' running in my head), I could not say the sight of mom lying there as drenched as she was in my manly juices was unappealing. I had never felt so strong. I had never seen mom smiling as happily as she did now. We had fully given over to one another, and we had both found something in it. I knew it. And it was this 'something' that would start to form a wedge between me and Karen when I finally came home from this adventure, as much as I resisted, and as much as I tried to remember that it was her I loved. It was this 'something' that kept me touching mom's hand when we were in the kitchen together, at later days, at evenings at my parents' place. And I was sure it was this 'something' that made her blush whenever I did.
The cook, meanwhile, was proceeding to the next step of his plan. Surely, now he wanted to humiliate us further by taking possession of our mothers one at a time --

The book closes, abruptly, with a loud bang. The man has thrown his straps off, and has moved freely towards the open book. Now he smashes it into a corner of the room, breathing heavily for a while, before he proceeds to write some words on a note. At that, the straps of the woman evaporate into thin air. She looks shocked, frightened, and excited all at the same time.
"What happened?' she wants to know, shivering, as she moves her limps around freely again.
"I... I... " the man say. "I have used my tooth pick to free myself from the straps. And I did the only thing I could to stop that cook from taking over this story forever."
The woman sits down, shaking, with a lot to think about. She shakes as if she has a fever. Her tiny shape looks miserably frail.
The man takes on the same posture, his face in his hands.
"I was so happy that I found the tooth pick. Imagine what would have happened if the cook got control of us forever?" he says, as he looks at the woman, hoping for a spark of joy in her eyes. It is there.
"Yes, you did well. You know what... We'll soon forget about this, and you can create the next story. Perhaps finally some Greek Tragedy level of writing?"
The man does not laugh at her reply, which startles her more than she shows.
"Do you know..." he begins after a pause. "... we are completely fucked."
"Why?"
"The events of today have shown me that we are no creators at all..."
The woman tries to get up, fast, as she feels an end approaching on her.
"Wait... wait?" Sweat pours down her cheeks, suddenly. Was it that hot in here?
"We only thought we were..." the man stutters. "And we are in great peril..."
TO BE CONTINUED
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I. The birthday
"Congratulations!" my older brother Tom laughed, as he pushed the large birthday cake in my direction. I knew he had been making this over the past few days 'in secret', which meant that I caught him occupied in the kitchen whenever I went down, with him warning me not too peek in his direction. Tom had done a great job with the cake this year. It displayed a stick figure version of myself unsuccessfully trying to lift a huge dumbbell. Very funny. Even though he was taking a piss at my lack of fitness skills at the gym, I had to laugh hard. I could have it. I patted him on the shoulder, which contained more muscle power than I had in my whole body.
"Good job, bro."
Then I looked around the table. All the smiling faces of my family members were turned in my direction, as they anticipated me blowing out the eighteen candles whose flames joyfully flickered in front of me. Next to me sat Tom. On my other side, Dad, still in his sports clothes from his afternoon run. His face was red from the cold outside.
Mom leaned forward from the other side of the table, her blond curls dancing in front of her elegant face as she did. She reached with a match for one of the candles that had gone out. Her slender fingers gracefully held it pinched between two fire red fingernails. Once she had it burning again, I let a silence fall to create an official atmosphere. Solemnly I met all their gazes, before inhaling deeply and dramatically. I would not disappoint them! The candles all went out, and my family started cheering.
"You can make a wish!" Mom told me. I closed my eyes and wished for what I wanted most. Hey, I was a eighteen year old son of a gun, so you can guess three times what I wished for? I'll tell you. To finally meet a girl. A nice, sweet, sexy, real girl who would help me to finally lose my virginity. This whole COVID-19 situation had made it impossible to date. I had always been shy around girls, but flirting through Zoom was like trying to do dirty dancing in astronaut suits. As a dirty smirk must have appeared on my face thinking about this, my brother Tom poked me in my side.
"I know what you are wishing for." he laughed. I guess he did know. I guess, however, that I also knew that he had wished for the same when he had turned twenty two weeks ago. Even though Tom was much cooler than I was, because he went to the gym four times a week, had a quick wit and possessed blazing self-confidence, he hadn't been much luckier with the girls than I had been. One reason being that he had been dating some shy girl who had only showed him her tits after two years, and he hadn't even been allowed to touch them. What a saint she was. And what a martyr my brother.
I never understood why he had been with her for so long, but I guess the value of her pussy increased the longer she deprived him of it. At some point, however, he couldn't bear it anymore and broke up with her. And then, just as he got single again, the corona virus spread and he has been in the same situation as me ever since. Meaning: a virgin living with his parents.
As was family tradition, we were not allowed to eat the cake until after dinner. It was placed away on a nearby table, so that it seductively stood there, promising an amazing desert. I know it may sound stupid that we have this tradition of cake baking but its corniness is precisely what makes it appealing. And it gives us a chance to make fun of one another. Tom had placed the figurine of me as a failed body builder on top of it, because I had been trying to gain some muscle during the pandemic. Well, I tried for two weeks before I gave up and resorted to gaming again instead, which did not build any muscle but was more fun.
When mom got up to finish dinner, she called dad into the kitchen. Tom and I chatted for a bit, glancing at the cake, when I noticed from the corner of my eyes that mom and dad were whispering. Occasionally, mom glanced over her shoulder in our direction. When she saw I was observing their little chat, she forced a smile, but she seemed nervous. Dad lovingly placed his hand on her shoulders, nodded, and then returned to our table.
Mom and dad had prepared a great meal, and I felt touched that they had thought to make my favorite dish ever: lasagna.
"I know" mom said, "that you used to love lasagna as a little boy. Now you are a big boy, is it still your favorite?"
I smiled at the words 'big boy', they made me sound as if I were some kind of baby. Little did I know then, how often she would be calling me that over the next weeks...
"Yeah mom, it is. Thank you so much!"
Dad went into the kitchen again to get two glasses of champagne.
"Let's drink to celebrate this special occasion!" he said as he gave the glasses to me and my brother.
"Are you not drinking?" I asked, surprised. But Tom had already downed his. What an animal he could be... I did the same. Mom and dad wanted us to wait to start drinking until we were twenty one, but occasionally, they treated us to a glass. Best not to ask any questions... I didn't particularly like champagne, but it had been so long since I had had a drink that I enjoyed the tipsy feeling it gave me.
Mom smiled in my direction as I sipped from the champagne and Tom dug into the meal. I noticed that mom wore more make-up than usual, and if I were not mistaken she had gone to the hair dresser today too. At any rate, she looked younger and prettier than ever. Her half long blond hair hung around her head like golden waterfalls, her lips wore a red lipstick and mascara emphasized her long eye lashes. Had she done this just for my birthday? I felt caught when I noticed that Tom was looking at me. He must have seen that I was staring at mom's face, and I blushed.
That night I woke to knock on my door. In a blink of an eye I sat straight in my bed, who the hell could that be? I rubbed my eyes. The alarm said two o'clock in the night. As the knock was repeated, softly, I could slowly discern the room around me. The memories of the evening came back. We had feasted on the cake, we had watched a B-movie that I loved, the champagne had hit me hard... I still felt drowsy a bit... It had been great.
Mom had been nervous, though... I remember many concerned glances in my direction... Had I behaved stupid because of one glass of champagne? Another knock.
"Come in?" I whispered softly.
In the door opening stood dad. I could tell he was nervous as he stooped a bit, and uneasily rubbed his hands. Even though it was quite dark I could see that he tried to force a smile, his white teeth reflecting the little light there was. "Dad?" I asked
"Son." Dad replied. "Ehm. Well."
I turned my blanket and sat up straight on the edge my bed, preparing myself for some heavy news to follow. Why else would dad wake me up in the middle of the night?
"It is your mother. We would like you to... Come to our bedroom. Seeing that you have turned eighteen and everything, while it hasn't been easy on you with COVID and the lock down and all..." He wasn't making any sense.
"Dad, are you okay?" I asked.
"Yes, yes, yes." he replied quickly. "I am fine, I am fine with this too. Would you please come to our bedroom?"
Sleepy, I got up and followed dad through the hall towards their room. Man, he seemed jumpy. I wondered what they had in stall. My mind ran like crazy, but I could not think of anything that would be necessary to wake me up for in the middle of the night. Perhaps this was some kind of coming-of-age ritual and I had to run through the woods for hours? Kill a deer? Catch fish with my bare hands and eat them?
When dad opened the door to their bedroom, a calm and nice atmosphere welcomed us. Candlelight illuminated the room, a warm glow flickered on the walls. Soft music was playing. Was this some kind of seance? I wondered. Dad let me pass into their room as he stayed in the door opening. "What is this?" I asked him.
"Don't worry, son." Dad was now smiling. He had apparently been anxious about getting me here, but now that I had agreed to follow him his self-confidence returned. Dad even winked and placed his hand on my shoulder. "I think you will like it. You have my blessing, know that. Enjoy."
As I walked into my parents' bedroom, I saw Tom standing in the middle of the room, near the bed which was covered with a velvety red duvet. He was in his pajamas too, a cozy training pants with a black t-shirt. "Hey, man." I whispered as the candlelight flickered around us. "Do you know what is going on?"
Tom shrug his shoulders and whispered. "No, bro. No clue. Maybe something for your birthday?" Why were we whispering?
I wasn't sure what was going to happen and we just stood there for a bit. It was clear that Tom felt awkward. We did not know whether we could sit down somewhere or not, but there was only my parents' bed. Sitting there would feel a step too far, my parents did not like us coming here usually. Since we were ten we had not slept slept in this bed, according to a clear, though unspoken rule that had separated us as young men from the boys we were before.
I still felt dizzy a bit. The champagne really had had a strange effect on me, I guessed.
Dad had closed the door behind us. In complete silence, Tom and I listened to the cheesy music that my parents had put on. It was some new age meditation CD that mom used to listen to when she still regularly did yoga. Ambient drones of cheap synthesizers and an occasional triangle. After a while we could not hold it and giggled nervously together.
"The hell is this... What is going on?" Tom mumbled but then fell silent again.
And just as I was about to walk out and see what was going on, the door knob was pushed down. Mom. We had never seen her like this. Her curves were barely hidden from sight by a night gown that fell just over her hips. Its underside was made of a gray, silken fabric, while its upper part was made of lace, through which we could see mom's chest. Her large breasts hung bra-less in the gown, but mom's nipples were hidden from sight by lace ornaments that nevertheless left little to the imagination. Mom's beautiful arms stuck out of the gown fully naked, and in the gentle light of the candles I could see tiny goosebumps. She had come from our bathroom, probably, where she had dressed up for us in the cold. Mom had her hair up, so that just a few blonde strands fell across her shoulders on the lace that covered her chest. On her bare feet she walked over the carpet towards us. She grinned teasingly, self-confidently, as she knew that her looks had cast a kind of magic spell on us. I had never seen her like this before. So... feminine.
"Hi boys." mom said in a hoarse voice, as if she was some kind of movie star. Mom was definitely playing with us. What was she up to? She got awfully close to me and I just anxiously took a step back. This was too much. "Why don't you sit down?" She pointed towards the bed. My parents' bed... The bed where they... Well, made love... And she wanted us to sit down there? This had been a forbidden area all these years. Mom had kept us out of their love lair all those years and now she simply commanded us to sit on their bed?
Tom and I nervously took place on the edge of my parents' bed, knowing something was truly off. When we sat down, mom turned around to close the door. The lace of the gown bulged over her big ass, its fabric contoured her two thick ass cheeks. They wobbled a bit as she moved away from us and pressed the door with both hands, to it shut firm. It was as if she symbolically wanted to keep anyone out of our lair filled with ambient music and candles. Anyone, even dad...
Hips swaying she walked towards us, as I could see the shape of her body through her nightgown. I noticed Tom couldn't resist looking either, and he breathed awkwardly. Man, he was just as tense as I was. It was so weird to sit here next to him. I felt the mattress bulge a bit under his weight, and as I looked in his direction I saw his eyes nervously scan mom's body.
"Boys" Mom said in a sweet voice, "try to relax a little bit. This will be fun for you, I promise."
"What are we doing, mom?" I asked. "I mean... What' s with the candles and the music, and, well, you?"
Finally, the mom I knew shimmered through the role of femme fatale she had seemed to be playing this night, as she awkwardly just stood there in front of us, her shoulders raising slightly - she always did that when she felt nervous. Probably she hadn't really thought out her plan much after this.
"Your dad and I thought..." mom insecurely brought her hand to her hair and caught a loose strand that she twisted around her finger. As she did this, I could trace with my eyes the shape of her arm pit, freshly shaven, and a bit of her boob that bulged out of the gown. I tried not to look, but it was hard when mom looked so strangely attractive...
What the hell was she doing to us? Did I want to be here?
Suddenly, I felt very, very nervous and uncomfortable. I noticed how my brother seemed to grow excited at the sight of mom in the sexy gown, his eyes intensely staring at mom's body. What was wrong with him? Was he checking out mom, for real? I did not want to be here. I ought to just up and leave.
"Well, ehm..." mom continued, "your dad and I know... Okay, here we go... We know that you are both still virgins."
The last word dropped like two heavy dumbbells bouncing off a stone floor. In complete silence my brother and I watched mom, full of anticipation of what she was about to say next. Was there any turn for the normal still conceivable after this?
After a while mom cleared her throat and continued to speak: "And we know that the whole COVID situation has been so hard on you. I mean, there is no way for you to meet girls now, and we thought... That I could... No, that I should... Teach you a bit, about what women like. So that you will be prepared when everything goes back to normal."
As mom spoke, she regained her cool again. Just like dad, when he brought me to this room, she needed to get herself over the idea of what she was actually proposing. My brother and I, on the other hand, were both dumbfounded at what mom had just said. Sexual education at eighteen seemed a bit redundant. I was seriously worrying about mom's mental health. Perhaps she had gone loco during the pandemic, because the boring routine of lock downs had eaten away at her sanity.
It was very strange to say, but as mom approached us, she completely managed to shed off the awkwardness of the situation. While I was very anxious as mom approached, afraid of what strange stuff she would utter next, mom just smiled at us as if she was going to instruct us how to help her out in the garden. She had the attitude of the loving mother she had always been to us, and she confidently sat down between us. The mattress bulged further, which made us lean into mom a bit. Her leg pressed against my upper leg, and I felt her warmth through the fabric, while her gown was pushed open slightly, revealing a large part of the white skin of her thighs.
Mom was going to teach us? I was not sure that I wanted this. At all. I mean, I cringed at the very idea of mom talking to us about sex. We knew all there was to know! Even though I had not been with a girl yet, I had seen enough porn to know how to go about pleasing her. I would manage, I guess. It couldn't be that hard, right? And surely, there were wiki tutorials to teach me... We were way past the age in which it was normal to have your mother speak sex to you. Especially in her night gown in the middle of the night.
My train of thoughts was interrupted and I gasped as I felt mom' s hand placed on the back of my head. Her finger tips went into my hair and gently caressed my skin. Memories of years ago returned. Mom comforting me when I had fallen and bruised my knee. When Tom broke my bicycle. When I was bullied for the first time... Mom's fingers instilled their warmth into the skin of my head, as she gently rubbed and massaged me. This was nice...
When I turned my head in her direction, I saw that she was doing the same thing to Tom, who had closed his eyes and hummed softly as mom massaged him too. He was really giving himself over to mom. I wouldn't be surprised if he enjoyed this a bit too much, the dirty bastard.
Mom suddenly turned her head to me, so that I found myself unexpectedly close to her smiling face. Her blue eyes stared deeply into mine, probing whether I was okay with this, and I became a bit uncomfortable. I looked away as she made me shy. She was just... too pretty. Awkwardly I returned my gaze. From so close I could see all tiny details of her face. Her beautiful eyes reflected the dancing forms of the tiny flames of the candles. She held her lips closed, but when she smiled, I could catch a glimpse of her brilliantly white teeth shimmering through. I noticed how mom had put on mascara, and I could detect where her hand had been just very slightly unsteady when she had put it on: the line under her eye was a bit thicker there.
To see mom, not as mom, but as a woman, made up of all these details that were there to be loved.
I blushed at this thought. I blushed too, because mom and I had been staring in one another's eyes for quite a long time, while my brother was still moaning in the background. I had never looked at mom this way...
"Mom, what is going on?" I demanded, but I could only do this in a soft voice
"Sssshhhht" Mom hushed me, as her hand brushed past my neck, and she placed it on my back. I felt its shape through my t-shirt. "Shhhhht."
My resistance was fading. This was nice. Mom was here to take care of me. To look after me. This was good. I love you.
Wait, what?
I tried to get up and get my act together. But my limbs felt super heavy and I barely made it up. The room spun as I started breathing heavily. Something was off. Something had completely messed with my brain...
I felt mom's hand softly jerking at the leg of trousers. As I stood still, she placed her hand gently on my thigh. "Sit down, darling." Her voice was like the sweetest honey, dripping, dripping, and it sucked me down again. I immediately felt comforted and sat down next to her. Mmm. I curled up against mom and lay my arm around her waist. It felt so good to hold her like this. My hand brushed past Tom, who was sitting on mom's other side. Everything was as it should be.
"You have had a little something in your champagne." Mom explained, as she brushed through my hair with her fingers once more, which felt all tingly on my scalp. She massaged it with circular movements, pressing my head against her shoulder blade.
A little something? I didn't mind. I felt so drowsy and happy.
My head rested against mom's neck and I felt the soft fabric of her velvet gown in the palm of my hand that was placed on her hip. Mom had such wide hips. She was so feminine. It felt really nice to cuddle with her like this. So what if I had had something in my champagne. This was the best.
"Tom, honey?" Mom asked. I felt her soft voice vibrate through her neck, the very sound tickled my forehead, which I held pressed mom's skin. I was so close that I could hear every little breath she took. It was so intimate. My brother nodded, and mom asked: "Why don't you give mommy a kiss? Can you kiss a girl?"
Through deep mists, I could vaguely sense that this was a very strange request. But I was too relaxed to bother at this stage. I felt mom lean into my brother, as she pressed me firmer against her body. I let her tuck me tightly towards her, towards her soft flesh, that met mine. I closed my eyes and felt my mom's body so close to me. Her soft, large curves. The side of her huge ass was pressed against my pelvis as I turned further towards mom. I could lift my left leg and lay it on top of mommy's, so that I was really, really close to her now. Her leg was now wedged between mine, as I lowered my upper body to lay down. I lay on my side, mom's leg between mine, and my right hand still squeezed in between Tom and mom. I saw both of them from the back as I lay now, and I could feel their bodies alternatively pressing into my arm and hand. First mom leaned towards him, then he towards her.



I just lay there with my eyes closed for a while. I was... so completely comfortable. In the distance I heard smacking noises. A moan. Mom? I tried to open my heavy eye lids. The dancing candle light sent glowing figures running over mom' s back. The gown reflected it in shiny patterns. Mom's beautiful back. God, what a back. The gown left a large part of her upper back open, through which I could see her skin. Tiny freckles spotted it, muscles moved as mom leaned closer to Tom. Mom was wearing a necklace, I saw, that glimmered in the warm light. Her blonde curls dropped to the right as mom stretched her neck and placed her left arm on Tom's shoulder. I watched her hair dangle as it followed her rhythmic movements to and away from Tom.
They were kissing. Tom, my brother, was kissing my mother. I wanted to sit up straight as the realization hit me. But I was so drugged by whatever mom had put in my champagne, that I could not do this at all. I just lay there watching mom wiggling her ass as she passionately kissed my very own bro.
II. What's next?
I soon started to swoon in and out of consciousness. Through a haze I could discern the figures of mom and Tom intertwining. They were moving closer and closer to each other. I felt my hand still pressed between their legs. It had gotten a bit sweaty due the heat their bodies were radiating. Mom's skin was warm. I touched it now. I heard Tom breathing louder and louder, and in my feverish state I started to imagine he was some kind of animal on the loose. He sounded like a grunting bear, a growling wolf... I heard the bass of his voice as if I was under water, then a reply of mom.
I saw bare skin. Tom's torso. I saw mom's flesh. Her arms moving. Tom stood up, his trousers dropping. Apparently, Tom's strong body had been harder to drug. I sank away. I felt the mattress bulging rhythmically. Mom leaning forward. I heard a wet. sloppy sound. Repetition. Groans. I sank deeper and deeper. When I managed to open my eyes after what felt like an eternity, I saw mom and Tom on the edge of the bed cuddling. She brushed his hair with her fingers, he put his face in her hair and kissed her neck. I sank even deeper. When I woke up, Tom was gone and I lay in bed besides mom.
Morning light burst its way through the leaves of the big oak in front of our house, and then through the curtains, dappling mom's skin with fluttering shadows. She lay to my left side, smiling. Her hair lay loose over her pillow, and it formed a beautiful golden crescent over the lower part of her face, where a few strands lay over her cheeks. When mom saw that I had woken up, she placed her right hand on my left arm and started to slowly pet me. The bare skin of her arm stuck out of her gown, as I felt how mom comforted me. Her hand trailed along my arm, making my hairs stand up.
"Mom..." I asked, as the memories of yesterday started to come back. "What... happened yesterday?"
Mom giggled a bit as she kept on staring deep into my eyes. "It seems like the little something I gave to you and your brother was a bit too much for my big boy..."
Her hand slipped towards my back and started to pull me towards her. I felt awkward, but it felt even stranger to resist mom, so I moved over to get closer to her. My knee touched the skin of mom's warm thigh as I did. An electric current ran up from my knee to my groins, generating an uncomfortable heat there. I realized that I was getting an erection, lying here in my underwear next to my mother. Somehow, I felt like I was slowly sliding into a deep hole dug in the woods, slowly going faster, until I would reach a point where there would be no scrambling back up. Mom's body warmth drew me in, and though I was careful not to touch her with my legs, I lay as close to her now as to have to actively lay back a bit so that I wouldn't roll towards her because of the bulge of the mattress.
Mom's hand now made circles over my back, and where it went it left a trail of titillation. I could discern her warm palm from the tips of her fingers, with which she ever gently massaged my skin. I could not neglect the slight pressure she put on her hand, urging me to come closer still. I resisted.
"You fell asleep, honey." Mom said. "It was so... cute. I asked your father to sleep in your bed tonight. This way we could have some more time together. It would be unfair not to give you what I gave to your brother yesterday..."
"What did you give to Tom, Mom?" I mean, I had seen stuff, but I was out of it already back then. She couldn't possibly have...
"I wanted your brother to feel what it is like to kiss a woman, again. And I gave him a hand job afterwards. We trained for him to last longer, when he would be with another girlfriend in the future. But your brother is such a strong man, already, honey." Mom giggled a bit, as if she was telling me that Tom cheekily stole cookies from the jar. "He lasted quite long with me. We will practice how to please a woman with him."
Mom had lowered her voice and was whispering. She looked at me through her long eye lashes, probing my response. Her gentle smile never left her face. Her wide lips parted a bit, a flim of spit glistened on her teeth. "Do you want to do that too, with mommy? Do you want to practice with me? Would you like that as a birthday present?"
Look, I can imagine that this might sound like the dream of some perverted teenage boy. But it was fear that I felt at this moment. My mom, who had always been nothing more than a mother to me, talked dirty to me. She had her face about twenty centimeters removed from mine. I could feel her warm breath brush past my cheeks. I had never been this close to a woman's body as long as I could remember. But it was my own mother who was proposing this to me... I was scared and insecure about how to relate to her. On the one hand, my cock twitched at every move mom made, every sound she uttered. On the other hand, I realized that this was very, very wrong... That mom was probably having mental issues or something for proposing this to me. I just lay there frozen.
Mom shushed me as her right hand moved over my arm, towards my chest. It went lower and lower.
We were still lying under the blankets, so soon mom's hand was hidden from sight. It stroked the upper part of my belly as my breathing became heavier. Mom kept staring into my eyes as she did, and it made feel so uneasy. Every sign of agreement would encourage her. I had never thought of doing this with mom. It made me feel like such a dweeb. I should be doing this to a girl my age. Why did I let mom take care of me? We hadn't yet crossed the line, like my brother had... Mom's hand brushed past my abs, or at least, past the contours of my six pack, only slightly discernible, shamefully... Toms depiction on me on the cake had been accurate.
"Wow, I can feel your muscles." mom said and placed her hand flat on my stomach, her fingers facing downwards. It made my muscles cringe, in anticipation of how it'd feel if she lowered her hand further and her fingertips would find their way into my boxers. My dick was fully hard now, despite my moral qualms. Mom giggled and pouted her lips. "Does my strong boy know how to kiss a girl?"
I hadn't kissed anyone before. That was the ugly, shameful truth. I didn't know what to answer mom. Admitting that I hadn't kissed any female lips, or male lips for that matter, felt awkward, but so did lying.
"Oooh, do I make my strong boy feel awkward?" mom asked as her intense gaze scanned my reaction. I was so tense that I found it impossible to answer. "Just relax and let mommy teach you how to kiss a girl, okay?"
Mom leaned towards me. Her movements made the duvet rustle, which I heard as it was so quiet in the room now. Mom pressed her leg against mine again. Her hand slid to my back, pulling me towards her. Her warm body was so close to mine. Her breasts were separated from my chest by inches, I could see her cleavage starting above the blankets. Then, she placed her face on my pillow, so close that I felt her breath on my lips, and all I saw were her big beautiful blue eyes, the subtle lines below them, the intensity of her irises, her loving expression.
"Okay, strong boy." mom said. "I want you to first just let this come over you. Close your eyes and feel what mommy is doing." Cursing myself for letting this happen, I obeyed. I shut my eyes. I was trembling out of excitement and anxiety. Mom's hand slid upwards to my hair, and she placed it on the back of my head which comforted me. First mom's nose touched the side of mine, which felt intimate and nice. As her face got closer and closer, her breasts were pressed against my chest: I felt the lace touching my skin.
Then all I could pay attention to was the sensation of her lips gently kissing mine. She first kissed me with her mouth closed, but I could feel the softness of her inner lips already. Mom let her mouth linger on mine before she moved her head back a bit and breathed out sensually, which tingled on my cheeks. Mom moaned very softly, but enough to drive me crazy. Her face came closer again and this time she planted her lips more firmly on mine. I felt mom's tongue push against my lips and then softly caress my inner underlip. My heart skipped a beat as a rush of blood was sent through all of my body. I was so scared by the intensity of this sensation that I instinctively wanted to pull my face back, but mom had me in a firm grip, as if she had anticipated my struggle.
I felt the texture of mom's tongue against my lips as she started to softly move it from left to right, before pushing it deeper into my mouth. Following her lead I opened it further, so her tongue could explore the surface of mine. I held my eyes closed firmly, as if this would make the shame of being kissed by my own mother less. Mom's nose now pushed into my cheek as she tilted her head, I. felt her breathing speed up.
So this was how it felt to kiss.... It was so much much... wet. And soft. The shame of it being my mom that was kissing me was burning, but on the other hand I felt something come over me that I had never felt before. A complete, raging lust. I was surprised that a simple kiss could do this, but as mom slowly swirled her tongue around mine, the sensation made my dick nearly explode. I wanted to fuck. I had expected kissing to be all romance and sweetness, but mom had unleashed some wild force in me. And in a way, it felt nice to be so protected, so safe with my mother: she had seen me in all kinds of states, when I was ill, sad, angry, so why could she not see me horny? If there was one woman that would not judge me, that would not laugh at the faces I made when I lost control, it would be mom. Mom would teach me, with more love and patience than I'd ever receive from any other woman.
The safe feeling made me ease a bit as mom tenderly let the tip of her tongue trail the edge of mine, although I did not yet really kiss her back. As mom had commanded, I just let this come over me. I slid into the whirlpool of my lust and let it take me, the currents flowing wilder and wilder whenever mom's tongue touched a sensitive part of my mouth. Her fingers now really grabbed my hair and her head was ever turning slightly, because she tried to find the right angle to kiss me from.
After a while mom broke off our kiss. She left my lips sparking with electricity, and her eyes smiled as she studied my response.
"You liked that, didn't you?" mom asked. "Awh, honey, I could feel you getting all excited about mommy's kiss. That is so sweet." Mom was probably referring to my erection that was pushing hard against her thigh through my boxers. "Are you ready to try something else with me?" mom asked. "I can feel you are really nervous, but it's just me, your mother. I love you, honey, there is no pressure here, okay?"
I nodded, reluctantly, as fear and lust raged inside of me. "Ok, mom." I finally managed to say in a weak voice, as lust won over fear.
"Now I want you to kiss me, just like mommy just did with you. Can you do that for me, baby?"
"What about Dad?" I asked.
"Don't worry, baby. I told him to not come in. He approves, don't forget. Now, do you want to try to kiss mommy like a real big boy?"
Again, I nodded, and I tried to calm down a bit. However strange it was what we were doing here, this was just mom, and I knew she would not judge me if I did something wrong. Insecurely, I now placed my right hand in mom's neck and then moved it upwards, into her curls of blonde hair. It felt nice to touch mom's hair like this, and mom tried to show me that she enjoyed it to by closing her eyes and purring a bit. Her lips were opened slightly, and I focused on them. Due to my performance anxiety, and due to the fact that I was about to kiss my very own mom, I saw everything happening in slow motion. The shape of mom's lips. The texture of her skin in the morning light. The gentle blush on her cheeks.
I leaned over and felt her firm breasts being pushed outwards as I pressed mom closer and closer to me. Her hips moved and pressed her groin towards me. My heart went as fast as if I had just run a marathon. I kept my eyes open as my nose now brushed against mom's, and my lips got so close to hers. I was going to do it, I was going to kiss my mom. First, like mom had done, I just let our lips touch lightly, as if we were posing for a photograph. The smooth texture of mom's lips felt nice against mine. Then I closed my lips for a first kiss, yet without using my tongue. Mom eagerly kissed me back, and our kisses made smacking sounds in the silent room. When I pulled back a bit, mom kept her lips apart, in anticipation of a French kiss. When I finally dared to stick my tongue out, blood was rushing through my body so fast that it almost made me faint. I, very carefully, pushed my lips against mom's and then softly had the tip of my tongue touch the velvety inside of her upper lip.
Gently, I licked my mom's lips. I felt the smooth surface of her teeth as I slid my tongue a little bit deeper. A battle was raging inside of me. On the one hand, I wanted to prove to mom that I was a man, that I could kiss her resolutely, that I knew what I wanted. On the other hand, I was so scared and wanted nothing more than just to be held and cuddled by mom, and to be told that I was a good boy. My tongue went past her teeth and I felt startled to suddenly touch her tongue, her wet, strong tongue. It responded immediately to my touch and its tip circled around mine. Meanwhile my lips were still just very lightly placed on mom's, so that I was sticking out my tongue quite far. Mom broke off our kiss and I was afraid that I had done something wrong.
"You are being such a nice boy." mom said, as if I was a toddler. "But you can kiss me a bit firmer, honey. Press your lips firmly against mommy's, can you do that?"
I swallowed the lump in my throat and nodded. Again I leaned into mom and pressed my lips more firmly against hers. Our chins touched as we kissed passionately. Although I wasn't sure what I was doing, I followed mom's lead. First, she let me explore her mouth, licking me towards the place she liked stroked by my tongue. Then, her tongue entered my mouth again and I responded intuitively to the way it gently twirled and teased me. Without me noticing explicitly, I had gotten really horny, and I heard myself moaning when mom placed her hand in my hair too. Mom's breathing sped up as I grabbed her hair more tightly and pulled mom even closer. My dick had started to ooze precum, so that my boxers had gotten all slippery.
After ten minutes or so of kissing, mom broke our kiss off again. "Good boy." she said. "Come sit up with me." And she moved to the edge of the bed. As she did, I noticed her boobs swaying in her nightgown, as well as an exposed, beautiful upper leg. I got up from under the blankets, insecurely placing my hands in front of the wet bulge in my pants in a failed attempt to cover my excitement.
III. Hand job?
"Look at you." mom said, as she lovingly placed her hand on my lower back. The feeling of her fingertips. An occasional touching of her palm on my skin. So... great. "You are so excited, aren't you, honey? Did kissing mommy make your penis stiff?" She kissed me on my cheek, like a loving mother, which felt slightly degrading. Had she acted like this to Tom? But then again, it did take the edge off for me. If it was just mom, perhaps I shouldn't be that ashamed. We were finding a way to deal with this strange, extreme situation. "There is nothing to be ashamed of. Take your hands away, honey."
Reluctantly, I did, to reveal a huge tent, and multiple stains of precum in my gray underwear.
"Like mommy said, I will help you out, okay? Mommy is going to teach you a thing or to about the birds and the bees." Her voice had gotten so smooth and soothing. As mom noticed that this seemed to ease me, she started to exaggerate her mothering tone. To my shame, this made me even hornier. Mom huddled in closer to me, so that our legs were now touching. I got see deep into her cleavage, to where her boobs parted as she was not wearing a bra. Her tits had a tantalizing complexion, her skin was still taut around these large globes, and I got see how they perked a bit at the side of her nipples. Being so close to mom and being so aroused made tremble with excitement.
"Why don't you start by taking off your underpants?" mom asked as her hand kept lovingly stroking my back. I was to nervous to look mom in the eye now, so that it scared me a bit when she suddenly kissed my cheek after I hesitated for a moment. Her blond hair brushed my neck as she did. "Come on, sweet boy. Don't be shy. Mommy has seen your penis before."
Reluctantly I let my boxer shorts drop to my ankles, as my cock sprang free. It was all red and slimy due to the precum that I had leaked already. It didn't look manly at all, and I felt so exposed under mom's gaze that my heart started beating really fast. "Good boy." mom whispered softly. Her hand started to massage my thighs, closer and closer to my cock. Every time she came in the proximity of my penis, I flinched out of anxiety. This was so intense. I could just not simply give into it, even if I tried. Mom noticed and slowed down her hand's movements, approaching my manhood very, very carefully. But still, I almost folded double out of some nervous muscle spasm the moment mom touched my inner thigh, which made mom giggle softly.
"Oh, honey." she whispered. "Are you so nervous for mommy? Are you nervous to have me touch your penis?"
I nodded.
"Sweetheart, don't be nervous. We will take this real slow, okay? I keep forgetting that you do not have as much experience as Tom has."
That stung. I thought it was a horrible idea that Tom had gone so far with mom, and though it was far from the appropriate emotion at this instance, I felt a bit jealous. Man up, I thought. I can do this.
When mom placed her hand on my knee, and started to have her fingers walk slowly up to my groins, I whimpered again and quickly closed my knees, which made mom's hand lose touch with me. I simply could not avoid these reflexes, as much I wanted to give in.
Perhaps, I thought for a moment, this was my sanity kicking in, preventing me from doing this with mom. But we had already kissed. And I wanted this so badly. I took a deep breath in and out and looked mom in the eye. She stared at me with such loving concern, her eyes slightly squinted to see if I was alright. Her hair was slightly undone due to our wild kissing before, which made her look so cute too. When she saw that I was okay, a smile breached her concerned gaze.
"Honey, perhaps we are going too fast for now." mom said. "Perhaps we can take half a step today, and the other half when you are ready?"
Nooooooo. Was I not going to get what mom had given to Tom? Was I too much of a wimp to deserve mom?



"Why don't you show mommy how you play with yourself?" mom's intonation went up, now that she had decided that she wasn't going to touch me, it was as if I was even more of a little boy. Damn. My cock jumped when she acted like that. I noticed that mom saw this from the corner of her eyes, which encouraged her to continue speaking to me in such a belittling voice.
"Can my little boy please himself for mommy? Can you make a cummie for mommy?" she asked now, in a tone as if she was addressing a toddler. The humiliation. The shame. Was I going to do this? Was I going to let myself be aroused by mom like this? As a matter of fact, I was already doing it. My hand had slipped around my dick and had started to make small jerking movement. Fuck I was horny. I kept my eyes locked on mom's legs, as I still felt ashamed to acknowledge that I lusted after her. But even just seeing those two wide legs clad in the shiny fabric of her nightgown made me really hot. Knowing that they belonged to mom. That this was where dad lay between when he fucked her. Seeing that mom had shaved her legs for us... Seeing these legs against the background of my parents' room... Soon my dick was fully lubricated by my own precum and I was panting heavily. Mom had placed her hand on my back again and moved it up and down along my spine, as if she was encouraging me to come quickly.
She just kept whispering: "Good boy, there you go. You are such a good boy for mommy."
Every time she said 'mommy' I almost exploded. My hand started pumping really quick, knowing that mom was looking at me made me hornier than I had ever been. The feeling of the soft nylon fabric of the blankets against my ass cheeks stimulated me even more - I was fucking sitting on my parents bed, where they mated... I was going to come for mommy, this was really happening... Then, with a girlish whimper, I unleashed my load. Strands of come came blasting out of my piss hole, all over my hands. First a huge load dropped on my arm, and a bit on the blankets. Then another explosion erupted from my cock, sending my semen in the air. It landed with an audible splash on my leg. All the while mom just kept on stroking my back.
When I had come, she rolled me over, so that I could lay with my head in her lap. We stayed like that for a while. Me, so close to mom's warm thighs, completely engulfed in motherly love. And mom holding her naked son, who had just come under her watchful eye. I felt so much love for mom that moment. I felt completely accepted, lying there still stained with my own come. Mom did not seem to bother that a bit of it got on her nightgown. She just hummed as she went with her hands through my hair. This was perfect.
IV. Further Plans
Of course, the moment mom had got up to take a shower and leave with dad for groceries shame hit me like a brick. Or maybe more like a bulldozer crushing my dignity and my self-image. The thought that I had really given into this debauchery did not fit in any way into how I tended to perceive myself. Whereas first I had felt embarrassed over my shyness around mom, I now thought that this perhaps was the last bit of self-respect that I could rescue from under the wheel of this crushing regret. After I heard mom close the door downstairs, I quickly took a shower as to wash the shame away from me. But although it helped not to reek of my own semen anymore, of course the stain on my sexual history remained.
When I sat down at the kitchen table, feeling sorry for myself, I heard Tom stumble down the stairs. I wondered whether he would feel pleased about the fact that mom had drugged, kissed and seduced us. It would be nice to share in the trauma and to discuss with him what the hell had happened. But when Tom opened the door I looked straight into a big smile. My God, he looked like he had had the night of his life!
"Morning, bro!" he said, as he sat down next to me. "Any coffee left?" The empty can clunked as he put it back on the table. "I'll make some new."
My jaw dropped as Tom walked into the kitchen as if this was just another day in our lives. We had committed incest, for Christ's sake!
"Tom..." I began. "The hell, bro? Do you not feel dirty for what happened yesterday with mom and all?"
Tom didn't even turn around. "No, man. I mean... Mom clearly was into it, right? And damn a handjob felt great. I hope she will do this more often as long as quarantine lasts."
What an absolute lack of shame...
Tom turned around. "Did you get to... You know...?" And he made an 'o' out of his index finger and thumb, and made jerking gestures in the air. I did not respond to this. It simply was too awful...
After that, we didn't really talk about it anymore. Tom, with his happy-go-lucky attitude wasn't suffering from pangs of consciousness, and I was, to be fair, also kind of glad that Tom made it feel so much lighter. If he didn't care, if mom didn't care, if dad didn't care, well, then all I had to do was not to care - and this secret would never leak or hurt anybody.
Seeing mom come back home was definitely more awkward, but nothing in her behavior betrayed what had happened yesterday evening. Dad, likewise, retained his cool, although I was certain that mom and he must have spoken about it. Mom made an effort out of preparing an amazing lunch. I watched in silence from the couch as her hands gracefully unpacked the groceries from the shopping bag. She whistled a tune, and I observed her pouted lips, the lips that I had kissed only the night before. Worlds collided. My everyday world did not fit in with the strange world I had been in yesterday... How were we to behave towards mom? How could I see Tom and her in one room, knowing what she had done to him?
But old habits die hard and when the four of us were having lunch (couscous with feta and vegetables), it was perhaps even easier to imagine that nothing had happened, than to rhyme this familial sight with the strangeness of yesterday. Tom switched from absentmindedly eating huge quantities of couscous, to checking his phone for new messages. I tried to get conversation going with mom and dad, with dad absentmindedly reading the news paper. Which meant that, as tradition has it in our family, mom and I got to do most of the talking. Which went pretty good for how awkward I was feeling. Until she asked me how I had enjoyed my birthday, and unmistakably winked to me when she did. I muttered something while blushing and quickly started to clean the table.
All in all, it was bearable, but I knew that I would sink deeper when dad announced that he was going to a friend to watch a match on television and probably spend the night there too. The way dad spoke to us about his plans for the evening made it sound as if he was a bad actor performing an awful play. As if he read words from paper. He shuffled awkwardly from one foot on the other, just as he had done the night before. It was clear that he was just making up an excuse to leave us alone with mom, and her joyful eyes looking at dad as he told us made me realize that more of what we received yesterday was to follow.
When night came, Tom and I just went to our separate rooms, as mom had not hinted at all that she wanted us in her room again. I had been very careful not to drink anything prepared by mom, out of our sight, although Tom had seemed less careful and just gulped down whatever mom purposely put in front of him. But neither he nor I were drugged tonight, which was something that I wouldn't ever think to be actively grateful for. However, at eleven o'clock, my cell phone buzzed on the table in my dark room, its blue light luminously illuminating the posters on my walls. It was a message of mom, saying: "Plz come to me."
Of course, at first I had resisted the temptation. Some reason was still left in my. I had put the phone away in one of my drawers, and I tried to focus on how it made me cringe when mom tried to use abbreviations in her text messages as if she was a fifteen year old girl. But whereas my head was still confused about what I thought of last night, my cock was soon throbbing and it formed a bulge under my blankets. No matter how hard I tried to stare at the poster of The Offspring that hung above my bed, I could not get my lust to go away. What would mom be wearing? I turned on my side, trying to meditate and count my breaths, but my breathing was already faster under my excitement.
Before I knew it I was walking towards my parents' bedroom, only to see Tom sneak in before me. When I entered too, I realized that mom had again put a lot of effort into creating a gentle atmosphere. Candles were lit, but the new age music was exchanged for some soft jazz that I did not know. A saxophone gently wailed as mom greeted us in a soft voice. Over Tom's bare shoulder (he was not wearing any shirt) I could see mom sitting on the edge of her bed, beckoning us to come closer by petting the free spots to her sides. Confidently, Tom strode towards her, sat down and immediately placed an arm around mom's shoulders. All he wore were his boxer shorts, so that his muscled body was exposed to mom, who seemed to take it in in delight. I, meanwhile, was wearing an old band shirt and the pajama trousers that mom had bought for me when I had turned fourteen. I did not feel really sexy at all, and I realized that I should have been better prepared if we were to do this.
Mom, on the other hand, was dressed in a red satin night gown, that had a cute ribbon right between her breasts. Her boobs hung in a lace part of the gown, where a flowery pattern hid her aureola's from sight, yet even more cleavage was visible than yesterday. Mom had split her legs apart slightly, so that the fabric of the gown fell between her strong legs, which seemed to be the only thing between us and her pussy. Again, she had put her hair up, and she wore red lip stick that matched her gown. The room smelled of her perfume, which always reminded me of fresh apples. Her naked feet were placed on the carpet, and I could see that she had put on red nail polish too. Mom had thought of everything.
I almost felt offended at how quick Tom had sat down next to her. Maintain some decency, man! We should have approached mom as if her body was a holy shrine, which sure was how I felt about her. Nervous tinglings filled my stomach, as I walked closer to her too, to sit down next to her. My upper leg touched hers, and I really hoped that this time I could do more than simply masturbate myself. I wanted to make mom proud of me, to prove that I was more than clueless wimp.
When I did sit down next to her, the evening started like last time. Mom raised her soft hands to massage the back of her heads. "Close your eyes for a second, boys." she commanded. "Relax. We will do nothing that you do not want, okay? But today we will practice some more. I have some nice ideas for both of you." I heard Tom moan softly, probably in anticipation of a continuation of the feeling that he had yesterday when mom had jerked him off. I thought it was shameless, but I did not dare to speak up.
"Tom." mom continued after a while, when we were all getting relaxed due to her massage and the soft music playing. "I want you to feel my leg. Place you hand on my knee and slowly move upwards. Not too far, though. You will get to feel mommy's pussy another time, okay?" She dropped her head on his shoulder, as if she was his girlfriend. I heard that she gave soft kisses to him as Tom nodded, and started to move his arm. I saw how Tom lifted mom's red gown a bit, to expose her knee. Then he placed his broad hand on her, and started to move it. It disappeared under the satin fabric, but a bulge appeared where it continued its journey upwards, slowly, upwards. Tom was now feeling mom's inner thighs, and I could only imagine what a joy it must be to feel her soft flesh there.
Meanwhile, mom had not stopped caressing my head, and she dropped her hand to trail along my spine, over the shirt I was wearing. She softly purred as Tom moved his hand back towards her knee, and back up again. "How does that feel, Tom?" mom wanted to know. "Do you like how I feel there?"
Tom swallowed audibly. Mom was between us, so I could not see his facial expression, but I could guess what it looked like... A mix between excitement and nerves, just as he had when we went bungee jumping with our family one time. When Tom grew so excited, his upper lip would twitch, as if he could not hold all his energy inside of him and just wanted to scream. Mom kissed his neck, up and up, to his jaw and his face. While her hand rested just above my buttocks, I waited as Tom and mom made soft, soggy sounds with their mouths exploring each other.
This was a moment in which I came to myself a bit. What were we doing? Why had I gone here again without further protest? Mom was giving herself fully to kissing Tom, who had placed his free hand on the back of her head, drawing her closer to him. This undid several strands of hair from mom's knot, which fell disorganized over her shoulders. Her gown, like the one she had worn yesterday, left her shoulders exposed again. Her beautiful skin looked invitingly, with its attractive, cute freckles. My doubt started to melt. I wanted to touch mom. I placed my hand on her back, which felt really warm and cozy, and I started to massage her with my fingertips. I could feel her muscles under her skin flexing and relaxing as she moved towards and from Tom in their passionate kiss.
When Tom moved his hand too far up mom's leg, pushing almost as far up as to expose mom's panties, she stopped kissing him. "Not too fast, honey." she said, after she had swallowed, I could hear that she needed to catch her breath, as the kissing had got her excited. "Remember, mommy's pussy is for another time." Tom just nodded, but again I could imagine the look on his face. Disappointment, mixed with excitement and hope. Still his twitching upperlip, as he hoped to unleash all the energy building up inside of him. Mom brushed the gown back down again.
"Can I touch your knee?" I asked in a small voice, hoping I had deserved something special, because I had been massaging her back. Mom laughed a bit, when she turned towards me. Her blue eyes scanned my face, as if to see if I was in earnest.
"Oh, honey. Not yet. Let us take the first step before we move on, okay?" I felt an idiot for even asking her. It was humiliating to try this in front of Tom, who did not even know up until now that I hadn't had a hand job yet. Luckily, he was not the kind of brother who would tease me with this
"You didn't give him a hand job?" Tom asked in disbelief. "Why not?"
"Why don't you tell your brother?" Mom asked me, as she placed a hand on my arm and rubbed me as a gesture to comfort me. I noticed now that she had also put red polish on her fingers.
"Tom, it is kind of embarrassing, but it was too intense for me yesterday. I guess... I need to do this in steps." I felt really horrible. Against my intentions, I looked at mom for approval. Had I done this well, mommy? As if she guessed my thoughts, mom smiled full of love to me and squinted her eyes as to say that I had done well.
I was half expecting Tom to burst out in laughter. But he remained silent for a bit, before he suggested: "Mom, I think you should try to give him a hand job first. Before we go on with anything else. I'd hate it to have you all for me and not sharing how great of a feeling that is..."
Mom kept staring at me intensely, which made me really shy. Her eyes flashed up and down, as if to capture all the tiniest of my facial expressions, probing whether I would like this or not.
"Do you want mommy to try again, honey?" She asked me. "There is nothing wrong if it is still too hard for you, okay?"
I was thankful for Tom's suggestion, in a strange way. I had felt excluded by their kissing, if I was completely honest. And I appreciated Tom's effort to get me involved again. Although... A day ago this would have been an utterly crazy thing to say about sexual interactions with our mother... But still, I said yes, and mom nodded in delight.
"Okay, we will try again. Very slowly, okay. Let me take care of you."
As her gaze lowered towards my groins, I could see in her eyes that she remembered that yesterday it had helped to talk very motherly to me. She had not done this to Tom, and she clearly needed to switch roles in her head.
"I will first take off your trousers..." Her intonation went down at the end of the sentence, as if she was speaking to a five year old. Again, to my shame, I felt blood rush to my cock, which got hard in matter of seconds. Mom must have seen it rising and forming a bulge in my pants.
Mom's hands moved to the elastic of my pajama trousers. She wrapped her fingers under it and tugged. I moved my ass up in response, so she could pull it down further.
"Oh, look at this. I still remember I bought these pajamas for you, big boy. You look like such a tough little man in them."
She pulled them down further, I felt their soft fabric brush past the hairs on my legs. Mom helped me all the way, even pulling them over my socks and my feet. Then, she pulled off my socks, one by one, as she bent over to reach that far. I felt her left boob press against my leg, soft, yet firm. It bulged outward a bit, so that I caught sight of its side that was pushed out of her gown.
"So, there we are." Mom said, her intonation rising again, as if I had been a good boy.
When I looked at Tom, I could see that he looked puzzled at me. Why was mom behaving as if I was an idiot? Or a small child? I quickly looked away, as I felt judged by his gaze. He would not be wrong for doing so, but I couldn't stand it at this moment.
"Okay." Mom said. "There we go sweetheart, just try to relax."
She placed her warm hand on my knee, her fingers extending to its side and gently squeezing me to calm me down. Then I felt how the palm of her hand move up, against the direction in which my hairs grew on my legs, which tickled a lot. About halfway up my upper leg, I couldn't help it anymore. My legs shut themselves against, as if to protect my groins from the hand that I wanted to touch my penis most.
"i believe it is still a bit too much..." Mom said in a reassuring tone, while she looked at me full of love and concern. "Honey, we will just take it slow, okay? Perhaps we can try once more after I have taught Tom something new?"
When she saw the sadness and shame in my eyes, she brushed gently through my hair with the hand that had just been placed on my knee.
"O, don't be sad, honey. Mommy will teach you. Mommy will not give up. Why don't you play with yourself, as you watch how I teach Tom something new?"
No way I was going to do that! To bear the shame that I was too tense to let mom touch me was too much. Especially if that meant looking at how my brother was being pleased by mom, looking at how much more of a man he was than me.
"Tom, wouldn't mind, would you, Tom?" Mom's tone changed immediately as she addressed him. It was clear that she treated him much more as an equal.
"I don't care, bro." Tom replied. I could tell by his tone that he really meant to cheer me up. But I am not sure whether he realized how horrible I felt about myself at that moment and how little of a comfort it would be to see him and mom together.
"Can I at least have a kiss?" I asked mom. Immediately I felt super guilty. Was I playing her game so easily? Did I give into my lust for her just like this? Was I already begging for everything I could get?
Mom just placed a finger on my lips, which already felt immensely sensual in the state I was in. "Later, honey. I will give you a lot of kisses. I will kiss you all over your pretty face, darling. But first, I want to teach Tom something new, okay. Will you watch us, sweetheart?"



Her finger moved across my face, behind my ear, through my hair, and I already felt more relaxed as mom continued the massage that she had started with earlier.
"Just watch honey. And play with yourself if you'd like that, okay?"
V. Mom Blows Tom
Without further ado, she turned towards Tom again.
"To get in the right mood again, we should kiss some more, Tom. Will you kiss me like you did just now?"
Mom turned her back to me and Tom silently kissed her, his hands were all over her back this time. I felt really offended by their exclusion of me at this stage, but I kept telling myself that mom might take special care of me once she was done with Tom. He had not yet spent the night with her, for example, whereas I woke up next to mom! Then again, I felt miserable for thinking in this way. Only losers try to reassure themselves with their false victories. And what for a victory would it even be to have done the most deviant thing with one's mother?
I heard mom and Tom both moaning, their faces were turning again and again, as their mouths sucked onto each other. This was no gentle kissing, this was pure lust. When their mouths released one another again, I heard mom gasp for air a bit. And Tom just grunted softly.
"Ok, let's do this baby." mom said encouragingly. "Let's explore the next step. Why don't you stand up and turn around."
Tom did as he was asked, and I felt the mattress wiggle as his weight left it. Mom moved towards him, away from me, and positioned him between her legs. His boxer shorts were now right in front of her eyes. Even from where I sat, with nothing but the candle light, I could see that Tom had a huge bulge in his black boxers, that was protruding towards mom. It almost seemed to want to break free from the fabric, eagerly pushing against it.
All I heard now was the soft jazz playing in the background, while I watched how mom looked up at my brother and lifted her hands to caress his powerful abdomen. Both her hands trailed up and down, up and down, right up to about his chest and down again to just above his boxer shorts. Tom started to breath heavily, I could hear him take deep breaths in and then slowly releasing the oxygen he inhaled. He was staring so intensely into mom's eyes, that it almost scared me. Yet, when I looked at mom, I could discern a similar look of concentration upwards to her son.
From here I couldn't really see it, but I imagined that Tom had a great view on mom's breasts like this. Every time she raised her hands, he must have been able to see her boobs jostle together, to move apart again when her arms went down. Was she wearing her necklace again? If so, then it would be smothered between her tits every time she moved her arms up. What would it feel like for him, to have our mother's face so close to raging erection? Just thinking about that made my dick extremely hard. No, I was not going to play with myself, like mom had said... I would not jerk off over this sight...
Then, mom's hands hooked on the elastic of Tom's boxers. She slowly started to pull them down, as Tom put his hands in his back, to push his hips forwards, further towards her.
"Calvin Klein." mom laughed as she read the name on the elastic. "I like that."
When she pulled the underwear down further, I could tell that even Tom was getting slightly nervous. His stomach went up and down faster when his boxers were down so far that I could see the base of his cock emerging from his pelvis. Mom had trouble getting it off further, because his cock was pressing forward too hard. She laughed awkwardly as she tried to tug the elastic towards her, to allow Tom's dick to spring free. When it finally did, a large, firm dick escaped from Tom's underwear, which vibrated and wiggled until it finally stood still, pointing right between mom's eyes. As mom bent forwards to take off his boxer shorts completely, she was only several inches removed from its tip.
It was really strange to see my brother standing in front of mom like this. It made everything so much more real. Yesterday, I had only caught glimpses of what mom had done to him. Now, I could see fully how my brother lusted after our mother. I had not seen his dick in a long time, too. It was strong and veiny with a spongy, red tip, that was dripping with precum. From here I could see the wrinkles of his foreskin, which looked shiny because they too had already been coated with the juices emerging from his piss hole.
The jazz track had stopped by the time mom had sat up straight again. She rearranged the top of her gown, to make sure that her boobs would not bulge out, and then she looked up at Tom.
"Tom, we are going to see how long you can last. So you do not have to come quickly, okay? Try to hold it back as long as you can. But if you do come quickly, that doesn't matter at all, okay. We can practice this as many times as you like."
Tom nodded. Although mom hadn't made it explicit what was about to follow, I guess everybody could have told by now. Yet, I was not prepared for what happened and what it looked like.
Mom bent over forwards, to reach the tip of Tom's cock with her lips. The strands of her hair that had sprung free earlier, now slid over her shoulders and dangled in front of her. She used both hands to brush them aside, meanwhile looking up at Tom with wide, questioning eyes. Her red lips touted into a kiss and when they touched Tom's penis, I heard him gasp. At first, mom held her lips pursed together, and just gave small kisses to the end of Tom's cock that was so forcefully pointing towards her. Then she stopped to moisten her lips. I heard the soft, wet sound her lips made as they parted, so silent had it become in the room.
Mom now moved her hands to Tom's hips to hold on to. Her mouth opened wider and she stuck out her tongue, which she formed into a shaft around the under side of Tom's throbbing dick. When she had taken an inch of it into her mouth, she closed her lips and her eyes simultaneously and just kept like that for a moment. I could see her red finger nails press into Tom's skin, as well as her red lips pursed around his dick.
There was my own mother sucking my brother off. The mismatch in my head made it almost seem like a scene from a dream. This was mom, who had made a nice breakfast this morning and served to us in her normal, sporty clothes. Now she was sucking my very own brother, her son, off in front of me in a slutty night gown. On the night stand behind mom still stood a picture of her and dad together, smiling happily in the direction of the cock that disappeared in her mouth. My eyes followed the shaft of Tom's dick which protruded so far in mom's mouth now that its tip should be up to the middle of her tongue. In Tom's eyes I could read completely ecstasy, as they almost bulged outward under the intense sensation that he now felt.
Then, mom started to move her head back and forth, with her mouth slightly opened but her tongue pressed firmly against Tom's manhood. First she just moved her neck, but as she built up her tempo, mom's upper body started to sway back and forth too. Gagging noises appeared from her open mouth, which almost gave a hollow sound to them. I heard that mom tried to swallow, but Tom's big dick wouldn't let her. All the while, mom's eyes were averted straight to Tom, who also did not as much as blink, looking into his mothers eyes.
When mom lowered one hand to cup Tom's balls while she sucked him off, it was too much for me. I had pulled my boxer shorts up again, and I felt my hand creep into my boxer shorts and shutting tight around my cock. I started to pump hard straight away. Already my dick was gushing juices, so that my hand felt almost no resistance at all when it slithered over my pulsating shaft. I got so horny as I saw that mom gently massaged Tom's balls with her left hand. It looked as if she was gently squeezing an avocado to test its ripeness. But the realization that she was only preparing him to squirt his sperm down her throat made me almost go dizzy with horniness. Would she let him? Would she let him come in her mouth?
Mom's other hand now moved towards Tom's cock, and she placed it right in front of her mouth, so that it would follow her movements and jerk him off while she kept sucking. Everything of mom was involved in this blowjob. I could see her arms wiggle, her hair became ever more undone, and a line of drool leaked from the corner of her mouth. Still, her pretty eyes remained controlled and never for one moment left their entanglement with Tom's. With a popping sound she suddenly released his cock from he lips as she leaned back for moment.
"If you manage to not come for the next minute, I have another surprise for you." mom said panting, and without waiting for an answer, she dove right back towards his cock to smother it with her mouth. Sloppy wet sounds followed due to the suction of her sucking it in as hard as she could. Mom's cheeks hollowed under the pressure, and I could see the contours of Tom's dick through them. As she sucked him off again, she sped up to an incredible tempo. Tom had to lean into her to not lose his balance.
Her hand kept jerking him off, while her red lips streaked his cock with lip stick. I could see that her hand on his balls trailed further between Tom's legs. Mom extended a finger. She wouldn't....? She did. It disappeared between my brother's buttock, where she was now massaging Tom's rectum. Tom gasped for air she did and whimpered. I could see that he had to bite his lip not to shoot his load this moment.
I myself was getting pretty close to. Even when I closed my eyes, there were still the wet sounds coming from mom's mouth. The sucking noises, the occasional gagging when she took Tom too far. But also the creaking of the bed under mom's motion, which I also felt from where I was sitting. There was no escaping. I let my dick go for a moment, because I did not yet want to come. I should at least hold until Tom had come.
Suddenly, mom stopped her motions, and very slowly let Tom's dick slide out her mouth. It remained fully erect, waiting in position just in front of her lips. In the candle light I could see what a mess mom made of his cock. Her lip stick was all over it. On her own lips, Tom's precum glistened. A strand of cum stuck from the tip of his cock to her chin. Mom carefully wiped it off with her hand.
VI. Mom Lets Tom Use Her Mouth
"Very good, Tom." Mom said, as she was catching her breath. For moment she glanced in my direction, then back to Tom. "I will reward you with something for holding so long. That is really impressive. You are going to make some girls very happy in the future."
"What is my reward, mom?" Tom asked eagerly, his upper lip twitching.
"You may fuck my mouth on your own tempo." Mom said. "I will hold still. You can grab my hair and do this your way, okay? You can be a bit rough with me. I can have it."
Tom did not respond, perhaps because he was struck with silence out of awe for what was offered to him.
"And, honey," mom continued. "You can choose where you want to come, okay? You can come in my mouth or on my face. I know you boys like to watch stuff like that. I don't mind."
"Okay, mom." Tom whispered, as if he couldn't believe what was going to happen.
Mom once more tried to tidy her hair a bit by brushing the locks that had sprung free behind her ears. One of the elastics of her gown, which had slipped off from her shoulder was pushed up again. Then she was ready to go. First, she opened her eager eyes towards Tom again. Then, she opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out. Like a complete slut my own mother was waiting for her son to fuck her face. And my brother was not hesitating to do so.
My God, I was so jealous. Why was mom giving Tom so much more than I had had? Why hadn't I puckered up and why could I not have her touch me?
Tom put his hands on mom's shoulders as he approached her, with his swollen dick wiggling in front of him. He swayed with his hips to position it in front of mom's mouth, and then pressed his hips forwards to slide the tip of his cock over mom's protruded tongue. Gently he rubbed it over its surface in small circles by moving his hips a bit. Mom flicked her tongue around its tip, which appeared to really get Tom going. After she had done that twice, he couldn't hold himself and pushed his cock in.
It was as if he was trying out how deep he could go with his dick in our mother's mouth. Slowly his entire tool was disappearing into mom's mouth, as she kept her tongue sticking out as well as she could. It was already half-way in when mom moaned softly. This urged Tom to push ever further. I watched in complete wonder how my brother moved it in more and more, until finally his balls rested against my mother's chin. Tears appeared in her eyes, but she did not protest. When he finally retracted his dick, mom coughed but soon recovered. Tom held his dick in front of her again, giving her time to swallow. Mom laughed as she got ready for a next turn. "That's it, honey."
Meanwhile, I had started to pull myself off quickly. My breath sped up as I pumped my cock inside of my underwear. I did not care anymore about when I would come, I just wanted to watch this and spurt my cum all over myself. While Tom prepared a second entry into mom's mouth, the only sound in the room was the rustle of my fist pumping in my underwear. I saw how mom looked approvingly in my direction from the corner of her eyes.
Audibly, Tom breathed out, as he plunged his dick again into mom's mouth. But this time he started to rock his hips faster immediately. A wet flapping sound filled the room, which was caused by Tom's cock moving over mom's tongue. He now really started to lose control, I could tell. He looked up and in his eyes was a look as if he was completely out of himself. While he grunted like a wild animal, his dick started to slide faster and faster between mom's red lips. Even though Tom did not look at her anymore, mom kept gazing up at him, eagerly, begging for his cum.
When he moved even faster, Tom had to release her shoulders and grab her hair. He wrapped a fistful of her blonde strands close to her skull and used it to get a firmer grip on mom's head.
"Careful!" I said, happy that despite my horniness, I was still able to think about what was good for mom.
But at moment when Tom's cock left her mouth, mom managed to utter: "It's okay."
His cock moved back in, and when it moved out again, she continued: "I like it...."
Gagging sound...
"...when it is a bit rough."
Holy shit, I thought, while I felt an orgasm approaching very closely. I could not hold this much longer.
The harder Tom fucked our mother's face, the wilder she started to look. Her hair was completely undone due to Tom's tugging. The tears in her eyes due to the girth of Tom's dick had made her mascara run a bit. And her lipstick was mixed with drool and precum. Still, mom looked amazing and fully in control, because her eyes kept staring up, straight, without ever looking away, at her oldest son, who was using her mouth to please himself.
Tom let his dick slide out of mom's mouth for moment, and she released it with a plop. While he held onto her hair tightly, he turned his hips to trail his juicy manhood over mom's cheeks. A trail of Tom's precum and mom's drool followed the tip of its penis, as it smeared her face with their fluids. Mom panted loudly and moaned and swallowed audibly. She laughed after Tom had coated one of her cheeks. He then turned to the other, which I could not properly see from where I sat, and where his red, swollen penis must have spread another wet layer. All the while mom held her mouth open in anticipation of Tom to enter her again, while her face looked like a complete, sexy mess.
I could not hold it anymore. I started shaking as cum shot out of my dick. Mommy, I thought, I want to fuck you too. Cum immediately got everywhere. On my hands, in my boxer shorts, on my belly. It was one big, wet, warm mess between my legs. Soon it all became very sticky, and I wiped my hand clean on the velvety duvet, as I kept staring at Tom and Mom.
When Tom thrust his cock back into mom's mouth, he, too, did not seem to be able to hold it much longer. He was moaning loudly every time his cock was rammed forward into our mother's throat. His hands had now slid to the back of her head, to hold her tightly as he fucked her mouth as hard as he could. Mom started to moan in a higher and higher pitch now she felt her son's orgasm approaching. Her whole body shook under the force of Tom's thrusts. Despite that she shook so much, her finger found its way between Tom's buttocks again, and as she pressed into his anus, I could see that Tom did no longer manage to hold his cum back.
In my parents' bedroom, where as little boys we had slept so often between my mom and dad, in this bedroom, where a poster hung on the wall of a happy holiday and the four of us together, in this very bedroom, my brother was going to spurt his load down my mom's throat. I observed it as a stranger, feeling so different now I had come. I noticed how mom's free hand clasped the blankets, how she leaned backwards a bit in anticipation of the force by which Tom would come inside of her mouth. I placed my hand lovingly on hers, as to support her. Mom was too far gone in this moment to even notice it. Tom's balls bounced against her chin every time he was inside of her as far as he could. Faster. Faster still.
"I am coming, mom." Tom grunted, and then I saw how a spasm went through his abdomen, how he nearly folded double under the pressure of his release. "I am filling you up." Mom held her head still and let him have his way. Tom shook and shivered as all his cum was deposited in the sweet mouth of his own mother. It lasted more than ten seconds, every time I thought he was done, Tom shook again and again. Tom must have come with a lot of force. Cum started to drip from the corners of my mom's mouth, along Tom's dick, over her chin. One drop landed on her cleavage. When Tom was finally done, he pulled his shrinking cock from mom's mouth, where it left a trail cum on her tongue. Mom gasped for air, as she had held her breath while Tom was coming in her. Then she swallowed, and swallowed again. It was done.
As to prove that it was all gone she stuck out her tongue to Tom. It was fully clean. She had really downed it all. He looked at it and smiled, but then had to sit down on the edge of the bed as his knees seemed to go weak.
"Mom, that was the best feeling I have ever had." he said.
"You lasted so..." Mom had to clear her throat to continue speaking. "You lasted so long, baby!" She said proudly. "You are becoming such a man!" Lovingly, I watched how she petted his back. Before long, the two were again locked into each other in a lengthy, smacking kiss.
After a while, mom got up. "I am going to take a shower." She looked over her shoulder to Tom, who followed her every move intensely. "Will you come with me, honey?" She asked him.
Before I could protest, she turned to me. "After we are all clean, mommy's is going to come back and help her baby boy. It looks like he had a little accident and needs some new undies, isn't that right, big boy?"
As mom and my naked brother walked out of the room, hand in hand, I lay on the bed in shame, as my dick began stiffen again in its sticky pool of cum from its previous eruption.
Yet, I was dying for mom to come back....
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"And we are in great peril..." The man said, nervously.
"Why... do you think so?" the woman asked, having trouble connecting all the dots, yet feeling like they moved in a meaningful pattern in front of her eyes that just escaped her comprehension.
"I think that... I am not sure, but..."
"Yeah?"
"Okay, bear with me. I think that we might be characters ourselves. We always thought that we were creating these stories, but what if we are being created too?" The man looked around nervously. "Then everything we say and do would have been thought out in advance by another creator."
The woman giggled a dry giggle, rattling as a machine gun.
"No way, you paranoid freak. I can for example do this at will..." The woman raised her arm.
The man remained unconvinced. "Yeah, that proves exactly nothing. Could you not have raised your arm? The sensation of free will is something different from freedom altogether."
The woman sulked.
The man continued. "What gave it away for me was that in the previous episode, I suddenly had a tooth pick on me that, like a Chekov's gun, came to save us in the end. Why was this pick described of all things that surround us, and never, for example, even what kind of clothes we wear?"
The woman blushed. Indeed, it was impossible for her to imagine what she looked like. No details had been disclosed thus far. Never before had she dwelt on how limited her access had been to the world.
"So, if everything that is told about us is only revealed due to its role in a plot, perhaps we ourselves only exist as characters in a book, is that what you are saying?"
The man nodded. "Yes, haha, I guess. I know it sounds crazy, but in another way it is precisely what we thought we were doing to our characters. Except that... If my hypothesis is true, then we were made to create all the worlds we have created..."
This dazzled the woman. "If you are right, then I hope that our story adds up to something beautiful, a great novel or book. Who would have thought? You and me in a work of literature? I just hope we do not end up on some sleazy website."
Reassuringly, the man placed his hand on her shoulder. "No way. We are of a literary quality higher than what your regular internet creeper is looking for."
With a concerned look in his eye, he glanced at the book that they had thrown into the corner. "However... What we should do is make sure that that horrible cook does not come crawling out of there. If he is a character like we are, his power will equal ours."
"How can we make sure he doesn't reappear?"
"We should tell a story so detached from his world, that there is no way that he can make his appearance in it. Luckily, I still had a great idea for a sci-fi story that I can finally unleash now." He sat down, pulled a new piece of paper from a drawer, as well as a pen.
The woman was still puzzled. "Wait... One last question... If your hypothesis is true, and we are nothing but characters, then we do not have any freedom in deciding what we are going to write, right?"
"You are overthinking it."
She knew she wasn't. But she did not want to make a large point of it now. She felt like their little prelude had taken up enough time already.
"Okay, sci-fi. Why the hell not. Just one condition." She sat down next to him and placed her hand on his arm. "No incest. I still deserve my romance."
This, the man could understand. Their previous story went off the rails completely. "Okay. A sort of romance. Guy gets the chance to date the girl he never imagined he would get to see naked. Deal?"
"Deal."
"And you know..." the man began, before he started writing. "So far, I do not see any details around us, like that bloody tooth pick, that will turn out to be plot devices. Which, I guess, is a good sign. No hidden tricks up the author's sleeve."
"Let's go."

Interview with Davey Stonefield. 2030.
Interviewer: "Thank you for making time, Davey. I guess, we should start at the beginning. How did you encounter virtual reality porn?"
Davey: "It is hard to imagine now, but there was a time when people were not used to virtual reality at all. Not in theaters, not in gaming, not even in porn. I mean, you had those über-nerd goggles that you could put on to watch a prerecorded video of a porn star 'as if you were there yourself', which meant that you could look around while a recorded video played. It is hard to believe that they actually even dared to call this stuff VR, but it was considered high tech back then. You did not have the slightest possibility of changing the story line, let alone the looks of the actress. I know. It's crazy what kind of limitations we had to deal with back then.
I actually lived through the transition from that goggle-stuff to the omnipresent VR we have now, starting about ten years ago, and this transition took place when I was at the age that watching porn was my main past time activity, as it was of my friends. I was eight teen, I was in the last year of high school, I did not have many dates, and I had a lot of free time. I was a regular kid in all respects, and I could never have guessed that these new technologies would mess with us so much. Or well, 'mess' sounds so negative, I mean, our standards have just shifted so far so recently.
For example, it was illegal to take nude pictures of girls without their consent. People literally got sent to jail for taking sneak peeks in the showers and stuff like that, I heard. Can you imagine? Being thrown into jail for an innocent photo for f's sake. Three quarters of men and women should be incarcerated now if that law did still apply! And the most hilarious thing was a genre of porn called 'revenge porn' in which scornful exes would share video's of their previously beloved partners on websites. Man, that was considered the worst. How innocent! We were just so squeamish about our privacy back then, but come to think that we prided ourselves of having left the prudish Victorian age in which even the bare skin of an ankle was considered obscene. Little did we know that we were still in the sexual Middle Ages."
Interviewer: "Was the transition to VR abrupt?"
Davey: "VR hit us like a comet, alright. Almost overnight. I guess it is different for you, as you have grown up with these technologies taking over one another every other day. But for us, for me, it took some time getting used to."
Interviewer: *smirks*
Davey: "Yeah, yeah, I am old. Twenty eight already. But you are only seven years younger, smart ass, so don't judge me so easily. In seven years you'll be telling the same kind of stories to a young journalist who doesn't understand how you could not have always lived in a world where people are made of aluminum or something, or whatever they'll contrive of in the near future. Don't judge. You want my crazy story, I'll give you my crazy story. What were you writing for, again?"
Interviewer: "Virtual Reality Inside."
Davey: "Ah, yes, I remember. You are after my stories from the archaic times in which VR was still new, before everything became so perfect and smooth and boring. And you want my input for new stories and scenario's, because everything has gotten a bit too aerodynamic out there, a little bit too clean and flawless, right?"
Interviewer: "Your... case has drawn attention recently. We would like to know why."
Davey: "I know why you came to me. You know my VR history, which I wish I could erase and which has been haunting me. I am aware of my stains. My mistakes. There seems to be one last taboo still. But at least my mistakes might lead to something yet, if you are willing to pay me what they promised me you would pay me."
Interviewer: "We are sure there's money in your story. People are tired of the same soulless scenario's. I myself felt... strangely excited by hearing about your story. It is one of the few things we haven't yet seen in the recently published scenario's."
Davey: "Well, maybe if finally more persons walk my path, I can stop being a pariah."
Interviewer: "Certainly. How did it begin?"
Davey: "Okay, so let me start by the beginning. My first experience with VR was when they had invented this thing they called the Fantasy Device. I was over at my friend Charlie's place, who was nineteen, a full year older than I was at the time. He had to repeat class, so he was, just like me, in the last year of high school. We had been hanging out over the last years and grown fond of one another. I mean, we were young, and bored, and - ah, yes, I told you already. Okay, we were jerking off a lot, passing time, thinking about the girls in our class and watching porn. But now, Charlie was excited, alright, he had found something entirely new.
The Fantasy Device - awful name, by the way - blew my mind back then. After Charlie had raved about it for hours, calling it 'the epiphany he had been waiting for', even comparing it to the agricultural revolution, he finally gave me a try with it. I was skeptical. Could a device really project your fantasy to you as if you were really there? Would this device save me from half distracted fantasies of Patricia and Betty and whoever, fantasies that were always suddenly invaded by thoughts about exams and stupid everyday stuff? Would this device provide me with my dirtiest fantasies as if they were real?
It did. And it was amazing. O, I remember so well the first time I used that Fantasy Device. They were a kind of glasses, that sent signals strong enough to influence your brain waves. Real old school. So I had to create an account, I had to log in, which I did impatiently. Charlie had given me an hour or so alone in his room, and I just wanted to swoosh off into my very first VR fantasy.
I couldn't believe my eyes. Even though I was in Charlie's room, I knew I was, I opened my eyes and there I was in my own room. Marvel posters and everything. Even that pile of socks that I was too lazy to bring to the laundry. The whole lot. I could look around, I could touch my skin, it all felt so real. So real. Only when I looked longer at the posters above my bed did I see some pixels vibrating in front of Captain America's face, a small hint that this was just a simulation.
But the real thrill, obviously, was when Patricia came into my room. I gasped when I saw her, in her short striped skirt, her long legs protruding underneath. I mean, I knew this was only a simulation of the Fantasy Device, that stimulated my brain and memory to create an image of her, but still I blushed as I always did when she looked at me. Her eyes were determined, as I always imagined them to look at me when I lay in my bed jerking off at the thought of her.
She closed my door behind her and giggled as she stepped in my direction. I had only as much as exchanged three words with Patricia in real life, and here she was, kneeling in front of me, in my own VR bedroom. Sweet Patricia, only eight teen for several weeks, with her pig tails and her freckled sweet face, and her shiny lip gloss that I always saw her apply in class when she lost attention to what our math teacher was saying. Closer she came, closer than we'd ever been. I hardly dared to breathe when she started to play with my zipper, as matter-of-factly as if she was zipping open her pencil case. As I had inserted the thoughts that rendered this fantasy, I knew what would follow, and I was all too happy to let it happen to me.
You sure you can handle the details? Yeah? I keep forgetting that your generation has seen so much more of life already, virtual as it may be. I mean, I might have been grossed out by someone else's sex stories, but okay, I'll describe to you what I did to Patricia Wester that night."
Interviewer: "Please do. I am taking notes."
Davey: "I watched in awe as she opened her little mouth, as she had done in my fantasy so many times, and I yelped when she took my stiff dick between the soft cushions of her lips. My God, there was something to that contrast, between my wildly hard cock and that soft girly face that was real dynamite.
This was exactly as I had fantasized so many times, except that I was now living the fantasy, I actually felt Patricia's soft lips around my cock. I actually heard her softly humming a tune as she did in my wildest fantasies, while she started to move her head back and forth, slightly distracted as if she were doing her home work instead of sucking me off. She even giggled occasionally when she saw how hot I was getting. This was my absolute fantasy.
The best thing about the Fantasy Device was that it was completely synchronized to your orgasms too, but that you could alter, at will, the amount of VR semen that your VR cock would shoot. That first day I figured that out immediately. Patricia looked up, begging, when I felt it coming. O, wow, I still tremble a bit when I think about it. It was raw, you know, because I knew that I would be facing this girl again next day in school, and she would not have any clue what I had done to her in this fake reality.
This only added to the excitement I felt, when Patricia put out her tongue and jerked me off with one hand, her bracelets rattling crazy like a rattle snake. Splash. Large strands of cum landed with audible splashes on her small, pretty face. She laughed softly as if I were only shooting at her with a water gun. Another splash sprayed tiny droplets in her long, dark lashes, that curled up due to her cheap make up. 'I love you.' she mouthed, silently, as my VR cum dripped down from her face to her neck and shoulders.
When I took the Fantasy Device off, I turned out to have sprayed my cum all over Charlie's couch. The stains were still visible for the trained eye when I left for college a year later. Luckily, Charlie wasn't the guy to care much. He was so enthralled with this Device that he was only too happy that it had given me such a thrill with sweet, good Patricia Wester. Three days later, I had bought my own Fantasy Device. Charlie and I discovered that we could exchange fantasies through our accounts. It was amazing. I was in his fantasies, which were rough I have to admit, as they involved a lot of spanking the girls from our class, and our teachers too, while he was in mine, which mostly revolved around Patricia Wester in various slutty outfits. Charlie didn't complain, even if my fantasies were a little meager on the spanking.
And then, one day, our happy adventures were interrupted. There was this wimpy kid called Simon or something in our class. So, he came over to me during French class and he was looking really nervous. He kept playing with his sleeves. It was clear that he wanted to tell me something. 'What's up, Simon?' I asked.
He looked around with his little rat eyes, before he whispered: 'I have had a look at your fantasies of Patricia. Big fan, here. They are amazing.'
I got scared so shitless that my chair almost fell over. 'You can see these?'
'Of course!' he replied quickly. 'Your account is not closed off at all. And I took the liberty to share them within my Fantasy Device Network. But I am sure you have seen this?'
I shook my head. I wasn't all too technical, I hardly understood how to log into the Fantasy Device.
'O, wow.' Simon said in his creaky voice and laughed. 'You have hundreds of thousands of views. People are nuts for Patricia, man. They love her. I myself have been in your room at least a hundred times already.'
My room? People were watching my fantasies? They were sharing them? I did not know how to reply, as my face started blushing so hard that I became as red as the t-shirt I was wearing.
'They are making all these alternative version too. Have you really not seen them?'
I shook my head.
'Man, you are missing out. One guy hacked into the source code and made a version where its twenty of you giving her a bukkake. It's hilarious.'
'Hold on, son.' I said, treating my peer as a cheeky youngster. 'You are saying that I am in other people's fantasies too?'
The guy, Simon, or whatever, nodded enthusiastically, as if I were to be happy with this. At the time I still had dreams that I might ask Patricia to prom or at least date her, but I estimated that my chances of that happening would lessen slightly if she ever saw an entire squad of me's coming over her face.
'What can I do about this?' I demanded, as I grabbed his elbow in what I hoped was a threatening manner.
'It is the internet, man. You're too late. You're already living in thousand fold on some Russian server somewhere.'
'Who has seen all this from our school?'
'I don't know. VR is nerd stuff, so I guess just me and some other guys.'"
Interviewer: "How did this first misadventure affect you?"
Davey: "I soon breathed a bit more easily. What were the chances of Patricia buying VR goggles? Who in the slew of cute guys that swam around her would ever see this shit?
As people always tend to do, I, too, underestimated the speed of technological development. A month later, the VR craze became a news item. Two months later, it turned out that half our school was sending out fantasies about the other half en masse . It wasn't just me. And it wasn't just Patricia. Even if Patricia encountered my fantasies, they would only be part of the endless list of others' fantasies she was in.
There was one fantasy by a guy in my physics class that had Ms Carpenter gangbang an entire class. Girls with strap-ons included. There was another by a girl in chemistry that involved poor Charlie in a tutu being anally invaded by our local football star. People have some weird kinks, I tell you. Although Charlie didn't care, by the way.
Anyway, the point was that by the time all this came out, there was such a tsunami of VR porn released that my few fantasies did not really stand out anymore. I got some weird looks from Patricia, but she featured in thousands of fantasies of other boys too, so I guess she couldn't be too picky about which one she was going to make a fuss. Life went on. Some dudes got jailed as the juridical system tried to catch up with this technology, but they were released shortly after. I mean, this shit was so abundant that it was impossible to criminalize. Might as well criminalize oxygen.
There was one major flaw with the Fantasy Device, which was that it could only show you the fantasy version of a person conjured up by the one who was doing the fantasizing. The data, if you could call it that, were therefore very limited. It could only show what one person could remember and imagine of the other person, and it turned out that people's fantasies were rather incomplete when you took a longer, hard look. Take Patricia, for example. I did not really know what she smelled like, so I just imagined some perfume smell. But it smelled generic, you know, precisely because I couldn't fill in the details. Cheap perfume, roses, but not the musky tinge of her real pussy. There were glitches when complex movements had to be imagined. There were fantasies by guys who had never seen vagina's up close, and the vagina's of their fantasies girls looked more like floppy saloon doors than real world pussy.



So, the next big major invention, and this is where my trouble starts, was when the Flesh Device was invented. This was an innovation that would let you insert the DNA of your chosen person, along with your memories and imagination, and that would conjure up, from this, a Manipulable Fantasy Object (MFO) that you could place in any situation whatsoever. The MFO was basically a digital avatar of the person of your desire. You were no longer bound to the fantasy of one person, the machine would do the imagining as it were, and once a person was in, it was as if she or he were really really there."
Interviewer: "Did you not perceive the risks of this?"
Davey: "Yeah. This was much more dangerous. I mean, guys have been jerking off to fantasies about the girls around them as long as there have been dicks to jerk, but MFO's replaced real sex fully. It would take the genotype, combine this with memories of the phenotype, and create a wholly lively digital version of this person. Every little freckle would be in place. Every hair would be in its real world spot. This was hyper real.
The Flesh Device felt like a restart. People became really careful not to end up as a MFO, because then all their secrets would be exposed for real. I mean, with the older Fantasy Device, I could only see what I imagined Patricia tits would look like. The Flesh Device, using her DNA and all the information in my head, could actually portray them as they were with almost full certainty. That was one large step for mankind.
Of course, Charlie tried catching hairs from random passengers on the bus to insert them into the machine. It worked for a bit, but without the memories, they did not feel like real people. The sensation was intenser than with the older device, because their bodies felt so real , and the scenario's were more diverse, as you could place yourself and this other in any situation thinkable. But overall it remained dull.
Charlie did a lot of spanking the passengers, especially in offices and schools. I had three MILFs suck my cock off on the bus. It was amazing, better than the real world sex I had had, but without the memories, these people felt like card board versions of themselves still. They were rather silent, and after they had swallowed my load, we did not know what to talk about at all. They did not came further than what was in the scenario and the Flesh Device almost lost the interest due to its own success of realism.
After a few celebrities were manipulated into giving their DNA, the whole world could fuck a realistic MFO of Scarlett Johanson. Soon people were really afraid to accidentally lose their genetic info to some creep. Weird rubber suits became obligatory in class, because girls were jumpy about the guys enslaving digital versions of them in the mesh of the Flesh Device. Not completely without reason. Home schooling became much more common in response, especially now many classes could be hosted through Zoom. Many of us who lived through the corona pandemic were reminded of that period, actually."
Interviewer: "Let me note that..."
Davey: "I think this must all sound weird to you, as you know that the system broke eventually and practically everybody, except the super rich, were put into the Flesh Device. Most people were put in the Flesh Device by Russian hackers, or by secretive colleagues. There was no stopping this virtual sex revolution, I guess, in the end.
But still, my sins were larger, and they are so blatantly visible in my account.
I had the horrible bad luck to be slightly too late with buying the Flesh Device, because of which I did not know how it worked... Believe me on that one, please, although I know you will probably not. Nothing for which I am now remembered was done voluntarily!
Okay, so let me get to the embarrassing part. I ordered this Flesh Device, and I was ready to use it when Mom came into my room, as she always did on Fridays to chat about the week. I cherished those moments, but recently I had avoided mom as I was too busy jerking off. Awkwardly, I tried to hide the thing under my bed, but I was sure that she must have seen it. Anyway, we sat there chatting, reflecting on the week as we used to do, drinking coffee or tea. It was nice. Our relationship was still in tact."
Interviewer: "What happened then?"

The woman points to the book in the corner of the room, her mouth agape.
"My god... my god..."
The man looks, just in time to see the cover tremble then abide to a hand that comes stretching from out of its pages. Thin, long fingers crawl like spider's legs to grab hold of the cover.
Without thinking, the man barges towards the book and stamps on it with his foot. Several fingers get caught between the pages and the cover with a cracking sound, as if someone snapped a celery into two. He stamps again. And again. Finally, the fingers, crooked and bleeding, retreat into the inner part of the story.
"Wow..." the man pants. "That was insane. It must have been the cook trying to get into our story!"
"What would have happened if he got out?"
"He could have changed our entire story again. Perhaps he could have even changed us..."
The woman gets distracted by something on the page they were writing. "Oh, no. Look!" she points to the story.
"What's wrong?"
"When we were distracted, the character accidentally sipped from his mother's coffee. And then started using the Flesh Device..."
"So...?"
"So, his mom must have become an MFO! A character to be used by others! That must have been his secret, the end towards this story progressed!"
The man hits his fore head with his flat hand. "I was going to have him steal Patricia's hairs... I had the entire arc in my head already! While he was fucking her MFO, they bonded in real life, only for his secret to come out. Then he would learn from his mistakes, she would forgive him, and they would live happily ever after!"
"But we have let this turn into an incest story, once more..."
The woman sighs in defeat. It seems that whatever they try, their stories always end up with some mother-son incest. As if this was where their freedom ends.
She turns to the man. "You are right... We are not free... We are being guided by forces beyond our understanding..."
Defeated, they bend over the pages to see where their story would take them.

Interviewer: "Okay, just tell me your story. Do not refrain. I am interested in all details. I will listen."
Davey: "How could I have been so stupid? The first time I had used the Flesh Device, on Friday evening after Mom had finally left my room, I just had sex with Scarlett Johanson, as everybody did who had the first go with the machine. Although she wasn't on the official list of MFOs, even I could be taught how to access the official resources where the hacked MFOs floated about. It was amazing. I had her on the beach in LA, then I had her on a mountain peak in Sweden, then I had her in the sauna, and, finally, in the office of the dean of our school. Then, exhausted, I fell asleep with the goggles of the Flesh Device still on, my left butt cheek half on one of its screens.
I woke early the next day because of a text by Charlie that warned me to check out my account on the Flesh Device. Apparently he had already found my new account, I wondered how. My question was soon resolved. My whole inbox on the Flesh Device was overrunning with messages, likes, mentions, shares - I hardly new how to navigate this thing and for a moment I thought I was some kind of super star. This newfound glory did not last long. The topic of all the messages was in some way related to Ms Stonefield, AKA my mom, and one or another obscene addition. Why was everybody texting me about my mother on this device?
I opened one of the messages and yelped in horror. It contained an image of my mother in a blue bikini, while a young, muscled man stood behind her and appeared to be massaging her shoulders. Mom made a 'V' sign with her fingers, as she sensually pouted her lips. Where were they? It appeared to be some random pool in a suburb in the West. I didn't know the guy, but I wondered whether dad would be OK with this.
There was another picture that dad was sure to not be OK with. Mom was on her knees in front of a row of college kids, not much older than twenty three. As the picture was taken from behind, I could only guess, but it sure looked like mom was sucking one of them off. She was butt naked, her wide ass pointed towards the camera. The college kids raised their middle fingers to the camera too, as in provocation.
Slow to take this all in, I kept opening photo's and links to video's in the Flesh Device that featured my mother in one way or another. This was... horrible.
Then I stumbled upon scenario's that had been written by people last night, involving my mom, that were free for everyone to download and experience on their devices. Only then did I realize that mom had become a MFO, and an insanely popular one. Later I learned that she was one of the first hundred 'real amateur' MFOs that combined genotype and memories, as the rest were porn stars and hijacked celebrities. This had made her into quite a phenomenon, stimulating thoughts of ever new uses of her body and personality. People craved some authenticity beyond all the porn stars and celebrities. My mom was the first to fulfill that desire.
What had happened was that I had accidentally added my own mother as a character to the Flesh Device, when I was drinking from her coffee cup while browsing through the various options for locations to have sex with Scarlett. I do not know how, but I must have pressed some button that started the transfer of mom into the device, using the DNA still on the cup and my lips. Along with my many memories of her, this rendered an almost perfect image of mom into the device. Some punk must have picked this image up, and then things started spreading like a forest fire.
All this was bad enough, but it might have passed by in months when the Flesh Device slowly absorbed more and more girls and women as MFOs. Mom was simply the first of many more to come. Yet, I accidentally made everything worse. I wanted to see what people were doing to the virtual clone of my mom, so I browsed to the top five most played scenarios involving my mom. Already in one night, several of them reached a million 'views', although 'view' sounds too passive as the Flesh Device let those millions of men actually experience what it would be like to fuck my mother. I was so shocked that I could not concentrate on the titles. With my thick thumb, I pressed on a button next to the list, which somehow started to play out the scenarios.
'Shit, shit, shit.' I thought, while I tried to stop the machine from loading the scenario. I had no intention to actually perform the stories written by others, I simply wanted to see the extent of the damage I had done.
And I was not thinking about the history of my account, which is publicly visible to everybody... And neither did I reflect on the fact that probably everybody was curious as to how I would respond to my mom being inserted into the system...
Let me take you through what I witnessed. I am sure you have seen clips of me in these scenario's all over the internet. Someone found out how to record my adventures in the Flesh Device, but I want to tell you my side of the story too.
Scenario five: school sick
When I opened my eyes, the Flesh Device had transferred me to my room, which pissed me off immediately. How many hundreds of thousands users of the Flesh Device had woken up between these simulated sheets of mine, given that this was the fifth most watched scenario? How many eyes had been looking at those Marvel posters above my bed?
It angered me that some hacker had used these intimate details of my life for a simulation that was open to everybody to use. I also wished that I had changed these posters some time recently, as the whole world would now think that I was still a comic geek. I had been a comic geek half a year ago, but things had definitely changed.
I tried to find the 'off' button, but as I was immersed in the simulation, I could not find any way out. When I tried to take off the goggles, I merely touched my own, simulated hair. I tried it again, pulling harder. Ouch. I pulled some of my digital hairs out.
Shit, how was I to turn this off? Surely, there had to be some way? I wanted to get up to walk out of the door, but the simulation seemed to slow down extremely when I did, so that no matter how hard I concentrated on walking out of here, every time I would find myself on the edge of the bed again.
There was no escaping! I was starting to get in an angry 'let-me-see-what-you-assholes-have-done' mood, as if I were a teacher opening a box full of liquor hidden under a bed during a school trip. What could harm could these punks that had used my memories do? Looking back these thoughts were kind of stupid. I should never ever have had to experience this story. Still, I had no clue how to check out the description of this story line, and neither did I know how to leave the simulation, so I was still clueless when the door knob was pushed down and the door, squeaking, swung open.
There was mom. A white summer dress with butterfly-shaped ornaments covering her chest with an embroidered patchwork of frivolous shapes. Near her hips the dress became tighter, accentuating her hourglass figure with her voluptuous hips and her large ass. This simulation was too real. She moved as I knew her, with her arms shyly crossed in front of her stomach, and when she came closer to me, she even smelled as I knew her. Dior J'adore eau. Indeed, this was mom exactly as she appeared to me in daily life.
I had little time to wonder about the technical feats of the simulation, because mom sat down on my bed side. She brushed her curly red hair from her face with her left hand, while her right hand distractedly began to caress my arm that stuck above my blankets.
"Davey" she said, "you are late for school... Get up, you silly."
"Mom, stop it. How do I get out of this simulation?"
She brushed through my hairs. I had actually been here in real life too, recently. Being eighteen and still stuck in high school, I was not always that motivated. Mom would come to wake me and convince me to go to school, even when I did not want to go.
"I feel ill..." I heard myself say, without thinking or control over my voice. This must be part of the virtual reality's script, I remember thinking. Perhaps there were some elements included that the players could not simply skip over. "I... want to leave..." I managed to add.
"Oh, honey, we have been over this..." mom replied, as she kept on stroking my arm. "You really need to stop pretending that you are ill. You are perfectly fit."
"I have a fever. I don't want to go..." Again, I said these words without knowing I was going to.
"Are you really ill this time, honey?"
"Yes, I am so hot. Please believe me, mommy."
She placed her hand on my forehead. Its texture felt exactly the same as mom's. It had a certain coarseness that set it apart from the hands of the girls I had met before. This was a hand of someone who had lived, who had worked with her hands. Mom had helped out on her family's farm often. Still, her hand felt elegant too. This simulation really captured every tiny detail...
"You do not feel hot."
"I have a stomach ache. And my muscles hurt. And..." And I want to leave...
"Or.... is there another problem, baby?"
Suddenly, mom placed her left hand on top of the blanket, right where my crotch was. I only now realized that I was rock hard down there and had been all the time. Mom must have felt as she smiled a crooked smile, as she looked at me and gently kissed my forehead.
This was more than enough. I had to stop the simulation. But how? I cursed my lack of understanding of this new technology. I tried yelling 'stop', but my mouth would not work. I twisted my head in all directions in the hope some menu would pop up, but nothing happened.
I then tried to take mom's arm away, but it was as if my hands became translucent when I did. I could not focus on their movement. The scripted virtual reality prohibited certain responses, apparently. This scared me witless. Then, I attempted to get up and walk out of the room. Again, I felt my muscles brace for the movement, but I was impossible to actually get up. This simulation only allowed one possible ending...
Then mom squeezed my cock.
She started kneading my crotch through the blankets, as she gently hummed a tune. I felt a forbidden passion starting to burn all through me. Surely, the simulation also influenced my state of being. Mom only interrupted her humming to say: "I think I have found the problem, haven't I?"
I tried to control my breath, to focus on anything but mom's hand. But her massage had an enormously strong reaction on me in this simulated reality. I soon began panting like a horny dog.
"Let me tell you what..." mom said, while her hand kept working me. "I will relieve you, if you promise mommy to just go to school."
Just say no, I thought. Just stop it. But I could not stop my mouth from opening and uttering, while gasping for air, a confirmation in the form of a high pitched groan.
Matter of factly, mom lifted the blankets, as if she were going to perform a medical check on me. Or as if she was just making my bed. I lay there, exposed in oversized boxers. Her hand skillfully maneuvered under its elastic, and I cringed when I felt it touch my pubic hairs. It then easily and firmly grabbed my cock. She started jerking with abrupt movements.
Mom was now sitting right on the edge of the bed, with her back towards me, so that her left hand could freely make me come. This meant that I had view of her ass, which was of yet still covered in her summer dress. I had never had such an open view of mom's assets, and while I was still in shock of the decisiveness with which she started to please me, I could not resist looking at her ass cheeks wobble under her effort. When mom noticed, she kindly lifted her dress a bit, so that I had a view of her creamy white globes of flesh over which a lace panty was stretched.
I felt mom's slightly rough hands stroking my cock, as her index finger massaged my frenulum.
"Big boy..." she whispered.
I could hardly breathe. It was as if my penis was the center of the whole freaking universe: pleasure erupted from where mom touched me, and I felt bittersweet waves of lust shoot out through my entire body. I arched my back, I wiggled and moaned. Seeing mom so close to me, feeling her hand, enjoying the warmth of her hip against my naked torso... I had to fight with all my might not to start enjoying this...
I could no longer help myself. This simulation messed with my brain. I felt my right hand move towards mom's ass, which I grabbed firmly, driving my fingers into its white flesh, as mom started moving her hand faster and faster. I kneaded it as if it were a ball of dough. Mom gently smiled and looked over her shoulder.
"Are you going to cum for mommy?"
I groaned, while I kept working mom's ass with my hands, to see it shake and tremble. When she started leaning over to allow her arm to move even faster, I could see the contours of her pussy in her underwear.
"Aaaaaaarrraaaggh." I replied to mom's previous question.
Cum shot in various arcs out of my dick. Mom gently squeezed it as I kept firing semen into the air. It landed on my stomach and it splashed mom's under arm. I was in ecstasy. The feeling of mom's secure hand around my cock made me go crazy. She gently jerked it now and again, when she felt another load coming, until finally, lazily, the last drops seeped out of the tip of my dick like tiny tears.



Mom giggled. She let my dick go and shook the cum off her hand, as if it was mere water. Then she felt my forehead with her other hand.
"See... No fever, and I bet you fell all better now. Now, get up and pack for school!"
She got up and walked out of my room. I felt everything go black. The simulation had ended.
I was sick to my stomach now that the lust was gone. I had just experienced what it would have been like to be jerked off by mom. The idea that literally millions of other guys had gone through this scenario made me want to puke. What had I done to mom? What had I done to myself by entering this scenario?
Luckily, I thought, there would now be a menu to leave the simulation. Shamefully, however, I was wrong.
"Loading next scenario..."
The letters appeared in a large font, right in front of me. Frantically I tried again to move my hands to my head, to take the VR helmet off. But all I did was grab my simulated hair once more, as I would be doing many times that evening.
"No, no, no, no.... Stop it!"
But I had started the playlist of the most played scenario's, and there appeared to be no way out of this simulation until I had completed them all.
Scenario four: Ahegao Mom
Before I knew it, I found myself in the next scenario. I was in a long hallway, that stretched out for at least ten meters in front of me. There was one door at its end, but there were no windows or other doors to its sides. A disco light sent glitters dancing across the wall, which had rainbow colored wall paper. Muffled, frantic music played from under the door at its far end.
I had never seen this place, I thought relieved. It had felt like a rape of my mind that the previous scenario had made use of my own room. This place must have been rendered completely digitally, using templates of some sorts.
Also, I realized immediately that this scenario provided more freedom that the last one. I could take a step forward and backward. I could turn around. Behind me, the hall way ended in a dead end. There was only one way to proceed, which was towards the door. But at least I could set my own pace. Perhaps, I hoped, I could leave this scenario without touching mom.
As I got closer to the door at the end, I tried to recognize the music that was playing. It resembled J-pop, with fast beats and high pitched voices singing over it in a foreign language. From under the door, a bright light shone that quickly changed color. It seemed as if a party was going on there.
Breathing in and out, I gently opened the door, only to be infuriated by the most obscene sight I had ever witnessed. It was as if I had entered the bed room of a girl, with only the 'boys not allowed'-sign missing. The walls were painted pink of such a bright hue that it hurt my eyes, and they were covered with posters of anime unicorns that stared down at me with a manic gaze as if they had just done ecstasy.
There were small mirrors everywhere. Tiny cupboards were filled with pictures of what I took to be J-pop super stars, make up sets were spread on the floor. While I was being overwhelmed by the loud music that played energetically, I dropped by jaw when I watched what was happening on the large bed, covered, as was to be expected, by a bright pink duvet, and that had a glittering head board.
I looked right at mom's ass, that was half-covered by a girlish blue mini-skirt, which did little to hide the purple dildo that went in and out of mom's clearly visible pussy as she rode it with force. Her hair was in two pigtails, that danced and jumped as she smacked her pelvis onto the large fucking machine to which the dildo was attached. The mattress squeaked under the impact.
Mom's back was arched, the freckled skin largely visible, only covered by a small, reddish bikini top. Her curled toes were covered in pink socks. I could see the folds of mom's skin, where her belly fat bulged slightly under her stretch towards her sides. It was more as if she was dressed like a young emo girl than my mother.
Her moans and cries of joy were louder than the already quite load music.
I closed the door immediately.
While I paced through the hall way, I tried to find a way out. All the while, I kept hearing mom moaning through the door. I tapped the walls, I tried to scratch the wall paper. I, again and again, tried to take off the VR helmet, but to no avail. After an hour of trying to get out, I started crying, and I sat down against the wall. There seemed to be no way to get through this than to enter the room. Mom's moans had the horrible effect of turning me on, and although I vouched to just stay in this hall forever, I felt my dick starting to stiffen. Again, the simulation seemed to make this sensation so much stronger. I soon felt myself open the door again.
Mom's high pitched moans and the music blasted towards me. As I stepped into the room, I felt that I was not wearing any shoes, as the soft carpet tickled my feet. I only now noticed that I was not wearing any shirt, only jockeys. Mom was still riding the dildo. It stretched her pussy wide open, that I had never seen in its full glory. Its pink lips engorged the purple, rotating plastic, that the machine to which it was attached sent wiggling and vibrating. Mom's ass, which showed slight signs of stretch marks, wiggled and slammed up and down, while the skirt fluttered around it. It was hotter than watching any porn. I mean, the slight imperfections of mom's body made her feel so REAL, that the whole situation made me transcend to levels of horniness that I thought would have been impossible.
When mom finally noticed that I was in the room, she yelped in recognition.
"Aaaa... honey!" she screamed, as she looked over her shoulder. She wore a lot of make up, more than she would ever wear in reality. Her lips were red, her cheeks covered in rouge with glitters, while her eyelids were painted a bright blue color. The effect, along with her two pigtails, was perverse: it looked as if she was dressed to look thirty years younger or so. Her bikini top pushed her large breasts together, that flopped around under her continuing movements on the dildo.
"Good... to... see... you..." she yelled over the music that played from two pink speakers in the corners. "Come... closer..."
I felt myself moving next to the bed. I wish I could have blamed this on the simulation, but I felt like I had complete freedom over my movements.
From the side, I could see how mom's bikini top was already half loose. The fabric did not cover her nipples, that bounced up and down. Her boobs looked like eagerly nodding heads. I half tried to avert my eyes, but as mom did not seem to care about me watching here, I soon returned my gaze in fascination. Her breasts were larger than those of any girl I had ever had, in real life or in simulations. Her aureolae were like halo's around the buttons that her nipples were. As mom kept riding her dildo without pause, I could see her belly fat tremble slightly each time she slammed down. This was no retouched version of my mom, no one tried to make her look fitter or better. This was the real deal.
"Mmmmmm...." mom moaned. "Come stand on the bed in front of me... Right... now..." Her voice had a higher pitch than usual, as if she was imitating an anime girl. "Pleeeeease."
To my shame, I followed her command. With trembling legs, I positioned myself by holding onto the headboard, while I felt my feet sink into the soft mattress. Mom's face was now approximately at the height of my cock, and I had little trouble imaging what would happen next. I felt the mattress shake under mom's movements, which were also transferred to my body as mom started to hold onto my hips.
Her tits were still bouncing all over the place as she pulled my jockeys down in one, fluent movement. My stiff dick sprang out, as if it had long longed for its freedom. It trembled a bit before it came to rest, pointing right at mom's face. Mom leaned forward, so that, over her back, I could see her ass perking backwards. She had stopped slamming into the dildo, but I heard that the machine, in return, started to do the work for her. It made a low humming sound, while the dildo must have started vibrating even harder.
Mom kissed the tip of my cock.
Fireworks. 4th of July to the tenth degree. By now, I was in completely bliss already. She looked up at me with eager eyes, as she stretched her tongue out as far as she could. She rubbed the tip of my cock over its smooth surface. I groaned and whelped. My god. Mom's eyes stared at me as if she was pleading me to come, the girlish make up giving the whole a completely obscene look. I had to hold on tight to the head board as mom started to move her head back and forth, slobbering on my cock.
It all happened in seconds. That absolute forbidden threshold was crossed without any effort on mom's side. I had trouble catching up with the reality of mom's warm mouth around my dick. Was this happening?
She now moved her eyes from my face, and tried to look at the base of penis. Under the effort, her eyes started to cross, her right eye wandering to the left, and the left to the right. Meanwhile, she moaned in a high pitch, as if she was surprised by the girth of my dick that slid almost into her throat. She sucked her cheeks concave. It sent shivers all through me. Mom's hands rested on my hips, and I could not resist placing my hand on her head as she worked it back and forth. Her soft, red hair felt smooth in my hands.
When mom let my dick slither out of her mouth, her eyes remained cross-eyed when she looked up at me. Her cheeks were blushing cutely. She stuck out her tongue and made two peace signs with her hands, while spittle formed a thread of saliva that slowly dripped down onto the exposed, sagging tits that hung unorganized out of her bikini top. I understood what she wanted from me. Without any second thoughts, I started jerking my cock myself, already being quite close due to mom's efforts.
Cum shot out within seconds, hitting mom's tongue and the corners of her mouth. She kept her mouth open, expecting more. And more came. Another strand landed right under her nose, while a last shot of cum splashed on her marvelous tits. Meanwhile, mom started to come too. A kind of ecstatic agony showed in her facial expression, as her eyes crossed even more. Her face was fully contorted. She started swallowing my cum, hardly managing to, while her whole body shook, and I heard the machine go into overdrive mode. Her tits wiggled wildly, and with a loud scream I saw that mom went over the edge. She came. She completely erupted.
"Yah... yah... yaaaaaah" she yelled.
While I stood there, with weak knees, I watched as mom curved her back, pushing her tits forward, while her mouth hung open wide. I saw her stomach convulse in spastic bursts. This was the most intense orgasm I had ever witnessed.
The girly duvet was stained with remnants of my mom's and mine juices.
The music softened. The world slowly went black. I had passed another scenario. Words appeared: loading next scenario...
Scenario three: giant mom
I lay stretched on my back on a soft duvet, butt naked. After the insanely loud and hectic environment that I had just been in, this felt really comfortable. Of course, I remained alert, as I had no clue how this scenario would play out.
I heard a door opening and tried to look around. Only now did I see that the room that I was in was huge. The ceiling must have been at least eight meters high, and the furniture that I saw around me was as if it had been designed for giants. The chairs were way too large for anyone to comfortably sit on, and the table stood so tall that you could just about place your chin on its top. While I wondered what was going on here, a huge shadow approached the bed. I screamed.
"Hey there, Davey" I heard my mother's voice utter, as the giant silhouette bent over the enormous bed that I was on. Two hands, twice the size of mine reached my arm pits in order to lift me. And although I tried to quickly roll over, I was too slow. The hands lifted me up, while tried to hold onto the duvet, that I quickly had to let go of. I was being turned around, while the whole room swayed around me, and when the twisting stopped, I was face to face with the giantess version of my mother. She was enormous, at least twice my size. And I hung there, in mid air, kicking around trying to escape.
In this simulation, apparently, I had shrunk to half my size, while my body was still proportionally the same. Or, everything else had grown to twice its size, that was of course also still a possibility. My heart raced, while I faced my mom's gentle gaze, emanating from her face that was the size of the wheel of a school bus. I yelled again, when mom started gently rocking my body up and down, as if she was hushing a baby.
"Mom.... Stop...!" I managed to utter, although the movement fluttered comfortingly in my stomach. I had to fight the intended effects of this simulation in order to remain sharp, to protest. But the sensations that I were to feel according to this software soon tended to overwrite my feelings of doubt and shame. I heard myself, to my dismay, giggling.
"Are you hungry, Davey?" mom asked, while she moved towards the giant-sized rocking chair in the corner of the room. I could only imagine what was going to happen next. Did people really get off on this? I felt horrible when I thought of the millions that had let themselves be fed by my own mother in only one night. Then, soon, the programmed emotions pushed my concerns aside, and I did feel my stomach growling.
Mom sat down and placed me on her lap, while she continued rocking me by gently moving one of her legs. She wore tights jeans around her sturdy legs, the fabric felt cold and a bit rough as I straddled one of them. Above it, mom's chest was covered in a just as tight, black sleeveless shirt, that showed considerable cleavage. Giving my smaller size, my face was at the height of her collar bone in this position. I watched her calm breathing, the rising of falling of her chest, as she started to hum a soft tune, the one she always hummer during cooking. I cursed the hacker who had managed to get this in this simulation. I relaxed completely.
"Oh, look here..." mom gasped theatrically, while she scooped her right breast out of her red bra, pulling her shirt aside. "You look hungry..."
I was eye-to-nipple with mom's beautiful fleshy nipple button, that stood erect amidst her large aureola. Her tit was still half squeezed by her bra and shirt, bulging her pliant flesh which was run through with blue veins like a giant map. Mom's breasts were pretty large as they were, but being magnified by two, they were absolutely enormous. Her nipple alone was now the size of the tip of a zucchini, and the droplets of milk that had already started forming ran like water from the tap.
I wish I could have blamed my enthusiasm on the simulation. But I am not quite sure what drove me to have a taste mom's milk. Curiosity? Hidden desires? Anyway, I soon placed my lips around the nipples that was presented to me like a delicacy in a fancy story. I saw the fissures in the rubbery fabric of the nipple, the tiny dots and bumps on her aureola. Trying not use my teeth, I started sucking mom's huge tit. Mom held me in her large arms, rocking me gently.
"There you go, good boy..." mom comforted me, while the brushed my hair with her fingers. "You were really hungry, weren't you?"
I moaned. Warm milk flowed into my mouth as honey from a pot. The simulation made it taste so good. It was exactly what I needed. Sweet, savory, filling, and the knowledge that it came from my mothers' breasts sent shivers all through my spine. I soon felt my dick stiffen, while I gulped of the milk and gorged myself on mom's breast. With my hands I groped her large boobs, enjoying the pliant feel of its flesh, pushing and massaging it.
Mom soon noticed my erection. When I had had at least several cups of her milk, she suddenly picked me up again, my legs swaying more than a meter above the ground, and moved to the bed. "You are not yet fully satisfied, I see."
She lay down, placing me on her stomach. As she made sure her hair was not in the way, brushing it off her shoulders, she clipped open her bra, and shoved down her shirt. I had to move around a bit, so that she could push the shirt down to her stomach. I was now facing the two bare tits of my mom, that sagged sideways slightly under their own weight. Mom looked lovingly in my eyes, as if she was giving me the most natural gift a mom could give her son.
She gently pushed her big lookers together from the side, the tit flesh all but bulging over her fingers. I was straddling her body, which I just managed to do with my short legs. My wiener was pointing enthusiastically towards mom's face. As mom wiggled her tits a bit, streams of milk ran from both her swollen, red nipples, forming small creeks towards the cleft of her cleavage. "Do it, baby..."
I shuffled forward a bit, so that my cock, which must have been of an unimpressive size like this to my giantess mother, slid between her tits. It did not even reach the other side of the love tunnel mom had created by pushing her tits together. It slithered in her loving mommy flesh, filling me with a sudden and irresistible urge to fuck her boobs. I placed my hands on her soft breasts, squeezing her nipples between my index finger and middle finger, while I started to rock my pelvis.
"Good boy, you know how to relieve yourself..." mom whispered.
First I started gently to move my dick in and out of the cleft she had created. Milk kept running from her enormous nipples, over my fingers, into the slit that I was fucking. I saw how ripples were sent through the blubber of mom's boobs each time I thrust, as if they were plastic bags filled with yogurt. My groin pressed against the fabric of her boobs, which gave enough counterweight as mom held her tits in position.
Soon I was losing control. My hands started slipping out of their position, as milk now ran in large quantities from mom's erect nipples, and as my movements sped up. I slithered over her lubricated tit flesh, as if I was trying to hold onto a bouncy castle covered in soap. I moaned loudly. This was insane. The harder I fucked her boobs, the more they trembled. It was as if her nipples were nodding yes, yes, yes the harder they swung up and down. Meanwhile mom kept looking at me with an amused gaze, like she was slightly surprised at the force that she had unleashed in me.
It did not take long for me to finish. With an unintelligible cry, I thrust forward one last time, sending my cum to mix with the pool of mom's milk that had formed in the crevice between her tits. I then allowed myself to fall forward, to sink into the soft fat of mom's boobs. I felt her gigantic hand patting the back of my head, as I felt myself fall asleep.
White letters appeared.
Loading next scenario...
I was almost done. As soon as the effect of this simulation waned, a deeply worried feeling emerged. Fear, anger, shame... How was I ever going to set things right again?
Scenario Two: Free Use Mom
When I opened my eyes, I was relieved to see that I was my original size again. The furniture looked normal, the kitchen sink was its respective size. This was our kitchen, where I had spent so many hours as a kid, talking to mom while she had been preparing dinner.
What was the same as last simulation, however, was that I was still naked. From this angle, no one outside the kitchen windows would be able to see me, so that was a good thing. I listened as cars lazily drove through our street. The sound of their tires on the asphalt like waves rushing in. Finally, I felt comforted a little bit, and I tried to find a pair of pants to avoid this scenario from escalating. Perhaps I could finally find the rest to find out how to quit this simulation without performing it to its end. Surely, there must have been some possibility.



I yelped when mom suddenly came into the kitchen, intuitively placing my hands in front of my crotch, even though I had had little scruples before. But mom did not seem to see me. She was wearing a relatively short, red dress that she was fond of when I was a kid. It fluttered around her beautiful legs, while she made her way to the kitchen sink, where she picked up an apron that she pulled over her dress. Again, she hummed the same lullaby tune that I had heard two times before already. For some reason, these hackers were crazy for that tune.
Without a word, mom opened the tap, letting the water fill up the sink. Meanwhile, she collected the dishes from all over the sink and placed them onto one side. The tanned skin of her bare arms glowed gently in the morning light.
"Mom...?" I asked. No response. Once more I called her name, but she did not reply. I then got a bit more audacious and walked up to her, touching her shoulders, trying to turn her around. She resisted, but she did not reply. I snapped my fingers in front of her eyes. They did not focus on them at all. She seemed to be under some trance.
"Are you there, mom?"
Silence.
I shrugged my shoulders and tried to leave the kitchen towards the stairs, so that I could get a pair of trousers from my room, but as in the first simulation, my vision just seemed to blur when I approached the stairs, and I soon found myself back in the kitchen, with mom doing the dishes right in front of me. Hopeless. I sank into a chair, while I tried to think clearly. Okay, I seemed to be destined for nudity in this simulation. No helping that. But perhaps I could take my time to find out a way to exit this fantasy?
Once more, stupidly, I tried to take off the helmet. But again, I found myself pulling my digital hair. No use. I tried voicing different commands. That did not seem to do it either.
"Stop. Exit. Exit fantasy. Stop simulation. Sto...."
My voice remained stuck in my throat. Mom bent over a bit to reach a glass that was in the window pane, which lifted her skirt. I saw, between her two fat ass cheeks, the smooth mound of her naked pussy. Mom was not wearing any panties. Under her dress, she was completely naked.
Sweat started to form pearls on my forehead as I fought the urge to approach her. She had not responded to any interaction on my side, so how bad would it be if I tried to touch her there? I remember some resistance still in place, while the simulation soon crushed my original emotions and replaced them with blind lust.
My dick sprung into a firm erection, as I felt myself get up and get closer to mom. I stood behind her, placing my hands on her arms. She did not respond in any way, just kept brushing the glass that she had in her hands. I leaned forward. Covered my face in her red hair. It smelled like the shampoo she always used to wear. Lemons. Roses. With the tip of my nose I touched the back of her head, and I remained in this position for a while, intimately sniffing her.
Mom's ass wiggled a bit as moved her arms to scrub a plate. I could not resist it. I gently arched my pelvis forward. The tip of my cock touched her bare bottom under the lower part of her dress. I pressed it against the wiggling fat of her ass cheeks, that felt slightly cold. Not for long, I thought. I would warm them for her. I grabbed mom by her hips now, pressed my cock forward further. It slipped down a bit, so that it now was right in front of her pussy. I felt its stubbles sliding past the sensitive tip of my cock. Mom must have shaved her pussy not that long ago.
Was I going to do this? The question was posed too late already. I pushed further, feeling the tip of my penis push mom's lips aside. I looked down to see my pale body pressed against mom's tanned back, ass, legs. Her skirt was folded over her wide ass, my cock entering her just escaped my vision from this angle. This was it. I was entering the holiest place of my own mom. This was worse than anything I had done so far, but it felt better than anything I had ever experienced.
Centimeter by centimeter I pushed further, feeling her wet hole engulf my dick entirely. Meanwhile, mom didn't make sound. She just kept cleaning a glass, then a plate, then some cutlery. My god. I started thrusting. Slowly I retreated my cock to the point where it almost left her tight pussy, only to push my groin forward again, feeling mom's ass flesh ply to the force I was asserting. I pushed and pulled, again and again. First, very slowly, hiding my face in mom's curls, sniffing her sweet, sweet shampoo, then I went faster. The sloppy sounds this produced turned me on immensely. I felt myself groping for mom's boobs, that swayed with my movement in the dress. I grabbed them through the fabric, squeezing them gently as I started to fuck mom faster.
I would have come within seconds, if not suddenly, abruptly, the front door would have opened. Mom looked up, straightening her back, which made my dick slip out of her. I was scared. What was happening?
"Hi, honey!" mom said enthusiastically in the direction of the front door.
"Hi, there!" a deep voice answered. In came my dad. Holy fucking shit. They had him in here too? He walked towards mom, and I just about whimpered away. He kissed her on her lips, oblivious to either me, or mom's dress that hung awry over her ass.
Dad sat down at the dinner table, while he shoved his briefcase into a corner of the room. "I ordered pizza." he said. "It should be here any moment soon! I guess you are hungry too?"
Mom nodded, while she dried her hands with a towel. All the while, I remained invisible to either of them. Dad had not even glanced in my direction. When I tried to study his face, I soon found out that they didn't have his DNA. He was a reconstruction of my memory of him, which showed in his sometimes jerky movements, that lacked mom's realism.
The pizza came soon, and mom went to get it. While she was away I tried communicating with my father, calling his name, while covering my dick with my hands. He did not reply at all. Indeed, I was invisible to him too.
When mom returned she placed one pizza on a plate in front of dad, while she got a plate for herself too, which she placed at the head of the table - the only side that lacked a chair. While dad was comfortably seated, mom had to bend over, with her elbows on the top of the table, to lean in a stable position. Her ass was fully exposed like this. I saw her puffy pussy lips, that were still wet from our fucking minutes earlier.
Was I supposed to? Surely, I wouldn't....? The simulation sent lust raging through me again. I approached mom, standing behind her hips. I could now fully see how my cock pressed against her labia, slithering inside mom's warm pussy hole just like that. Dad did not notice at all, he was happily eating a slice of his pizza. Meanwhile, mom was trying to cut her pizza into slices, but as I started humping her again, she had trouble placing her fork on the plate. Her curly hair shook in front of her face.
"How was your day, honey?" she asked dad, her voice slightly trembling as I grabbed her firmly by her hips and thrust forward hard.
"O, you know. Nothing new."
I watched mom's ass ripple under the force with which I was now fucking her. She tried again to cut her pizza, but as I humped her hard, the fork clattered over the table. Mom held onto the side of the table now, but still she did not reveal any sign to me that she was noticing how I was fucking her.
Dad started jabbering about a possible promotion, while I was fucking his wife right in front of his unseeing eyes. Mom had audible difficulties controlling her voice when she answered. She was getting into this too. From under her dress, I grabbed her bare boobs, feeling her swollen nipples piercing my hands.
Fuck yeah, I thought, I am going to fuck you into oblivion. I was now giving it my fullest. Seeing dad sitting there, unknowing, right in front of me, turned me on like crazy. I pounded mom so hard, that she stretched forward on the table, landing right on her pizza. Her face was sideways on its top, I could see her mouth opening and gasping for air, so excited was she. Still dad did not reveal any concern at all.
"I really hope that I can get this promotion, you know..."
"O... Yeah.... You sure... will... baby..." mom gasped, while she perked her ass up further, allowing me to enter her as deep as I could. I could not hold it anymore. Whimpering, I felt my dick erupt in mom's tight and warm pussy. I had felt like what it was to fuck my own mother. And it was absolutely bliss. My dick swelled further and further as cum sprayed into mom's fleshy flower, my pelvis intimately pressed against her as tightly as I could.
Mom's hands mowed around as she started coming too. She pushed dad's plate of the table, who just watched it happen. When she found the table's edges again, she held onto them tightly, while the under part of her body convulsed and slammed up and down under the force of her orgasm.
When I finally pulled out my limp dick from mom, sending a string of cum down her legs, I felt the world go black again.
Dad just bent over to pick up the fork.
So far my ambition to refrain from letting go. So far my control over myself.
I told myself, while shame kicked in once more, that there was only one scenario left for me to go through, and then all of this would be over.
Scenario one: MMOB
A naked, Spanish-looking guy was enthusiastically jumping in front of me in the narrow hallway, the walls of which were covered with in soft, white mats. His already stiff dick danced up and down, like a frantic little worm. He started screaming something in Spanish to me, which I did not understand. He laughed loudly. From over his shoulder, I could peer through a window in what seemed to be an automatic, high-tech door. Muffled moans came through. In the middle of a room I saw a woman straddling a guy who was flat on his back, while she jerked off two college type guys that were standing to her sides. It took me a little too long to realize that this was my mother.
"Fuck. Stop!" I yelled. But the Spanish guy laughed louder than I could yell. What was so funny? I heard my mom groan deeply through the door.
"O, yes. O, yes." I could discern.
"Leave her alone!" I wanted to scream. I tried to pushed the Spanish guy to the side, but my vision blurred and I did not seem able to move forward.
Realizing that I did not understand the rules of the game, the Spanish dude tried to explain in broken English what we were witnessing.
"We... players..." he yelled loudly into my ear. "That... someone's madre... She very horny... Look at time!"
He pointed to a clock that indicated fourteen hours, twenty minutes, three seconds - and counting.
"So long already fucking... Sorry, my English is bad... I live in Madrid, you see..."
"How can I exit this game?" I screamed at him, highly concerned because of what I was seeing.
"Just press... how to say?... nariz! nariz!" He was right. Later I would learn that all it had taken to end this nightmare was to press my nose for seven seconds.
The three guys in the arena behind him had gotten up and were walking towards what seemed to be the exit. The door in our corridor opened.
"Wait, what do you mean?" I asked him again. But he burst into the arena full of excitement, his Spanish sausage waggling as he ran towards who I now clearly saw was my mother.
"Come here, and fuck me!" she yelled with cracking voice, with her arms open wide and a manic expression in her eyes. "I can't get enough!"
I cringed. I blushed. I was in horror. Mom was glistening with something, perhaps there was a shower in the room that I could not yet see. From two other directions men approached her too. Two muscular Chinese guys, at least thirty years of age, that walked up to mom shyly. Through the glass, I could see how mom threw the Spanish dude down, to literally jump and straddle him and engulf his cock as quickly as she could. She beckoned the Chinese guys to come closer too, her mouth wide open. As soon as they did, she threw herself onto their cocks with her mouths, blowing them like crazy, as if she had no time to lose.
What was going on? What was this? Were these really other players? Was my mom being banged here for fourteen hours straight already? From here I could see the other hallways and their doors, behind which already two other players were ready to enter once the Chinese dudes and the Spanish fellow were done. Behind me, a new, silent dude had appeared.
"Hey." I asked him. "How do I exit this nightmare?" He just started at me without saying a word. Awkwardly I turned back again, to my mom's thick ass slamming into the small body of the Spaniard. He seemed to be having a blast. From mom's screams, I deduced she was too.
Under the clock I could read 'Massive Multiplayer Online Bukkake'. Apparently, players could login here to fuck and cum over my mother. It was horrible. I soon realized that the shiny coating with which the arena was glistening must be other men's cum that had accumulated over the hours. Three each five minutes approximately. That is thirty six in an hour. That is at more than four hundred guys already...
The mattress in the middle of the room, which was the only piece of furniture, was covered in a plastic wrapping that was shining with cum. Mom was drenched in it. The tiles on the floor seemed to be slippery because of other guys' ejaculations.
I once more turned around to the dude behind me. "Come on, man. Help me. How do I leave?"
After staring at me silently, he just remarked: "You know, you can turn the visibility of the semen off, if you want. It is what most people but the greatest freaks do. Are you a freak?"
I shook my head. "I don't know how. Please help me."
He just laughed. "You big freak."
Suddenly a menu popped up in front of my eyes. It said that I was next to fuck in the arena. Along with the other two guys, I could vote for how mom would behave. The choice was between pleading or assertive . As I saw how mom pushed one of the Chinese guys against the wall to fuck him standing, I guessed that this was assertive mode. I refrained from voting, but I saw two icons appear for the pleading option. The others would like to see a subservient mom, apparently.
"I don't want to do this!" I screamed. But I saw the Chinese guy shaking, so that soon he pulled him limp dick from mom, to walk with the other two from the arena.
"There you go, you big freak."
The door opened with a hissing noise, and I felt myself being pushed forward into the arena. To my disgust, I immediately stepped into a pool of cum, the fluid pressing through my toes.
"Yuck..." I complained, staring at the threads that slung from my foot. When I looked up, I saw that mom had changed her behavior completely. She lay down on the mattress, where she was wriggling on her back like a snake. Her hips lushly moved from side to side.
"Please, fuck me... Fuck me hard..." she moaned with an urgency in her voice that made me tremble. She was looking right at me, perhaps not realizing that I was her son. Against my will, my dick was already stiff to the fullest. I saw mom's slightly bloated pussy, from which white fluid was streaming. When she noticed I was watching her, she pressed two fingers on her labia and opened it fully for me, giving me an excellent view of her pink, soft inside. "I need it, I really need it soon!" she nagged, while she rolled around in the pool of cum.
From the left, a tall guy approached with large steps. He was already pumping his cock with one hand. Mom rolled over to face him. "Will you please fuck my face?" I heard her plea. "I need you to dump your cum in my throat."
Seeing my mom over the edge like this was insanely disturbing. My cock, however, was as stiff as if I had swallowed three capsules of viagra. It was clear that this arena had a magical effect that increased lust and potency.
Without a word, the man offered his cock to mom, who, on hands and knees - occasionally slipping on the layer of cum - crawled in his direction. She gagged because of how far she took his dick in her throat when she was close enough, while he placed his strong hands on her soaked hair. His balls were soon up to her chin, while he slowly circled his hips to get his dick in even further. Meanwhile, mom's ass perked up in my direction, so wet and soft, so inviting.
The other guy had also found his way to mom. He was a shy-looking nerdy type, who probably had only gotten off within the safe realm of the Flesh Device. Mom gestured him to come closer. She sat up a bit, so that her boobs were now clearly visible to both guys. She started pumping the nerdy guy's cock with her free hand and he was soon grabbing her swaying tits in his small hands. He gulped out of excitement. Mom moaned hysterically, this was really doing something to her.
I felt horrible watching these dudes make use of mom like this. Cum was slowly streaming from mom's back, the remnants of previous guys' orgasms. Her pussy constantly leaked wetness. Still, she could not get enough. Moaning like a porn star, she gobbled on the dick of the tall guy, while she put a finger in the ass of the nerdy guy, who had taken over stroking his dick from her.
He was the first to come. A thick strand landed on mom's face, forcing her to close her eyes. Other droplets fell on her arms, where they joined the shiny layer of semen in which mom was covered. The nerdy guy did not linger around to see what would happen next, perhaps he wanted to visit one of the other MMOB rooms out there. He went straight to the exit, while mom interrupted her blow job to utter a high pitched, gurgling "thank... you...".
She looked over her back in my direction. "Please mister, please fuck my asshole. I cannot hold it any longer. I need a dick inside of me..." She sounded like she urgently needed a refreshment on an extremely hot day. The other guy had sat down, so that mom was again on all fours with her ass pointed upwards, her head moving up and down his shaft between his groins.
With his dick half in her mouth she continued moaning: "Pwvlease... Pwfuck me..."
I was so hot. I could not hold it. I positioned myself behind mom, lowering myself on my knees. Her tiny asshole was right in front of my cock. It looked so cute and innocent, like a fleshy little star. Mom's giant buttocks moved back and forth as she was giving the blow job. The other guy was staring intently at her face. Occasionally she would raise her head to gasp for air, only to be pushed down by him to continue her work.
Mom started leaning backwards, which already pushed the tip of my cock against the contours of her anus. My god. That felt insanely sensitive. She was clearly signalling me to finally fuck her. Sometimes she just yelled, her voice muffled by the cock in her mouth. She wanted me. She wanted me so badly.
I tried to grab hold of her slippery hips, that were sticky and slimy due to all the cum she had already received. Then, slowly, I pressed my cock towards her anus. I did not think that this was going to fit. Its tip just rested on mom's tiny hole. I had to use one hand to hold it in position as I applied more force. Suddenly, one of mom's hands appeared between her legs to spread apart her butt cheeks even further. "Pwvah... Do it..." she yelled, her voice cracking.
I applied more force. With a sudden 'pop', my tip slid inside my mom's ass. I gasped for air. She was so insanely tight here. I felt mom's body engulf my dick completely, soft and warm. The cum that leaked from her butt cheeks into her anus started to lubricate her ass hole, so that I could slowly move back and forth. I felt like coming immediately, so I had to slow down my movements.



Mom was yelling out of pure joy and lust. "Yes, yes, yes... Please use me..."
The other guy had started to rock his pelvis forward every time mom leaned into him, which forced mom to make a gagging sound each time. This seemed to turn her on even further. "Come... in... my... throat... mister..."
With small movements, I had managed to cram my dick all the way up mom's ass, so that my balls rested against the upper part of her pussy. I grabbed her slimy tits, the flesh resting and bulging over the palms of my hands. I fucked her anus as hard as I could, trying to synchronize my tempo with that of the other guy. By now I was beyond shame. Beyond jealousy. I just wanted to fill up my own mother with my cum.
This was a feeling that I was sure dad had never felt. This was an unholy act of anal incest. Mom's whole body started shaking. Spluttering, she released the other dude's dick from her mouth, who had just come, spilling the semen over her chin. She slipped and slid over the cum-covered plastic sheet, until the upper part of her body was fanned out flat onto the mattress and only her ass was still pointing up. The other guy silently walked away, without giving mom another look.
"Aaaaah....Do it.... Fill me up, NOW!" mom demanded.
It was just me and mom's ass now. I plowed and thrust. I was in ecstasy. Mom's buttocks shook and trembled the more the harder I fucked her. Grabbing her tits was the most insane sensation I have ever felt. Within seconds I came too, forcing cum to stream out of mom's ass along the sides of my cock, like a dripping ice cream.
When I pulled out, a stream of semen was set free, streaming over mom's pussy onto the already soaked plastic sheet. Immediately, mom's hand went to her slit to frantically rub her clit, giving me quite a show from where I was sitting. Semen and mom's fluids leaked from her filled pussy, while she came once more, right in front of me. I literally saw her pussy convulsing as she did.
With shaking legs, I got up to leave the arena, the other guys already impatiently standing behind their doors. I wondered how long this fuck fest would last. If not forever?
One last look at mom. On all fours. Masturbating herself, her head pressed tightly onto the plastic sheet around the mattress. It was, I am ashamed to say, one of the most exciting things I ever saw."
Interviewer: "I... I... This is..."
Davey: "So, this is how my story ends. I did not know how to erase the history of my account. The hackers were quick to find out that I had played through five scenario's involving my own mother. The next day at school, posters were hung everywhere, featuring screen shots of me suckling or banging mom. I was kicked out, actually. These were crimes against humanity, general opinion held."
Interviewer: "What was the worst that happened?"
Davey: "The worst was when mom found out. It took three days before it got that far, during which I was frantically praying for all this to blow over. But one of mom's friends showed her clips of how I had entered and ravished her in the digital world. Mom was completely shocked. She barely knew about the existence of the Flesh Device, and she was so ashamed to be one of the first to be turned into a digital fuck doll. Dad actually smacked me and rightly so.
In the end, I managed to explain to them what had happened. Despite all evidence against me (the clips of me coming between mom's tits, of fucking her in front of dad), they trusted me that it had been an accident. I am so grateful for that. They knew me longer, and knew that there was more to me than this pervert.
That did not, at first, stop the stalkers from chasing mom around. Also, there was no way to erase these scenario's, as there simply were too many around already. Ultimately, with months, so many other women were uploaded into the cloud, that mom became simply one of many. Still, she remained something of a meme, being one of the first 'natural' women to have been turned into the object of lust of millions of men.
For me, the consequences were worse. I could not finish college. I did not get a real job. I was laughed at everywhere I went, and still am sometimes. I am the perennial mother fucker. A pariah of society. I am the lowest.
I have been given a chance by a social worker, to share my story on high schools, where kids throw papers wads at me and laugh all through my presentation. I do not get paid, but it passes the time and they promise me that, perhaps, I will get a paid job there in a couple of years.
But the absolute worst is... that I can never go back to experience those scenario's of absolute transgression... Knowing that everybody can check the history of my account, I simply cannot risk it again. However, I do not think that I will ever, anywhere, experience the insane lust that I felt when I first fucked my mother. This is the largest mark this account has left on me."
Interviewer: "Thank you for your story, Davey. I am quite... shocked, I must say. Shocked and intrigued. I think our readers will be excited to hear your side. And there are certainly some authentic scenario's in there to be created... Imagine if we could take everybody on the journey that you have been through? Exploring their own mothers? Perhaps, before long, you will no longer be the only mother fucker in town."

The man and the woman look at story, confused. Again, this was not quite as they had imagined it to be.
"Was this your plan?" the woman asks.
The man nods. "No, I... I really wanted to stick to the romance this time. I am sorry for what happened."
The woman sits down, with her face in her hands. "We are the worst. We never manage to write anything plausible or touching. We never pull the heart strings. We only get the characters we create drenched in semen."
With a dramatic gesture, the man closes the book. "I am... sorry. Really. I am ashamed. You know what we should do?"
"What?"
"We should face our maker. We are shit characters. We fail at everything we try. Why have been made up this way? I challenge whoever thought of us to explain all this!"
With a loud bang, the book in the corner flips open. Out of its pages come crawling the long and white limbs of the cook.
"I have been waiting for this..." his smooth voices whispers, as the whole room goes dark.
To be continued...
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I was embarrassed. We had been sitting in this cat café for half an hour now, and Mom had done nothing but loudly proclaim her love of dogs - to visible dismay of the other customers and of the café owner, an old lady with a crooked spine and chillingly blue eyes. She had a look so strict that she could only have been a primary school teacher before opening this place.
We were here for my younger sister Ginnie's eighteenth birthday, and I think Ginnie chose this place to annoy Mom on purpose. I mean, Ginnie had always wanted a cat but Mom hated them. So now that Ginnie had finally become an adult, she treated Mom and me to a nice cup of coffee surrounded by purring, hissing cats. When I had turned eighteen three years ago, we simply went for dinner in a pizza place. If only Ginnie had made the same choice...
Here is what happened, at least as far as I can reconstruct. At some stage Ginnie thought it would be a good idea to lure one of the cats with a voluminous, red fur coat, to Mom. Because the cat fit so nicely with Mom's ginger hair, Ginnie giggled. The creature was not so appreciative of Ginnie's esthetic motivations, and immediately started to hiss once it was placed on Mom's lap. Mom, without even thinking for a moment, got up and tried to get the cat off of her. As a result, the creature was launched in a parabola flight through the small café, to land on a table where two old ladies were sitting. They screamed as their cups and cakes went rolling onto the floor.
Mom apologized a thousand times to them and to the owner as well, but I knew her too well to know that she would not also enjoy this a little bit. She was up to misdemeanor and Ginnie and I had had to apologize many times for her boundary crossing behaviors in the past. Luckily, nobody was hurt, and mom duly paid the damage.
However, as we got up to get out, Ginnie looking sad that her birthday party had ended in media res, the owner of the café grasped mom's arm. Mom was visibly surprised at the fire in the ladies' eyes.
"You, madam, should think more about how it is to be someone else."
"Someone else? Like whom? A cat?" mom answered with a disdain I knew she simply could not withhold.
"Indeed, like a cat. You cannot fix everything with money. Mister Wimpytail will need a week to recover from the stress."
"I find that hard to believe. Look, he is already having some intimate me-time."
Mister Wimpytail sat on a couch, his legs wide spread, licking himself clean.
"You did not treat him like a cat. You'll know how awful it is if you are not treated as what you are. Only then will you understand."
Mom shrugged her shoulders. "Whatever. Zach, Ginnie, let us go. This lady is giving me the creeps."
The old lady stood in the door way, slowly shaking her head, as we moved out. I swore I saw her mouth uttering some phrase that I could not make out.
Mom drove us to a star restaurant to make up for the ruined day. It sort of worked. Ginnie and I could not resist some giggles about mom's response to it all, although we felt bad for Mister Wimpytail too. Still, the words of the old lady had sounded more ominous than I'd have liked to admit at that moment.
Later that night, Ginnie went to her own house in town, while I stayed over at mom's. Dad was away for the weekend on a business trip, I had some time off college. Although mom was busy with her online shop, where she sold coffee machines for ridiculously expensive prices to companies, I think that mom appreciated me hanging around. I don't think mom thrives well if there is no one for her to boss around.
That evening, we decided to watch a movie together. First, mom let me pick one. So I just chose whatever French cinematographer people at college had been raving about. While I lay down on the couch, completely flat, mom kept sitting up as straight as if she was part of some royal family of the nineteenth century. She was so impeccably clothed too, with her little blazer and her satin scarf: she looked stiff and uptight. Always in control.
Anyway, I soon felt nervous as I realized that mom found this film a bunch of nonsense. Seen through her eyes I suddenly couldn't really recall what had drawn me to it either. A rich man dressed as a hobo got invited to a dinner of other rich people, so that he turned into a rich man pretending to be a hobo pretending to be a rich man. Mom just switched the television off at the moment when the entire dinner party decided to pretend to be hobo's. "Such nonsense. I am going to bed."
And that was that. I half thought of screaming that I was still watching the movie, but then why bother. Mom was right, it was a bunch of nonsense. That was the worst thing, mom was almost always right about what were doing wrong. It is hard to have such a disciplined mom at times.
With a deep sigh I rolled off the couch, while mom had already gone off to brush her teeth.
"Lights out, Zach!" she screamed from the bath room.
"I know, I know." I replied half way up the stairs, pausing in my step to go down again and switch them off. How did she know? She could not even see the living room.
That night, the strangest thing happened.
I remember well that I was dozing off after having watched a series on my smartphone, when I suddenly heard the door squeaking. Through my eye lids, I could discern a silhouette against the light in the hall.
"Who is that?"
No answer.
The figure started crouching towards me. I, still dizzy from sleepiness, tried to get my act together and sit straight up as it came closer and closer. My heart beat fast. I was sure I was being attacked. All reflexes started working, I was ready to get up and fight.
"Meow."
And again: "Meow."
It was mom. She now sat right next to my bed. "Me-ow."
Although it was too dark to see any details, there was no doubt. Mom was here in my room in the middle of the night pretending to be a cat. Now, this scenario was such an impossibility, that I almost considered just accepting that I was dreaming.
"Go away." I hissed, for ninety percent sure that this was a dream now.
"Meow." mom replied. Her pitch was much higher than usual, which actually resulted in quite a good imitation of a cat. She was really making an effort of taking a piss at me.
"Okay, enough." I said, and slung my legs off the edge of the bed. The moon light shone in through my curtains, illuminating patches of mom's white skin. She was not fully clothed: from what I could tell in the dark, her arms and legs appeared to be naked. When she moved her head a bit, I could tell that she was actually wearing cat ears. What was happening?
"Mom... Are you alright?" My mood switched from annoyed to concerned. I just hoped that she hadn't had a complete nervous breakdown.
Again, there was no reply. Instead, mom just leaned forward, and I felt the warm skin of her cheek brush past my leg. My God, she was really out of it.
In the dark, I got up, awkwardly walking past mom, who was on all fours on the floor. She looked over her shoulder as I passed by. I got her my bathrobes, which I sort of half threw over her shoulders.
"Mom, let's go back to your bedroom, yeah?" I tried, but as far as I could tell mom did not really register what I was saying. After some moments trying to find out how, I supported mom under her shoulders to stand up straight. My hands touched her warm soft skin, and my arms slid under her arm pits, which she had shaved to be completely smooth: it felt strangely intimate to hold mom like this.
She did some awkward wiggling movements in an attempt to escape from my grasp, but then ultimately she got up straight and slowly started acting like a human again.
I noticed that mom was almost naked. She seemed to be wearing a kind of lingerie body, but I tried to not to look at her. Too many patches of white skin were lighting up in the moon light. I pulled my bathrobe tighter around her.
Confused, mom shuffled towards my door. I could now see she was definitely wearing cat's ears, the ones you'd get for Halloween. She muttered a final 'meow', before she left my room and closed the door. I still stood there for quite some moments, trying to determine whether I should go after her or not.
The next morning, mom acted as if nothing had happened. She was already up and about, making calls for her web shop, sitting behind her laptop on the breakfast table. A pot of coffee was boiling.
When I walked in she was engaged in a heated conversation which she only interrupted to tell me not to throw my bathrobes in the middle of the hall. My jaw dropped.
"What the heck, mom?" I mouthed, assuming that she was pulling my leg. She wasn't. She just gestured quickly with her hands to tell me to get her some of the coffee and went back to her call.
After she hung up, she sent her fingers rattling over the key board of her laptop, while I tried to finish my bowl of cereals.
"Mom..." I began.
"Mmh mmh?"
"About last night... What the fuck?"
"Mind your language, Zach, this isn't a fraternity house."
I left my question hanging for a while in the hope that mom would start to explain what had happened. Again, she didn't.
"OK. Then just tell me... Why were you in my room last night dressed as a cat? "
The rattling stopped for a second as mom looked at me, pulling up an eye brow.
"The fuck, Zach? A cat? I have literally no clue what you are talking about."
That was that. I knew mom long enough to know that she wasn't joking. She had really forgotten what had happened. But how was that possible?
I was really worried about her mental health at this stage, but I told myself that she could still just be sleep walking or whatever. God knows what she and dad did in their bedroom: maybe this was just their routine and mom had slipped into her cat role half asleep or something. Still, it didn't really work out in my head and I decided to keep an eye on mom, to see if she was not going nuts.
Mom did not show any strange behavior during the day. She just sat there at her laptop, as usual, being productive. That night was Friday night, and with mom being her old self again, I decided it would be okay if I went out for drinks with some friends from high school who had remained living in this town after I had left. When I came home, all the lights were off in the house. I put my ear to the door of mom's bed room and heard her breathing quietly. All good.
It was at around two o' clock that I heard my door open again. And, again, I saw mom kneeling down on all fours and coming towards my bed.
"Meow."
Well, I'll be damned.
I switched on the light in the small globe that was next to my bed from ages ago, to confront mom with her awkward behavior. Perhaps I shouldn't have, though, for now I could really see what was going on.
Mom sat in the middle of my small room, on the red carpet, in a black, lace stretching body that left her arms and body naked. In her red, curly hair, she wore the cat ears she had on yesterday as well. With eye liner or something, she had even made the tip of her nose black, and she had also drawn some whiskers above her lips adorned with red lip stick. Around her neck hung a little bell, like the ones you'd see on cats in older movies to scare the birds away.
Most of these details, however, were lost on me, as I was first of flabbergasted at the obscenity of the sight. Mom was squatting, with her knees pointing outwards, her legs wide spread. The lace body stretched tightly over mom's curvaceous shapes, but its seams were stitched so that her pussy was fully visible. Through a circle shaped hole, I stared right at mom's puffy, slightly glistening vagina.
To say the least, this was not a sight I had been expecting to see.
To make things worse, mom's black lace body also left little to the imagination concerning her breasts. Two holes were left through which her nipples protruded, and these holes were large enough to see mom's pinkish aureolae and a part of her white breasts.
Mom just sat there, with her hands curled as into two little paws, staring intently at me. I stared back, not sure what to do. It goes without saying that I had never, never ever seen mom like this. Prudish mom, who would never let us into the bath room when she was showering. Even as kids. And now here she sat like... Like a complete slut, completely visible to her own son.
"Meow."
Mom's meowing shook me out of my trance. Switching the light off, I simply pulled my duvet off my bed and covered mom with it as good as I could, trying not to think about what I had just seen.
"Okay, mom, you are really, really confused. I will bring you to your room now."
I did my best not to touch mom's skin in any way, and wrapped her as tightly into the duvet as if she was a burrito. Luckily, mom cooperated and soon I had her back into her room again.
Not long after, however, my door opened again. Mom was back. On all fours. Fuck.
She held something in her mouth that she dropped at the edge of my bed. I had to turn on my light again to see that it was a kind of red package. I reached for it and picked it up. It was a pair of panties. Red, lace panties. Worn.
As I sat on the edge of my bed with this questionable gift in my hands, I watched how mom had started to lick her wrists, which she used to clean her neck. I still hoped I was dreaming, but I was fearing that I had entered a reality that was weirder than anything I could ever imagine.
Mom's hefty tits jiggled under her movements. Her nipples bounced off in all directions as she started shaking her head every now and then. When I noticed that mom was not paying much attention to me, I couldn't help staring at her. What was she doing? What was she playing cat for?
Then mom started to stretch, just like cat. She had walked around my room a bit, her large tits pointing down, until she was now with her ass in my direction. Her enormous white ass cheeks were separated by the lace of the body that crept into her butt crack. Mom's vagina was clearly visible again between her two strong and wide legs. She bent forward, stretching her arms, while keeping her ass in the air in my direction.
This was the moment I should have walked out. But I was too confused at what was happening, when a smell drifted towards me. A musky, earthy smell. I sniffed once, twice. Was it... I brought the panties to my nose and the smell intensified. I sniffed deeply, as I pressed the fabric against my nostrils. Mom. I was smelling mom.
I could not bear it. My hand slid in my pajama trousers, in my Kelvin Klein boxers, to be wrapped around my leaking, stiffening cock. I realized that this was perhaps the most awful thing to do in this situation where mom had apparently gone crazy, but the smell and the sight of mom's bulging, trimmed pussy between her upper legs did things to me that were beyond my control.
I jerked off to the sight of mom's stretching. She did multiple stretches, her ass cheeks gently trembling as she changed position, before she rolled on her back, her paws in the air. Finally, mom looked me in the eye, from below those stupid cat ears, and with lips touted under the whiskers she drew on her face. Interlocking our gazes, I felt my tempo building. As I looked at her tits that had sagged sideways under their weight, her almost purplish nipples that stood stiff through the holes in the lace, I was starting to come. Within long, I had filled my boxers with my cum and just sat there shaking on the edge of the bed.
This time, I did not have to carry mom out. After giving me a playful smile, she crawled out of my room. Only now did I notice that she had tail too, that dragged over the floor behind her.
She left the panties in my room.
The next morning, I did not know what to say to mom. I felt ashamed and stained, as if I could never be a normal human again. However, mom again appeared to have not remembered at all what had happened the night before.
When I came in, she had just finished a news paper and was getting up to go out and do groceries.
"Morning, Zach. Looking tired. You shouldn't go to bed so late." I checked her eyes for a hint of sarcasm, but there was none. "Anyway, I will be back in an hour. I know it is weekend, but one of the companies down town will drop by in the afternoon to check out which machines we have in the show room in the garage. So I'll be busy today. Tonight, maybe you cook?"
And she was off.
I sat at breakfast with two impulses fighting one another in my head. The first was one of utter guilt and a wish to repent for cumming over the sight of mom's ass. The other was, now that mom appeared to not realize what had happened, to sneak up to my room and sniff her panties again. And pray that she would return at night.
The latter impulse won. Within moments I found myself on my bed pulling my cock with mom's soft panties stretched over my face. I had discovered, by day light, that there was a small, white stain that mom's pussy had left. Smelling it, the musky smell of yesterday returned and sent me over the edge almost immediately.
As these things go, later that afternoon, guilt started to win from lust. I just sat there waiting for mom to come back, feeling like I should make up to her somehow but not knowing how to.
When she did return, she had little time. The guy from the company was coming over in a couple of minutes, so I had to stay quiet. I sat down with my laptop right next to the garage where mom had her little show room for the machines she sold, hoping I could get some work done.
The gentleman sounded nice enough, and soon I lost track of what mom and he were saying through the door, which was thick enough to muffle their voices. However, my ears perked up when I felt like I heard something out of the order. The tempo of the conversation had shifted. What was it?
Short, high pitched sounds. Then the man, with stuttering phrases, confused. I knew better than to just swing open the door to see what was going on - mom would not forgive me if I came in between business. But what I heard made me worried. The man sounded more awkward by the second, so I just grabbed a tray of cookies that I saw in the kitchen, to feign the excuse of bringing them some.
When I opened the door, I was greeted by an enthusiastic "meow" from mom. She had knelt down in the middle of the garage, and appeared to be chasing a bee that must have gotten in there through the door to the garden. The man, a balding guy in his mid forties, was looking helplessly at her, then at me, his eyes beckoning me to explain what the hell was going on.
"Sir." I tried. "You want a cookie?"
The man took one.
"Ma'am, here... is she?" he began.
I tried to save what I could for mom.
"Oh, this is part of our... business plan." I made up as I went along. "Stay playful. We take that quite literally."
"I see, but... I may be too old fashioned, but... I simply don't understand..."
"You are not supposed to understand. That is how we stay a step ahead of the game." I tried. "Right, Gloria?"
Hearing her name shook mom out of her strange behavior. She looked up confused. She pulled at her blazer, straightened her hair, and rose to her two feet again.
"I am sorry. Meow. Ehm..." she cleared her throat. "Where were we?"
The man slowly backed towards the exit in the front door of the garage. "It was very nice meeting you all, and I will give your machines a thought. I am just not sure whether it is what we are looking for."
Mom was back at it again: "Nonsense, of course you are looking for these machines. They can make any coffee you like. Good coffee."
Nervously looking over his back, the man nevertheless remained still at mom's confident tone.
"Fuck off...." mom hissed through her teeth, so soft that only I could hear it. "You are messing this up."
If she only knew, I thought, that I had just saved her ass, while I silently left the garage.



Mom sold three machines that day.
Meanwhile, I biked to the cat café where we had sat down two days before. I felt like the old lady might have some clue as to what was happening. It could not a coincidence that mom had started to behave this way after launching Mr. Whimpytail through the café.
But the place seemed to be closed down entirely, to my great surprise. All the furniture had been removed. Logo's had been taken off the walls. All there was left was the bar, around which empty coffee cups lay scattered about.
Just as I wanted to turn to go back, I walked into the old lady who was standing right behind me.
"Wohee." I exclaimed.
"Wohee to you too." the old lady answered, smiling bare her toothless gum.
"I was looking for you." I told her, suddenly quite nervous to be face to face with the old lady.
"I know that. You want to know how you can help your mom."
"Did you do something to her?"
"Perhaps."
"Well, undo it. She is behaving awfully."
"Do you really think so?"
Somehow I had the feeling that the old lady knew about my panty sniffing and what had happened last night.
"Yes." I managed to utter.
"I already told her how to undo it."
"You mean... to know how awful it is be treated as something you are not?" I remembered the words the lady had spoken at the café.
"Exactly."
"Do you mean I should treat her as a cat?"
"Only if she is not one already."
"Wait, what...?" I replied, but the lady had started to search for a key to open the door.
Without paying me further attention, she just muttered: "You hold the key, my boy. You will release her."
And she pushed me aside, with more force than I'd thought she'd have, to open the door to the café, which she locked right behind her. I watched through the glass panes how she disappeared into the rubble in the back.
At home I tried, very carefully, to treat mom in a cat-like fashion. It did not do much. When I rolled a small ball, she simply told me to stop it. When I shook with a can of cookies, she told me to keep the noise down. When I shone with my laser pen on the wall, she told me to go to my room and leave her alone. So, I concluded, this was probably not what the old lady had meant. Still, I had to find some way to cure mom, before she would ruin her life entirely by behaving like a cat at inappropriate moments.
Later that night, I heard the sound of nails at my door. This time, mom did not open the door herself. With my heart thumping in my throat, I stepped out of bed, and opened the door. Mom was right there on all fours again: same outift, same lace body. As she crawled forwards, her tits swayed softly from side to side and her ass cheeks trembled. She looked hot, and I felt my dick starting to stiffen. Why was mom doing this to me?
My plan was to try and treat her like a cat now, to see if that would break the strange spell that had come over her. When I rolled a ball of wool in her direction, mom joyfully went after it with the enthusiasm, but not the elegance of a cat. Her body may not have been exactly plump, but still mom had curves. As she crawled after the ball of wool, everything trembled and shook. When she had caught it, her ass was again pointing in my direction. I saw how her inner labia were slightly darker colored than the pink outer ones. I saw the mound of her vagina, and her tiny ass hole that was also left free by the lace. I had trouble swallowing.
Quickly I tried to do some other cat stuff with mom, telling myself that I was just trying to help her, not to gorge myself on her body. She was my fucking mother and what I had done yesterday should not be repeated. However, none of the cat stuff changed anything, so soon I had to change my tune. This was not doing anything.
I was standing in the middle of my room, when the dangerous thought popped up that mom was also my mom. That is, if I had to treat as something she was not, should I not try to treat her as something else? As if mom had guessed my thoughts, she crawled up to me, and returned to the squat position she had been in two days before, her knees pointing outwards, her pussy fully visible. She stared up at me and stuck her tongue out. It glistened in the light of my night lamp.
With a sigh and the forethought that this would cause me so much guilty feelings after, I started to tug on my pajama trousers. Mom looked up in what I can only call eager expectation. Nothing in her beckoned me to stop. I continued, and soon I was in my boxers, which I also started to take off.
My dick stood erect, hovering just decimeters above mom's face, that was tilted up towards me. Carefully, I started to jerk myself off. Slowly. Mom kept staring at me. Bossy mom, now so subservient. Her elbows were pushed together, rubbing her two lace covered tits against one another.
I did it ever so slowly, as if moving too fast might wake us up from whatever state we had fallen into. Below me was my mom, dressed as a cat, looking eagerly up at my cock, following my every movement.
"Meow. Meow." mom purred.
A strand of precum seeped out of my cock's meatus. It hung by a small thread to my tip, only to sink slowly onto mom's forehead. We were connected by this sticky thread for a moment, before it snapped. I jerked harder now. Mom seemed to get enthusiastic.
I am doing this for her... I thought. But I knew I was lying.
All of a sudden, mom bent forwards, pushing her head between my legs. I opened my legs a little bit, to suddenly feel a warm tingling at my balls. Mom was licking them with short licks, purring all the while. To think that this was the strict business woman that usually hardly paid attention to me.
I couldn't hold it. When mom felt I was starting to come, she leaned back again and offered me, I cannot describe it otherwise, offered me the canvas of her face to spray on.
"Mommy..." I sighed, as I felt the tension release in my groins. Thick strands of cum splattered on her forehead. One strand dangled from her left cat's ear. Mom groaned softly as two or three more cum shots landed on her neck.
I had hoped that this would break the spell, alas. Mom simply purred, as she used her wrists to try and clean herself, making a bigger mess as she did. My cum stuck to her arms and was now spread all over her face. Then, she simply crawled off, out of my room.
Beating myself up, I lay there staring at the ceiling for quite a while. I tried telling myself that no one would know, that I had had good intentions, but the image of mom's cum covered face won over both my guilt and my guilt for not feeling that much guilt.
Then, the door opened again. Mom was back. She had cleaned her face, but for the rest she was in exactly the same outfit. She meowed, and marched through my room on hands and knees, her impressive ass shaking.
I felt myself sliding out of my bed. I had not turned the light on this time, so I could not see mom in detail as she approached me. I knew what I was going to do and I already despised myself over it.
Mom came closer, I felt her body heat before I touched her. When I pulled her towards me, I felt a slight resistance, but when I gently petted her arm, this went over in submission. My face leaned into hers. I felt her soft, cushiony lips press into mine. Then her soft tongue. And her smell, so intense, mom's smell. My hands were in her hair, my body pressed to hers. She purred softly.
Without any effort, she let herself be pushed over by me, so that she now was on her back. I moved between her legs, my dick was already out. I was breathing heavily. "O, fuck, mom..." I moaned, as mom stretched her arms and dropped them on the floor above her head. I grabbed the flesh of her wide hips through the lace lingerie she wore.
My cock hovered indeterminately for a while, before I started to push forward. I leaned on my wrists so that I hung above mom, but I rocked my pelvis in her direction. Soon the tip of my cock met her slippery pussy. Mom had rolled her head into her arm, as if she did not dare to look at me while I penetrated her.
I was unstoppable now. My dick pushed her soft labia aside, with a very soft slippery sound, I went inside my own mother. Mom just let it happen, looking away. I had not felt such intense pleasure ever. My cock plunged deeper inside of her bald pussy, I soon felt my balls resting on her ass cheeks, that were bulging from under her back under her weight. Gently, I placed one hand on one of mom's free tits. It felt so soft, and I could feel it tremble slightly every time I thrust inside my own mother.
As I started pumping, I lowered myself, pushing my head onto the floor. My cock made a chamming sound as I slammed it into mom. I turned my head to face mom, but she was still looking away, so I hid my nose in her ginger hairs, smelling her sweet perfume. Mom lay still and let me use her, while she softly continued purring every time I fucked her deep. I nibbled her ears.
Even though I knew I shouldn't have, I soon came inside mom's pussy. It was too silky soft, too seductive not to. I lay on top her, catching my breath for a quite a while, until I crawled off of her, and silently got into my bed. Mom just crawled off without word, although nothing in her demeanor said that she hadn't liked it.
Yep, now I really did feel horrible about myself. Fucking my helpless mother.
The next morning I was in for a great surprise. Whereas I had expected mom to be her old self again, she was still in her uniform of the night before. Her cat ears perked up when she heard me come in.
"Meow."
"O, fuck..." I just groaned, realizing that dad would come home this afternoon and not knowing how the hell we would be able to fix all this. I was worried that I might have actually knocked up mom by my stupid behavior the night before. I felt dirty and sinful and I just wanted to leave - but I could not leave mom like this, of course.
While I tried to make breakfast, mom paraded towards me. Her body looked, to be honest, even more ravishing in the broad day light. She started to rub her head to my legs, which sent an electric current running right to my groins. "Oh, my..."
I had to step over mom to get to the breakfast table, where I tried to sit down. Before long, however, mom was at my feet again, rubbing her face along my upper leg. A bulge formed in my underpants.
"Why are you making this so hard for me..." I hissed. Before I could decide what I should do, mom's phone started ringing. It was on the table in front of me. Mom did not appear to go pick it up, so I looked who it was. Dad.
"Hi, Dad!" I answered.
"Hey, Zach! I have just arrived at the air port. Should be home in two hours. Your mom there?"
I felt a tugging at my shorts. With one hand I tried to stop mom from taking them off. "Meow, meow!"
"Ehm... Yeah... She can't speak right now, she is... Ayayayay -" mom had taken my shorts off and had placed her lips on the tip of my cock. Her tongue went in circles around it.
"What's that, Zach?"
"She is..." I breathed heavily, "she is busy right now. Ooomph."
Mom opened her cute little mouth and slid her lipstick stained lips across its girth. I almost cried due to the intensity of this feeling. Her green eyes rested on mine, while I saw her nostrils flare under her efforts.
"Zach?"
"It's nothing, sorry, I am distracted."
Mom started bobbing her head really fast now. I looked down on her hair with the cat ears in them. Her thick ass protruded behind her.
"Okay, don't worry. Will you be there when I get there?"
"Yeah, I will still be he-he-heeeere."
I was starting to cum. Mom pushed her head forward, so that my balls bumped into her chin. My dick was completely sucked into her mouth.
"Okay, Zach. Tell your mom I love her, will you?"
My dick slipped out of mom's mouth, taking sticky strands of cum along, that hung dangling from mom's chin.
"Will... do..."
"Meow."
This was bad. I had to fix mom before Dad came back.
I tried calling the only phone number I could find of the cat café. After three times, someone picked up.
"Oh, my God, it's you!" I screamed, when I heard the old lady mumble to herself at the other side of the line.
"Oh, my God, it is you." she answered. "What do you want? We are closed. You already know what to do."
"I do not know what to do!"
"Just don't treat your mom like a mom. Just don't treat a cat like a cat. It is as simple as that."
"I have no clue what you are saying, lady! Lady?..." she had hung up.
I pulled my boxers up, while mom crawled up on the couch to go to sleep.
"No, no, no." I went over to her. "We should get you cleaned up first."
Sighing, mom moved up from the couch, and, on two legs, walked upstairs. I heard her turn on the shower, which gave me some hope that her human side might be back for a moment.
It did, luckily. Without mentioning anything that had happened, mom simply sat down at her desk and started working. She was wearing an impeccably clean skirt and shirt, with a black blazer on top. Office woman to the max again. The cat ears were gone too.
I sneaked away, too afraid that I would make her recall what had just happened between us. My legs were still shaky.
When dad came home that evening, all still seemed to be normal still. I hoped that everything would stay like that. Mom had ordered food, we watched a movie together. Dad was so tired after his week of work, that he slowly sank into a deep, snoring sleep. Mom lovingly caressed his belly. These were the rare moments where she dared to show some affection publicly.
Mom got up to go the toilet, and I kept watching the film from my couch. Dad's gentle snoring formed a steady backtrack. When the door opened again, I sort of should have seen it coming. Mom was dressed as a cat, once more.
"Ssssshhhht," I tried to shoo her away, nervously glancing at dad. To little avail. Mom kept crawling closer and closer towards me in the same skimpy outfit as she had been wearing all weekend. "Mom, no, not here." I whispered.
But mom was not mom in this role. With her cat's ears on, she playfully came in my direction, hips wagging. Without me having any say, she tried to crawl up into my lap, completely underestimating her size and weight. Uncomfortably, she had to wiggle around, while I tried to push her away. Ultimately, she settled by straddling me with her ass in the direction of my face. Her exposed pussy pressed onto my jogging trousers.
"Mom, get real." I whispered. "Please go away, dad can't see us like this."
I tried to get up, but mom wouldn't let me. She purred lazily, as she started to sort of lean backwards, so that her ass cheeks rubbed my groins.
"O, shit." I tried to get free from under mom, but she grabbed my wrists, while she gently started to rock her hips. She was rubbing her pussy against the bulge in my pants. I stared over her shoulder to what dad was doing, but he was still fast asleep.
Once more I tried to break free, only succeeding in pushing mom half over, so that we rolled off the couch. Mom landed on all fours, as a good cat. Her ass perked up. Meanwhile, I sort of rolled on top of mom, so that I was now positioned behind her. Doggy style.
Mom just remained like this. I had all the freedom to walk away now. I glanced at dad again. Fast asleep. Slowly, slowy, I started to bump my pelvis into mom. I saw her amazing pussy again, so wet, so warm. I felt it through the fabric of my trousers.
I shouldn't.
I lowered my pants to my knees, my dick springing free. Then, I gently pressed it between mom's legs, into her pussy, with one free hand. The other I used to grab hold of her hip. My god.
I slid into mom again, like a sausage in a bun. Again, mom just held still, but I felt from the muscles flexing inside her pussy that she liked it as much as I did. Very softly, not to wake dad, who was meters away from me, I started to push in and out. A soft sopping sound resulted. I was fucking my own mom from behind...
Seeing her cat ears in her hair turned me on, as did her tail that I grabbed with one hand. Mom would never wear this, so the fact that she did now made me feel strangely powerful over her. As if this costume denoted submission.
I kept a steady pace fucking mom, but the longer we were at it, the louder her moans started to be. This turned me on, and I thrust faster and faster, until there was a steady sloshing sound of my cock in mom's super wet pussy that filled the room. Mom started to moan so loud, that I was really worried dad would wake up. He sort of half raised one hand in his sleep.
I pulled out of mom, and pushed her around. I didn't go that gentle anymore, but mom simply obeyed. She was now facing the couch and I grabbed a pillow. I got in position again behind her, and pushed myself into her again. Bliss.
When mom started moaning, I pushed her face into the pillow on the couch, but made sure that her nose was free so she could breathe well. Muffled moans rose every time I pushed so far my balls slammed into her legs. Her ass rippled under my hard thrusts. While I built tempo, mom's silenced moans went into high pitched, frantic screeching of joy. Her pussy contracted around my cock, as I also felt my tension building.
We came together in an orgasm that seemed to last ages. Right under dad's nose, mom was trembling and shaking, shaking her ass up and down like crazy, while I had one hand on the back of her head, pushing her into the pillow, and the other on her hip. Our sex smells filled the room.
I let myself fall down on my bottom, quick to pull up my trousers as well. However, I just had to take a moment to come to myself before I could move back to the couch. This had been insane. I had fucked mom just a meter or two away from her own husband. And she had let me...
Mom, however, rose to her feet, and went out to take a shower. Dad woke up by the sound.
"What are you sitting there for, boy?"
I shrugged, afraid that if I would say anything, my voice would be trembling.
"I am going to sleep." dad simply said, and he got up and up the stairs. I still smelled mom on me for many hours.
This was the end of it. Mom never said anything about what had happened. Perhaps she had really been in another state of mind. However, when I took out the trash, I saw the cat uniform disposed there. A sign that this was over.
Something I had done had solved mom's curse, and in a way I thought I must be able to feel some pride over that. Who knows who she'd have fucked in her role as sex crazed kitten? Why was it so bad that it had had to be me?
I could not be fully comforted by these thoughts, as I was not sure what exactly had had the positive result. I was wondering if there would every be anybody that I could talk about. Would my future girl friends understand? Or would I have to carry this secret forever alone?
The answer to some of my riddles would come when I passed one last time past the cat café, before I returned to my college town. The old lady just came out, while a large truck stood idling in front of the store. New owners with new plans. I gestured at the lady, who gently smiled and did not appear to stop to talk to me. However, I did not let her get away.
"Lady!" I asked. "I think... I think I lifted the spell."
The old lady chuckled, as she shuffled into the direction of the truck. "Very well, boy. So did you figure out my little mystery?"
"No... I... don't know what cured mom. You put the curse on her, I bet you did, so you tell me."
"Now, son, that are quite some allegations right there."
"They are right. You did it."
"I did, I did, I admit it. As a revenge to what your mom did to Mister Whimpytail."
"But... what did you do?"
"To solve the riddle you had to treat her as something she was not. She was turned into a cat, your mom was. So you simply had to treat her like a dog to teach her a lesson in empathy. Cats hate dogs."



"Did I do that?" I said, without thinking.
The old lady looked me in the eye. Her eyes twinkled. "Well, now. Didn't you fuck her like a dog?"
I was struck with silence by the obscenity leaving the mouth of this old witch.
And with these words she walked away, greeted the truck driver, and handed him the keys to the café.
END
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My dad passed away two years ago on a rainy February day. I remember how mom and I were sitting on the cheap plastic chairs beside dad's hospital bed, as we had been doing for weeks, while the rain lashed against the windows overlooking the desolate parking lot.
I was reading dad from a National Geography article about the Rocky Mountains. I did this more to kill time than for him. For, dad had already lost conscious for weeks by then. Mom was holding his hand, as she always did when we sat here under the bright white hospital lights.
Having been in this limbo for so long, we almost believed that we would be here forever - going in rounds from work to the hospital to home to work to the hospital. But change has its ways of creeping up on us like a thief in the night. Mom and I watched silently as the monitor beside the bed began to bleep. We froze. The nurse ran in and we made way to let her do whatever she could to save dad. To no avail. Just like that, dad died. We watched his body, which looked exactly the same as before, and tried to realize that everything was different now.
Mom had been losing her colour since dad's illness. But at the funeral it was as if she had turned into a black and white version of herself. The priest spoke the last words as dad's body was lowered in the ground.
"I will miss him so much." I said to mom, when we hid away in the garage from all the relatives and friends swarming our house after the funeral. We felt so disoriented.
"Me too." she answered. We breathed in and out and forced ourselves to mingle again.
***
Some memories of my father.
When I was five, we used to feed the ducks at a local pond. Dad had managed to train them to catch the bread out of the air, which made all the other kids jealous of me and him.
When I was eighteen, dad managed to keep his temper when he saw my awful grades and, again, when he found the bag of weed stacked away between my shoes in my closet. Other dads would have yelled at me, but my dad simply sat down for a long and serious and calm talk about Responsibility and Discipline. Then we smoked a farewell-to-weed joint together, after which mom found us giggling and rolling over the carpet. The strategy was smart. If even my dad approved of weed, there was not any bad-boy appeal to it and I never smoked again.
When I turned nineteen, dad helped me make my own bed for in college. We worked on the project for months in the evenings and had so much fun, listening to Aerosmith on the small bluetooth speaker and shooting the shit together. Every time my parents would visit my dorm, dad would proudly pat the bed and recall how we had worked on it together.
Overall, I remember dad as the guy who kept it all together. When mom was stressed at work, he would take us camping. When I messed up at school, we would sit together and study - and with so much humour as dad had, it was always fun. Now, with him gone, I was afraid that if things fell apart, there would be no one to magically fix everything, as he had always done.
***
It was hard to continue to work the weeks after. I had just started as a high school teacher in our small Midwest town. The kids were kind to me. They listened when I told them what had happened to my father and why I might not be myself for a while. But they also were rowdy teenagers, and I had trouble retaining their attention after a kid called Brandon showed a TickTock movie of him downing a can of beer in three seconds.
In the evenings I went to mom. She had been allowed some leave time from her job as a secretary for the local university. It did not seem to do her much good. She looked pale. Having little distraction, anxious thoughts crept in her mind like so many spiders.
I worried for her. I worried so much that on top of the stress my work was giving, I was paying too little attention to my girlfriend at the time. We were living together, but I was hardly home, and when I was I was grading student papers or lying flat out in front of the television. I should have seen it coming. But I didn't. We broke up.
Mom allowed me to move in with her for a while. Secretly, I didn't mind. I wanted to be there for her. It was my way to cope with the grief, I guess. I tried to do the little things that dad did for her, like make her breakfast and prepare some cheese snacks after dinner over a glass of wine.
Whenever I thought of dad I had to fight my tears.
Mom appreciated everything I did, but she was still gloomy and pale and she looked as if the colour had been shaken out of her. But when her work started, and she had some distraction, things got a bit better.
"You can stay as long as you like." mom said over dinner one evening, as if she had telepathically read my mind. I had been worried that I was overstaying. It was three months now. Although I had half-heartedly looked for apartments in town, I simply could not see myself living anywhere else than with her for now. I needed to be here to go through the motions together.
"I want you around. It helps."
Often, we cried together over dad. We would cuddle on the couch and recall nice things about dad. How he would make awful puns on every town's name that we passed on holiday. ("You know my buddy Al? Al would move to Elwood if he could sell wood.") We chuckled. It was comforting to feel mom's warm body so close to mine. She would hide her face on my chest as I felt her warm tears through my shirt. I would kiss her hair. I recognized the smell of her shampoo.
Over time, we started to think of nice things to do in the evening. Mom was reluctant at first. She explained that she felt guilty. As if having fun was betraying her memory of dad.
"Dad would have liked you to keep on living." I replied. "He loved you most when you were happy and cheerful."
Mom took that in for a while. Memories must have flashed before her mind's eye. "Remember how he always used to tease me about my freckles?"
"He called you his summer goddess. I always cringed, but it was kind of cute actually."
"He didn't want me to stay inside but to go outside in the sun. Whenever I got too caught up in work, he would force me to take some days off and go out with the three of us. I loved our camping trips."
Mom slowly became convinced happiness wasn't a sin. I remember that the first time we went to a cinema together, she was nervous. She looked over her shoulder and seemed to want to be inside as fast as possible.
"I am afraid someone sees me. What will they think - so soon after your dad passed away?
I braided my arm through mom's and pulled her close.
"You are overthinking it. Please, please just enjoy tonight."
Her head rested on my shoulder. Her hair tickled my neck.
"Okay. I will try to."
The movie was awful but we had a great night criticizing it in the little café adjacent to the cinema. Mom did some great expressions of the actors. Only when I saw her smile, did I realize how long ago it had been since I had last seen her smile. Her blue eyes had regained some of their life.
***
Other people just didn't understand what it was like to lose someone so dear to you. Over the months, mom and I had disappointing experiences with our friends, who made blunt remarks or gave us the impression that we had been mourning for too long. People find it hard to accept grief. They do not want to acknowledge that there are things that simply will not be repaired again, that things can break for good. Everybody seemed so impatient for us to just get over it.
But because of this our bond grew stronger than it had ever been. Our house in the suburbs became our vestige. It was our safe place, in which we could show how we felt. Mom and I talked full evenings. We reflected on our grief, how it grew like an ink stain, tainting everything that it touched. How silent the house was. How hard it was for her to throw dad's clothes out.
Our house was our palace of grief. We could be who we were. And when I was sad, mom would just sense it and we would cuddle until we could face life's tasks again. When mom was sad, I made her dinner or spontaneously took her out. And sometimes, when I found her on the floor sobbing, crying her eyes out, I would just be there for her and let her go through whatever she was going through.
We worked like a well-oiled machine, and soon our lives became so intertwined that I started to feel a knot in my stomach thinking about ever leaving and living on my own again.
Mom would still meet friends. But as if by some secret agreement, she always met them at their places our outdoors. It was as if our home had become a sanctity where we could deal with our sadness as we liked, which was not to be disturbed by others. Everything was okay there, nothing would be too much.
Summer came. Mom took some weeks off, and I had my summer holidays. And we stayed inside much of the time, hiding in our bubble. Late winter we had still gone out often, but mom found it hard to be seen outside. Especially the longer days made her feel vulnerable, as more people were on the street and she didn't like the idea of seeming to be over dad already. Many of my plans to cheer her up had to take place within the four walls of our home.
"This is the first year I have seen you without freckles." I said one time over dinner. Outside the sun still shone. But we had plans to watch some music documentaries on the couch.
Mom touched her face. "You are right. We have been hiding from the world a bit, haven't we?"
For some reason, I placed my hand on hers, touching her soft cheek. She looked at me with her radiant blue eyes. Was she startled?
The touch felt too intimate. Even though we had been so close physically many times. Snuggling on the couch. Hugging. We even kissed each other's faces when one of us was crying. But perhaps it was the casualness of my gesture that felt out of the ordinary. We both knew that I wouldn't have held her hand like this before dad passed away and that something had changed over the months. I softly pulled my hand back.
I was silent for a bit.
"I should go out more." Mom said then, but it sounded like she wasn't looking forward to it. "Perhaps I should take a small vacation or something."
I am not sure whether my touch had anything to do with it, but mom decided to take a break without me. With three friends she went to a nearby lake for a long weekend. It gave me time to think about the last few months, about how life was without dad nearby, and how my relation to mom was changing.
But overall, I just felt miserable without mom. The house, which with her was a shelter, now felt like a tomb. I also missed being able to hold her. Seeing her. Being so close to her all the time. I missed her smell of her shampoo that made the house into a home.
I went out for long walks through the suburbs, thinking about dad at first, but then quickly returning my thoughts to mom. I felt a deep urge to hold her close to me, and I missed the way she would fold her warm body into a ball so that I could fully wrap her in my arms. Sitting at a bench near a field with old oaks, I suddenly realized that I felt the same as when my relationship with my ex had just started, and when she had been away for a week. The longing was just as intense.
This was the first time I had thought about my ex at all.
how is life there? I texted mom on the second day. the house feels quite empty .
The rest of the day, I waited for a reply. Jumping up every time my phone buzzed. Only at night did mom reply.
I miss you.
I held my phone in my hand as if it held a puzzle that I had to solve. Mom missed me. Did she feel the same? I got startled when the phone buzzed again.
I will tell you more when i get home. sleep well xxx she added.
love you xxx
We had never sent each other such messages. We had hardly texted at all. In a strange way, it felt natural. But it also felt much more like messages I would send to my lover than to my mother. They sparked my longing to see her again. And they made the days that we were separated seem even longer.
The days crawled by like a wounded soldier crawling to safety. I had nothing to do, and I soon found myself hovering around my phone waiting for anything to come in.
I want to hug you. I wrote her, when I could no longer refrain.
I want to hold you close. she replied hours later, and in the meanwhile I had done nothing than fret over whether it was weird to have texted her that. Can't talk with my friends as I can with you.
Hope it isn't too bad. Miss you on the couch next to me.
I'll be back soon for you, baby. We'll cuddle as much as you like.
Mom had only been gone for three days. But we fell in each other's arms like lovers reunited after a long war when she can back.
Her holiday had been okayish. But her friends had avoided the topic of dad, which had made mom feel lonely. She knew it was just awkwardness on her friends' side. But the pain never abode.
"But you have some freckles again." I replied, while I listened to her, as I was lying against her on the couch. "Dad would have loved that. I love it."
And again I touched her face. Our eyes met as I gently patted her cheek.
After her return, mom and I both seemed to have a physical craving to be near one another. After work, we ate dinner on the couch, our bodies close. We lay in the garden, sunbathing, holding hands. Only when night fell did we separate, climbing into our separate beds, looking forward to another day of being close.
***
"Do you know how there are these moments when you forget -- only during an instant -- that he is no longer here, so that the pain only smacks you in the face when you realize that he will never walk through that door again? Like a jackhammer hitting you right in the face?" Mom had dried her tears but her blue eyes were still watery. I grabbed her hands and held them like I was protecting a frail little bird.
"I know...It's just so... Fucked. And everything just goes on and everybody expects you to have given it a place, but you haven't because there is no place to put it for you because the world just feels broken, doesn't it?"
Silence fell. We just had had dinner and our plates were still on the table. We had eaten little to nothing.
"Come, let's cuddle." mom said, after we had found nothing to say.
And we spooned on the couch, and I held mom and we just let time flow.
"It is as if only here I am understood." mom whispered, as she kissed my hand. "You know what I feel. Only you know what I feel."
I nodded. It was the same for me. My pupils had all but forgotten about that day when I told them my dad passed away. My colleagues never asked. It was just something that you were supposed to get over, I guess. But I hadn't, really.
I remembered how dad and I went fishing every summer, even after I had graduated. He used to make the stupidest jokes, that I found myself reiterating in my mind when I lay in bed. Sometimes I would share one with mom, and she would have that nostalgic smile when she remembered the occasion where dad had made it.
But overall, I found it hard to reach my pain. Sometimes I cried. But most of all, I found myself over-performing to try to keep mom happy, compensating the emptiness I felt inside. Doing chores, thinking of plans, consoling her. Still, I could only so long hold that big black cloud of grief at bay, and it felt lonely that no one in my work or of my friends understood.
No one but mom.
"I admire you, mom." I replied to her. "I think you are so strong, how you deal with your pain. And that we are really making something of life still."
"Thank you, honey. I really like you being here for me. I appreciate all the time you take to help me. It would be too lonely without you."
Mom held my hand and placed it on her face. We just lay there cuddling. It was not awkward, being so intimate with mom. I wanted to be with her, to feel her warmth warm the frozen inside me. And I felt something deep stirring in me as I kept stroking mom's cheek. We belonged.
***
A week or so after mom had returned from her holiday, we went to the pool together. The sky was blue and the sun was high, and we found a nice, cool spot near a tree. We went into the cabins to get changed.
When we both emerged again, mom wore the bikini she had already had when I was a child. Black, with white polka dots. It had been a long time since I had seen so much of mom's body. Out of decency, I tried to not look at her. Still, that bikini, her legs, her belly brought back memories of when mom bathed me as a boy -- she wore that exact bikini on pictures I had seen in our photobooks. Her body somehow signaled safety to me, a time of innocence when my body was under her complete care.
She seemed to have gained some weight over time, as her curves almost bulged out of the bikini. I saw that she realized. A blush spread across her cheeks as an octopus' ink through water.
"I must really watch what I eat." she said, while she uncomfortably held her arms in front of her, as to hide her womanly shapes.
I did not know what to reply. I wanted to compliment her, but that would have been strange. Instead, I simply placed my hand on her back and gently steered her towards the pool.
"Who's in latest is a loser!" I said. And we swam.
For some blissful moments, mom seemed to forget her sorrows. The sun shone on her red hair. The splashing water brought a smile to her face.
Later, we moved our towels to let the sun dry our bodies. It felt nice to be outside with mom. We had found a way to move our bubble beyond the house, to embrace reality somehow but still feel the safety of our palace of grief that we had built between us. It was also a relief that there was no one we knew at the pool, so that we could indulge in the security we felt between us.
When mom thought she was getting sunburned with her sensitive skin, she moved her towel to the shade under the tree again and went to read a book. I still lay directly at her feet, letting the sun tan my body, and when I turned on my belly, I could look up at mom.
"Hi there." she said.
"Hi."
And she continued reading. Her legs were up to be able to support her book on her knees, her face was hidden behind the book to me. I looked at her legs, absentmindedly, thinking about some assignments the pupils had to hand in soon.
I could see mom's bikini bottom from here. My gaze had inadvertently lowered itself to her crotch, where the fabric of her bikini bottom stretched over her intimate parts. I looked away, blushing. But soon I found my gaze drawn to her legs again. I followed her under legs. Cute tiny stubbles. Strong and smooth upper legs. Her wide thighs. Then, the point where it all came together.
I peeked up but mom was still reading. I looked down again. The bikini bottom pressed against her vagina so tightly, that I could tell out the shapes of her lips. My breath became heavier, as a dizziness came over me. It felt as if I were falling and falling. But I kept looking. And looking.
When I finally looked up, I met the blue of mom's eyes. She had lowered her book and now just looked at me, showing no sign of what she was thinking. I looked back and felt myself blush.
Then mom slowly raised her book again and continued reading. I turned on my back and avoided her gaze the rest of the day.
Although I felt more awkward being close to mom after this moment, she did not show any distance. Back home, everything went on as it had. I made breakfast, we went to work, and in the evening we had dinner together.
The next day, I found mom crying in the kitchen and she beckoned me to come close. I held her sobbing body in my arms and I was glad to feel that we were as close as ever. The moment at the pool had not driven a wedge in our physical intimacy.



***
"I do not want to be ready to move on." mom told me. It was a long summer's day at the end of July. We were sitting in our garden with a glass of wine. "All my friends keep giving me this unwarranted advice. And those awful self-help books. As if all that matters is to just cut the ties to the past as soon as possible."
The crickets began their chirpy songs. A neighbour was moving his lawn in the distance. The sun was a giant disc sinking into the nearby forest.
"I feel the same." I replied. "I am not sure how I would cope just going on with everything. Ironically, we would need someone like dad to clear up the mess that his death has left behind."
"It feels like many of the things that I used to enjoy are now meaningless. I know I shouldn't abandon my friends, but all they talk about is what they saw on television and what will be the fall colour for fashion. It takes persistence to hang in there, when I am just thinking about dad or you or the things we lost."
An insect landed on the plant next to me and bobbed its lower parts in the air, before it flied off again with some distinct purpose.
"I feel like I am afraid to allow normal life to be meaningful. As if going forward would mean really acknowledging that I will not see dad anymore."
Mom took a sip of her wine. "Perhaps I am also afraid of losing what we have." She looked at me over her glass, probing my reaction.
"What do you mean?"
She sat up straighter in her chair and brushed her ginger hair behind her ear, and then grabbed my hand. "I think that we experience everything so intensely together. There is the pain, of course. But I also love you so much as my son, and I feel like everything has come to a standstill, but that I can therefore also feel that much clearer. To still be here with you, and to feel all this things is..."
"It somehow gives a sense of purpose." I added, and looked at mom. Her face radiated a gentle red, perhaps because of the alcohol or because of the sun today. She nodded.
"Nothing ever feels normal with you. I mean, nothing is bland when we are together. It is perhaps strange to say, but I also feel a deep happiness sometimes - when I am not thinking about your dad. Like... So much is lost, but there is also so much beauty in the world still. Just being here with you, like two animals hiding away together. And I like it so much when we are close. It is hard to simply let that go and to move on, to accept that everything will be regular again."
I thought about my job and how hard it was to experience it as meaningful at all. Trying to read Shakespeare with these kids was impossible. I always found myself longing to be home with mom during my breaks. The grief had opened a space that was so out of the ordinary, that everything was intensified -- normal life was just bland compared to the emotions that we went through together.
"Do you... think that it will be over soon?" mom asked, shyly. I saw that she suddenly looked away from me, towards some bird of prey flying over the fields adjacent to our house. Her blush intensified.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean... I don't want to suggest..."
"Just say it. It's okay. Remember, we have our own safe space here. Everything is allowed." I squeezed her hands.
"Well... You have been seeing that girl, right? And I was wondering... Maybe you plan on moving away from me?"
I had had a couple of blind dates, under large pressure of my friends who thought that what I needed was to get laid. I had seen a girl called Amy a couple of times, who was kind and all, but who had also got on my nerves with her happy-go-lucky attitude to life. It took her the greatest effort to understand what it was like to lose your father and see your mom suffer. I was planning on ending it soon.
"That's nothing, mom." I felt relieved that it was not mom's plan to end this period of intimacy. I would dump Amy any day over the intensity of this emotional hideaway with mom.
"I feel awful for saying this, sorry." There were tears in her eyes, which she quickly wiped away with the hand that she freed from mine. "It's stupid."
"Mom, come on. That girl is nothing. I want to be here for you, and it helps me cope with the pain and all. It's way to early to be dating for me, that was just some stupid idea of my friends."
Mom hid her face in her hands as more tears came. "I shouldn't keep you here. You should be able to meet people, but I just don't feel like I am ready yet. That's so selfish of me."
"It's nothing, mom. I mean everything I say. You are special to me. And I go on those dates more out of duty towards my friends than because I want to. If you need me, I will be here."
Mom kept apologizing for what she thought was clingy behaviour. But I felt so reassured that she wanted me here. At some point I just grabbed her hand again, kissed her salty cheeks, and then we sat silently as the sun set.
We cuddled before we went to sleep. And it was as if our love could flow more freely than ever.
"I will not let anything get between you and me, mom." I said, dramatically. But I felt mom relax in my arms as I said it.
I had shown to mom that nothing would break apart our little palace of grief.
***
It happened some days after that. I had had one more date with Amy and told her that I could not continue dating her -- that the pain was too fresh still. She accepted it without much ado and I have never spoken to her again. When I came home, mom was already in bed. I silently sneaked into the bathroom to brush my teeth.
I grabbed my towel to dry my face. Something fell on the floor. I picked it up. To my surprise, they were a pair of panties. White cotton. They were obviously mom's. She put them in my towel for me to find them.
My hands trembled and the same dizziness came over me that I had experienced at the pool, when I had looked at mom.
I let them go through my hands, folding them and unfolding them. The fabric felt soft and a musky smell was released as I knead the material. The dizziness increased.
I took the panties to my room, not knowing what to do with them. This was surreal.
I stared at the ceiling and heard cars pass by. For the rest, the night was silent, and I reckoned mom was fast asleep. I held the panties in a clenched fist.
After an hour of fighting my impulses, I brought them to my face. The world spun wildly around me as mom's tangy smell filled my nostrils. I pressed them tighter. Tighter still. The smell increased and I felt like I was fainting.
My hand slid slowly, like a spider encroaching its prey, into my boxers, and I wrapped my fingers around my cock. I kept smelling. The fabric felt strange against my tongue, as I savoured mom's taste. And licked. And licked.
She had allowed me so close to her. She had wanted me to know what she smelled like. The thought lit fireworks in my head.
And I came.
With some toilet paper I cleaned the mess I made, and silently sneaked into the bath room again to put the panties in the laundry bin. Then I lay awake worrying whether this would destroy our special bond.
But next morning, nothing seemed to have changed between mom and me. We had planned to take a walk in a nearby nature reserve, and we chatted happily as we prepared our trip.
"Can I have a hug?" mom asked, before we left. And I took her close to me, and I held her tight, and I felt that we were both sliding deeper and deeper into our recluse of confused grief and love.
That evening I did not find any panties in my towel. Just when I thought that it might have been a mistake after all, I found a pair placed on my pillow. It was a neatly folded bundle, placed as carefully on the pillow as a bar of chocolate in a hotel. They were see-through black lace. With a small, whitish stain in the front. Did mom wear stuff like this?
I relished mom's smell. I rubbed the fabric along my shaft. I put the panties in my mouth to get every last drop of mom's taste in me. And I came before long.
Somehow I understood not to speak about all this to mom. She was offering me something for cutting my ties to other women for now. And I accepted without a word. All went on as normal. We did not take more physical distance, and when we cuddled, it wasn't sexual. It felt as if something had been added to our intimacy, rather than that it had changed what there already had been.
Each night, mom would find a way to place her panties on my pillow before I went to sleep. Understanding our pattern, I allowed mom to go to sleep several minutes before I did. Soon, I recognized most of mom's underwear and I developed a preference for several of her panties. The white cotton panties that looked so innocent and that therefore made her gift even more sensual and wrong. The thongs that mom apparently wore. The lace underwear with delicate patterns sowed into them.
When I smelled them, I did not think of mom explicitly. This made it feel less sinful, I guess. The smell alone was enough. I did not have to fantasize or imagine anything. It was animal. It was deep.
And every day I felt myself falling in love deeper with mom.
***
In August, mom and I decided to take a trip together. We had had enough of friends and family giving us advice to do this or do that to cope with our loss. We had by now found our way.
We rented a small cabin not far away. It was at a large distance of any other cabins, near a beautiful lake large enough to have some people sailing over its surface.
We drove there through endless fields of corn. Mom still sunk into depressing thoughts often, her lips tightly pressed together. I would do my best to think of anything to say to make her smile. Sometimes it worked, and she would look at me shortly, shyly, with the yellow of the cornfields flashing behind her through the window.
I tried to make puns with the town's names that we passed -- but I simply wasn't on dad's level by far. Still, it brightened mom up and soon we were both trying to make jokes. The ride was over before we knew it.
The cabin just had one room. Two separate beds. A small kitchen. Everything was handcrafted. Someone must have loved making this place.
I supposed that mom's panties routine would be paused for a weekend.
We unpacked our stuff and went for a swim. Mom wore the small polka dot bikini as at the pool. Although we had crossed some lines, I still tried not to look at her too overtly. I felt, somehow, that she would not have appreciated that. Even though she allowed me to smell her panties, it was as if this was an external way to deal with urges that I might have and that I had given up to remain in our palace of grief together. Actually lusting over her body was forbidden territory. And I did not want to risk what we had.
The water was cold. We tried to swim to the other side of the lake, but I soon got a cramp and returned. I watched mom going on, until she also turned around midway, her face looking proud when she returned and emerged out of the water. There were goosebumps on her legs and arms.
I held her towel to dry her. She let me engulf her with it, and she moved close to me to warm up. We hugged. Skin against skin. Her wet hair over my shoulder. I kissed her cheek. Once. Twice. Then we kissed each other on the mouth, and I rubbed the towel softly over mom's back.
"This is so nice, mom." I said that evening, when we had made a fire in front of the cabin. "It is good to be out here with you."
Crickets chirped. A night owl hooted in the forest. And the waves just lapped the beach. I closed my eyes and listened to the crackle of the fire, when I felt mom's hand on my arm. She moved between my legs, sitting on the floor, so that I could softly massage her head.
When night fell, we went inside. It got cold, even though it had been a warm day. We brushed the sand from our feet and grabbed our pajamas from the bags we brought. Mom gestured me to turn around, so that she could take off her shirt. When I turned back she had put on an old t-shirt of dad's, which was as long as to be almost up to her knees, that functioned as her pajamas. I slid out of my trousers and shirt, as I always slept in my boxers. I felt a bit shy undressing before mom, but she hardly looked at me.
When I sat on down on my bed, which was facing mom's, she was still standing, fiddling with her shirt that almost reached to her knees. It seemed like she wanted to say something, that she was mustering up the courage.
"What's up, mom?" I whispered.
She did not look at me as she bent over a bit and slid down her panties over her knees and ankles. It was as neutral a gesture as if she was undressing alone in her room. But she wanted me to see. She was blushing, but she wanted me to see. She wanted me to know it was all okay.
With my mouth agape, I took the panties from her as she reached them to me, her eyes cast to the floor. Without a word, she turned around quickly, lay in her bed and switched off the light.
The panties were still warm. I held them for a while. This couldn't be okay. But if felt okay. Somehow, mom was starting to embrace me fully, expanding the palace of grief to accept everything -- everything -- that we two felt or needed. I felt tears in my eyes, for some reason.
Then, without making a sound I brought them to my nose. Smelled. It was intense to know that they had been on mom moments ago. I inhaled deeply. Again. And again.
I felt that it was okay for me to indulge. I knew that we were at a place where I did not have to hide my urges. That everything was accepted. We had created this palace of grief, where nothing was prohibited as long as we were together. I pleasured myself.
The bed creaked. Mom must have been able to hear it. I pressed her panties closer, feeling so connected to her, feeling so accepted.
O, mom. She was only feet away from me. She heard me. I went faster, putting the fabric in my mouth, nibbling on them, tasting her.
I thought about dad. His absence was everywhere. It was the very place where mom and I resided. Where we grew close. I was his unnameable desire for her. She lived her desire for him, which knew no boundaries now that he was no longer here, and that accepted only the impossible replacement, as that was the only answer to a loss so great.
I came. I moaned, I couldn't help it. I spurted out so much. The semen ran over my hands and onto my stomach, soiling the blanket. Breathing heavily, I lay there waiting until I had calmed down. Mom did not stir. Though I am sure she could see me in the half light, as I walked naked in the half light to fetch toilet paper to clean the mess.
"Good night." she whispered when I returned, neutrally, as she had always done when we slept in the same room on holiday.
"Good night." I managed to utter in reply.
***
The next day we repeated the swimming. Mom sought my proximity more than usual. We enjoyed being close, lying on our towels in the sand. She placed her hands on my stomach, I rested one of mine of her thighs.
Just being with her was enough. Despite what happened yesterday, there was innocence to our intimacy. Mom had simply accepted that I had needs. I, on the other hand, still did not fantasize about her. And when we lay entangled in our swim gear, it was just comforting, just as innocent as when I had hugged her the weeks after dad had passed away.
Being away from home lifted some other boundaries too, however. We started to walk hand in hand whenever we could, or I would place my hand on mom's hips. Mom helped me with the buttons on my shirt. I, in turn, zipped her dress when we went out for dinner in a nearby town. We performed all these little gestures with the self-evident attitude of a married couple, even though we were doing such things for the first time ever.
I just loved looking at mom. When we came home from dinner, we walked the moonlit lakeside. Mom was telling me something about a book she had read about a complicated family drama. I was only half listening. The moonlight played with her scarlet hair, her eyes looked so alive that I swore that they could have beamed a bright blue light over the waves retreating in darkness. I was happy to be here with her, and I felt that our retreat into each other's company had created room for an intense happiness, despite of the grief.
The second night, mom had given me her panties again, and the night before had repeated itself. But on the third night, after mom had given me her panties, she did not switch off the lights. Instead, she lay down and then turned into my direction. I saw that she was nervous. She brushed her hair behind her ear a couple of times. But she also made it clear that she would be watching me.
I was nervous too. I was holding a bright red pair of mom's lace panties in my trembling hand. The stain in the front was still wet, as the plan to leave the light on had obviously aroused mom. Mom looked at me, inquisitively. She was curious what I would do with them.
I rolled on my side, so that we were face to face. At first I could hardly breathe. But soon the nerves seemed to wear off. Mom was looking at me without any judgment, patiently waiting what would follow. Slowly I pressed her panties against my nose and sniffed, while my hand grabbed my dick. Mom must have been able to see my movements through the blankets. She did not look shocked but her eyes went from the blankets to my face, to the blanket.
My eyes went hazy. I had trouble focusing on mom's face, but her presence made everything even more exciting. I heard myself moaning. Mom's mouth hung open, her eyes displaying a sweet agony.
Dizziness. The creaking of our beds. Mom moaning. Her blanket moved as well, her hand between her thighs pleasuring herself. Her blue eyes never losing the connection with mine. Her upper lip trembling.
"I love you." I heard myself say, even though I had thought it better not to speak, to just let this happen. But I could not refrain. I felt so much love for mom. I thought she was so pretty as she lay there trembling while an orgasm was slowly forming.
My hand slid over my cock in rapid movement. I sucked on mom's panties, I wanted her to see how much how I loved her taste.
"I... love... you... too..." mom whimpered and that drove her over the edge, the same time as I came too.
I shook and almost folded double, spurting semen with mom's smell in my nostrils. It was insane to be looking her in her eyes as I came. We had never been this close, even if we weren't touching at all.
When we both regained our senses, we smiled at one another. Mom had the blankets pushed up to her blushing face. Her eyes followed me when I got up to get toilet paper, the sound of the bed creaking made me uncomfortable. Here eyes lingered on my cum leaking dick. I tried to walk steadfast, but her eyes all over me made me feel very self-aware. When I returned from the toilet, however, mom looked at me lovingly and made me feel that everything was good.
"Good night."
"Good night."
Of course, we didn't speak about this the next day. We hiked some ten miles, had a coffee, and cooked a pasta dinner at the cabin. We cuddled. We could hardly stop touching each other. But there was not a word about the boundaries we were crossing.
We had only noticed that we were less and less willing to cope with others. At the coffee place a family had started a conversation with us about the area. They were friendly, but when they invited us to come have dinner at their cabin, I was glad to see mom make up an excuse why we could not make it before I even had a chance to think about it.
When we walked away, I gently pressed mom's hand. It almost felt as if she was now rushing to get back to the cabin, to be with no one but me. God knows I was.
That evening, we repeated what we had done. But when mom and I were masturbating, our eyes locked in an intense and loving contact, mom suddenly flipped open her blankets. I could not see much of her body, as she was wearing dad's t-shirt. But the sight of her beautiful legs was inviting.



"Come lie with me."
I had trouble standing as my knees were shaking and I felt dizzy. But I made my way to her bed, my hands halfheartedly covering my erection. Mom scooched over, and the bed was wide enough so that we could both lay on our backs next to one other. She was still wearing the shirt, but our legs touched each other, and the motion of her fingers sliding in and out of her was transmitted.
I felt how mom was pleasuring herself. The thought made me leak precum all over my hands, lubing my dick up so that I could speed up my jerking off. I still had her panties on my face. Mom kissed my neck, and with her free hand, she caressed my torso.
The bed shrieked alarmingly when we came at the same time. I felt dizzy with love and lust, as I felt how mom pressed her body against mine as much as she could, while my semen was slung all over us. I rolled towards her, and grabbed her tightly. I could, for the first time, feel her warm and hairy pussy pressed against my lap. When we cuddled, we smeared my semen all over our shirts and my belly. We didn't care. I felt so much love.
That was the first time I kissed mom. She started it. First we just pressed our lips against each other. We opened our mouths more and more each time, until we could no longer resist. Mom's tongue slid in my mouth, gently circling mine, skillfully teasing my lips. I kissed her back, until our tongues passionately stimulated each other, until we were hungrily assaulting each other's mouth. This was so much more intimate than I had ever experienced it with any other girl. I felt mom's nose press into my cheeks, and when I opened my eyes, secretly, I saw her closed eyes close to mine in an expression of absolute bliss.
It was as if we were, one step at a time, showing our vulnerability to the other, after which the other would gently take it, and show that it was safe in their hands. It was as if with every step in unveiling these desires, we would escape further and further into this palace of grief.
However, when mom felt my cock twitch against her thigh, she broke off our kiss. I felt that she wanted me to go back to my bed and I accepted that. We had already gone so far. I was just about to go off to the toilet to fetch some paper, when she stopped me.
"I had already thought of that, silly."
And she handed me some paper to clean myself, watching intently as I scooped the semen off my half hard dick.
Then I went back to my bed and she switched the lights off, as if nothing had happened.
"Good night."
"Good night."
***
It was difficult to leave the cabin behind. We had taken steps there towards one another that would simply not fit in our normal life. Would they simply be undone?
I noticed that mom was a bit off when we got home. She forgot appointments for work. She was more silent than usual. I sometimes found her in the kitchen, staring out the window, in a torpor that was hard to chase away.
As I had feared, we did not masturbate together again. Mom did continue to give me her panties, but the step was too big to go to each other's rooms. Perhaps there were too many memories. This was the room where mom had tucked me in so many times. That was the room where mom and dad had slept together.
For the first time, I felt a slight distance between us. Mom seemed to be trying to pick up her relation to her friends, and she was away more often. We did not hug as much as we had done. I was worried that I had said something wrong. Perhaps she was disgusted by my dick twitching when we had cuddled after our masturbation session. I spent many evenings writing in my diary when I came home from school, trying to figure out if the spell that had had bound us so tightly had come undone.
I started fantasizing about mom for the first time. Perhaps it was the distance that made this necessary. I tried to picture her body as it looked in the swim suit. I remembered our evenings in the cabin bed together. Her smell. Her face as it looked when she was aroused, with her cheeks flushed and her mouth opened.
Soon, I found myself addicted to thoughts about sex with my mother. I jerked off multiple times a day, leaning with one hand against the toilet's wall to avoid toppling over. I got so dizzy each time, I felt so ecstatic. But this made it all the more painful that mom seemed to avoid me.
Then, one evening, while I was writing my diary in the living room and mom was away again, the door opened softly. Mom came in, her make up ran in long black streams over her freckles, her shoulders drooped, and she looked very miserable.
"Mom!" I said. And without a word, we hugged long and tight. Her chest went up and down under her sobs. "What happened?"
When mom had finally calmed down again, she explained that she had been on a date, the first time since dad had passed away.
It had been horrible.
The guy, an accountant, had tried his best to impress mom by telling anecdote after anecdote about his many travels. Mom had only started feeling lonelier and lonelier.
"I feel like an alien." mom whimpered. "It is as if this grief has put me on another planet. I do not want to talk about holidays to faraway countries. I feel like shit and I want to be home. With you."
I held her even more tightly. Wherever she had been, she was back again. Her arms wrapped around me as if she was a sad koala bear.
"Why did you go on a date anyway, mom?" I asked, while I kissed her hair.
She shrugged. But it was clear something was on her mind.
"I am not judging and it's okay if you want to move on." I asked, trying to air my fears. "But why are you trying to move on now?"
"I guess that..." mom broke off our hug and sat down at the table, her hands in her disheveled hair. "I guess that I was afraid that we could not have what we had in the cabin here. I have not felt so secure and loved as our week together. But it is all so confusing. I mean, there is this pain for your father, and I feel horrible not being true to him."
I sat down next to mom and held her hand. It was shocking to admit, I had not thought about what our relationship would mean to dad. In some strange way, it felt as if it was the grief over his loss that had brought us together, so that we could count on his blessing for our blossoming love. But that was ridiculous, of course. And I could understand that mom had moral doubts about how she was betraying her marriage, with the one person with whom she should not do that. Ever.
"I mean, I love you. I love you so much." she continued. "And I feel that in loving you... I don't know... I feel that I am refusing to let him go, if that makes sense?"
Mom continued talking after sobbing for a while. "And that makes me only love you more, because it means that I will not let your dad go. Because as long as I love you in this... this strange way, I refuse to live normally, and as long as I do not live normally, I hold onto the grief. But if I admit how much I love you, I feel even more guilty. And there is all this pain and guilt and love and it makes me so confused. And I want to be normal again, and to be like other people. But I know that I cannot go back and live my life just like that. The man I dated was nice, but it is wrong to pretend that nothing has happened that is just impossible to cope with."
Tears welled up in my eyes, and I shoved my chair closer to mom's to wrap my arm around her shoulders. She dropped her head on my shoulders, and I felt the warmth of my breath as she continued.
"And when I am with you I feel so safe. And I can let it all play out. The pain and guilt, the love and the... lust."
It was the first time we even obliquely referenced to what had been going on between us. I was tense but also happy. I was afraid that making everything explicit would chase the secret away. But I was happy as we could not remain silent about this forever.
I found it hard to say express anything clearly about what I was feeling. But I tried to reach out to mom nevertheless.
"Mom, I love you so much. And I think that we should just let happen what is happening between us. It is our way of dealing with everything." I managed to say. "I... enjoy giving into... our lust. And I am..."
Mom looked up in expectation. This was harder than I thought. Harder than it had ever been.
"I am in love with you, mom."
I did not know that our house could be silent, as I waited for mom's reply. Mom remained silent for a while. Then she put her hand through my hair, combing it with her fingers. She looked at me through her tears, that ran like waterfalls over the pebbles of her freckles.
"I have never experienced a love so intense as I feel for you. I want to be here and I want to see how far we can go. I want to say fuck it to moving on." And then, with hesitation, I asked the question of which I feared the answer. "Or do you want to stop?"
Mom leaned over and kissed me on my mouth, her tongue eagerly, feverishly inviting mine for a dance. She sobbed and moaned, her hands deeply in my hair. When we broke off our kiss, mom smiled.
"Of course not."
***
It was as if we had lost all reservations. When I came home from my work, I would quickly take off my coat and hurry to find mom in the house. We would kiss, our bodies pressed tightly together. We stuck like glue and almost never went anywhere where we could not find each other quickly. We cuddled and hugged. When mom peed, she allowed me to stand next to her in the toilet, kissing her forehead, as she laughed because of the awkwardness.
We were like young lovers. And I felt so proud to be loved by a woman like mom. I bought her jewelry when I got a raise, a silver necklace, that mom wore all the time. And we started to have nicknames for each other. Mom was still shy to compliment me over my body, but I found it easy to tell her how hot I thought she looked when I pressed my face in her hair, cuddling her while we were making dinner.
However, before we went to bed, we never did anything explicitly sexual. We were close, and we talked, and we revealed secrets, but I never touched mom's breasts or her ass. Likewise, mom caressed my face, my arms, my neck, but her hands never went lower than that. Nevertheless, I think we were both hungering for each other, as we started to go to bed earlier and earlier.
After my confession that I was in love with her, we developed a new routine. Mom would tuck me in, taking her panties off, and crawling next to me in my bed. We would masturbate together under the blankets, and mom did not let me look at her body. This did not make it any less intense. Mom would hold my face while I sniffed her panties, and she allowed me to place my hand on her ass when I came. It wiggled as she herself came too, and I drove my fingers into her large buttocks, kneading it until mom thought it was time to get up and go to her own room.
Often, after our orgasm, we would lay there crying over dad. It was as if the sexual activity cleansed our minds and made room for the pain. We found comfort and mom would let me press my naked body onto her. I would kiss her forehead, her cheeks, and then, while I fondled her red hair, make out with her until we were both calmed down.
Over time, mom became more and more hesitant to leave my bed, until one day, we both fell asleep. I woke up next to her, and felt disarming pangs of love as I watched her innocent face as she slept, her chest heaving with her deep breaths. She looked in that moment as I had seen her on photo's when she had just met dad: radiating with a girlish energy and innocence. I was so happy to have her next to me. She woke up slowly, her eyes squinting against the morning light and I grabbed her face and kissed it.
After that, I realized that mom's boundaries were moving. Every time we got used to a situation, it would need to be deepened in order to retain our palace of grief. If things got normal, we would not experience our daily life as a deviance from the regular world. I did not push things, as I was already so happy to be able to admit to mom that I was head over heels with her, but I realized that more was in stall.
One evening, when I was about to go to my bed, mom awkwardly called my name. "I am going to take a shower. When I am done... Will you maybe come to my bedroom?"
She looked at the floor and tried to keep her cool, but again she was frantically brushing her hair behind her ears. And blushing. Oh, mom, your face is a mirror of your soul! She went for her shower, and I waited for a couple of minutes after I heard her turn it off.
Then I knocked on the door of mom's bedroom.
"Come in, honey." she said softly.
I opened the door. The room was filled with candles, casting a soft light throughout the room. I had not been here in a while, but nothing much had changed since dad had passed away. His clothes still hung in the open closet. The picture frames of their wedding day were still there, but mom had put them upside down. I immediately knew what was going to happen.
Mom herself was sitting on the bed. She wore a yellow dress dotted with bright flowers that brought back memories of summer holidays. Dad had loved that dress. It formed a nice contrast to her red hair that flowed freely over her shoulders, and lewdly debouched into her impressive, freckled cleavage. I could tell that she was nervous. Her breathing was shallow and her cheeks flushed. She could not stand me looking at her, and she shyly turned her head away.
I approached her, feeling just as shy. When I got close enough, mom got up and stood close to me. Insecurely, she pressed her lips against mine, and we first softly kissed as we had done many times. I felt her breasts press against my chest and could tell that she was not wearing a bra. They were pressed flat against me, and I felt their weight and suppleness. I kissed her, tentatively, and then I felt her tongue protrude into my mouth.
Shyly, I put my hand on her hips as we kissed. Through the curtains the last beams of a summer day found their way into the room, illuminating mom's red hair to almost neon like colours. Birds were still singing. And our mouths made soft smacking sounds as they pressed onto each other, with ever more passion.
All I could think was I love you I love you I love you I love you , as we made out like insecure teenagers at a prom. I had never imagined how intimate it felt to go beyond the limits of taboo with mom, how together it made us feel to have this secret. Being invited into her room was completion of the trajectory that we had gone through. We were now fully together, beyond any limits.
When we broke off our kiss, mom was too nervous to look at me. Her hands were shaking as she started fumbling with my belt. The iron strap was not hard to take off, but mom nevertheless took almost a minute to get it done. We both giggled nervously when it did, as if we had never had sex with anyone before.
Mom opened the button of my jeans, and I started to take it off. It had to jump about awkwardly to get my feet out of the legs, and mom bent down to help me.
I was now standing in the boxers that she had once bought for me when I was young. She had brought home loads of the same ones at the Target, and I saw mom smile when she recognized them.
Her hands hooked behind the strap of my boxers and slowly pulled them down. My cock sprang out, already dripping precum in long strands that stuck to my boxers before they snapped. Mom looked at it for a while, and I felt insecure for a moment, until I realized that she was admiring it, looking from its tips to my eyes and back again.
When you see a military plane fly by, it takes a while longer for the sound to reach you, which gives an outlandish effect. The same happened when mom placed her hand on my cock and gently squeezed. It took a while for the sensation to fully kick in, before I realized that mom was starting to give me a hand job.
I slouched over a bit, so intense was the feeling that mom was giving me. The soft, wet sounds of mom's hand over my precum lubricated cock was all I heard. I had trouble remaining standing, and held onto mom's soft hips. I squeezed her flesh and softly lowered my hands to her ass cheeks, which were already softly swaying under her movements.
Mom still meekly remaining her gaze fixed on my dick, and her slowly moving hand. With her other, she cupped my balls, and I couldn't help notice that she still wore dad's ring. She gently squeezed my balls, and I had never guessed that mom knew so expertly how to drive me crazy. Her thumb spread out the precum over the tip of my cock and then she sped up her movements, which made me gasp. When I almost came, she slowed down again, until she was barely moving her hand. I whimpered.
I let my hand trail up her silken soft upper legs, raising her dress up to her crotch, which exposed her thighs. My hand soon found her hairy pussy, which was already drenched in her juices, the tiny hairs soaking up all her wetness. The smell of mom's sex, which I knew so well from sniffing her panties for months, filled up the room. When I gently rubbed her swollen clitoris, mom sighed deeply, and in that sigh I heard that she could finally deliver herself to her desires, withdraw in her lust, and she relaxed so much that she could look at me now. It was so good to feel her. My fingers explored the velvet soft folds of her pussy, and mom's eyes widened when I pressed my index finger softly into her vagina.
We were standing so close together, pleasuring one another, looking at each other's faces to observe every twitch, every movement of the eyes, the slightest trembling of our lips. We wanted to be completely transparent to each other. To show all our vulnerabilities and to safely accept those of the other. I was bursting with love as if a thousand suns were exploding in my chest.
And mom kept moving her hand so slowly, so slowly, over the shaft and the bulb of my cock that she teased me and kept increasing my lust, but taming it at the same time. I was wax in her hands.
"You can touch my breasts." mom sighed. Adding nervously: "If you want to... Of course."
I placed my free hand on mom's left breast. Through the thin fabric of her dress, I felt her stiff nipple press into the palm of my hand. Her breast was heavy when I squeezed it gently, driving my fingers into its pliant flesh. I grabbed it and kneaded it, it felt so sexy. Mom removed her hand from my balls for a moment to scoop out both her breasts from her dress. Her skin complexion was amazing. A million tiny freckles stood out against the pale of her skin. Her aureola's were large and red, in intense contrast to the paleness of her skin. Her nipples were tiny and hard, like peas prying into the palm of my hand as it went over them. Mom moaned and her eyes flashed from her breasts to my face as to probe my reaction to her womanly shapes. I think she saw that I was admiring what I saw.
I kneaded her breast and watched her flesh ply and tremble. I cupped it and lifted it, her breast bulging over my hand. I gently let my hand's palm rub her nipples, which became even harder. I could not get enough of her.
Mom never stopped staring at me. She seemed to enjoy observing my rapture as I was playing with her breasts. I had suckled from them, I realized. The thought made hornier than I already was. As a baby, I had lay on mom's stomach and suckled those nipples. I saw the veins running under her skin, like some hidden underground network, and she just looked so extremely fertile with her large breasts.
It was surreal actually standing here. Mom and I must have shared the same thought, as her movement slowed down even further. We were taking in the reality that we had brought about. How unreal this would have been a year ago. And how much we wanted it to be real now. We drove the thoughts away by kissing.



"I love your smell so much." I whispered in mom's ear.
Without a warning, mom stepped back and lowered herself on the bed. She had to crawl backwards onto the sheets, which she didn't do with acrobatic flexibility. The awkwardness made her look extremely cute, even though she her face was now as red as a tomato -- so much was she blushing. Looking at me, she pulled up her skirt up to her slightly floppy belly, so that I could now fully see her puffy and wet vagina between her impressive thighs.
Mom. There we go.
I crouched towards mom, not having a clear plan, and soon found myself between her legs. I couldn't help thinking that we were desecrating their marital bed, where she and dad, only more than a year ago, had made love. But the submission on mom's timid face showed me that it was okay - perhaps it was okay precisely because we were doing it here, because there was no place else where we could perform what we were about to do. Because here it would never be okay, because by this forbidden act we would complete our palace of grief.
I bent forward and pressed my face into her pussy and inhaled deeply and I smelled her smell as never before. Musky, tangy, salty. My nose pressed into her vagina and into her wetness. Then I started licking her. Mom moaned as I went down on her, her hands in my hair. It was as if the intensity of smelling mom's panties was multiplied a thousand fold, and the dizziness returned more than ever. I closed my eyes, but I could feel my eyeballs turn upwards until they could go no further, in an expression of complete ecstasy.
When I opened my eyes, the sight was ravishing. I was in between mom's wide legs, which she had pressed against the sides of my head. Below my face, I saw mom's pussy, which had the colour of her cheeks when she was blushing. A girlish red was visible between the darker red of her labia. Her clit was almost scarlet. Her belly above my face went up and down as it spasmed out of sheer lust. I licked her and enjoyed her juices running over my face. I wanted to lose myself completely in mom. I loved her so insanely at that moment.
It did not take long for mom to orgasm, which sent a waterfall of juices running out of her vagina, which I lapped up as I kept licking her while she was cumming. She called out my name. And I realized to have that resound here, in her sanctuary where she and dad had lain, that we were reaching depths of transgression that I had never imagined possible before. And it turned me on. I kept licking and licking, while mom's body shivered and shook.
When she had calmed down, I crawled up to have my upper body hover over hers, and her eyes were like jittery radars running all over my face. She was so nervous. She knew what we were going to do next. Carefully, she raised her knees and spread her thighs. Although she was too timid to speak right now, I knew what this meant, and with one hand I directed my penis to the opening of mom's pussy. Seeing mom's every reaction suddenly filled me with shyness again, and the dizziness came over me in waves. I had trouble pointing my dick in the right direction, but soon I found my target.
We both gasped when our intimate parts touched. The tip of my dick slid across the wetness of her opening, before it found its way in to press apart her labia and enter her holiest of holiest. Inch by inch I felt how I entered my mother's body, until my balls rested on her ass and I could press no further. Mom had held her breath until I was fully in her and released it with a dramatic whimper.
I started fucking her. My pelvis rocked as the shaft of my cock slid deeper and deeper in the fleshy rose of my mom. It felt insane. I felt love. And guilt. And fear. And this mixed into a dangerous cocktail of ecstasy. My hands grabbed her dress at the height of hips to gain a grip and to be able to move faster. Mom's large breasts that still hung free just swayed at our tempo, the nipples rolling from front to side and back again. With one hand I held one of her tits and felt the impact of my own thrust reflected in its soft flesh.
Mom placed her hands lovingly under my shirt on my back and let them slide along my spine. I then let her take off my shirt while I kept making love to her.
While we were so close together, I realized that this was all that we had wanted for months but had been afraid to acknowledge. No one could touch us here, in this unspeakable secret. It felt as if we had been launched into space, falling forever, together, where no one would ever find us again. And at each thrust we kept falling further, further away from any inhabitable space by others. At each moan, we removed ourselves deeper into our hidden den of love. At each kiss, we were further and further in our own galaxy.
I wanted no one but mom. Her red hair sprawled out on the pillow as the brightest autumn leaves on the pavement. Her hips gently thrusting with my tempo, sucking me deeper inside herself. Her face, oh her face!, lured me further into the abyss, with her blue eyes that just beamed submission and love towards me.
I could not hold it anymore.
"Mom, I am coming." I panted.
"Yes!" she just screamed, and I felt her hips twitch and then move faster to take me there all the way. Then she whispered in my ear. "You can come in me, if you want."
I spurted my semen into my mother's womb. I felt the muscles inside her tense and relax and tense again as she received my seed. A deep bellowing arose from mom, as she moaned and beastly released all her tension. She was cumming too. Her legs wrapped around me and pushed me even deeper into her, as she lifted her pelvis a bit to receive all my cum.
The room shook in front of my eyes. The dizziness reached its maximum. I was floating. I was far beyond any known galaxy, together with mom. It was just her her her and the whole world went away.
Then we crashed. And our bodies, sweaty and smelling of sex, remained pressed into each other on the bed where she and dad had had so many loving nights before everything changed.
And at first there was shame for both of us. For we had now cut all the ties that would lead us out of our sinful palace of grief. Our faces lay pressed into the bed, staring in other directions, as we felt each other's breath.
But this moment did not last long. Mom gently grabbed my face, and when I looked in her eyes, all shame made place for an insane joy, a love that I felt as a beam of light erupting from my stomach to entangle mom's soul, and we kissed and we lay there for hours until we fell asleep.
***
What started is a time of bliss. The second time we had sex was the morning after. When we woke, I kissed mom, and she started caressing my chest. Although we did not plan to have sex again, I pressed my body onto hers and she started riding my leg. I felt that her pussy radiated warmth and that it became wetter and wetter as she rubbed it against me. I took mom's dress off and moved myself quickly between her legs. Her pussy was still gooey of our sex yesterday, but I didn't care. I slid between her legs, crying in joy as I started thrusting my pelvis. Mom pressed her face into the mattress, too insecure to look at me in full day light, but I took in the beauty of mom's body under mine, shaking under my force. Mom yelped and came moments before I erupted inside of her. We kissed again, and had trouble getting up after we lay there cuddling, the love hormones running through us.
Each night we would have sex in mom's bed, sometimes multiple times in a row. Mom was insatiable. The first times, we took hours of foreplay before I would penetrate her, never losing the enchantment of seeing her pussy, but after a while, she could not have me on top her fast enough. We would cuddle and talk during the day, and then, when night fell, I would find mom waiting for me to take her in her bed. Sometimes she would hide herself under the blankets, but later she would be there stark naked, her legs spread for me already, so that I could marvel at her perfect, hairy pussy spread open for me. Even in such radical gestures, mom never became fully self-confident, and her face would be like a sail rippling in the wind, showing so many emotions that endeared me, but also turned me on. She wanted to deliver herself to me.
All this deepened our love and the sense of retreat that it meant for us. This meant that it also kept our grief open: it set us apart from everything that was normal. The more radical we would love each other, the more we would betray dad, the truer mom could be to his memory by refusing things to become normal again. Our house literally became a kind of fort against the outside world. We kept the curtains closed to avoid our secret from leaking out, and there were days when mom and I would strip naked immediately when we came home from work.
The grief did not get between us. When mom was saddest, she needed me the most. There was this time when I came home, and I found mom crying in the kitchen.
"I just miss him so much..." she explained, trying to wipe her tears.
Without a word I started kissing her face, than lapping it with my tongue, kissing all her tears away. She let me take of her blouse, revealing her breasts in a dark blue bra. Her jeans she stripped off herself, while I waited impatiently, to lift her up onto the kitchen counter. I took her panties off, while her tits started rolling out of her bra, so that she lay there in nothing but her socks and a bra that only half fulfilled its function of holding her breasts. I fucked her hard, while she let tears flow over dad, moaning with each thrust of my dick inside of her. Her breasts swayed up and down and her ass shook under my impact.
Mom cried and yelped and urged me to fuck her harder on the kitchen counter, while she tried to hold onto its sides, pushing plates and glasses onto the floor. Unflinching, I kept going at her, seeing how my dick slid in her warm body, her pussy oozing precum all along my shaft. Mom kept crying that time, somewhere in between emotional pain and intense pleasure, and when I was about to come, she just held me tight, and let me finish deep within her. Her sobbing body slowly came to halt, and we lay there for half an hour, letting things be what they were. After, we felt as if we had been given release, and we cuddled naked on the couch before going to bed for another round.
There was another effect of the grief. Mom wanted to show me that she was fully dedicated to me, that there was no one for her but me with whom she shared these feelings. This resulted in ever further reaching acts of submission. She wanted to do with me what she had never done with others. And I felt it as my task to take here there, to that place where we would be alone from everything she had ever known.
The first thing she begged me to do was to take her doggystyle. Apparently, she and dad had never done this, which I could not understand with an ass like that. There were days were mom would be waiting for me in her room, on her knees on the floor, with her upper body sprawled out on the bed, her ass perked up in the air. The first time, I remember the power I felt at having mom at my availability like this. Rock hard, I grabbed her ass and guided my dick inside of her. I heard her moan into the mattress as I took her, making her ass shake and feeling my pelvis press into at at each thrust. She loved it when I came over her ass, smearing it with cum, which she would spread out across her body with her hands. She once explained, shyly, whispering into my ear, that this really made her feel like my girl.
And another of mom's favourite became facials. On lucky days, I would come home and find mom on her knees in the hall way, so that at the very moment I opened the door, I would find greedy hands tucking at my trousers. Mom was too self-conscious to suck cock anywhere else but under the blankets, which she did as a pro, but we developed a routine in which I would jerk off, while mom would look up to me and beg me to cum on her, while she cupped her beautiful breasts. It always happened fast. My cum splashed on mom's face, often dripping down from her chin onto those beautiful boobs. She would tell me how much she loved me, and we would hug and cuddle, after I had eagerly also gotten out of my clothes. If mom could have her way, she left the cum on her face all day, as she experienced it as a mark that separated her from the normal world, a true sign that we were safely in our palace of grief where everything was allowed.
***
Now it is two years later. We are in a good place, the both of us, but we no longer live together. We have decided, half a year ago, to no longer have sex. It was hard at first, but now it is better. I still love my mom, but we have found a way to tear down our palace of grief, to let the light in.
For a year, we had the most intense relationship I will ever have in my life. Because it was built on transgression, and because we refused to come down to everyday reality, we lived out an excessive love. Of course, we ravishingly loved each other's bodies and the forbidden appeal of incestuous intimacy. It was our place to retract from the grief and the impossibility to give dad's death a place in our worlds.
But we had a special bond in so many other ways too. With mom, it was as if the smallest detail could wrest itself free from the monotony of everyday life and start its own adventure. When we were in nature, the sound of the birds resounded like a symphony in my head. But even in the mall or downtown, it was as if we were looking at life from the outside, being able to capture its outrageous beauty by holding it at a distance - which those poor people living within everyday life could never do. A piece of plastic floating on the wind, the sun reflecting on the fountain's water. My relationship with mom was a way to hold the world at bay and to marvel at its glory from the outside.
Although I can never share my secret with anyone, I am truly happy for the chance I have had to experience all this with mom. It is an unconventional mode of grieving, perhaps, but it worked for us. Especially mom would not have coped without it. As to me, I felt so loved and accepted that I dared to take the step to go to college again and study literary theory - so that I finally, some day, can teach students at a university who really want to read their Shakespeare.
Perhaps mom and I could have been in our relation forever, but at some stage, and for both of us at the same time, we felt that we did no longer need the safety of our retreat. It was still there, and that was good to know, as a place that we could always go back to, but the world started to appeal to us. My lectures started, and mom got a promotion at her work. We continued to make love every evening that we were together, but over time more and more practicalities made that we slept apart. I had to go to a conference, mom made trips with her friends.
Over a long talk, half a year ago, we decided that we should allow normal life to take us where it wants to. I moved out. Mom joined the local choir to have something to do in the evenings. In the weekends I still come over, but I sleep in my own bed. There are no more panties on my pillow.
One time, mom called me when the memory of dad became extremely painful to her. Her agony made me cry, and for a while the palace of grief flashed up as if illuminated by a sudden thunder strike. Although we didn't speak it out loud, I think mom was masturbating while we shared memories of the past. I did so too. It was good to know that our safe place is still there, even though we do not need it as often as we used to. We might still return if we have to.
But for now, the future is open.
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Weeks went by after our moment of absolute transgression with mom. Although mom at first did make allusions to it occasionally, they soon stopped, and our debauchery started to feel more and more like a distant memory. College started, and I was home less often.
I was both relieved and let down by this turn of events. Relieved, as I had started feeling shy around the girls at college, I somehow felt like they could see through me and peek right at my secrets as if I was a glass cupboard. The longer the time between me and my sexual acts with mom, the easier I started to feel again. But I was also let down, as mom had so clearly hinted that more was to follow. Many nights I lay in bed, staring hard at the ceiling, hoping that the door would open and mom would enter and the dream would continue.
My brother Mitch and I hardly spoke about it at all either, with time passing it felt harder to bring the subject up. I think he, as well, had mixed feelings about how we had behaved. It was shocking to remember how we had let ourselves go, how nothing but a thin veil seemed to be draped over primal lusts that knew of no limitations. However, after three months or so, I was almost certain that everything had just been a dream - a good and a bad one.
Later I would learn that mom and dad had taken these months to discuss what to do next. Mom would tell me at some stage that she had never been as aroused as when we took her, which had made dad jealous when she had accidentally told him so. He had at least hoped that their sex life of before his impotence had been of some value to her. Mom tried to convince him that it had been, but she felt torn: she wanted to let us have our way with her again, but she could not bring it up as long as dad was feeling insecure.
Moreover, as time passed, the whole thing had started to feel like a fluke to her, a slip of reason. Mom would tell me that she had felt so guilty for letting go, that it felt insane for a while to even look back upon it. We had been living too closely together, she would explain, which had led to the crossing of certain boundaries. On top of all this, dad was having severe anxiety attacks at the moment when he had decided to push mom to offer herself to us earlier. He had been going through a rough time at work, and somehow had given into humiliating himself as a way to cope with the stress. People work in mysterious ways.
Even though mom would explain all this to me, months later, I was not fully convinced. It did not explain why she had agreed to let us use her as we had done. I still do not know fully what drove her towards this act, although over time I have developed some theories. But I will get to that later.
For now, we did not know at all that mom and dad had these struggles at the time, but looking back, it did show in dad being away from home much more often than before. He took every chance to go on business trips, he went out to do sports every evening in the nearby park. We could watch him run rounds around the pond from our bedroom windows. Going in the same old circles. Again and again.
Mitch and I at first lingered around the house, hoping that mom would invite us into her bed room, but she kept a straight spine and stayed true to dad. She did not even as much as flirt with us: without dad's permission to engage in any further acts of debauchery, she wanted to remain his faithful wife. We could tell, however, that it took a toll on their relation. Mom looked less lively, dad was barely at home.
After these three months, in the warm summer of 2019, however, something changed. I remember going to the kitchen and finding mom singing again. When I sat down at the breakfast table, she playfully touched our shoulders when she put the pancakes she had made freshly on our plates. I saw her red nails resting on my shirt, as she gently squeezed my shoulder.
I was surprised because mom had not made us breakfast for quite a while. I mean, my brother and I were grown-ups, so there was no need really. That day, in the way mom's hand rested on my shoulder a tiny bit too long, I realized that change was coming. I felt shivers throughout my spine.
It was on a Saturday in July. My brother was home for the weekend, and we had watched a movie together with the family the night before. When we went to sleep, I already felt like something would change the day after. Mom stared at us a bit too intensely. I woke early the next day, when I heard the front door slamming. Through the small window of my attic room, I saw dad's car leaving. Why was he going away that early on a Saturday? His small Ford rattled through the street and turned the corner.
Rubbing my eyes, I went downstairs in my pajamas. The radio was softly playing some pop song from the eighties in the kitchen, which I heard through the door to living room already. I opened it. The table in the living room was already laid, with delicious marmalade and whipped cream. I did not see any bread or buns, so I thought to go to the kitchen to get the oven to the right temperature from some fresh bread. As no one greeted me, for a moment I thought I was the first to get up after dad, but I then froze in my movements. There was mom.
She was sitting on one of the green plastic kitchen chairs, which was placed in the middle of the small kitchen adjacent to the living room. The small table that was usually here was removed, and the kitchen looked quite empty like this, with just mom sitting in the middle. Besides her chair, there were two sturdy wooden boxes, which I had never seen before. I had trouble taking it all in.
"You okay, mom?" I asked, still rubbing my eyes as I had just come out of bed. Mom did not reply. Once I got closer and my eyes were used to the morning light, I saw that she was wearing a black satin blind fold. Her hands were behind her back. My heart skipped a beat. Was this the moment that our adventure of last time would continue?
As I approached, I noticed that mom was breathing deeply as she heard me approaching. She clearly was excited but tried not show. On her chest, on her white cotton blouse, there was attached a small piece of paper with a paper clip.
"Mom?"
I came even closer, and bent forward to read it. I took off the paper clip, touching mom's breast through her blouse with my finger tips in doing so. The note said, in what I recognized to be mom's curly handwriting:
"use my face however you two like. touch me where you want. just leave the blindfold on. remember the rules. x mom."
I felt my cock twitching immediately. Was this what I had been hoping for or what I had been fearing? I felt torn between walking out of here, not repeating what we had done, and doing precisely that. I simply stood there looking at mom for a while, feeling my breath speed up, as my body seemed to have made its choice as to what it would like to do.
About ten minutes later, I heard Mitch come down.
"Yo, bro. Where are dad and mom..."
His sentence broke off in the middle when he lay eyes on our mother, sitting in the kitchen.
"What the..." he murmured, to walk past me and around mom. I saw that he only wore a jogging trousers, not even a shirt. His eyes were opened widely, taking everything in. "Dude, her wrists are all tied up. Is this okay?"
I showed him the note I had found.
"Oh, my god." Mitch said over and over again, reading it. Then he looked up at me. From under his long hair, his blue eyes twinkled naughtily. He did not say anything, but I knew what that stare meant. Still, we remained in silence and both returned our gazes to mom.
In the morning light, everything was so rudely visible, providing us no shade to hide our desires. There were the crumbs on the kitchen counter, the black and white cups in the cupboard, the chairs chaotically moved to the living room. It was as if we saw all the traces of past, everyday actions, that had frozen in time. The coffee powder next to the machine led me to imagine how mom must have made herself a cup of coffee just before we came in, the chairs that she had simply pushed aside showed a certain hurry or urgency in her actions.
Now she sat there. A black satin blindfold of her eyes. Her lips painted a purplish red, its gloss reflecting the sun rays through the blinds of the kitchen window. Through her cotton blouse, I could make out the black of her bra, dotted with small red spots, which I knew to be tiny hearts - I was slightly too familiar, perhaps, with the look of mom's bra's. I had never been able to neglect them lying around in the bath room after our adventure with mom three months before.
Mom breathed heavily, her heavy chest rising and falling slowly, as if she were using all her efforts to constrain herself and her nerves about what she thought would be happening. We looked at her. Sensing her anticipation of us touching her started to make us want to touch her. Her vulnerability in this position called us forth to make use of her, whether we would have done so otherwise or not. Everything in this context pushed us into the role of predators, even if we might have been meek as rabbits before we stepped into the kitchen. Mom expected us to approach her and her expectations would lead to this approach. We felt it happening.
Mitch sighed deeply and bent forward, resting his hands on his knees, as if he had just received a blow to his stomach. "What do you say, Kyle?" he asked. "What do you say?"
I just shook my head.
"She wants it... Do we want it?" Mitch looked at me again, his eyes more serious this time.
I looked at mom, her tight, light blue jeans stretched around her impressive legs. Her upright posture seemed to press her breasts into our direction.
"I... I can't do it, I think. Not in this light. Not in this clear state of mind." I replied.
Mitch nodded and seemed to be thinking the same. It was really strange to be in front of our mother like this, so close to her in this state, speaking about her as if she was not here. Even after our adventure with her, there had been a huge disconnect between her as a person and her as the woman we had fucked.
"This is all so weird, man..." Mitch yelled and awkwardly slapped his legs, as if he had just heard a great joke. I didn't laugh. The pop song kept playing in the background, which made the silence that fell between us feel even deeper.
"I know..." I said, and I managed to swallow away some of the tension. My dick pressed against the leg of my trousers, and I hoped Mitch wouldn't see how hot I already was. "We should not do this. Let's untie her and just have breakfast, Mitch."
But, then, Mitch took a step towards her. He bent forward, moving his face towards mom's. My heart skipped a beat. Mitch looked like a hungry animal about to devour his prey. However, when he was close to mom's face, framed with blonde curls that twisted over her blind fold, he suddenly stopped. He appeared to be sniffing. He returned to his upright position.
"She... is wearing her perfume. You know that deep, flowery one?"
I knew what he meant. It was the smell of summer holidays. The smell of comfort when one of us fell when we were kissed and were pressed against mom's warm body. It was the smell of my parents' bedroom. It was one hundred percent mom.
"I... She is our mother. Seeing her like this... It is impossible..." Mitch swallowed, visibly distressed.
"So, once more: shall we just release her and walk away from this?" I tried. "We still have the freedom to say 'no'!" The moment I said it, I knew that I had started to hope that Mitch would take initiative. I was already lost in desire.
Mitch did not reply for a while. Then he walked into the living room and returned with the whipped cream and the strawberry marmalade.
"I have an idea... Maybe we can just play around a bit and see where we end, okay? Nothing needs to happen."
Mom was almost panting now out of excitement. We tried to ignore it, but seeing her chest go up and down increased the tension in the situation. We felt like ropes stretched over an abyss - about to snap.
Mitch unscrewed the lid of the marmalade and put his finger in. Awkwardly he walked towards mom, and gently touched her cheek, where a tuft of marmalade stuck as if he were finger painting. He then turned towards me.
"Lick it." he said. "Lick it off." And in his eyes there was a mix of lust and agony, the same I think he would see in mine.
I laughed, pretending to be thinking that he was making a joke. But, clearly, he was not. Mitch kept staring at me, with a devious twinkle in his eye.
Before I knew what I was doing, I felt myself walking up towards mom. It felt like there were heavy stones in my stomach, slowing my movements. I almost could envision myself as seen from behind, walking up towards my own mother. She - dressed in a fancy cotton blouse. Me - in sleazy pajama trousers and a black shirt with folds.
I bent forward. I smelled her perfume, which I remembered that I had actually bought for her again last Christmas: Eternity by Calvin Klein. I could just see the bottle standing there in our bath room, which mom must have put on this morning to be attractive for us. For a I moment I imagined how she must have felt, spraying the perfume on her neck in the anticipation of her sons using her body again. Had she hesitated? Or was this something she longed for as much as we had?
I leaned on the chair with my wrists, pushing my face forward even further. The warmth of mom's body greeted me, welcomed me. My mouth was inches from her cheeks. I saw ever so tiny hairs on her face in the bright light, as of a peach. My mental schemas collided. I had only approached mom like this to kiss her goodbye, or when it was her birth day, or when I had hugged her when I had been younger. Now, this schema mixed with the times I had approached girls to kiss them when going out. The two did not go together, and I had to make a mental effort to stick my tongue out, to taste her, to lick her cheek.
I felt my breath condensing on mom's cheek, so close was I now. Then I gently held her by her right shoulder, while I let the surface of my tongue meet her pliant cheek. The strawberry marmalade mixed with a bitter tinge of the make up mom was wearing, as I let the tip of my tongue slide over mom's cheek, lapping up the sweet sticky marmalade. My nose was close to her ear, softly pressing against her temple under the blind fold, while I sniffed and smelled mom's perfume mixed with her shampoo. I stayed like this for a while, before I leaned back. Mitch was looking at me with large eyes, both shocked and excited about what we were doing.
"Your turn." he said, and handed me the marmalade.
I dipped my finger in the jar, and scooped up a teaspoon full of marmalade. Again, I leaned towards mom, gently pressing my finger against the soft cushions of her luscious lips. I felt the tip of her tongue as I softly pressed them apart, for a moment revealing the insides of her lips that were slightly more red and warm. Her cheek was still glistening with my spit.
Mitch gulped, as he took my place. "This feels intense." he just remarked. Then he leaned in for the kiss. I saw his back arching, his muscles tensing, as he lowered himself to be face to face with mom. He had the same hesitation as I had had, before he pushed his face forwards and pushed his lips against mom. At first I thought he was just subtly licking the marmalade off of mom's lips, but he lingered longer. I started to hear smacking sounds, and when I took a step to the side, I saw that Mitch had pushed his tongue into mom's mouth. Mom had opened her mouth slightly, letting Mitch's tongue circle over hers, which she seemed to keep still in her mouth. Mitch moaned like a horny dog.
After he was done, a thread of spit connected his and mom's mouth before it slowly became thinner and thinner and then slung itself back to mom's face, where it landed on her chin. Mom's chest was now moving up and down quickly.
"Wow..." Mitch said as he wiped the marmalade of his own lips. "That was... You should try it.... Actually, wait..."
He took a spoon out of a kitchen drawer, and filled it with the whipped cream. Then, he shook it off the spoon and part of the cream landed on mom's chin, the rest on her neck. He repeated the movement, with now some cream seeping into mom's subtle cleavage above her cotton blouse.
"Go for it..." he whispered.
Before long, I approached mom again. This time, I felt more secure. I pressed my lips against her. First, gently. I had kissed her before like this, this meant nothing yet. But then I felt mom's tongue very softly, very tentatively stick out between her lips. It sent electrical shocks through me. Even last time we had not done this . I pushed my tongue back, swirling it around hers, which she now held still after she had baited me. I was kissing mom, this was my mother's mouth!
The thought drove me crazy. I felt our noses press against one another, I felt her breasts squeezed into my torso as I tried to get closer to her. I felt her breath move past my cheek. Then, I pulled my tongue out of her mouth, and started to lap up the cream on her chin. With uncontrolled movements of my tongue, I completely cleaned her. I licked her cheeks, feeling the tiny, tiny blonde hairs against the surface of my tongue. Then I went lower, where the taste of perfume mingled strongly with that of whipped cream. Lower still, as I frantically groped mom's shoulders trying to find some hold, perhaps to get a hold of myself. But I was beyond control, and I went lower and lower still, now sliding my tongue against mom's pronounced collar bone, before I allowed myself to stick my tongue between her two warm, fat breasts to gobble up all the cream that had leaked there.
I was panting. Mom was panting. Mitch was panting. We all knew that there was no going back now, and that thought, as by telepathy, seemed to make something snap in all of us. Mitch used the spoon to leak new clots of cream onto mom's shirt, then using his hands from behind me to knead her large breasts right in front of my face. Meanwhile, I returned to licking mom's chin, again exploring her mouth. When I gasped for air, Mitch used the opportunity to fill my mouth with a huge spoonful of marmalade. I again leaned forward and exchanged it in a long and passionate kiss with mom, parts of it leaking out of the sides of her mouth onto her shirt.
Mom's cotton shirt was now drenched with the cream that Mitch kept pouring onto her, and the shirt was clenching onto her breasts, it had become transparent and started showing her bra through it. Patches of red marmalade were seeping into the cotton, making stains that would be hard to be removed later.
I couldn't resist any longer. I pushed my face in mom's cleavage, feeling her warm, flesh give way and plying around my cheeks. I wiggled my head, I felt mom's breasts bulge and almost roll out of her bra. With my hands, I groped her, pushing her boobs together, to fully immerse myself in her motherly tit flesh. They were so huge and fat, I felt like I could disappear in them completely. Through the cotton I tried to stuff my mouth full with mom's breasts, sucking my cheeks concave, sucking the cotton in, feeling the suction work on her flesh, feeling the texture of her blouse against my tongue, tasting the whipped cream.
My fingers, as if they had a mind of their own, grabbed mom's shirt and started to tug on it. I exerted force in two ways, trying to rip it open. Above my head, Mitch was still leaning in, French kissing mom with audible smacking noises. I gave the shirt a firm tug, then heard, with a satisfying snapping sound, different buttons of mom's shirt come off.
I tugged again, and I was soon able to pull her shirt to the side. My tongue slid over the naked flesh of mom's breasts, seeking its way into her bra. I let go off her shirt, and now used my free hand to scoop mom's right tit out as if I was freeing a stuck animal. It felt so insanely soft and fat in the palm of my hand, her rubbery nipple pressing against my palm. Half holding her tit, I was able to finally circle my tongue around her nipple again, licking her aureola, feeling its slight bumps and unevenness. This was coming home, I thought, when I finally stuffed my mouth with her nipple, sucking in a fair bit of her boob as well, gorging on my own mother's breast.



Meanwhile, Mitch appeared to have stopped kissing her, as suddenly I saw new clots of cream splashing on mom's cleavage. I used my hand to spread it all over mom's tits, as far I could with her bra still on. I was losing control now... I backed off a bit to see mom sitting, with her torn shirt above her neat jeans, the black satin blindfold still on her face. Mitch was standing behind her now, pressing his face in her curly hair, smelling her shampoo as he was touching himself with his hand in his trousers. Mom's right breast hung over her half undone bra and I decided that it was time to free her other boob too.
I leaned close to her, trying to find the clip of her bra. It was hard to unclip it through her shirt, so, with my face again pressed against her wet and mushy boobs, I simply grabbed hold of it and started tearing its fabric. Then, finally, I could reach the bare skin of her back and without further ado, I unclipped her bra, which I couldn't take off entirely as her hands were still tied to the chair. When I took the off as well as I could, I saw mom's boobs sag visibly, bulging out sidewards. They were so large and beautiful. Mom's nipples were pointing slightly to the sides, her reddish areola like tiny terracotta plates.
Mom's boobs were more than a handful, and I longed to be close to her body immediately again. I licked their soft surface. They were sticky and wet from all the cream and saliva we had unleashed onto her. But they stood there proudly, insanely feminine, triumphantly beckoning her sons to suckle them.
With one fluent movement, I pulled off my pajama trousers, and wasted no time to also throw my shirt to the side of the kitchen. I was in predator mode now. My stiff cock sprang free, as I stepped closer to mom. My dick brushed her floppy belly, as I then pushed it upwards, to slither between her breasts. As they had sagged to the side a bit under their own weight, I found it hard to find the right angle to fuck them. Before I knew what happened, her tits suddenly engorged my dick. It felt heavenly, and instinctively I started thrusting, holding mom by her shoulders. Only then did I see that it was Mitch who, from behind mom, was pushing her tits together. I felt the pressure of his hands through mom's boobs, that almost bulged over his fingers, which appeared to almost disappear in their soft tissue. To reach this angle, I was half awkwardly sitting on mom's lap and I could feel how my naked butt cheeks were supported by her jeans.
It was weird to share this moment with my older brother, but it turned me on as well to be making use of mom in this way together. Mom's head was now squeezed between our torso's, as my pelvis rocked and thrust my cock between her slithery boobs. Every time I thrust, I felt her hard nipples against my groins, while my cock was almost up to her chin. It looked so swollen, so beastly, against mom's gentle face, with her lip stick still tidy on her lips despite the mess we were making. Mitch was now squeezing and massaging her breasts, while I kept fucking them hard. They bubbled and wobbled under my force, which made me hornier and hornier, and they started to show red spots - perhaps of my rough handling of her, or perhaps because mom was getting excited too. It always showed on her chest when she blushed or when she had done sports.
Before long, I could not hold it any longer. I wanted to, I had to be in mom. I stood on the boxes next to the chair, which I now knew had been placed there by mom for this purpose. So they had prepared this... Mom and dad had thought of a way to have mom perform oral on us, and this was what they came up with... The boxes stood stable and I let my dick slide along her chin, then was pushed upwards against her face, where it slithered along her right cheek, leaving a string of precum. While I tried to get in position, mom dropped her jaw slowly. She opened her mouth into a nice tunnel. I felt her breathe against the hairs on my ball sack and watched as she stuck our her tongue. It was long and pointy, much longer than I had ever guessed.
Without touching my dick but by twisting my pelvis, I managed to position my cock right in front of mom's mouth. I placed both my hands onto her soft hairs. Then, very controlled, I started to move my cock forwards, until it landed, like a shuttle on the moon, with its tip on mom's tongue. Softness. Wetness. O, the heavens. I saw mom's nostrils flare as she was now tasting my dick. The underside of my dick went in small circles across the surface of mom's protruding tongue. At some stage, she had to swallow, and she gasped for air when this took too long: clearly mom was as excited as I was and had to do everything she could to control her breathing.
I went further and further now, so that slowly the entire length of my dick was sliding over mom's tongue and into the warmth of her mouth. Now, I felt mom's tongue replying to what I was doing. This was something new. Last time, mom had just given herself to us, but I was sure that I felt her tongue massaging, very subtly, the shaft of my penis it went inside of her. Soon she even closed her luscious red lips around my shaft, so that my cock was safely buried inside her. I thrust softly, feeling closely what mom would do. It was such great pleasure seeing my dick emerge out of her mouth, glistening with her spit. I pushed it in again to feel a deep moan vibrate through my penis. Her cheeks spastically sucked themselves concave in a tight rhythm, as she started to pleasure me more and more.
And the thought that mom had done this more often - had definitely had her share of dick in her mouth - it made me roll my eyeballs upward in ecstacy, while I felt mom slobber on my cock. She was a cock sucker, she knew what she was doing.
Meanwhile, Mitch was roughly groping her tits from behind her, sitting on his knees, with his hands wrapped around mom's body from the backside of the chair. His hands frantically went over her entire body, touching her legs and thighs, kneading her warm mommy flesh.
While I kept fucking mom's face, Mitch moved to the other side and I felt that Mitch had started to tug on her pants, which he had to struggle to get loose. In moments, however, mom's beautiful legs were naked, and I watched as Mitch tore her panty to the side, to dig his head into her lap - audibly lapping her mommy busy, burying himself deeper and deeper into her.
Mom started to moan at the rhythm of our oral sex. I felt the sound pass through my dick, which stimulated it even more. I was beyond myself now. I held her head between my hands, and as I massaged her hair, I smelled tufts of her shampoo being released and filling up my nostrils. Roses. Apricot. Under mom's movements, I could see her boobs jiggle below me, all wet and slimy, like they had been soaped in.
Somehow I felt that mom wanted me to go slower and deeper, and I followed the lead of her tongue. I slowed down so much that I could watch my cock go inch by inch between her lipsticked lips, feeling the breathing of her nose against the wet skin of my cock. When I was as deep as I could, mom would softly gag, indicating that it was time for me to withdraw. Then she would take a breath as deep as if she had been diving in a pool for minutes - drool would run incessantly and freely along my shaft and the corners of her mouth, to join the mix of spittle, cream, and marmalade that covered her impressive chest.
We repeated this several times, and it felt as if we our movements were completely interlocked, and as if our minds were stuck in a bubble together. It felt sexy to follow mom's directions, to give her what she wanted, and to be pleasured as I had never been before. Mom was so moaning so excited the last time my dick slid out of her mouth, that it almost sounded like she was crying and whimpering - if she wouldn't have half laughed and wiggled her tits, I wouldn't have been sure.
Mom held out her tongue now and made a noise, an ecstatic 'aaaaah', as she waited for what would come. I wasted no time, jerking my red and swollen cock, lubricated by both our juices, and I kept repeating, like a little prayer, "oh, mom, oh, mom, oh, mom..." This was happening.
This was happening right next to the kitchen counter where I had watched mom make breakfast only yesterday. This was happening right in this kitchen where we had prepared so many Christmas dinners. This was happening with Dad's wife , my mother, who wanted nothing more than to be ripped apart by us. This was happening.
In an impressive arch, that seemed to take forever to cross, my semen spurted through the air and splatted down on mom's face, with a sound as so many spoonfuls of mayonnaise splattering on a tile floor. I blasted strings of cum in her direction, landing on her tongue, that intuitively retreated immediately to swallow what it caught, on her chin, lips, on the blind fold - where the contrast of the black satin to my white cum revealed clearly what a large load I had dropped. Another load followed, painting mom's cheeks, getting caught in the blond curls that dangled freely in front of her face. I had given my mom a facial. And it had been the prettiest thing I had ever seen.
Mitch did not take long to follow my example. When I had come down with trembling knees from the boxes, holding myself to the chair to not fall down, Mitch climbed up immediately. I had been too absorbed by mom's blowjob, but apparently, he had been eating her the whole time. His face was dripping wet, mom's thighs were coated in his saliva and her own juices.
While Mitch followed suit and started to smear my cum across mom's face with his erection, I decided that mom should enjoy too - and I took over where Mitch had left her. The salty smell of mom's pussy drove me crazy, and I lapped away at her labia and her clit, enjoying deeply the taste that we had tried out last time too. She was too hot. She tasted so fertile , so earthly. In a strange way, all this with mom felt more natural than it had ever felt, being intimate with other girls.
Although I was deeply buried between mom's wide and warm legs, although her pussy was all I could see and taste and feel, I also felt her body rocking under the force by which Mitch was fucking her face. And as the tempo increased, her pussy became wetter and wetter. At times, surges of wetness ran out of mom, flooding my face and dripping from my chin. She was so close to coming - I sped up the movements of my tongue around her clit. I loved doing this so much. So much.
Her clit swell to an incredible size, and I sucked it into my mouth completely, French kissing it, as if it were mom's tongue - then I heard that Mitch was coming. Then, mom's entire body trembled - her thighs shaking, clamping my head between them tighter and tighter. And she had no way to push me away, so I kept licking her, kept teasing her clit, which must have felt very sensitive to mom - her legs started shaking hard, and then, just when I thought she would simply crush my head to make me stop, she came again. I have never heard such an animalistic moan, coming deep from within mom, when she wordless erupted in an endless whimpering and yelping out of sheer pleasure.
Mitch and I had done it again. We looked at the state of mom. Her hair was undone as if she had cycled through a storm. Her face was smeared with our cum, although somehow, magically, the lipstick was still in place neatly. Her blouse was torn and hung half over the chair, exposing her naked breasts, which shone with semen and cream. She had no jeans on, and we could see her pussy, still dripping onto the slimy chair. Mom was panting still, probably excited that we were looking at her from a distance now, objectifying her as much as she had desired to. And although it could have been seen as a humiliation, it looked like a triumph of mom - to have unleashed such sexual energy in her house, in her own sons. A lewd smile appeared on her face.
I found it hard to tear my away from mom. Her image in this familiar space, her look of total submission to us - it filled me with horror at first at what we had done. And the horror filled me with lust. And the lust filled me with shame. While I was going through these three emotions in circles, like a dog chasing its tail, Mitch proved, again, to be the less tactful of his. He approached mom - he was still naked - and started to jerk his cock, as he pressed its tip against mom's right tit. It wobbled under his movements.
He looked over at me, both to see if I was judging and to invite me to follow his example. I was judging. I was judging him and myself for letting this happen. And the more morally abject I found the whole thing, the more it sucked me in. I soon found myself standing at mom's other side, obsessing over the shaking of her tit fat as I jerked and slithered my cock over its soft skin. With one hand, I supported her breast, lifting it, so that I could press my cock as far into the soft flesh as I could. Then I came, I came so hard again, shooting long strands over the globes of her boobs and in between them. Mitch followed almost immediately after, shooting with such a force, that it hit mom's chin.
Then, we retreated silently to our rooms. I was planning to stay here until dad had returned, feeling very strange and feverish - not wanting to face reality. This was no one time accident: Mitch and I had shown that we were capable of very questionable moral decisions. I had shown absolutely no spine at all.
Half an hour later, I heard Mitch sneak from his room to the kitchen. Within minutes he was back, and I could only imagine what he had done. Probably he had taken advantage of mom once more. Perhaps he had been allowed to stick it in her mouth again. And if he was making misuse of the situation, could not I as well...?
I sneaked down, only to find mom's chest covered in what appeared to be a fresh load by Mitch. Mom was panting as she heard me approach, and I started to jerk myself off at the look of her - even more debauched than she had looked after our sexually adventure last time. "I love you, mom!" I moaned, as I shot my cum over mom's belly and pussy, while I massaged one of her last breasts with my other hand.
"I love you too." she managed to say, softly, when I returned to room. "I love you two so much."
It was early in the afternoon when I heard dad's car return. He opened the door to the living room and the kitchen - and seemed to halt for a moment. Through the floor I could hear how he moved chairs around, while mom's voice enthusiastically began recounting what had happened. Although I could not make out the words, the tone of mom's voice was as delighted as if she had just come home from a holiday with friends. She simply would not stop talking and laughing.
Dad sounded less happy. A single grunt or mumble followed upon mom's waterfall of words.
I guess I knew then that we had not even seen the end of all this. And I was shocked to find myself longing for more of mom. I wanted no one else again. Ever.
To be continued...
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***
In the edit, I have taken aboard many of the comments below. It might be good to know for readers that the sex in this story is not explicitly consensual, as the female character suffers a brain injury that alters her behaviour. Still, there is no force or violence either.
***
I sat in the back of our car, my head resting in my hands, looking through the window at the heavy blanket of clouds that were hovering over the meadows and the smokestacks in the background. The soft monotone sound of the engine made me sleepy.
We were already driving for hours. This morning we had left the camping side in a hurry. Thick drops of rain had bombarded the waterproof material of my father's poncho as he stooped to get the last pegs out of the cold ground.
"Two more hours, guys." Dad sounded tired. The sound of the tires over the wet asphalt mixed with the rock 'n roll that was barely audible through the static on the radio. I looked over Dad's shoulder to take a look through the front window. I saw that we were approaching a big truck, and dad slowed the car down to keep distance. The truck's tail lights reflected on the wet asphalt.
From here in the back, I saw mom's profile in the seat next to dad. She was playing with her ginger hair, distracted. I wondered what she was thinking about. She was staring at the grey landscape, humming along to the tune on the radio.
I had the feeling that this holiday had not been great for her. It felt like she had simply wanted to be back home to continue on working on the websites of her many clients, and I felt stupid for thinking that another vacation with my parents would have been a good idea. Last time I went along with them was when I was eight teen, and it had been horrible then. It had been quite horrible now.
The truck went slower. It seemed to move from the right side of its lane to the left, as if it was eager to overtake the car driving in front of it. Its tires drew zigzags in the film of rain that had formed on the road. Dad sighed annoyed and looked in his mirrors to see if he could pass the truck.
The camping where we had stayed had been boring, and its most exciting feature had been the small, worn-down supermarket. We had mostly hung around our tent. Dad had been too tired from his job to take any initiative to make plans. He had just been solving crosswords and reading that Bill Gates biography that had been reading for more than a year already.
Mom had done her usual sport routines with a decisiveness that was almost aggressive, and we did not see her for half days when she was running and hiking in the woods. I had just stared at my phone most of the time, waiting for it to be over.
Dad overtook the truck. "I was thinking we could just order some food tonight. It will be too late to do groceries when we get home."
"Fine with me." mom said, and placed her hand on the car seat head rest, tapping it nervously to the beat of the song. "I will have to reply to some e-mails anyhow. It would be nice to get to that this evening."
As always, I knew she felt bad about working so much. Dad did not like it at lot when she worked in the evenings. Mom designed websites and she had never declined a request by a new client, which meant that she was working most weekends to meet all her deadlines. She placed her hand on Dad's shoulder and gently kneaded it, with an obvious mix of affection and guilt for hardly being there for him.
Dad looked her way with that weary smile of his. "Couldn't you do that tomorr---"
The truck suddenly came to the left before dad had fully overtaken it. There was nowhere we could go.
"O my god!" mom yelled. I felt the impact as it started to push our car off the road.
Dad was frantically turning the wheel. The sound of metal crushing. I had the feeling of being launched and felt the seat belt cut into my flesh.
Then all went dark.
***
"Thanks for helping out." Dad and I were doing the dishes together in the kitchen. A jazz record was playing in the living room. The windows were pitch black already. It was winter.
"Don't worry, dad." I answered, and then listened as the kitchen filled itself with silence. Dad's hand sloshed in the warm water.
"How has it been with her?" I asked after a while. "It's been three months to the day, today."
"On and off." he sighed, and he added with a whisper: "I have been so scared, Jacob. Especially in the beginning. It was like she was not herself at all."
I looked into the pitch black of the window. In the reflection of the lights inside, I could see mom sitting on the couch. She was sleeping.
"Like, in what ways?" I asked.
"She has these episodes where she's completely absent. She doesn't talk and just stares into nothing. You remember how she was right after the coma. It's like that. But it lasts longer. Hours. Days."
Dad stared at his hands in the dirty water.
"Still, she's becoming herself again. Slowly. But that makes it scarier when she falls silent. I dislike these strange mood swings she has now. It's uncanny. She can be her controlled self one moment, and then you will walk in and out of the room, and she is raving feverishly about everything and nothing for half an hour."
"I'm sure it'll be fine, dad." I said, simply to say anything at all. "That's what the doctors say, yeah?"
"Yeah, you're right. I should have some faith that all will be well."
Dad and I had survived the accident without any trauma at all. It had been a small miracle, the doctor had said. Still, we had sat in dismay at mom's bedside in the hospital. She had hit her head hard, and she had sunk in a coma that had lasted for almost a day. We had been so glad when she had woken up.
Luckily, mom had already gone a long way in recovering since then. The doctor thought a couple more weeks, and the dizzy spells and absences would go away. Then it would be responsible for her to recover alone in the house. Until then someone would have to look over her, just to be sure.
Dad had taken paid leave as much as his employer had been willing to give him. Now the time had come for him to go back to work, and as I could follow most of my lectures online, I had offered to stay around the house for a couple of weeks to make sure mom was fine.
"What are you two talking about there?" I suddenly heard mom ask from the couch.
"Nothing, mom!" I said, dried the last glasses, and spent the rest of the evening sitting next to her on the couch, holding her hand. She was dizzy this evening, but it was still a pleasure to see her without the bandages and without the plaster around her broken arms, eyes closed, listening to the music.
I was glad that mom was taking care of herself again. She wore her make-up, and her red hair looked voluminous as it cascaded over her shoulders. No longer did she walk around in yoga pants, but she wore a beautiful and plain white dress that would surely turn some heads. A sign that she was becoming herself once more.
"Good to be here, mom."
"Good to have you."
***
Dad had given me clear instructions how to take care of mom. Still it was weird to deal with her her during one of her episodes. It was on the second day during my stay at my parents' place that I saw her in such a state.
I had just began wondering whether I was not completely useless here. Mom had been herself most of the time. We had talked as we were used to before mom had become so busy in her job. We had taken a stroll to the grocery store down the road, and we were already thinking about making dinner. Then, Mom had suddenly become completely absent.
In the hall way, on her way to the toilet, she just stopped and simply stood around. I noticed immediately that something was wrong. I called her name. She did not respond. Reminiscent of what dad had told me, I grabbed her shoulders firmly, as to avoid her falling over, and I tried to maneuver her to the couch. This was hard, as mom did not co-operated at all. It took her fifteen minutes to come to herself.
Even stranger were her manic episodes, although these were less frequent. Still, they were harder to deal with. On the fourth day, when mom and I just came home from a small walk through the woods nearby, mom suddenly started to rummage through the drawers in the kitchen. I thought she was looking for tea or something, but she pulled out a bag of candy and started devouring it in a rapid pace.
I tried to take it from her hands, but she would not let me, and decisively but gently pushed me back. After she was done, I watched in horror as she continued plundering the fridge. The thing was, even though mom seemed to lost all her inhibitions, her movement remained focused, purposeful, which made everything more confusion. It was like she was present, even though she was not herself.
***
After these spells, mom would sit down on the couch and start crying. "I do not know why I do these things." she said to me once as she laid her head on my shoulder, and I caressed her arms through her shirt. "I watch myself doing them, and I feel how badly I want to do them, but I am ashamed and I want to stop. But there is no stopping. And then I feel such guilt and shame for letting go. It is like my brain is messing with me, Jacob. I feel so bad for you having to see me in this way."
"It's okay, mom. It really is."
Part of me was glad there was at least some reason for me to be there for her, even if I did not yet know how I could help her.
***
The dizziness soon went away, to all our delight. But the manic episodes of uninhibited behaviour continued. In the second week, I found the symptoms had become harder and harder to deal with.
One day, I was in the bathroom, having just taking a shower. While I was shaving, mom came in. I noticed that she was having a spell. She did not seem to notice me. Instead, she turned on the shower and began undressing. I whispered her name, embarrassed that she was so oblivious of my presence. It did not do anything to sotp her.
I watched as she pulled her dress over her head, exposing a black and purple bra and a thong in an embroidered pattern that stretched over her wide hips. I averted my eyes, pretending not to see her. She unclasped her bra and in a smooth movement pulled down her panties. I finished shaving quickly, and then sneaked out the door. At dinner, I somehow found it hard to warn dad that this had happened, even though I knew I should have said something I could not find the right tone or words.
Another day, after mom had been free of spells for some days, found the courage to go out running for a bit. When I came home, I found mom stretched on the couch under a blanket. I was chatting to her for a moment before I noticed that she was not replying. She had her eyes closed, and first I had thought she was sleeping.
But then I saw that under the blanket, just above her legs, her hand was moving up and down. Mom moaned softly. I felt heavy and shocked. I said her name. I called her name. I shouted her name. When there was no response except mom's moaning, I went for my room and stared at my desk, not knowing what to do or to say about this to dad.
***
"Dad," I managed to say at the end of the second week. "I think mom needs more professional help."
"Why, Jacob?" Dad looked up at me. He was squatted, repairing a flat tire of his mountain bike. His hands were running across the rubber to find whatever had caused it to flatten. "I think things are going fine. You are such a great help, you shouldn't doubt yourself."
"I am not doubting myself. It is just that... she still acts weird."
Dad mistook my intention. He stood up, cleaned his hands, and placed them on my shoulders. "Jacob, I know it is hard seeing your mother like this. I feel the same way. But don't doubt yourself, boy. She is really glad you are here."
He continued repairing the tire without waiting for an answer, while I was on the verge of telling him what I had seen mom doing on the couch. I couldn't.
***
The third week, dad went away for the weekend. After all these months of caring for mom, he allowed himself some respite. He had booked a weekend with some of his friends to drink beer in a cabin in the woods. For her part, Mom was glad he could go. She said she felt like a burden, no matter how many times dad had assured her that this was stupid thought. And, after all, I would be there to look after her.
She did not know how troubled I felt. That week, I had caught her masturbating on the couch again. This time she had not even covered herself with a blanket, and I had seen how her hand had slipped inside of her jeans before I had gone up to my room again.
Dad and mom had insisted that I would sleep next to her while he was away. Dad was afraid the dizziness would come back. He had heard stories of patients choking in their own spittle if they became unconscious while lying down. I had protested up to the point where it had become strange and made me sound dubious. Then I had given in. As far as I knew, mom only had these sexual spells when she was awake.
At night I felt mom's body radiate warmth. She was close to me. I heard her breathing softly. All seemed normal.
But I woke up by mom sitting up and pulling the blankets off of her. In the pale light of the street lantern through the curtains, I could make out that mom was taking her sleeping shirt off. Her hefty breasts were now exposed, and I could tell that her nipples were standing up before she pulled the blanket up again and laid down.
"Mom...?" I asked, hesitantly. No reply.
I lay there with my heart seemingly punching right through my chest as I felt how the mattress reflected the movements of her arm as she started to pleasure herself. Gentle moans right next to my ear.
"Mom?" I said again.
I heard the wetness of her finger running over her intimate parts.
"Okay, I am off." I whispered, and sneaked out of the blankets to my own room. Only after an hour did I dare return, not wanting to be away from her lest dad's dramatic fears would come true. Mom was fast asleep.
***
I had not slept well for weeks. Worries about mom had kept me up. And it was taking its toll. I felt feeble. I felt less clear in my head. I had trouble keeping everything on track. The weekend alone with mom would have gone different if I had felt better, I am sure.
The sound her fingers had made had stuck with me. To be so close to mom doing that thing that I would have never thought she did, it had messed with my brain. Until then, I had thought of mom as a completely asexual being, a sort of warm force that would always be there for me if I was in real trouble. Now, I had trouble knowing who my mom was and what kind of needs drove her.
I will blame it on my tiredness. But the next day, something happened. I had left my glasses in the bath room. Since I had to make a short call with my professor, who would supervise the master thesis I was writing, I simply had to wear my glasses to be able to see my computer's screen clear at all. Yet, when I put my hand on the door knob to fetch my glasses, I heard the shower running. I hesitated. Then pulled it down.
"Sorry, mom, I won't look." I said, while I walked into the steamy bath room. I saw mom's white skin through our shower's glass pane. She was running one hand over her voluminous body, while the other was pressed between her legs. She did not reply to me.
I quickly snatched my glasses from the shelf where I had left them, but before I left the bath room again, I could not resist looking over my shoulder. Mom still gave no sign that she had seen me. Her hand was working her pussy really fast, making a sloshing sound that was audible even over the sound of the drops falling on the floor. My eyes took it all in, even though my brain felt repulsed at myself for doing so.
Her face... Her mouth was agape, her eyes in the seeming agony of impending orgasm, somewhere between insane suffering and pleasure. Her wet hair stuck to her head. Her nostril flared. Soft moans left her open mouth rhythmically, right through the cushions of her red lips. I shivered before I closed the door behind me.
***
The entire day, mom seemed to be out of it. I felt myself sweating, trembling at what I had seen. To my horror, I kept returning to thoughts about mom's figure. I felt a wet, sticky fluid stick to my leg. I did not know what to do with myself. I was half about to call dad to come home and stop this, but it was harder than ever to know what to say to him.
Mom's eyes had a cloudy look all day, and she seemed to be overly sensual. When she sat on the carpet to read a book, her hands kept stroking its soft texture as if they could not get enough of it. When we cooked lunch, she brought the herbs to her nose and inhaled deeply as if they held unknown secrets to her. When she caressed my hear in a motherly way, she seemed obsessed with how it tingled her hands. Throughout all of this, whenever I tried speaking to her, she would simply ignore me.
She kept shocking me now. When she laid down to read some messages on her phone, she put a pillow between her legs. To my alarm, I saw how she gently started humping it. As if I was not right there sitting on the couch next to her. She only put the pillow away to open her zipper. I saw her pink girlish underwear, she pulled at the band to let her hand in. Her feet were touching my legs as she started touching herself again. Her phone slipped on the floor, without her even noticing.
I could not force myself to stand up. I was fascinated by how mom's body writhed, how her large breasts almost rolled out of her shirt. "Mom..." I half whispered, half moaned. "Mom, please stop." She continued, her hands making fast and tiny circles over her clit. Her eyes bulging. Her mouth opening and closing. Like a fish.
***
That night, I felt as if I had swallowed a boulder. With heavy arms and legs, with my heart pounding, I went to mom's bed room before her. In the half light, I pulled off my pants, my shirt, my socks, and I folded them in a package that I put on the floor.
Then I pulled down my shorts. I was completely naked. In the mirror I saw the shape of my trimmed body in the same pale light as I had seen mom's breasts in yesterday. I crawled on the bed on all fours, then I laid down on top of the duvet at my dad's side and stared at the ceiling. Its fabric was cold at my back. I waited.
I was not sure what would happen. I was not sure what I was doing. I promised myself that I would simply wait what mom would do.
It was only ten minutes before mom came in, but it had felt like an hour. She did not turn on the light, but I could see that she was wearing a black negligee. If she had noticed that I was naked, she did not show it. I felt the mattress sink a little under her weight as she laid down next to me.
Her complexion was incredible in this light. Mom looked so pale, almost translucent. I could still see her freckles on her cheek when I looked at her. She was lying on her back, and for a moment I thought she would simply fall asleep, ignoring me entirely.
Then she sat up. I watched as she shook her hair free, only to gather it into a pony tail again. She bent over me. The cushions of her lips softly pressed themselves flat against mine before I knew what was happening. I felt the softness of the inside of her lips before I felt her tongue enter my mouth.
"Mom?" I managed to say.
"Relax, baby." she said. Her eyes were hazy. "Just... feel."
Mom was french-kissing me again. She leaned on my chest with one arm, her negligee opening to expose her naked breasts.
I almost panicked. It was happening. I had to get away.
Then I felt mom's free hand caress my belly in nonchalant circles. I moaned, and rush of blood was sent to my private parts. It was as if I was fainting.




I returned her kiss.
When mom's lips finally separated from mine, I heard myself panting. I tried to speak, did not know what to say. Mom's hand in my hair. Her other hand on the lower part of my belly, pinky touching my pubic hair.
"Mom, is this okay?"
Mom pressed her lips on my cheek, and I felt her tongue lap softly at me. She was inhaling deeply and slowly, as if did not want to miss anything about the way I smelled now.
"Just... feel." she said, again, in a deep, dreamy voice.
I was supposed to take care of her. I was protecting her. So, what was I doing?
Mom's hand grabbed my member. Her movements were so natural as she placed the palm of her hand around it. She formed an 'o' of her ring finger and thumb and gently started stroking its tips, and we both watched, holding our breaths, how her hand went up and down, her wedding ring glitter ever so gently in the pale light that still shone through the curtains.
"Mom..." I moaned, and I felt my stomach muscles spasm. Mom's large breasts were pressed against me. So soft. I dared not move, and I felt her nipples press against my arm.
Mom went faster. Her hand jerked quicker and quicker. Her breasts wobbled under the movements. I pressed my face into her hair. The familiar smell of her shampoo. She sat up straight, so that she could use her other hand to caress my balls. The tips of her nails made them tingle, and I felt a sexual energy being released that seemed to surge from deep in my spine.
"I am coming, mom." I said, as if I wanted to warn her. But I knew she was not herself any longer. I felt one of her fingers slide gently towards my anus. She only pressed it softly, but it was enough to send me over the edge. With a cry I unleashed.
Thick strands of cum landed on her gentle hands. I saw its white substance, even in the darkness and the small light of the lamp post outside. My limp member plopped against my belly and mom remained seated, frozen. I opened a drawer in the nightstand, and I soon found a package of tissues that I could hand to her to clean herself.
I blushed deeply. My head felt feverish. Still I watched how mom slowly cleared my juices from her hands. After she was done, she sank down next to me, as if nothing had happened.
***
Somehow, I fell asleep. When I woke, it was in the midst of the night. I had trouble realizing where I was, and then the memory of what had happened returned.
My heart started beating so fast, that I was sure I was going to faint. Panic and shame. I tried to calm myself by listening to the car's driving by. My thoughts would not go away.
I felt myself searching for mom's hand under the blankets. When I held it, an electric current was sent racing through all of my nerves. I rolled closer to mom. I brought my face next to hers. She was sleeping.
I kissed her. I pressed my lips against hers. She moaned, still asleep.
I rolled on top her. Mom did not protest, did not move. I kissed her again, I wanted to be inside her mouth, I wanted to be inside of her.
Stop, I thought, I have to stop.
Still, mom's lips moved slowly, sleepily. Her tongue answered my frantic circling with the drowsiness of an animal that has just awoken from hibernation. I was all over her face, licking it, tasting it, the bitter tinge of her make up.
My hands were on her breasts. I pulled her negligee open roughly. I started groping her with both hands. Even in this light, my eyes bulged at the sight of her beautiful, small aureolae, her dark nipples. My tongue swirled around her nipples that had once fed me, and I felt my spit making her soft breasts wet.
My hips were rocking back and forth. I could not stop it, it happened automatically. I was still naked, and I felt how my intimate parts slid over the fabric of mom's underwear. She moaned deeply, like a mother bear that starts to wake up ever so slowly. I was panting so loud now.
"Mom..." I kept whispering, as if to ask her permission, as if to announce what we were about to do. She did not say anything. Only her body seemed to agree, although with some unhurried surprise, to my movements.
I could not hold it. I felt myself fumbling at her plain pink underwear. I pulled her panties off. They were stained by mom's juices. The folds of mom's pussy glistened, and I smelled her musk. I grabbed her arms and felt how I touched her down there, how we were sliding across one another now.
"Oh... Argh..." Mom whispered, before sighing deeply. She opened her hazy eyes for a moment, and then she stretched her arms to hold on to the bed post. "Oh... Oh... Ah..."
"O, no..." I tried to protest against what I was doing, but there was no holding back. I pressed myself into her. My eyes seemed to roll back in my skull as I felt mom open up to me. She spread her legs to give me access to this most forbidden of places. I slithered into her. I stayed still in her as long as I could, before something else came over me, and my hips started thrusting so fast, so fast.
It was dark night. A night of secrets, a night deep enough to bury what should never see the light. The bed in the pitch black room creaked loudly under my movements. I buried my head in mom's hair as I gave her all I had. My body felt young and energetic, and mom's body responded by having me. She moaned at my rhythm. She was allowing me to give all my energy, to let my youth rage inside of her. Her breasts bobbed under the movement, I could feel the force of my thrusts transmitted to her flesh as her breasts were squashed against my torso.
"Mommy...."
"Oh... Oh..." she moaned deeply.
Absent-mindedly, mom pulled up her firm legs and wrapped them around me so that I could even deeper inside of her. Her arms, gentle and calm, wrapped around my back, where currents of sweat were already running down onto the mattress. A dank smell filled the room. All that was heard now was the creaking of the bed and those forbidden, wet noises of me entering her.
I came. I came inside my mother.
We fell asleep again. And when dawn came, and I saw mom's exposed chest heave gently under her breathing, I crawled onto her once more. Again she let me have my way, and I screamed as I pumped everything I had left into her womb.
When dad came home, I had long removed all evidence of what had happened. Mom never gave any indication that she remembered what had happened. The next morning she simply took a shower, and that was all. Her symptoms decreased rapidly during that week. As a matter of fact, she had some absences, but I never saw her touch herself again. At the end of the week, dad and I determined that I was no longer needed.
***
Now I am back in my student room. Time passes slowly. Thick blankets of clouds hang above the empty parking lot, my vista from my window. I feel troubled and strange about what has happened. Sometimes I go out for long walks, and I drink heavily in the evenings. I have touched myself over what I have done multiple times, but I feel sick afterwards.
The thought that troubles me most, that wakes me up at night, is that I do not even know if mom is on anti-conception. I am paralyzed in fear for what it would mean if she is not. Each day I check my phone in horrified anticipation of any news, anything to soothe my fears. What if my loss of control will have left a permanent mark by creating a forbidden child in my mother? The worst of thoughts...
No, I am lying. There is a thought that is even worse. What really horrifies me is that this was the most intense experience I have ever had. What horrifies is me is that I know that I would do it all again...
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Dear reader, I cannot lie to you.
You are about to enter a shocking account of unleashed desires between a mother and a son.
Take some moments to breathe in and out, find yourself in a pitch black nothingness. Now, let us take this planet at arm's length. Like a tennis ball with patches of brown and green and blue. So small. So magnificent.
Then let us zoom in. We go fast. Watch as the continents grow larger, follow us as we sway and tumble towards the America's. Bear with us as we keep falling and falling still, until we reach the woods of Washington state, where a tiny car is crawling over an endless road.
We now almost have the right scale of things. Watch the car grow as we approach it, distinguish its color (grey), discern its sound (load sputtering of the engine) - follow us as we move through its roof to find a family, dysfunctional, on its way to a holiday that is about to take an unexpected turn.
PART 1. A cabin in the woods.
'It must be here, somewhere.' Dad sounded annoyed as he maneuvered our Ford Mustang along the curves and bends of the narrow dirt road that we hoped to lead up to the cabin we had rented for the week. 'Fuck me. It is much farther then they promised me, those assholes.'
'Look, there.' Mom said, trying to raise his spirits by bringing some good news. 'I think that is the cabin over there!'
Dad just grunted and muttered something inaudible. It was his way to act call mom names without being caught in the act. Mom remained silent. She hated it when he did this.
'Fuck.' Dad said again, as the mustang bounced over the holes in the road. 'I fucking wished we had stayed at home. This sucks.'
The holiday was mom's idea. God bless her. She always kept trying to save our family, and she thought that what we needed now was some time together again. I was sure that all she needed was a divorce, as dad had given up all attempts to make their lives together any fun.
'I should have booked something with any reviews... No wonder this place sucks. Why did you make me book it, Maggie? You should have fucking thought along, I need to do everything by myself...'
'You don't let me use your credit card, so how could I have booked it?' Mom sounded pissed off but I heard her swallow away her resentment. Dad just grunted and waved her objections away.
I had only come home from college to come along on this holiday because I knew this was mom's idea. I had left home for three years already, I had moved out when I had turned eighteen. How I admired mom's resilience despite years in this awful marriage. The thought of her and my grumpy father in that cabin made me feel infinitely sad for her.
'I see it too.' I remarked, when I saw a small wooden cabin appearing through the thick fir forest. It looked tiny and cozy, and I am sure other families would have been rejoiced to spend time together close together in this quaint cabin. I felt my heart sink at its tiny size, though, realizing that there would be no privacy for any of us. Being around my fighting parents for a week would be hell.
'We need some rules.' Dad grunted. 'This place is half the size I was promised, for Christ's sake. Maggie, you cook. Daniel, you gather firewood and keep the fire going. I desperately need to have some time alone to write.'
Dad was a professor in college, and he had promised his publisher to finish a book on psychoanalysis this month. I imagined that in front of his classes, lecturing, he would make quite the picture. His face had a certain sophistication, with its narrow mustache and his high cheek bones. Apparently his students admired him. But he dropped his mask when he was with us, and he would be cursing and yelling like a madman. Mom had promised him he would have loads of time to write and that she would go out during the day with me.
Dad parked the car on the grass field in the clearing in front of the house. The sound of the motor cooling off was all we heard for a while, before a woodpecker somewhere starting thumping a tree looking for bugs. 'Maggie, take all our stuff in while I have a smoke. This ride has fucking killed me.' Dad smacked the door close behind him and he started to walk around the cabin.
'Sir, yessir.' Mom replied ironically when dad was out of hearing distance, and I could hear the frustration in her voice.
'I'll help you.' I said to her, and got out. The fresh air in the woods was nice. I took a picture of the house with my phone, and I wanted to send it to my girlfriend Hannah, but I noticed we did not have any reception here.
I saw dad walking away around the corner of the cabin, rummaging his pockets looking for a cigarette, and mom and I carried all the stuff into the place.
I was terribly surprised by the look of the place. It was, in fact, a clinical room, far from cozy, with white walls that were somehow plastered against the wood. There was no kitchen, only a large bed in the middle of the room which looked as if it was taken out of a hospital or a physiotherapist's practice. Large, bright light bulbs threw an ice cold light that illuminated everything in the room.
'What the fuck is this place?' I asked mom. 'We cannot all four sleep here. There is not even a couch.'
'I don't know...' Mom began, but she was interrupted by the loud bang of the front door of the cabin that shut suddenly.
'Patrick?' Mom asked, hoping my dad would answer and that he had smacked the door shut. He hadn't. I could see him through one of the windows pacing to and fro in frustration.
I put down the luggage I was carrying and tried to open the front door, but it was shut tight. It must have locked itself when it closed. Then I walked to the window through which I had seen my father and knocked on it, hoping he would know where to find a spare key to let us out.
Dad heard me knocking and walked up to the window. But as he came closer, it seemed as if he was growing. His upper body was raised higher and higher. It was very strange, and I blinked my eyes rapidly. Then I realized dad was actually levitating. I gasped for air.
It all happened suddenly. Dad remained floating a couple of feet above ground before he was swiftly sucked up. I could not see what was pulling at him with such a force, but given the velocity with which he moved upwards, I realized that he must have been above the tree line in seconds.
'Ah, what the...' I yelled. 'Mom, come!' I felt my knees becoming weak. What was happening?
Mom ran to the window and looked up to follow my gaze. A large shadow was cast over the cabin and the nearby woods, but from our angle we could not determine what it was.
'Where is dad?'
'He... was...' I began, feeling confused. 'He was sucked up into the air...'
'You're kidding me?' Mom tried, but she saw the distress in my face. 'What is happening?'
I ran to the front door of the cabin again, but I would never reach it. My legs turned into spaghetti and I fell over on the white linoleum floor. Before I could register any pain, I had fallen into a deep sleep.
PART 2. Of aliens
Patrick woke up. His head felt like it was in a fish tank. Maybe this was because his head actually was in a fish tank. As a matter of fact, his whole body was submerged in a strange fluid in a glass tube. He tried moving his limbs, but the fluid was heavy and sticky, and Patrick soon found out that he was surrounded by a thick layer of insulating glass. There was no way he could break out.
The world looked morphed through this fluid and glass, but he quickly realized that wherever he was, he was not alone. Shadows and silhouettes moved around the brightly lit room at the other side of the glass.
'Who is there? Where am I? Where is my family?' Patrick tried to scream. The words made bubbles in the fluid, which absorbed most of the sound. He had to gasp for air, which filled his nostrils and mouths with the thick jelly. Although he thought it would choke him, he found that the stuff contained oxygen and he could breathe it in and out. It felt disgusting, but at least he did not die.
'Welcome, sir.' A voice said from no particular direction. Patrick turned his head sideways and up and down to find who was speaking, but it was impossible. 'We are glad to notify you that you have been selected to be part of our experiment.'
'Who are you, fucking asshole?' Patrick yelled.
'We are Oedipiarians. We come from a far off galaxy, and we have discovered your planet only recently. We are impressed with how your species has altered this planet's composition, and we think that you might be of use of us in the future.'
'Don't bullshit me!' Patrick replied. 'You're con-artists. Set me free, or else...'
'You don't believe us?' The voice sounded genuinely surprised. 'Just look around... You are caught in a glass tube without possibility of escape in a spaceship. From the little we know of your planet, we have found that this is an almost cliched representation of abduction by extraterrestrial lifeforms.'
Patrick had little to object to this, and he started to feel convinced that the voice really belonged to an alien.
'What are you going to do to my family?' He wanted to know.
'Nothing.' The voice replied. 'We will set them free in a moment. We want to learn about how your species reproduces, and this is why we have captured you, an adult male. We are curious to learn more about your body.'
'Okay, so you'll have a look at my dick, and then set me free?'
'I am afraid we cannot do that sir.'
Patrick remained silent for a while. Beeping noises of the complex machinery of the spaceship intervened in his thinking.
'What do you mean?'
'We will have to dissect your body, sir. We are curious to see how your species work from the inside. We have selected this cabin because nobody will notice it here if you disappear. We will plant a false memory of you drowning in a nearby lake in your family's minds.'
'Dissect me? Goddammit!' Patrick yelled. 'I will have no such thing!'
'There is no alternative, sir.'
'There is, for fuck's sake. There is my son, right there. Why don't you dissect him?' Patrick felt so terrified that he felt little shame at this horrible proposal that he just blurted out.
'He has not yet had a child, sir.' The voice retained a completely flat emotion through all of this. 'That is why we need you. You have proven to have functional genitalia.'
Patrick felt the fluid around him heat up. His body must have been sweating heavily, but his sweat was immediately mixed into the jelly. His heart was pounding in his throat. He was going to die. He was going to die. He was going to die.
'Wait... wait...' He screamed. 'There must be some other way...' He was thinking as fast as he could. His brain then give him the insight that would, in fact, save him this time but cost him the world.
'I have an idea!' He cried. 'My wife... She... Is still fertile.'
The voice hesitated. 'So...?'
'Do I need to spell this out?' Patrick grunted. This was just a dream anyway, he kept telling himself. It would soon be over. 'So, can't you analyze her?'
The voice doubted again. 'We might... But we have already gathered data from female specimens earlier. We are interested in older men now. We are initiating analysis, now...'
'No, no, no, wait...' Patrick's brain directed him to the awful idea he had just had. 'I don't want to die, please. What if my son would mate her? What if he would breed her? You could see the whole process from up close...'
The voice remained silent, as if it was thinking over this proposal for a long time.
'That could work, sir.' It finally said. Patrick thanked God, although it is very unlikely that He had anything to do with this. 'But is it not uncommon for members of your species to mate their mothers?'
'No, no, not all.' Patrick confabulated. 'It happens all the time. Just look at any porn website, there are stepmoms getting stuck under couches every second of the day. All that is just latent incestuous desire!' His PhD in literary studies finally came in handy, and Patrick managed to throw in a little Freud here and there.
'We will scan the internet to verify your claim.' The voice replied. Again, it was silent for a while as it did its computations. 'You are right. There is a huge amount of mother -son pornography.'
'Great. Great.' Patrick sighed. 'But don't you know enough about reproduction from loading all that information? Can't you let us be?'
'Sir, with all due respect, but we are infinitely more intelligent than your species. We need first hand observations to gather all the data we need. We will now observe your son mate his mother.'
Patrick's sight was suddenly taken from him as a wooshing sound washed away everything. All was black for a moment. When he could see again, he discerned two figures lying on a white floor. It was as if he was stuck at the ceiling of the cabin, and he realized soon that the people lying there were Maggie and Daniel.
'What happening?' He asked.
'You need to help us.' The voice replied. 'What do we need to do to make them mate?'
'I don't want to see this!' Patrick objected. 'I... what have I done? No, they will not mate.'
'I thought you said it happened all the time... Perhaps we need to dissect you after all.'
Patrick felt an abyss of fear open under him. 'No, no... Sorry, it does. You gotta... Mess with their hormones a bit. That will change their behavior. Can I please not see this, though?'
'Sir, that is not an option. We need you to verify everything is going as usual for your species. We have connected your vision to our invisible camera's in the cabin, so that you will see what we see. Hormone modification program starts now. Inhibition release initiated.'
PART 3. Of secrets
A hissing sound woke me up. From the corner of the room, a purple mist was sprayed into the cabin. Before I could think, it reached my nostrils, which made me feel very strange in the head.
Soon, however, it was as if a new power came over me. I felt like would occasionally feel in the gym, when I was at the height of my performance. More self-secure. Strong. When I saw mom lying on the floor, I rushed towards to help her up.
She was awake too, and she let me put her on the bed. There, she tidied her yellow summer's dress and brushed it down to hide her legs that had become visible in the movement. She sighed deep and seemed relaxed.
'Well, mom.' I said to her. 'We seem to be stuck here. I have no clue where dad has gone.'
'I hope he is alright.' Mom replied. She sounded a bit hazy, as if she could not quite gather her thoughts.
When I sat down next to her, I was already starting to forget about dad. It was as if the purple mist was chasing all worries from my head. I felt a primitive urge to reassure mom that all would be fine, I had to take care of her.
Being so close to her, my nostrils caught her smell. Perfume mixed with a tinge of sweat from the long journey. It did not smell bad. It smelled like soil, primal and right. I wrapped my arm around her. 'It will be fine.' I heard myself say.
Mom was breathing deep, and her worries seemed to be floating away already. 'This feels nice.' She said. 'Just being here with you.'
'I feel like we are the only persons in the world.' I said. It had somehow become impossible to concentrate on anything but mom. The outside world felt so far away. I was happy to be here in this cabin with no one but her.
Mom closed her eyes. 'Oh, Daniel, you have brought me so much joy. Your father was always a bit like this, you know. Nagging, complaining. Even when you were born he would be moaning about everything for entire days. You were my little escape. When I was with you, I felt like finally I had gotten away from him. A piece of me that he could not get at.'
I did not know why mom was telling me this, she had never spoken of dad behind his back. However, it felt natural to disclose secrets in the mood we were in. Mom placed her head on my shoulder, and I caressed her neck with my hand. Stroking it gently. It soon gave her goosebumps, which I found really cute.
'Shall we tell each other secrets?' Mom asked. 'I really want to know you better, Daniel. You are so far away since you went to college... I felt abandoned with dad. I needed you...'
Another hiss of purple mist was sent into the cabin. When the nebula reached my face, I breathed it in. It made me feel both more relaxed and more confident. I wanted to tell mom everything about me, I wanted her closer than she was now, both emotionally and physically.
'What do you want to know mom?' I asked, running my hand up to her ear and down to her shoulder. Her arms where still upon her legs, but I hope she would move them to caress me as well.
'I don't know...' Mom began. 'Just tell me something I do not know about you.'
'I sometimes fantasize about other women when I am with Hannah.' I said, and it made me blush immediately. Something in me protested heavily against saying stuff like this to mom. Why was I betraying poor Hannah? More purple mist entered my nose, and I soon forget about my worries.
'Oh, really?' Mom sounded surprised. 'I think she is so beautiful. Who is prettier than her?'
'She is... A bit thin for me...' I replied. 'To be honest, I fantasize about older, more voluptuous women.'
'Like whom?'
'Like Ms. Miller...' I confessed. She used to be our neighbor, before she moved to Chicago. She had been the first woman I had found sexually attractive. With her large breasts and wide hips, she had given many of the kids in our neighborhood their first horny dreams, and she had remained on my mind though it had been years since I had last seen her.
Mom giggled. 'Who would have thought...'
One of her hands moved to my leg. It felt like it belonged there, and I concentrated for a moment on feeling its warmth through my blue jeans.
'Now you, mom...' I said, and I scooched over so that I could face her. I removed my arm from her back and now held both her hands with mine. We could see each other's faces better like this.
'I also fantasize about someone else when I am with your father.'
'Really?'
'Yes.' Mom blushed. She looked away from me, at the floor. She was so shy now, that I did not yet dare to ask any further. However, we were rewarded for our answers with more purple mist, which seemed to eat away at my inhibitions.
'Sorry, I am so shy about this.' Mom giggled like a school girl. 'I don't.... want to betray your father anymore than I already did, I guess. So, your turn again...'
'I once stole some candy from the local store.' I blurted out, surprised at the speed with which my confession came to mind.
'Ah...' Mom purred. 'That's nothing.'
'What do you mean, mom?' I said, my voice felt heavy and round in my throat. I was getting so relaxed.
'That secret is too impersonal. Everybody has stolen something some time. I want to know about you specifically.'
'I once stole...' I began, but some part of my brain resisted telling this secret. No one knew of this. Not even Hannah. And mom should, of all people, be the last to know.
'What is it honey?' Mom asked. Her brown eyes looked up at me, and I felt a my stomach contract as if I was going down a roller coaster. We were so close. God, I had never been so close to mom. What were we doing?
'Nothing, nothing...' I replied. 'I stole nothing.'
Mom giggled, and pressed a kiss on my forehead. 'That is no secret.' She whispered. 'Tell me, tell mommy.'
'What are we talking about?' I asked, my head was so fuzzy now.
'You stole something, Danny. What was it?' Mom's left index finger ran over my hand, gently stroking it. It sent shivers through my spine.
'I once stole one of your panties from the laundry bin.' I confessed now, before I could think or resist blurting this out. Immediately, I brought my hands to my mouth, as if I could somehow keep in the words that had already escaped me.



'Shit.' I grunted through my fingers. 'I am sorry, mom. It's not true. I don't know why I said that.'
But mom did not look shocked at all. As a matter of fact, she looked interested. 'Oh?'
'It were your blue nylon panties.' I continued, despite myself. 'I put them to my face, and I masturbated as I smelled them.' My face turned from red to scarlet to white as I realized what I was doing. It was that purple mist, it messed everything up.
Mom was blushing now too. 'That is quite the secret, Daniel.'
'I know, I am sorry.' I added, looking away from mom, hoping to disappear. What was going on anyway? What was that strange purple mist? Why was the door locked? I was about to get up when two warm hand grabbed mine. Mom weaved her fingers through mine, and she brought my hands from my face.
'It is okay, Daniel. So many boys do that. Don't worry.' She kissed my cheek to make me feel more comfortable. A new waft of the smell of her perfume was sent into my nose, which gave made me feel like a pinball was rolling from the top of my machinery to the very bottom, making everything rattle and become loose.
'Mommy also has a secret.' She continued, her mouth close to my ear.
My stomach turned as I felt mom's warm breath condense on my skin. Her lips were so close to me. I could half discern the contours of her breasts in the cleavage she was showing because she was bending forward to be so near to me. My heart pounded in my throat.
'What... is it, mommy?'
'It is a little bit naughty.'
'T-t-tell me, please.'
Mom very softly kissed my ear now, and I felt her tongue brush across its skin. 'I have fantasized about you, Daniel.'
There was a lump in my throat at these words. Mom had done what? Before I could feel any disgust or worries, her nails dug in my neck, clawing softly at my skin, which sent shivers through my body.
'I fantasize about you when I see you coming home from your workouts. I fantasize about you when I walk into you in the shower. I fantasize about you during dinner, when you are sitting right across of me. I fantasize about you sometimes when I am alone in bed. And, Daniel...?'
'Yes?' I whimpered.
'I also fantasize about you when I am making love to your father. It is the only way to bear it. I fantasize how your strong body takes mine. I think about you taking me away from him. So forbidden. But so much more right than bearing your father's desires.'
'Ah... do you?' I asked, idiotically, not knowing what to say. A rush of blood was sent between my legs, and it made me harder than I had ever been.
'Yes, Daniel. I would not admit it to anyone before. Not even to myself. I would try to forget. Sometimes there are just fleeting images of what I imagine you to look like naked. Sometimes there were more elaborate fantasies.' Mom was confessing everything now, the purple mist loosening up all that was holding her back. 'I know it is wrong. But you can turn me on...'
To my shame, I felt that my dick was becoming stiffer under mom's caresses of my neck and under her confessions. I had never realized mom had looked at me that way. I had not dared believe it. I think we had both buried our desires under a thick blanket of repressions and social convention, but somehow this purple mist was lifting everything for us and making it easy to let the deepest, rawest forces come to the surface.
Mom took my ear between her lips and nibbled it. I felt her tongue flicking the lobe of my ear, and it almost electrified me. I moaned.
'Mommy.' I confessed now. I felt what was coming, and I could not stop it. 'I have always dreamed of making love to you...'
PART 4. Maggie's magic
It will be left to the reader's imagination how Patrick, the father, responded to these confessions which he had to face completely sober and in detail through the camera of the voice. In fact, the voice would always find the right camera angle to get everything in detail, which is why Patrick had to sit through an intense close-up of his wife taking his son's ear between her beautiful lips, which had never kissed anyone (as far as Patrick knew at least) than him. The many curses and exclamations that escaped his own lips, which were not kissing anything but the liquid in which his body was captured, shall be left out of this account as well.
The voice was confused at Patrick's reaction, who was alternately stimulating the voice to turn up the dial of the hormones rushing through his family members and then wishing the voice to go to hell for doing this to him. However, the slightest hint at his possible dissection made Patrick obey and bite his tongue, and, despite himself, to give further instructions to make his son mate his wife. The voice followed suit, and after the inhibition-reducing hormones, it now released a strong mist that functioned as an aphrodisiac into the tiny cabin.
As the camera, whose sight Patrick was obliged to follow, caught sight of Maggie's reply to this chemical compound before seeing anything else, let us now plunge into her thoughts and experiences...
Maggie's thoughts
'I have always dreamed of making love to you...' Daniel had confessed it. He had finally said what I had already gathered from so many glances at my body over the years. He had thought he could keep it a secret from me, his mother, but I knew it, I just knew it.
As a matter of fact, it was that time in the kitchen in the summer, when I wore this very dress, that I caught him looking at my cleavage, the little rascal. It was then that I, for the first time, realized that my son had sexual desires. It was that evening too that I, myself, for the first time, gave into sexual thoughts about Danny. To feel lusted after was a sensation I had not had in such a long time. To know it was my son who desired me only added to the intensity of the feeling.
I wanted him now. I wanted to act out now what I had been thinking of for years. I could tell that Daniel was already really excited, and I was sure that I could make him go even crazier for me. Oh yes, I would like to make him sweat and groan and go wild like he would not even do with his girlfriend. I knew him like no one. I had birthed him and fed him and raised him. I was so proud of him. To think he wanted me was the biggest compliment I could think of.
'Danny.' I said to him. 'Come stand between my legs.' He got up from the bed, with visible effort as he had to draw himself away from me nibbling his ear.
He looked down on me, and he looked so strong and handsome like this. A better, friendly version of his father.
I started to part my legs, so that my dress was lifted inch by inch over my thighs. Danny's eyes were so wide as he watched me do it. He looked so cute like this. His eyes tried to take in all of the skin of his mother's legs that he could see now. He had seen it before, I had worn shorter skirts. But now I only had to my legs a little bit further, and he would enter terra incognita . He would see my upper thighs, my panties... I wanted him to see me so badly now. I wanted to see the desire on his face as we would cross the boundary of decency.
My legs were parted almost as far as they could now. The heat of my pussy contrasted with the relatively cool air in here. It felt like it was radiating warmth. I started to push the yellow fabric of my dress further up my legs. Daniel could now see my inner thighs. I felt my pussy pulsating at the thought that his eyes would soon rest upon it.
Oh, Danny looked so vulnerable despite his physical strength. His gaze would alternate frantically between my legs and my eyes, and I realized that he was looking at me whether to check it was really okay that we was ogling me as such. He couldn't believe it. I was so delighted that he really wanted me that badly. My boy looked helpless like this. When I had pushed the fabric up to my crotch, so that my legs were almost completely bare, I stopped.
'Kiss me, Daniel.' I commanded, and my boy responded as if a strong spring was released that set him in motion. His lips were all over my face. I felt the stubble of his beard prickle my cheeks, and it made me think of how much of a man he had become in recent years. His hands were buried in my brown hair, and they massaged my skull gently as his lips found their way to my mouth. He hesitated. He kissed my lips.
Then I opened my mouth and let his tongue enter it. It was happening. We were making out like teenage lovers, my lips grabbing his lower lips playfully, his tongue barging in my mouth, giving the hot sensation of it rasping over the surface of my palate. My pussy was no longer just pulsating, I felt that I was soaking my panties with my juices now. I wanted Danny closer. Closer.
Yet, I pushed him away, and I felt a malign pleasure at his concerned face. I just knew what he was thinking. He was worried he had gone too far. Oh, how shy, how nervously were the corners of his mouth twitching. However, when he inhaled more of the green mist that had followed up the purple one, he seemed to grow more confident and restless.
'Just look.' I commanded. I enjoyed this so much. I had been a kind and caring mom for Danny, and I had always put my own pleasure behind his. It was so exciting to now show him, no tell him what I needed. To play with him.
I started to teasingly drop the bands of my dress over my shoulders. Danny's eyes were scanning my body frantically. He wanted to take it all in. When the straps fell down, I pushed the fabric of the dress against my body. This had the double effect of extending the moment of the revelation of my breasts to Danny and also of pushing them up so that I could see my son ogle my cleavage with even greater lust. I blushed. He wanted to see them so badly. I couldn't blame him, they were thrice the size of Hannah's. The necklace that Patrick had given me for our wedding was now squished between my tits, and it gave me a strange pleasure to know that I would be cheating on my husband in moments.
'Do you want to see them, Danny?' He nodded eagerly. I would not longer tease the boy. I now gently let go of the fabric of the dress, so that my bra-clad breasts were on display for him. I wore a white push-up bra, that I knew made my tits seem even larger. When I still enjoyed sex with Patrick, I wore this bra when I wanted to turn him on. I had put it on for these holidays in the hope that we would perhaps do it again after so much time. However, I had not expected that they would end up making my own son horny.
'You can take them off.' I whispered, feeling a bit shy as Danny did not avert his eyes from my chest if even for a moment. Did he like what he was seeing? Was I not too old? Too ugly?
Danny soon removed my doubts. He was so eager to see my breasts, that he almost smashed into me when he wrapped his arms around me to unclasp my bra. When he did, I felt the comfortable feeling of the pressure being released. My breasts sagged a bit, but I knew that, relatively speaking, they were still firm and in shape. Danny took a step backwards to see me, and he let me to remove the bra.
I threw it away quickly, and I pushed my chest forwards to present my tits in their full shapes. I wanted my son to see me as sexual being. I was proud of my breasts, and I knew that he would like them if he had already been turned on by Ms. Miller. My boobs were definitely bigger, firmer, rounder. My goodness, it was such a thrill to see Danny take everything in, his mouth agape in a surprised smile. I felt so sexy, wanted. I placed my hands under my breasts and wiggled, my nipples going in circles that were eagerly traced by Danny's eyes.
Without asking anything, he then lunged forward and pressed his face between my boobs. His gasping mouth soon found my already stiff nipple and he started to suckle it. I loved it. Patrick had not done this in ages. Seeing my own son, who had once been fed by that very breast, now lust on it, it was just too much for me. The muscles in my pussy started convulsing at the rhythm with which Danny was sucking on my nipples, stuffing his mouth with the flesh of my breast. His other hand was placed flat on my other tit, and he handled it roughly: he squeezed it and mauled it. It was a bit painful, but each spurt of pain led to excitement of a whole deeper level.
Green mist was everywhere now. The more I breathed of it, the sexier I felt. I wanted my son to lose it, I wanted him to go completely crazy over my body. I wanted his dick inside of me . It felt fucking good to betray Patrick with him, I needed this, I needed to know I counted for someone. The necklace bounced up and down under Danny's rough movements.
'Oh, Danny, fuck.' I moaned, really losing control now. Was it bad that I was enjoying this so much? Danny was on his knees between my legs, his face locked to my chest. I pressed my pelvis against his torso, and I was sure that through the fabric of my panties he must have already felt how horny his own mother was for him. 'I want you, Danny...'
PART 5. Patrick's hell
'Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck you, fucking assholes!' Patrick was screaming now. If his body had been anywhere else than in a fluid-filled tube, the reader would have seen foam forming around his mouth. He had never been so angry. He had never felt more humiliated, and, admittedly, even I, the author, could not think of a situation that would be much worse for poor Patrick than this.
'Are you okay?' The voice asked, as it had done many times. It was starting to be very confused about the conflicting instructions of this particular specimen. 'Should we stop this?'
Patrick watched as the camera zoomed in on his son's mouth. Drool was leaking from between his lips as he gave quick kisses to Maggie's nipple, taking it in and letting it go out of his mouth alternatively.
'This is wrong. This is so wrong.' Patrick cried. 'She is my wife. I will fucking kill him.'
'We cannot let you kill them during the experiment.' The voice explained. 'But we can stop the experiment.'
'Yes, stop it.' Patrick moaned. 'It has to stop.' He felt defeated.
'Okay.' The voice replied. 'Please initiate dissection sequence now.'
Patrick heard how the tube in which he was placed started to rattle and shake under the force of a machinery that had started to be in operation. He could not see it, as his vision was still connected to the camera in the cabin, which showed Maggie holding her son's head with a concerned look on her face. Apparently the voice had lowered the hormone levels of the two, and now doubts were creeping in.
'Good.' Patrick thought. 'This MUST stop.'
'We will open the meat mincer to be able to analyze your body to the most minute details.' The voice explained. 'We are very happy to have had your cooperation.'
'No, stop!' Patrick yelled now. 'Stop, continue the experiment. Forget what I said.'
The sound stopped. The voice remained silent for a while.
'Sir.' It started, then. 'We cannot interrupt and then start the experiment anymore. We are afraid our results will be unreliable. So, please give us the green or red light now.'
'I don't want to die...' Patrick was crying. Again, if there had not been any fluid, we could have described the brilliant reflection of these tears of repentance to the reader, but they were, shamefully, invisible in the thick jelly that surrounded him. 'Green light. I will hold my mouth. Just do it.'
'What should we do next?' The voice asked.
'You are doing it right.' Patrick said. 'I... They... are letting go of inhibitions. Apparently they have always wanted to do this, deep down somewhere. You... Keep adding the aphrodisiac and they will mate soon. Can I now please go?'
'No.' The voice said. 'But thank you. Aphrodisiac levels increased. Observation continued.'
Patrick saw how Maggie's face went from slightly concerned to oblivious. Instead of pushing Daniel away, she now grabbed his head and pulled it closer to her. Her tits were bulging as his face was pressed against her chest, and Patrick watched in horror how his son was licking his wife's boobs with uncontrolled spasms of his tongue.
The camera zoomed in on Maggie's face. It captured the tiny changes in her expression. Patrick saw her bite her lower lip, as she had done when she was really hot for him back in the days. Then she flicked her tongue over her upper lip, her pupils widened, her lips parted, moans started escaping her throat.
'Please,' Patrick thought. 'Resist, Maggie. Don't betray me, come on!'
His protesting thoughts were to no avail. Danny started to move his head lower and lower. Maggie parted her legs as far as she could. She even put her feet on the bed, so that Daniel would have all the space he needed. The camera followed Daniel as he positioned his face in front of his mother's pussy. Her white panties were dark with the stains of her pussy juice. Patrick was forced to watch as he saw Daniel's nostrils spasm when they received his wife's smell.
Oh, Patrick knew that smell. He knew it well. He had loved it. He had gone down on Maggie a lot of times - but how many years ago was that now? It was so painful to see the ravished look on Daniels face, as he started to lick the fabric that separated his tongue from his mother's private parts. He recognized that look, oh yes. But he had given up on pleasing his wife too long ago, and now he knew that Daniel would give her something that she had been missing for so many years.
Maggie started pushing her loins towards Daniel, rubbing his face with her wet panties as if it were a wash cloth. Her juices made his chin glisten. Daniel kept sniffing her smell, and it seemed to fill him with an unprecedented sexual energy. When his mother brought her hands to her hips to take her panties off, he helped her eagerly, and then, for the first time, he was facing his mother's pussy.
The camera made a close up of his reaction, and Patrick had to literally bite his tongue not to scream out in anger. Daniel's pupils were so large that they almost pushed away the blue ring that usually surrounded them. His mouth was making uncontrolled movements, as if he was trying to say something. He was gasping for air, as if he had been under water for minutes. But Patrick knew that this was just was the insane lust did to him, now that Daniel would be able to taste Maggie, his own mother.
'Eat me, Danny.' Maggie whispered, as she looked endeared at the wild look in her son's eyes. 'You can taste me now!'
Daniel did not waste a moment and stuck out his tongue. With large movements, he massaged his mother's labia before her had the tips of his tongue draw circles around her swollen clit. Patrick had a first-row view of it all as the camera now traced Maggie's left thigh to get as close as it could. He heard his son moan when he first tasted his mother. He saw how his tongue was exploring the inner labia of Maggie's pussy, before it plunged deeply into her. He then heard Maggie moan, yelp like a little slut, at what her son was doing to her.
'This is hell.' Patrick thought. 'I am being punished for everything I did wrong. This is the very worst that could happen to me.' He held his mouth though, and prayed for everything to be over soon.
Danny kept licking his mother, following the instructions she screamed at him between her moans. It was easy to see for Patrick that she was hotter for her son than she had ever been for him, and this hurt his feelings a lot.
When Daniel looked up from his mother's snatch, for she had called his name, his face was drenched with her juices and his drool. Patrick cursed silently as he saw how Danny slowly licked his lips clean, visibly enjoying the most intimate taste of his mother.
'Let's switch positions...' Maggie suggested. 'You sit down on the bed, and I kneel for you.'
'No, no, no, no!' Patrick thought. 'This is not happening...'



But it did happen. Daniel eagerly sat down, and Maggie quickly opened his jeans. They had to wriggle a bit to take them off, and they both giggled nervously like inexperienced teenagers when his dick sprang free in his shorts to form a tent. Patrick still was wishing for this not to take place. Maggie had given him his last blow job before they even had Danny. Surely she would not do to her son what she no longer did for him?
Well, she did. Patrick watched as Maggie slowly but certainly removed Danny's shorts. She clearly enjoyed Daniel's surprised look at her, his eyes opened wide in a gaze of disbelieve. Maggie then began to take the cock of her own son between her beautiful lips, as if she was eating an ice cream. First gently, just the tip, but once she had tasted it, she could not resist and let it slide across the full length of her tongue. Her head was bobbing forwards to swallow more and more of her son's girth.
Patrick saw that she was in her utmost concentration. Daniel was panting audibly, and he accompanied his mother's bobbing head by holding her brown hair. First he just pushed it out of her face, so he could see its beautiful features, but then he held it more firmly. He placed his hand resolutely at the back of her skull and encouraged her to speed up her movements.
'Beginner's mistake.' Patrick laughed in himself. 'She does not like that. She used to scold me for even trying!'
But to his dismay, Maggie allowed her son to push her face in his groins. She was now taking all the glory of his large dick, and the camera wasted no chance to have a close-up of how her chin touched his balls. When Danny released the pressure, her head bobbed backwards, like a buoy coming up from under water, and she was gasping for air. Patrick could not mistake the look in her eyes for hate or even annoyance: it was a look of love and lust. Maggie liked it when her son took control over her.
Daniel realized this and followed the cues his mother gave him to treat her a bit rough. His mom was gagging and moaning as he started to rock his hips to fuck her face, her spittle running in streams over her chin onto her beautiful chest. As powerful as he was now taking his mom, the camera noticed that her eyes betrayed the gentle wrinkle of a smile. She did not care, she was enjoying it a lot.
Here, the reader must know that Maggie had seen how her son was contracting his toes, grabbing with them the fabric of the jeans which were on the floor. She remembered how he had already done this when she was cuddling him when he was a kid, when he felt relaxed. He would grab the blankets with his feet and kick his legs around. Now, she felt endeared at her son's lust for her, and she was also proud of him, as his cock slid between her lips. The thick veins swelled even further when she let her tongue dance and flutter across his shaft. Salty precum was leaking in her throat when she started to massage her son's balls, scratching them very gently with her nails.
Patrick knew not what his wife was experiencing exactly, but it was humiliating enough for him to see her stare up at their son with such a lustful look. She looked like a slut in a porno movie, she was so dedicated to this cock that it was almost beyond belief that this was real.
'It's just the hormones.' He now started to tell himself. 'This is not her...' But he knew that the hormones had done nothing but lift a veil of darker secrets that he could not wish away, even if he had had a genie.
Maggie and Daniel just kept going at it. Patrick could not help but feeling some admiration for their stamina. Half an hour in, Maggie was still sucking Daniel's cock with complete dedication. She had gone through all the tricks in the book. She had massaged his scrotum, used her hands in concordance with her bobbing head, deepthroated him... Daniel just could withhold coming somehow. And Maggie did not seem to mind. As a matter of fact, for a large part of the blow job, she did not use her hands as they were buried between her thighs, rubbing her swollen clit.
'Kill me...' Patrick whispered.
'What?' The voice replied suddenly. It had watched in silence as all the interesting research data were streaming in.
'Nothing, nothing...' Patrick whimpered in reply. 'Nothing at all.'
PART 6. A dissection of the story
'How long will this take?' The voice asked Patrick after another ten minutes of Maggie feasting on her son's cock. 'When will they actually mate?'
'I think she can continue for hours...' Patrick lamented. 'This does not seem to be drawing to an end yet.'
'What can we do to speed it up?'
'You want me to say?' Patrick cried. 'You want me to think of how my wife can be fucked by my son?'
'Yes.' The voice said calmly. 'Exactly.'
'Oh... Darn it!' Patrick yelled. 'I want this to be over to. Can you control her movements?'
'We can reposition her easily.'
'Just have her bend over. It will be done soon, then.' Patrick almost had to puke at the thought of what would happen if the voice followed his commands. It was bad enough as it was already, but seeing his son actually fuck his wife was the worst nightmare he could have.
'Thank you, sir.' The voice replied.
The camera in the cabin registered how a mechanical arm suddenly extended from its ceiling, where it had been hidden. Its movement startled Maggie for a moment, and she dropped Daniel's dick from her mouth with an audible plop. Precum and drool leaked on her glorious tits.
Daniel stood up, and he tried to push the arm away as it reached for his mother. He was still filled with male hormones, his testosterone levels peaking as they never had, and he wanted to defend his woman. However, the arm was strong and acted resolutely. It pick Maggie up by her middle, and gently placed her on her tummy on the bed. Her wiggling ass was facing Daniel's direction, her legs sprawling wildly in the air. Then, it let go of her, and the arm retracted again into the ceiling.
It had the desired effect. A new, reddish mist, which contained the strongest aphrodisiac the voice could render (although it was a bit redundant by now, as the two would have mated nonetheless), did the rest. Daniel was seen grabbing his mother's hips, and pulling her towards him. She let it happen, as if she was nothing but a plaything to him. The camera quickly registered her expression, which can best be described as ecstatic. A smile frantically changed places with pursed lips, her eyes rolled around, drool escaped on the mattress when she anticipated the feel of her son's cock between her legs.
'They are now completely ready to mate.' The voice explained. 'Thank you for helping us reach this point.' He said to Patrick.
'No problem.' Patrick pushed the words out between his teeth with inhuman strength. Not losing it now was more than could be expected of any man.
'To verify your claims, we will ask them some questions in a moment. They are now in such an inhibited state, that they will respond to whatever we say honestly.' The voice explained. 'Then we can see whether it is true that sons and mothers want to mate.'
What these questions were, we will find out in a moment. For now, we must take our leave of the voice and Patrick, for there is one person who experienced this moment most intensely. We must, indeed, now listen to Daniel, to find out how he felt when he entered his mother's vagina.
Daniel's thought
I saw mom sprayed out helplessly on the mattress, and I already forgot completely about the mechanical arm that had attacked her. Indeed, as the red mist entered my nose, I felt energized as I had never felt before. I could take on the world. I could lift cars if I had to. However, all I wanted to do know is to be my mother's man. And I realized that I had to fuck her now to be so. Her snatch was just begging for me to fill her up.
Mom's large ass was pointing in my direction. I saw her swollen en red labia pressed in between her thighs like a small present just for me. Her pussy looked so puffy and hot, it seemed to be calling my name, calling for my seed to fill her up. I grabbed her by her hips and pulled her towards me.
'Oh, Danny, yes!' Mom was yelling now. Her disheveled hair formed a wild bush around her head. She had pushed her face deep into the mattress, giving herself over to whatever I would do with her. Her yellow dress still hung around her waste, and I pushed it up so I could she the two meaty globes of her ass cheeks in all their glory. She had such a large ass, it was so much bigger than Hannah's.
'Can I really do this, mom?' I moaned, as my dick pressed against her labia now. Its tip was already entering her, pushing her pussy open, feeling its invite warmth. Would dad ever have seen mom like this?
'Yes, Danny, yes!' Mom had lost all control, she wanted me. 'Fuck your mommy. Mommy is your slut, Danny.' (Just imagine how Patrick felt at these words).
I pressed harder. I felt mom's brown pubic hairs tickle the shaft of my cock as it slid in her, further and further. She was so soft and still so tight in there. Before long, I was buried deep inside mommy. I did it ever so gently. My balls brushed against her thighs when I was inside of her, and I felt how they rested against her warm legs.
I remained still. I savored this moment. I wanted to remember it forever. Before me, stretched out, was my mother, her dress half wrapped around her middle, her hands making fists in the mattress, her chest heaving as she was panting in insane pleasure. I was in her. She was receiving me. Her pussy welcomed me with such warmth and wetness, it felt so cozy to be inside her deepest secret like this. Unbelievable.
To know that she wanted me was the best feeling I could ever had. I had her now, not dad. I had taken her away from so much misery. I would keep on taking her, if I had the chance.
'Oh, mommy.' I moaned. 'Fuck, you are hot.'
'Danny, I am ovulating.' Mom replied, when I started to very slowly pull my dick out of her. Her words startled me, and somewhere deep inside my brain there was still a small island of protest against what I was doing. But then more red mist surrounded us, and I brushed it away.
'Argggh...' I just said in return, and I again pressed the tip of my dick against her labia, pushing it in very slowly again. With each inch, mom moaned louder.
'I am yours, Danny. I am yours!' She yelled, her voice muffled in the mattress. She fumbled with her hands now, and it took me a while to realize she was taking off her wedding ring. As if it were nothing but trash, she threw into a corner of the room without even looking. I grabbed her hips more firmly in return.
The room soon filled with the sound of meat slapping against meat. I sent mom's ass wiggling and shaking as I kept fucking her pussy. This was the best feeling I had ever had. In waves, I felt how mom's precum leaked from her eager snatch, which lubricated my dick even more. I was ramming into her now, and I was stimulated by the endless rivulet of dirty talk that leaked from my mother's slutty lips.
'Danny, fuck the hole that birthed you... Ah, fill my womb with your seed... Mommy wants your seed, Danny.... Mommy is your little whore...'
When I felt my orgasm approaching, a voice started to resound in the room. It asked us questions, that mom and I both answered eagerly, without even wondering who was asking or why.
When was the first time you fantasized about your mother?
'On my birthday in the old house...' I confessed immediately, panting. 'I remember she had a tight shirt on, and it was the first time I realized mom had large breasts. I remembered seeing them as a kid when she came out of the shower, and I combined that image with how she looked now. Just thinking of her breasts got me so hot...'
How often have you had sexual thoughts about your son?
'Actually, really often.' Mom moaned and grunted. 'I realize it was wrong, but whenever I smelled his sweat when doing his laundry, something went off in me like fireworks. I felt so bad for ogling his body when we would go swimming together, but I must admit that I often had fantasies of him taking me... ah... ah.... ah... (Danny started fucking her harder here).... away.'
What is the dirtiest fantasy you have had of your mother?
'It was only a year ago or so. I joined mom and dad for dinner. When she bent over to serve me soup, I looked into her cleavage. Her breasts hung there so beautifully. Hannah was sitting right besides me, but I then fantasized how it would be if mom would breastfeed me during dinner while dad was watching... Hmmm... Hmm... (Concentrated grunts.) While Hannah would watch us... I have had these fantasies a lot...'
Did you ever make any plans to seduce your son?
'No, not... ah... ah... really. I was too afraid he would not find me attractive. That is would be too strange, too taboo. But I wanted it, oh, I wanted it so bad. Do you remember, Danny, when you stayed over four months ago?'
'Yea--.... Urgh.... Yeah. You came to my room when I was half asleep.' (Danny smacked his mom's ass now.)
'I was horny. I was actually wet then.'
'Rea-really?'
'Ah... Ah... I want to be taken by you as you take me now...'
'You brushed my face with your hand.'
'I wanted to kiss you. I dared not.'
'Ah, I would have had you then, mommy!'
Our data tell us you are indeed ovulating, madam. Would you object to receiving your son's child?
Mom stayed silent here for a while. Intuitively, I slid one of my hands up to her hair and grabbed some strands tightly. I tucked gently but resolutely. In reply, mom arched her back, and now moved from her tummy up to rest on her elbows as I kept fucking her. Her curved spine, which made her perk her ass up, just screamed that she wanted it hard. I sped up the pace, and the sound of our bodies slamming into each other turned both of us on. A large quantity of mom's precum escaped from her snatch.
I repeat... Would you object...
'No, fuck, I want it.' Mom yelled. 'I want to do everything over in my life. Danny, you are my man, do you hear? This is everything I have ever wanted!'
Hearing mom admit this was the sexiest I had ever heard. She wanted my child? I had never even dared to dream about this. I would not have allowed myself if not this red mist had reduced all inhibitions I had ever had.
I stared down at how my dick disappeared between mom's fat thighs, right into her puffy pussy. Mom was now contracting her pussy muscles frantically, and it was as if she was massaging me to have me shoot my load as fast as I could.
'Mommy...' I groaned. 'I will do it. I will make you pregnant.'
'Aaaaah!'
My dick went as fast as a drill hammer. Mom's ass cheeks wobbled so wildly that they almost blurred under the speed. I was going to drop my load inside my very own mother, and it would be the peak of all I ever craved for. She was mine. Whatever happened now, I would never allow dad to mistreat her again. I would make love to her forever, day in day out.
'Hold my breasts, Danny.' Mom yelped, and I moved my hands from her hips to her swaying tits. 'Squeeze them' Her nipples pressed hard against the palms of my hands, and I felt the momentum in the fat of her boobs as I thrust with all the might I had. My god, her fat tits were so delicious.
'I am so close to you, mommy.' Her nipples became even harder upon those words.
'I am your little slut, Danny!'
I let go of one of her breasts and grabbed her hair harder. Mommy moaned, half in pain, half in rapture.
'You are mine, mommy. You birthed me, and now I will fill your womb with my seed.'
'Have me, Danny, have me, please...'
Mom's pussy was twitching like crazy. It felt so right to be in her. A fleeting thought of Hannah passed my mind, but it soon evaporated at the intense welcoming feeling of mom's body. This was what I really wanted.
'Do it! Do it! Do it!' Mom kept yelling repeatedly, in an ever higher pitch.
'Aaaargggh', I yelled. 'Yes!'
Then I released. I let go of all tension that had built up in my balls, and I felt as a thick stream of cum was sent with immense velocity deep inside my mother's womb. The circle of life was bending in on itself, and I felt how my swimmers penetrated deeply into the warm cavity of mommy's vagina, where they would surely find their goal. Mom came with me, and her vagina contracted uncontrollably, as if her body was automatically massaging all the cum out of me. Clamping and letting go, clamping and letting go, she was really milking me.
'Oh, Danny, you are filling mommy up.' She moaned, as her shoulders moved and writhed under the pleasure she was feeling. 'This is so wrong. This is so right. Aaaah.'
'Ah, mommy.' I panted, while I felt another load spurting out of me inside mom's vagina that stretched across my swollen dick. My cum filled her up so much that it started leaking out of her, staining the mattress further than we already had. A mixture of mom's cum and mine spurted out of her, and thick streams ran across her wide legs.
I then fell forward, and just lay on mom for some moments, savoring her warmth, feeling how her body responded in tiny shocks to the afterglow of her orgasm. Ou genitalia pulsated together, slower and slower, warmer and warmer. Finally, I pulled my dick out of her, and was rewarded with the sight of her semen-filled pussy.
Dear reader, we have spared you the immense horror that Patrick felt at all of this. Both the confessions of his family and their result almost made him opt for instant suicide. However, he somehow managed to not say a word as the camera that controlled his vision had moved so close to his son's dick entering his wife's vagina, that he could actually see it stretch when the slightly wider part of Daniel's dick entered it. We would not wish such horrors onto our worst enemies, and it is certain that Patrick was unduly punished for just being a lousy husband.
Patrick had to watch as his vigorous son took control over his wife, and the worst punishment was perhaps the knowledge that (despite all the taboo surrounding this act) it was right. It was right that his son in his power and youth answered to the libido of his wife, which he had neglected. It was right that his wife's body which screamed for another child was treated with the love and lust that her admiring son could give her. Indeed, it was right that at this very moment Daniel's little swimmers were already on their way to fertilizing his mother's egg, which would soon lead to a beautiful son.
However, we are running ahead, and before we move towards the conclusion (which will be task of the next part), we should part ways with Patrick, who will soon leave us and this beautiful. although fictional, version of planet Earth. We must yet first sing praise to his steadfastness, which is beyond belief. He might have treated his wife rather badly, calling her names and commanding her around, but he, in fact, still loved her. The realization that he squandered what Fortuna gave him was his deepest humiliation. To have sat through it unblinking was a great feat.
Yet, this laudable quality of discipline and self-control would not save the poor man, whose role on the stage of life approached its end. The mistake Patrick made was to trust the voice that had spoken to him to be a rational being, or at least of a being with a certain level of humanity, capable of understanding human emotions. It was, however, not human at all. We will skip the horrible conversation that ensued between Patrick and the voice, and we will summarize it for the reader.
The voice informed Patrick that not all data necessary were retrieved, simply because Daniel was still young. They were interested how sexuality would develop over time in humans, and though they would monitor Daniel, they needed this information now. The voice therefore, in its calm tone, notified Patrick of his fate, namely, the meat mincer. The data would be incredibly valuable, the voice asserted over what we may gather to be screams of agony on Patrick's side.



We will not go into details here, but we will comfort the tenderhearted reader at this moment. Let us remember that we are dealing with fictional characters in the first place. But still, I have asked of you, as any author, to breathe life in these characters and treat them as if they are of flesh and blood. Therefore, even within this fictional universe, it might be good to know that Patrick did not suffer. He was unconscious before his body became minced into data for this strange breed of aliens so interested in humanity. The voice at least had had the decency to subdue him.
Let us then, finally, shortly dissect this story, just like Patrick's body was dissected to the higher purposes of this noble race of extraterrestrials. Its morale, I think, is clear. Treat your loved ones with the respect they deserve. Patrick is not a model you should strive after.
However, we must go farther than this. The story, it seems, also scrutinizes the hidden bond between mother and son, and it wonders what lies beyond conventions, what hidden swamp of desires exists between these family members. From an alien gaze, perhaps the need to repress these urges seems less strict, and if anything, can provide a liberation from the bonds that tie us now. I leave such pondering over the reader, and will not provide any more than suggestions into a perceived possible direction.
PART 7. Conclusions, finally
The voice entered in a soliloquy.
'Ah.' It began. 'How much I have learned today. That sir was right, mothers and sons do seem to want to mate on this planet. Perhaps pornography, then, can be a useful source to knowledge on this strange species after all. I must pay more attention to all those 'tubes' (I wonder whether they have something to do with our tubes, in which we keep our specimens?). I must also read up on erotic fiction, that is for sure.
Ah, how sorrowful the mother and son now ride away from that cabin, grieving the loss of their father and her husband. The memories implanted seem to do their work. They do believe that his father, her husband drowned, and the police is already under way. They will find nothing, but they will have no reason to doubt their story.
In her belly already grows, cell by cell, new life. A symbol of their desires. I am so curious how it develops. The chips implanted in her tummy will register carefully how it grows. And the camera implanted in his eyes will allows us track how their love grows. We shall see everything.
I wonder, though, how they will love. Despite what the sir told us, there seems to rest a restriction on mother loving son. But their desires are unmistakable, all our data prove their intensity. He will soon have broken up with his relation, which he called 'Hannah'. There is no doubt.
This desire for his mother is a useful force, perhaps the strongest we have encountered so far in this weird species of humans. It is not just him who has it, we are certain. Are perhaps all juveniles infused with this lust? It is so powerful. It is stronger than hate. Stronger than jealousy. Yes, he would move mountains to mate his mother again.
Perhaps this, then, is the key to our control over these species. To use this forbidden desire and bring it to the fore everywhere. To channel the work and energy of all men on this planet in promise of its fulfillment in mating their mothers.
Our experiments must continue. But so far, we are glad, very glad.
Ah, they are already stopping the car. Pulling it over. Ah, they are already over each other again. What an energy! What an uncontrollable force! Yes, yes, this is beautiful.'
Here we must also depart from the voice, which, for the time being, left Earth. He had enough data to ponder over, and even more data would stream in. Let us follow his example, and again hold this little planet of ours in our hands as if it were a tennis ball.
Squeeze it.
What is its weight? Almost nothing.
What is it size? I could throw it away in the pitch black universe and hear of it no more.
Who cares? Ah, we care.
We care because we live on this planet, of course. But holding it at arm's length, as we are doing now, how insignificant are those constraints we put on ourselves? The laws that bind us, the conventions that tell us to do this and not do that? We go through each day more like prisoners than children who joyfully trust in whatever their desires tell them.
Don't you agree, dear reader?
The question that I will leave the reader with is how we would find Earth if the plans of the voice would succeed.
Now, I will ask the reader, as a final gift to me, to imagine an Earth where men would be mating their mothers everywhere, trading all their labor and productivity for nights with the women who birthed them. They would be serving higher powers in the chase of their inner drives. They would be delivering their strength to some unimaginable goal, while remaining in utmost bliss.
So, reader, here is the question that remains. And I want you to ponder this over holding the Earth at arm's length, not as a person carrying the burden of tradition and law and order. Would it be an Earth diminished, reduced, humiliated, or would it, perhaps, be utopia?
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'A little lower,' Lizzy whimpered. 'No, a little higher.'
'Here?'
'No, that is my asshole.'
'Oh, geez, Liz, sorry.' I pulled back and thrust forward again. 'How about this?'
'Not sure what you are trying to do...'
'Okay, but what if I do this?'
'No, no, no, definitely don't go there... Lenny, are you even hard?'
'Let me check,' I answered as I felt the sweat dripping down my temples. Damn, this was not going well. Was I hard? Well, if anything, it was hard to tell... My legs and groin were completely numb due to the stress that was raging through my body. I might as well have been grinding my hips against the mattress for all I could tell. Why did Lizzy have to put so much pressure on me?
'Hard to tell, Liz. I looks half-hard. Like that vegan sausage we tried last week, remember?'
'Come on, Lenny, get to it! Get on with it, Lenny!' Liz all but yelled in my ear, probably thinking it would spur me on to fuck her.
I tried to 'get to it' by humping my hips haphazardly in different directions, in the hope that I would somehow enter my fiance's ovulating body. Not a chance, I was almost certain my dick was as limp as a dead snail by now.
Okay, so there we were, two twenty-somethings trying to make a baby in a shitty hotel in an equally shitty Midwestern town because in own own shitty house the love-making had made place for tired nights in front of the television on the couch. Somehow we had hoped that a Holiday Inn would be the key to being wild with each other again.
We had been trying to get Lizzy pregnant for more than a year already, and the process had drained the sex of all joy, a bit like all the administration takes the thrill off of being an entrepreneur. The longer it took, the more neurotic Lizzy became, and the more I felt degraded to the level of a tool simply needed to deliver whenever one of her many cycle-tracking apps told her that an ovulation was neigh. I was both relieved and exhausted by the time I would finally ejaculate when Liz told me we would have to do it again.
Okay, that sounds harsh. I loved Lizzy, alright. I loved her to bits. She was my best friend. We laughed together all the time, and she was the only chick I knew who just loved 80s slasher movies as much as I did. She even came up with her own drinking game, where we had to down five shots of vodka each time Jason's mom mowed down another victim in Friday the Thirteenth . As far as our personalities go, we matched like peanut butter and jam.
But here was the tragedy of my life. I did not find my own wife-to-be attractive at all. Lizzy was a petite ginger, flat as a plank in both departments, and she wore her already thick hair in even thicker dreadlocks. Dreadlocks, really? The nu-metal got to her head at some point and it had never left it. Even after Korn had turned geriatric. Well, her face was pretty enough, but to be honest, I always felt a bit as if I was lying in bed with a younger brother when we cuddled and tried to get sexy.
And, man, I liked them thick. I liked a big butt, I loved big breasts - at least I thought I did. Liz and I had got together when we were sixteen, and I had never in my life even touched any boob that was too large to be covered with half the palm of my hand.
'Let's... Give me a break for a moment, Liz.' I sighed, as I rolled off of her on the blanket. This was not going to go anywhere.
'No, Lenny, please... We have to do it today!'
Lizzy rolled on top of me and started to moan loudly, a poor imitation of a cheap porn that was meant to lure me in again. It sounded too fake, and her mouth was so close to my ear that it hurt.
'Liz, stop please.' I pushed her off of me. I needed some space. 'This is enough for tonight, please.'
My phone buzzed on the night stand. I sighed, rolled over, and picked it up. It was mom asking me how our weekend was.
'Who's that?' Liz asked, paranoid. She was so afraid that I would cheat on her these days. I would never. I might have my sexual struggles that sometimes caused me to ogle other, thicker women, but I would never even fantasize about them. I had my honor.
'It's just mom.' I replied, and quickly texted mom some details about the hotel. 'Relax, Liz..'
'I can't believe you are on your phone already.' Liz replied. 'I mean... Let's try it once more?'
With a sigh, I rolled on my side and stared at Liz. There was panic in her eyes, her face looked like a mask under the stress she was having. I put my phone into my bag next to the bag, and I caressed her small face with my warm hands.
'Lizzy, please. It won't work tonight. Relax, baby.' Liz inhaled and exhaled deeply, and remained still. Soon her breathing became less shallow, and I realized she was letting go of this moment.
I went in the bathroom for a glass of water. When I came back, Liz had already turned all the lights off, and she was pretending to be asleep, curled up into a ball under the blanket. I felt horrible, I knew I had let her down. I knew how badly she wanted to have a baby with me. I lay down beside her for a moment and I thought about reaching for her hand. Then, I decided not to and instead tried to fall asleep, but there was no way I would be able to. I felt too awful about letting Liz down again.
I got up, grabbed my bag, which had my phone in it, and went into the bathroom to play some games I had downloaded earlier. I did not want to keep Lizzy up any longer, and it felt good to be alone for a bit.
While I rummaged through my bag, my fingers touched a cold, iron object. What could it be? I could not remember carrying anything of this size around that day. It felt slightly dented, as if it had been treated roughly over the years. Only when I pulled it out, did I think of the oil lamp that we had bought at the bazaar in town that afternoon.
It was a hideous, poorly looking thing, that just screamed "made in China". We had bought it as a Halloween prop from an old geezer, who had only seemed to be too happy to be able to get rid of it. Out of a reflex, I rubbed the lamp with the sleeve of my night shirt.
***
Out of nowhere, the bathroom was sent swirling, as if the building was as light as a plastic bag on heavy gusts of autumn winds, and I soon lost all orientation. Strong gravitational forces pushed me hard against the tile floor, but I had no clue what was up and down anymore. The mirror shook and nearly came off the wall, the windows clattered, and the cupboard doors opened and closed with loud bangs. I heard myself screaming, while I held on tightly to the sink.
As a thick, purplish mist began to waft in from I do not know where, I felt like I had entered the realm of nightmares, and I wished that I had never had the audacity to touch that damned oil lamp. I closed my eyes and prayed to God.
But as sudden as the turmoil had started, it now vanished. After a minute or so of catching my breath, I dared to open one eye, and what I saw drew a tiny, scared squeak from my lips, which resembled the sound a rabbit makes when one steps on its foot.
There was a man in the bathroom. He was dressed sharply in an expensive purple suit, and on his nose were a pair of Rayban sunglasses. A cigarette dangled from the corner of his mouth, James Dean style. He seemed to me to be of Middle Eastern origins, although he could have been Indian too. Wherever he came from, he was not as surprised to see me as I was to see him.
'Are you okay, Len?' Liz screamed, concerned, from the bed room. 'Are you alright?'
I was too baffled to reply. The Indian and / or Middle Eastern man cursed, dropped the cigarette from his mouth, grabbed me by my shirt and shook me. 'Dude, don't make a scene. Just tell her to shut up, and then I will explain everything...'
I was afraid he would choke me if I would not follow his orders, so I squealed: 'It's alright baby. It must be the chicken we ate earlier. I'll be here for a while.'
The man cracked a smile, and he whispered: 'Brilliant. Chicken. Good thinking.' Then he suddenly let go of me, and I landed on the tiles with a smack. 'Chicken, I like that.'
'Ouch'. Rubbing my hurt elbows, I got up. 'Who the fuck are you?' I whispered. 'And what the fuck are you doing in my bathroom?'
The guy picked up his cigarette from the floor and continued smoking, while he pressed his free hand on his left temple. It looked like he was having a head ache. 'Oh, man. I really had hoped that I would have been left to my peace for longer than a mere month.'
'Who are you?' I hissed, trying to stand tall and look intimidating, probably with mixed effects (I was wearing my Super Mario Bro's night shirt, with no trousers).
The man looked at me from top to toes, and I suddenly felt quite naked. 'Well, I am the genie in that nice oil lamp you bought today. Or, to be exact, I am the genie out that oil lamp now, because you just had to rub it...'
My jaw must have dropped to my knees.
'Yes,' he continued, sounding bored. 'I know what you are thinking. Yes, you get your three wishes. Yes, they really come true. No, I am not a wizard. So, please, hurry up and let me get back in there. I have doing this for much too long.'
Then he whispered to himself: 'If this one also wishes for a larger penis, I swear the Gods...'
'T-t-t-three wishes? You are pulling my leg right?'
'No, I am not. I repeat: three wishes. All yours, big boy.' The genie sat down on the side of the bath tub, inhaling deeply and then exhaling smoke that spiraled towards the ceiling. 'So, what can I do you for?'
'Wait, wait...' I whispered. 'You don't look like a genie at all. You look more like a businessman from Qatar or something. Or India. Egypt, perhaps? Sorry, my geography is really bad.'
'Well, originally I suppose I did look more like a genie. I entered this lamp in the year 1022, after an unhappy incident in the Yemen desert. Don't ask. So, yeah, I had a turban and everything for centuries. People loved it, man. Especially in the eighteenth century the Germans went crazy for me. Orientalist sons of bitches.'
'Are you that old?' I asked, leaning on the sink for support. It all was a bit much.
'Yeah. I am. A thousand years this year. 2022 is a special one for me. But I am keeping up with the age. I have even installed TikTok to kill some time while I was waiting for the previous person to fulfill his three wishes. I can't say it makes me feel like we have come a long way as humanity over those past thousand years, but some of those dances are pretty damn funny. That, I have to admit.'
'So, what happened to your turban?'
The man shook off the ash from his cigarette. 'The turban had to go. The world has not become a nicer place. Especially here in the States. After 9/11 people freaked out when all of a sudden an Arab in a turban appeared in their bed rooms. They thought the terrorists were taking over. I can't tell you how many times I have been punched in the face by, excuse my French, fucking racists who got a hold of this lamp. And the worse thing is that I still had to do their bidding afterwards. It's a bit better these days, but I figured that the businessman-from-Qatar suits these times better. Especially with the recent world cup and all.'
We suddenly heard the noise of the door knob of the bathroom being pressed down.
'O, fuck me.' The man sighed and crawled in the bathtub, and he beckoned me to close the shower curtain. 'Hide me, quick!'
'Hide you?' I whispered as I closed the curtain for him. 'Can't you do a spell or something?'
He peaked around the curtain, looking quite displeased. 'I... am... not... a... fucking.... wizard...! Of course, I can't do spells. All I can do, all I have been doing for thousand years, is granting the wishes of poor suckers like you. Now, chase her away, quick.' The curtain closed again.
'Are you okay, Lenny?' Lizzy asked through the door, which I had locked the moment the genie had mentioned the three wishes. 'Whom are you talking to?'
'No one, baby.' I answered. 'It's just the game I am playing. I'll be right there, okay, sweetie?'
I listened for a moment until I was sure she had shuffled her way back to the king sized bed, which was the only good thing in this cheap hotel room.
'You can get out.' I said to the genie.
It was hilarious to see him crawl out of the tub in his three piece suit.
'Okay,' he continued. 'So, first, I am not a wizard. All I can do is grant you three wishes. Then I'm out again.'
'What are the rules?' I asked as I started to ponder what I would wish for.
'Rules?' the man asked, slightly more wary than seemed justified, as if he was holding something back.
'Yeah, like, can I wish for anything at all?'
'Nope. Well, I used to give people the ability to wish whatever they could come up with. But I have had to scrap that rule, orders from the Big Chef above, as some idiots have wished for disastrous things. You have your buddy president Roosevelt to thank for that. Two wishes for two atom bombs. The third one for a bigger dick. Can you believe the guy?'
'Oh, wow.'
'Now, the new rule is that you can only wish for what you have actually seen with your own two eyes to avoid further mass destruction.'
'Fair enough.' I had to ponder over my options for a while. A new car? A bigger dick? A hotter girlfriend? Or... why not have them all? 'Other question: can I use one wish to wish for an infinite number of wishes, then?'
'Fuck!' the man yelled much loudly. Then, remembering that Liz was in the other room, he repeated a very soft, long drawn 'Fuck....'
'What? Are you okay?' I asked, worried.
'You fucking smart pants. After Aladin, not many people have tried this oldie, but I am obliged to say that, yes, you can ask for infinite wishes. Which means that I will be stuck with you to infinity. Hallelujah.'
'Really, I can ask for infinite wishes? Who has made these rules?' I wondered.
'I did.' The man said, smacking his face with his flat palm. 'I did when I became a genie in that blasted Yemen desert on that frightful day. I simply forgot to add any limiting conditions to my powers, which I have been regretting every day since then. Imagine having to help Rasputin wish away the underwear of every single lady in Russian court, one after another, year in year out. Those were some very long years.'
'My first wish will be infinite wishes!' I was getting excited.
'Wish granted.' The man waved his right hand, and a sorry spurt of sparkles farted out from under the nail of his index finger. We stared at the sparks in silence as they glittered on the bathroom floor. 'Yeah, sorry. This trick was very impressive in the 11th century.' the genie apologized after a while. 'Today it just looks petty. I cannot change it. Just ignore it.'
'Don't worry.' I said and shrugged my shoulders.
'Thanks. Well, infinite wishes, then. Gee, I wonder what you are going to do with them... But for the sake of my mental health, please give me some resolutive conditions to set me free at some point.'
'How about when I am perfectly happy?' I replied with my head already spinning due to all the amazing plans I could realize. 'That sounds like a great condition to me.'
'Agreed.' The genie said, although not very enthusiastically. 'Agreed, so when you are perfectly happy, I can go back into my lamp. So, please wish well and become happy soon. I long to be back in my lamp, as I had just installed a really nice hookah lounge with unbelievably great speakers. Kendrick Lamar's new album sounds insane over that sub woofer.'
'Okay, I have my second wish ready.' I said, not really listening to what the genie was rambling on about. 'I want Lizzy to have bigger breasts. And I also want those dreadlocks gone.'
'Good choice.'
'What the dread locks or the tits?'
'Both.'
'But how can you tell, you have not even seen her. Or can you see through doors with your magic powers?'
'No, I am not a wizard, remember. It's a no-brainer though. Dreadlocks are so zeroes. And bigger breasts? I salute you, my friend. Who doesn't like them big? Wishes granted, by the way.' Another shot of sparks spurted lamely out of the genie's fingers. We decided to ignore the sorry display. 'Anything else?'
'Can I have a bigger dick?'
'What, why? Not again... And dude, you already seem quite hung.'
'You been checking me out?'
'That's not what I.... It's sort of hard to ignore when you are in your shorts like this, sorry.' The man lit another cigarette and pressed his temple again. 'Okay, a bigger dick? Could you be any more original? Literally every guy since the bishop of Mondoñedo has wished for the same. That's been nine centuries of making dicks grow. I just wished you guys would be a little bit more self confident. It really doesn't matter that much, you know, for the ladies. But, oh, well, a bigger cock, are you sure?'
'Just half an inch.'
'Well, you won't win the originality award, but... Wish granted.' Sparkles.
I immediately felt how my cock grew, stretching my already tight shorts further. 'Fuck, you really control this magic.' I said, groping my enlarged dick. 'You wizard of cocks...'
'It's not magic, it's just a wish. And I am no wizard. And... was that supposed to be a Wizard of Oz pun? Wizard of cocks, really? My God, these are going to be some tiresome years. Now, go back to your lady, I'll sneak past her and hang out in the lobby 'till tomorrow. I really need a drink...'
'Can't you just fly off on your magic carpet or make yourself disappear?'
'I am not a wiz-... Oh, you got me again. Very funny. No, shamefully, I just need to tag around the person whose wishes I need to fulfill. So you better start thinking about a place to hide me when we are home. Anyway, see you tomorrow.'
The genie crawled over the floor of the bed room like a marine soldier on training, silently opened the door and left me and Lizzy alone. I had to stay in the bathroom for a while to let it all sink in. Yes, and admittedly also to play with my new, larger, perfectly sized cock. Don't act surprised - you would do the same.
***
Lizzy was snoring loudly. I felt a bit bad about having the genie modify her body. I had not even stopped a second to think about all the ethical questions this situation was raising. 'But still,' a voice in my head went, 'just imagine if your wish would really have come true...' Lust and shame combated in my head when I crept in bed besides Lizzy.
Lizzy rubbed her eyes and stretched her arms when she felt my body heat close to her, while my hands were already exploring her tummy. I immediately felt that her shirt, which had hung loosely around her body yesterday, was now stretched taut by her two breasts, which had grown to incredible proportions. My hand froze when I touched them from under her shirt.
'Lizz...' I began. 'Y-y-y-our chest...'
Lizzy, yawning, lazily grabbed my hands and placed them firmly on her breasts, which were more than ten times the sizes of the lumps that had hung there only an hour ago. She moved my hands to maul her tits seductively. 'Why, Lenny? Are you still not used to these?'
My heart was sent racing through my entire body, and a familiar tingling started to creep up and down my spine. My goodness, had the genie's magic actually worked?
'S-s-show them to me, Lizzy....' I said, more formally than I had intended due to the nerves. 'Fuck, they are large.'
'Don't act so surprised, silly.' She sat up and switched on a light. Her hair was undone, but it was beautiful. In lively curves it flowed over her shoulders, like scarlet red waterfalls of free flowing water in the autumn sun. Gone were the dams and slews of dreadlocks. Gone was the smell of dead rat that had always accompanied Liz. Even from here I smelled the sweet perfume of shampoo wafting in my direction. Before I realized what was happening, Liz smiled and with two hands pulled her shirt over her head.



Two deliciously large breasts sprang free, wobbling and bouncing as gravity pulled them down to their natural position. They were teardrop shaped, hanging to her sides slightly under their own weight, and their aureolae, which had a terracotta-like color, stood out against Liz's white flesh like two brownish buttons, and I could not wait to nibble on them. This was a complete transformation.
Gasping, I placed my hands under her breasts and lifted them, impressed by their weight as I did. There was no way I could envelop them in one hand, and they bulged over my palms as I raised them, which invited me to squeeze their spongy flesh. Liz giggled as I played with her newly acquired tits.
'You act as if you have never seen them before. And only moments you seemed as if you were not in for any action. What has happened to you?'
'You... I mean, I feel reborn.' I answered and swallowed. Then I added: 'And I need to fuck you desperately.'
Liz laughed, surprised by my sudden attention. She appeared to be completely unaware of the way her body had been transformed, which made me feel slightly less guilty about intervening in her appearance. If Liz did not even know she had looked differently, what was the harm? And I was happy too that I finally felt attracted to my fiance again, who now looked like a luscious ginger bimbo who I would like to pull apart again and again.
Impatient, I pressed her down onto the mattress. I knew Liz liked it when I acted a bit rough but usually I was too tired to give her what she needed. Not now. I kissed her lovely face and pressed my nose deep into her curly hair, where I inhaled the coconut smell of her shampoo. She immediately started moaning when I began fuddling with her panties to pull them off, wringing my fingers under the lace band of her thong. I all but ripped it from her body, and then threw the white thong in the corner of the hotel room. I was rock hard in seconds, and before long I had entered her wet pussy, thrusting fast, faster, as fast as I could. The result was a sight as I had never seen it.
Her enormous breasts swayed in all directions, her nipples drew circles in the air as the movements of my hips was transferred to her body.No, her tits did not just sway, they even rolled up and down, like two massive, fleshy, pliant melons floating on a rough sea. There was something incredibly intoxicating about those tits. It was not just their size, it was as if they struck a hidden chord somewhere deep inside me, as if they had found a hidden spring that once again started flowing. I moaned so load that I was almost yelling.
Liz, too, was gasping for air in ecstacy. While I was fucking her hard and the springs of the mattress were squeaking in futile protest, her eyes rolled backwards and her mouth was agape. She moaned rhythmically as I kept ploughing, her hands clumsily trying to hold onto my back - but I was taking her so enthusiastically now, that her muscles seemed to go weak and all she could do was submit to me. I pushed her arms up, so that I had a full view of her heaving chest, the movements of which stimulated me to thrust harder and faster.
On and off, I groped her tits roughly. I squeezed them gently to feel the pliant flesh under my fingers. I pressed my face between them, their soft texture engulfing my face, and whenever Liz brought her arms down to caress my face or hair, I commanded her to keep them up so that I could see her boobs wobble freely. They were so beautiful.
Blue veins ran under her pale skin as if they were subway lines on a hidden map. This somehow made Liz's breasts seem to be even larger, as if they were bulging and could almost explode under their own weight. I kissed them and mauled them, I watched them rock back and forth, I could not get enough. I came, and I came again in the span of hours during which I obsessively kept my eyes locked on Liz's tits.
Liz was happy that I was attracted to her again, and out of gratitude she even made an entire show out of blowing me without using her hands, even after I had come twice inside her already. To my surprise, she allowed me to finish on her tits with what I had left in me. I whimpered as I watched how she spread the cum out over her large globes with her fingers.
While I lay down beside Liz, fully spent, I realized that the genie had given us what we needed to save our relationship. It would now be a pleasure to make a baby with Liz, I could hardly wait to latch onto her breasts again to suckle them and then to fuck her so hard they would bounce up and down as if I were dribbling basketballs. It would take no time to get her pregnant now.
***
All was well, I remember thinking, when I laid there stretched in bed. But bliss has a way of running out before we even get used to it, and one wish granted is another wish caused. As Liz crawled out of bed to go to the toilet, I felt an awkward thought popping up. She looked disproportionate . Her ass was still so tiny and tight that it could have belonged to a male ballet dancer, which looked strange in combination with her huge tits that swung freely in her night shirt like the fruits of an exotic plant on a summer's breeze. From behind, it even looked as if her body now had a v-shape fitting to body builders.
You might already have guessed what I thought of wishing for. I wanted Liz to have a bigger ass, one that I could actually maul and that would shake just as wildly as her breasts now that when we would have rough sex. Again, a fleeting moment of doubt preceded my choice to sneak out to the hotel lobby after Liz had fallen asleep to look for the genie. Was I taking things too far too quickly? Was I disrespecting Liz's body by wanting to change it so badly? But then again, Liz did not mind, she did not even remember - so whom was I hurting? I was sure it would only make our sex life more enjoyable, and it might thus even lead to a little baby soon, as was Liz's dearest wish.
I found the genie at the hotel bar, completely wasted. He was alone in there, save a bartender and a bearded trucker who had fallen asleep at the slot machine.
'There you are!' The genie spoke with a thick tongue. 'Wonderful. You lasted longer than most before you came crawling to me for another wish.' He tried to sit up straight, almost toppled from the bar stool, gave up trying to look sober and used one arm on the bar to support his drunken head. 'I li.... like you, kid.'
'Thanks, I guess.' I said. I had sneaked down in my bath robe and felt a bit embarrassed to be down here like this, even though the empty gaze of the bartender told me he had seen worse. 'Can I... Can I ask you something?'
I took the genie apart to a quiet corner of the bar, which took some complex maneuvers as he kept falling over. 'Sure what is it?'
'Okay, well, those tits are amazing. Really amazing. They changed my life. I am serious. There are tears in my eyes of joy just thinking about them.' There were, indeed, tears in my eyes as I thought of how I had made those tits sway. I pointed them out, as if I were showing the genie a rare insect species that I had discovered.
'Awww...' The genie purred endeared. 'That's cute.'
'But Liz's body is completely out of proportion in this way. She's like a mouse with elephant ears, a dog with insect wings, a bear with a lion's head... So...'
'A thick ass?'
'Yeah... It would be great if she could have a good, thick ass. One that makes me go crazy, can you do that?'
The genie leaned against the wall and searched his pockets for a smoke. When he found nothing, he looked around and noticed that his cigarettes were on still on the bar. He half made a motion to go in that direction, which seemed to give him a dizzy spell, after which he waved away his thought as if he were chasing away an annoying mosquito.
'Can you do that?' I repeated.
'Yes, yes...' he sighed annoyed, again checking his pockets, apparently having forgotten what he had just done. 'Where's my cigarettes?'
'Dude, I need you to be sharp. Can you do that?'
'Don't you know how boring it is to be out here all night, man.' The genie appeared to go off on another self-sorry lament, but I cut him short by grabbing his shoulders.
'Can you do it?'
'Yes. Man. Sir.' He escaped by grasp by sliding down the wall until he was crouching. 'Yes, I can do that. A thick ass. Is that all? You don't want to give her another pussy right away? I can predict that you will be back soon otherwise.'
'There is nothing wrong with her pussy.' I whispered. I had noticed that the bar tender was looking our way and I realized that we must have made quite a strange sight together. I wanted to get it over with quickly now. 'Or is there?'
The genie's tone gave me to think. I had always assumed it would be me or my semen that would be standing in the way of getting a baby with Liz. As I was only mildly enthousiastic about the prospects, I had assumed that I was sabotaging the project. But what if it was her body instead?
'Use a wish.'
'Well, okay. I wish that I get to know whether Liz is even fertile.'
The genie quickly hid his hand behind his back, so that the bartender would not see the spurt of stars shoot from under his nail. The strange, muffled farting noise still reached the bartender's ears, though, and he pulled up an eye brow. 'That's what the scotch does to me!' The genie yelled to him in explanation. The guy just turned around and pretended not to hear.
'And?'
'As dry as a desert. Not fertile at all. Bad luck, kid.' The genie answered, his gaze still lingering on the bar tender. 'Is that dude giving us a cold shoulder? I hate it when bartenders treat me like a drunk, especially when I am drunk.'
I was too shocked to process anything the genie had said. Not fertile . Damn, if I had not met the genie, I would have never even known and we would have just kept on trying for ages.
It did not take long for me to form a master plan. True, I had kind of been a douche by simply changing Liz's body, and I was going to be a worse douche for changing it even further. But I could make it a win-win by asking the genie to cure her body in one stroke with fulfilling my desires. That way my selfish behavior would gain a saintly aura. I applauded myself for channeling my inner Gandhi in this way.
'Genie...' I began, 'I want you to give Liz a thick ass and give her a fertile womb and pussy.'
The genie was just scratching his ear when sparks shot out of his finger once more. The sound of a demented trumpet resounded in his ear. 'Ouch, that's loud, fuck.´ Rubbing his ear, he added: 'Wish granted.'
'Hell, yeah. O, wow, thank you. And, genie?'
'Yes?'
'I want to get that pussy pregnant!'
'Yessir, can do.' The genie managed to hide his glitter-farting finger in his armpit, to avoid raising any more suspicion from the bartender. He added with a whisper: 'Although you might regret that...'
I barely paid attention anymore. 'I feel like running up there right now to check Liz out.' I looked at the genie, who still sat there had his stupid sunglasses on, looking completely wasted. How many whiskeys did he drink? 'Can I leave you like this?'
'Yeah, yeah. Enjoy the fruit of life while it is ripe. It doesn't last long.' He burped. I saw the bartender shake his head in disdain in the background. 'I can know. I have been around for centuries.'
As I ran out of the lobby, eager to check out Liz's new features, I greeted the bartender, who just rolled his eyes as I paced by.
After I had left the bar, the genie crawled up from his crouching position. He moaned like the old man he was and then made his way to the slot machine, where the bearded trucker was still sleeping. He leaned against the machine for support, again searching his pockets for his smoke.
'Can you even fathom...' he started mumbling to his inattentive audience. '... that the poor guy is mesmerized by his mother's breasts?'
The bearded guy just snored in reply.
'It's true...' the genie continued, unperturbed. 'Those are the only tits he has seen in his life besides those of his girlfriend. And it is one of my conditions that you can only wish for what you have actually seen with your own two eyes. Now I hear you think: what about porn? The guy must have seen more tits in porn. True. But that doesn't count. The only other bare tits that he actually saw in real life were his mommy's. It would be funny if it weren't so sad.'
The genie swayed across the room, trying to find his place on the bar stool again.
'And what is worse...' he muttered as he sat down at the bar, 'is that the kid is about to be enchanted by his mommy's pussy too. The only other pussy he ever saw. Yes, that's the rule. Even though it is already twenty something years ago, he once had a real good look at that thing when he was born. You'd ask: could it get any worse? Oh, yessir. He is about to shoot a baby in his mommy's womb. He even wished for it. Such a tragedy. Such a tragedy. Another whiskey, sir!'
'You've had enough, you disgusting fuck.'
'Goddammit. I need to sit through the entire night, man.'
'It's gonna be a long night, then...'
***
About a week later, a strange feeling woke Adriana, Lenny's mother, in the middle of the night. She sat up straight in her tiny bed in her tiny apartment in her tiny town in a state elsewhere in the country, and she took some seconds to stop her racing heart from racing. She found herself soaking with sweat. Had she had a bad dream? Why was she panting? She ran her hands under her nightgown over her warm, bare legs. It calmed her down. Her hands were pulled, as if by a hidden magnetic force, to her groin. As she touched herself, she discovered she was wetter than she had been in years.
It took her a while to connect the dots. She had not ever been a very sexual woman. One might have even described as a bit prudish as she would even blush at sex scenes in movies she had watched together with Lenny when he had still lived with her. After he had moved out, it had just been her home alone, and not much sexual activity had taken place. Sure, she'd masturbate occasionally, but it had been at least three months since the last time.
'I am really horny.' she said to herself, as she switched on the light, finally figuring out what was happening to her body. 'My God, what is going on?' Her fingers rubbed her special places, going inside of her, massaging all the sensitive spots. It did not take long before Adriana came so hard that she lay drooling on the pillow as her body convulsed.
The night went by restlessly. She got up, had a glass of water, listened to some Pavarotti, tried to calm down, but her heart kept on racing. She was filled with tremendous energy, and she even considered going jogging at this ungodly hour to release some of her excessively frantic feeling. Her breasts were throbbing with some strange pulse, just as her pussy felt like it was pining for something, screaming for her to go get fucked. 'I want to be touched by someone.' she whispered to herself, as she sat on the couch drinking a cup of tea and staring over the city through the large windows of her living room. 'I need to go out.'
Adriana drove all night. She had a large can of coffee beside her, from which she sipped occasionally. Hell, she did not understand the mysterious forces pulling at her, but she felt that she just had to go with the flow. Something was controlling her, but it did not feel scary, it felt more as if she were a stone naturally rolling down the hill to find its resting spot. Only when dawn started to crack over the highway that ran through endless meadows did she figure she was driving to Lenny's house. 'It's been so long.' she thought, and she shivered at the idea of how much she had missed him. 'I need to hold him.'
The last time she had done anything spontaneous was years ago, when Adriana had joined a group of young urban professionals to go drinking. She had met them in a restaurant, and it had been a lot of fun to be dancing again - although she had felt slightly embarrassed at being over forty already. After that, her life had been a long chain of routines. It surprised her that it was so easy for her to simply leave home like this, not even thinking about her work or her boss. 'None of that matters,' she kept telling herself, 'I will get fired, but I hate my job anyway. I need to be with Lenny right now.'
It was early in the afternoon when she finally reached Lenny and Lizzy's place. She liked Liz, although she had always wondered why Len had fallen in love with such a boyish girl with dreadlocks. Nevertheless, she admired the love the two felt, and she was even slightly jealous of it: her own husband had run off only a year after marrying her when he found out she was pregnant with Lenny.
Lenny's house was a standard suburban home; not very large, but comfortable enough for two. There were even two spare bedrooms, so Adriana knew it would be possible for her to stay over for a while. Besides, she was a modest guest who knew when to retreat to give others enough room, and she was sure Lenny wouldn't mind.
She knocked on the front door, and it took a while before any movement could be detected inside. 'What am I actually going to say?' she wondered, but then she decided to let that strange force that had brought her here do the talking.
It was Lenny who opened the door. 'My God, he looks shabby.' Adriana thought. Indeed, Lenny's skin was as pale as if he had not been outside for a week. The stubble on his cheeks gave away that his last shave must have been days ago. Adriana's gaze traced the dark lines under his eyes, and she noted that her son was in his bathrobe, even though it was a week day. Still, despite all, Adriana thought he looked happy. A bit obsessed with something that must be keeping him inside - but happy nevertheless.
'Mom!' Lenny said in surprise and he spread his arms to invite her for a hug. 'What are you doing here? I mean... Wow, good to see you!' He took his mother in his arms. It felt great to hold her boy like this. However, Lenny kept her in an embrace a bit too long, and she thought she heard him sniffing, which made slightly uncomfortable. Did she stink? Then he invited her in. Adriana followed willingly.
The place was a complete mess. Dirty plates were scattered everywhere. A dank smell filled Adriana's nostrils. Whatever Lenny was obsessing over, it clearly took a toll on the household. She made a mental note to help clean the place if she could stay some days.
'Len, it is so good to see you too, darling.' Adriana went,and she planted a kiss on Lenny's bearded face. A familiar scent lingered in his beard, and she wondered what it could be. Perfume? No, too musky... 'Lenny, let me be open to you immediately. I am really sorry for showing up like this. I... I got fired, and I have been feeling so lonely and awful up there alone. I was wondering if... I could stay here for a while. Just a couple of days or so.' She was confabulating. She had just left work behind and turned off her phone. These lies somehow came natural to her.
It was a no-brainer for Lenny. Liz mostly liked Adriana, although she could be jealous for the time Lenny spent on his mom. He himself was glad to finally see his mom again after months. Besides, they had the spare room available. He had hid the genie in one of the spare rooms, but the other was still free. 'Mom, of course! What a shit news though about the job. Are you alright? You just said you weren't... Fuck, that's heavy. Just... Make yourself at home, Liz and I will be right down.'
Adriana sat down at the living room table, while Lenny went up to go get Lizzy. This gave Adriana a chance to take in the new look of the place, as she had not visited Lenny for so long that a lot had changed. To be honest, Adriana thought, the place really looked like bomb went off. Besides the plates on the floor, there were dirty dishes in the sink and ramen cups scattered in a semi-circle around the couch.



Her worried thoughts were disrupted by load moaning from upstairs. It sounded like somebody was in terrible pain. Adriana pushed her chair back and got up, but she realized, quickly enough, that these were not yelps of pain but pleasure. She blushed and pretended not to hear. Instead she sat down again at the table. Her fingers drumming on the table's top. She tried to block the sound of Lenny clearly pleasing his fiance until she came in an explosion of uncontrolled little screams.
To her shame, Adriana felt how her pussy started throbbing, and she realized that her panties had become as soaked as the night before. Something was terribly wrong with her. When Lenny and Lizzy came down, they were blushing like teenagers caught in the act. Lenny half made an apology, and then proceeded as if nothing had happened. Adriana could tell that his chin was still wet with Liz's juices, but she also decided to ignore what she saw.
Later that afternoon, Adriana moved in the spare bedroom. It was small room, with hardly any furniture in it. The bed still smelled new, and on the tiny desk in the corner there were still stickers of the store where Lenny and Lizzy had bought it. Adriana installed herself and opened her tiny suitcase. It was filled with her sexiest clothes, and she realized how strange it was that she had brought the best of her lingerie to her son's house. The white and black thongs she placed folded in the closet in the room, and she draped her favorite white night gown over the bed.
Once she was installed, she had some time to think. Lenny had acted weirdly; after he had come down, it had been as if he and Lizzy could not have waited to be alone again, and she felt like she was simply too much for the couple right now. But it had nothing to do with her, she could sense. Lenny had some kind of new infatuation for Liz. Why did Adriana feel jealous and annoyed about this? Why had she come here, if Lenny was so obsessed with his own wife?
Actually, although Adriana was not the spiritual type, she knew that she needed to be here right now, that it had to do with destiny and an inescapable fate. Indeed, while she would have been offended by Lenny's absent minded behaviour towards her, she now only saw it as a challenge or a puzzle to be solved. It would only take some time for her to lure him in, she thought, although she did not really know what she meant with that.
During the rest of the afternoon, Adriana helped Liz clean up the house. She also baked a fresh, vegetable loaded pizza, that the three of them ate at the large dining table in the kitchen. Adriana was tired of driving all night and went to bed before Lenny and Lizzy.
In the middle of the night, when Adriana sneaked out of her room to go to the toilet, she saw something that took her breath away and that she thought was an important clue to understanding what was going on. To get to the toilet, she had to pass Liz and Lenny's small bedroom, and they had left the door open. Through the crack, she heard Liz's load moaning. 'Again?' Adriana wondered, 'those kids just cannot get enough...'
Although she tried to be subtle about it, she could not resist looking into the room while she passed. The door was only opened a tiny bit, so she just got a glimpse of whatever was going on in that room, but it was enough to see that Lenny was going down on his fiance. What struck Adriana most was the rapturous look on his face, which she could make out even from just such a small sample: his eyes were opened wide in a maniacal bliss, he was licking Liz with large strokes of his tongue, making a sopping sound, and he moaned on the same rhythm as her. He looked out of control, enraptured by the taste of Liz's pussy.
'So good...' She heard him moan. 'It tastes so fucking good...'
Adriana blushed. No, that is an understatement. Her entire face was radiating, her lips were trembling. She had not seen sexual activity from so nearby for a long time, and despite the fact that it was her son that she had seen in action now, her body reminded her of a deep and sensual longing that was buried somewhere inside of her.
When she sat down on the cold toilet seat, she discovered she was wet again. Her underwear clung to her pussy and it took some effort to take it off so she could pee. Thoughts of the look on her son's face interrupted any other more decent thoughts that Adriana was trying hard to think about to keep herself sane. Alas, in her mind ideas about Pavarotti and opera lost completely and easily from the image of how it would feel if she would be in Liz's place and if Lenny was between her legs.
Repulsed by herself, she rushed back into her bedroom. But once she was in bed, the repulsion only fueled her lust, and before long she found herself massaging her pussy until she came, screaming in her pillow.
She spent the rest of the night trying to collect her thoughts. She realized, clearly, that she was stepping over a line that should not be crossed, but the magnetic pull was too strong. She could not focus long on the prudish speeches she was giving herself in her mind, and it was as if this force that was drawing her in made everything vague and unclear.
Once she was entangled in her dizzy reveries, her pussy spoke a much clearer language to her than her brain did, and she fell prey to sexual fantasies about her son. Hearing him go down on Liz a couple of times each day, and hearing the enthusiasm with which he committed himself to her, Adriana grew in the conviction that it should be her there with Lenny's head between her legs, and although she could not explain what rationale convinced her to do this, she devised a plan to be with her son.
***
I thought I had done a pretty good job of balancing small talk with my mom and licking Lizzy whenever I could. True, I had been surprised by mom's visit, which had forced me to make up some bullshit story about why I did not have to go to work anymore. But mom had hardly been hardly been listening, and she had swallowed whole my confabulation about a paid leave due to excellent performance the past months.
In truth, my pal, the genie, had worked his magic on my boss, and now the pay checks would come in without me ever having to show up on work. I really hoped his mom did not hear Liz moaning, but whenever we were down to it, Liz and I were so engaged in the action that we had no head space left to think about keeping the volume down.
Boy, after the stay in the hotel, Lizzy's pussy had changed so much for the better that it had almost turned me religious. If her tits had brought tears to my eyes, her pussy was like the rapture. There was something so enticing about the new look and feel of her vagina, that I could have spent whole weeks sniffing and slobbering over her.
First of all, she smelled great . No pen could describe what happened that first time her smell entered my nostrils. It was as if an archaic force was unleashed in the swamps of my unconscious, running onward and forwards, until it burst through the surface of my psyche, lighting a million fireworks and pulling at me with infinite power to return again and again. There was no resisting this. I had buried my face between her legs the first moment I had seen the chance to do so after I had made the wish, and somehow every moment separated from that pussy felt like wasted time.
Second, Liz's pussy could get so much wetter than before, which aroused me in a strange way: she was sopping now when she got horny, and bursts of pussy juice would run over her ass onto the mattress. It was as if her vagina was continually begging me to fuck her, and although I wanted to penetrate her so badly, it would often happen that I would come from simply just licking Lizzy. I could not get enough of her musky smell with those deep earthen tones, that reminded me of something, an old secret, that I could just not name and that seemed to be just around the corner.
So, while I was trying to balance my craving to lick Lizzy over and over, I was not really paying that much attention to mom. In hind sight, it would have been easy to see something was off, the way she was ogling me whenever we were having breakfast together, but neither I nor Lizzy paid enough thought to any of this at the moment. This is why I was so surprised when I found blue, nylon panties on my pillow on an evening that Lizzy was out to do groceries.
At first, I thought it was one of Lizzy's surprises, another tease to get me in the mood - as if that was still necessary. But I did not recognize the panties from Lizzy's collection, which I now knew by heart as we went through her collection repetitively because we got her wet three or four times a day. Still, the panties did not look completely unfamiliar.
Then I realized: these are mom's.... The shock was complete. I had seen these in the laundry bin so many times when I had still lived with her, but why would she leave them here of all places? Why had she been in my bedroom? I picked up the panties and immediately mom's tangy smell reached my nostrils, sending my neurons in overdrive mode. I recognized this smell...
Fuck, mom smells like Liz but even more intense. And it was this smell that was driving me crazy for Liz's pussy, but why did mom's panties smell so much like Lizzy?
Well, the reptilian brain has its ways of cutting short any need for rational explanation. Within moments, I found myself sniffing the panties and stretching the nylon over my face so I could lick the fabric and get an even intenser impression of the smell. These have been between mom's legs. I inhaled deeply, as if I was starving for oxygen and these panties held the key to my survival, and any trace of any question was soon lost. This is good, I thought, this is so freaking good. This is it.
The idea that mom might have left them there for me to find them only made the river of my lust run deeper and wilder, and I soon felt like I was on a little canoe being carried by oceanic currents against which I could not resist. I imagined how these panties must have stretched over her voluptuous ass, which was still larger than Liz's behind - even after the enlargement due to my last wish.
I had never fantasized about mom. But once the flood gates were opened, I found that all the puzzle pieces fell into place. I could easily imagine myself having sex with my own mother. As a matter of fact, I was now thinking about little else all day.
It was as if the blindfold had been taken off from my eyes and I could now see for the first time what had been driving me nuts for Lizzy's pussy. It had something to do with the way mom smelled, and I now realized that my mother was incredibly hot. Her blonde hair, her almond shapes lips, her curves, her large breasts: my mind ran over them in a repetitive dreamlike sequence that turned me on and on.
I suddenly remembered a time when I had seen mom's bare legs under her towel when she had stepped out of the shower, and my perverted mind inserted myself back into that memory to crawl towards her, push her towel aside, and hide my face in her bush, licking and feasting on her deep, deep musky taste. Oh, mom... I lay there shaking on me bed, and as it happened, I felt like my image of Liz was quickly losing color besides this original that my mother was.
***
Adriana found her cum-filled panties where she had expected them: in the laundry bin, half-hid below one of Lenny's t-shirts. With a smirk, she picked them up and admired the way Lenny's goo ran over the nylon as she held them upside down. She laughed out loud at the thought that Lenny probably had wanted to hide them from her, as if she did not want him to lust after her.
In bed, she rubbed her vagina with the panties, until the fresh cum was smeared all across her pussy and the panties soaked with her and Lenny's juices. When she was done, Adriana felt like the dripping panties were the symbol of her terrible secret and also a promise for more to follow.
Instead of throwing the dirty panties into the corner of the room, or hiding them somewhere, she placed them on the pillow next to her, from where she could smell the way she and her son smelled together. The dank smell made her relax, and no matter how wrong this all was, she knew she was so right in giving in to this.
It is true that we have introduced Adriana as a prudish woman, and perhaps her downfall to sin will surprise the attentive reader. Although some of the mechanisms that led Adriana to this sinful lust will be exposed in a moment, it is perhaps good to say at this stage that I cannot but agree with the reader: her downfall was steep and sudden. She was now moving into territory she had never been before. Only two weeks earlier, she had been serving food to the homeless at the local charity, blushing at the foul language she had heard being uttered there by the lost souls she tried to help. Now, all she could think about was rubbing her vagina to thoughts of her son, imaging all the dirty talk she would like to have with him.
It was as if she had been turned into her negative image overnight, and there was something horrible about this effect: indeed, deep in Adriana, there was a feeling that, no matter how right, no, inevitable this all felt, that she was being messed with. That part, however, resisting all these changes would die soon enough.
When she woke up the next morning, the smell of her panties in her nostrils, Adriana simply knew that this would be the day she would fuck her son. It had been two weeks since her period, and she had always known it when she was ovulating. This was it. She could die for the thought of Lenny's dick inside of her fertile pussy, the feeling of his warm semen inside of her. She was his mother but more than ever she wanted to become his lover. She knew there was no holding back, and she would not let Liz get between her and her son.
Breakfast was awkward, to say the least. Although Adriana had cleaned up the place and baked pancakes, the atmosphere was far from cozy. Adriana wore a tight, short black dress that accentuated her curves and showed cleavage, which looked more suited for a cocktail party than breakfast with her son and his fiance. It was easy to tell that Lizzy became annoyed and jealous with Lenny's stares at his mother.
'Hey, Len, what are we going to do today?' she asked him when he forgot to chew his oatmeal and just left his mouth hang open when he saw his mother's dress stretch tightly across her large ass when she bent to reach for a sponge in the kitchen.
'What?' Lenny replied with his mind on another planet.
'I said...' Lizzy replied snappy but she was interrupted by Adriana.
'Liz, honey,' she started, 'would you mind giving Lenny and me a little time alone today? We have so many things to talk about as mother and son, that I would like it very much if it could be just me and him for a bit.' She was blushing as she said, and she had to put effort into sounding more stern than she actually was. Still, a dark part of her mind told her to get rid of Lizzy today, so that she could have Lenny all day. Fuck that bitch . As she thought it, her pussy started throbbing.
'O...' Liz began, clearly being taken aback by nice Adriana telling her in such euphemistic language to piss off.
She did not have time to formulate a riposte. Lenny sided with his mother as easily as a baby sheep with its. 'Yeah, that would be nice, mom.' His heart had beating loudly all night thinking about his mother's pussy, especially after he had heard her rummaging through the laundry bin. 'Perhaps you could do the groceries again, Liz?'
'But I just did them yesterday...'
'That is true, Liz. But we also need...' Adriana started, and then she stopped to think about some lame excuse. 'We need silken tofu from the oriental store in town for the curry tonight. Could you be a darling and go get it for us today?'
'And I also need socks.' Lenny added. 'You know, those nice sports socks they sell in the mall?'
'But that is on the other side of town...' Liz whined, looking defeated at the duo that seemed to conspire against her.
'Ah, but I would really like to go running tomorrow with my new socks. Would you mind, Liz?'
'I... ehm...'
'Here are the car keys.' Lenny pressed the keys into her hands.
'But I have not even finished my breakfast!' Liz protested. However, she was already being directed to the door by Adriana. With a loud bang the front door closed behind her. Adriana and Lenny listened as the car drove off. The loud nu-metal Liz had put on could be heard until she was at the end of the street.
Then they looked at each other. Both Adriana and Lenny were panting, blushing, waiting for the other to make a move.
'Come here.' Adriana whispered. And Lenny stepped towards her, falling in her arms.
***
I fell in my mother's arms, and she just held me for a moment. 'Oh, Lenny.' she whispered in my ear. 'It is so good to have you for myself.' I felt her lips on my ear, softly kissing it, then nibbling it, and her breath so close to me began turning me on.
Were we going to do this?
'Did you...' I began. I wanted to ask if she had left her panties for me to find them. But my voice wavered. Mom was kissing my forehead now, burying it with tiny, gentle kisses. Her lips felt so warm.
'Shhhh.' She shushed me, as her hands ran over my back to comfort me. 'Shhh, now baby.'
Before long, I turned my face towards hers, and my lips found hers for a long, intimate kiss. In the middle of the kitchen, on a morning like so many others, I began kissing my own mother as if she were my girlfriend. Her lips felt so soft, and she parted them to invite my tongue in. Soft smacking sounds ensued, it drove me nuts to realize that we, my mom and I were making these sounds. I did not hesitate to follow up on the invitation as mom started to kiss me wilder, and it startled me to feel how electrifying it was to run the tip of my tongue through mom's mouth.
'Wow.' I said when our faces finally parted. 'Wow, mom.'
'It feels... so naturally, don't you think?'
I had to agree with her. I had lost all awareness of who I was or where I was. All I knew was that I had to get mom in my bedroom. I was not even thinking about Lizzy any longer. My mind was fully fixed on what was between mom's legs.
Our kissing continued and intensified. I found her mouth once more, and I suckled on her lower lip, I took it between my teeth and I stretched it. Then I thrust my tongue forward, pushing it deep into her mouth, and I felt how our tongues rasped each other. It was so hot. Liz could not compare in any way to this kind of kissing.
We were now over each other like horny teenagers. Mom took off my white shirt, and she threw it onto the ground. Her finger nails dug painfully into my back when she pressed my bare chest against her. Then she wasted no time to start opening my belt. Her cold hands against my tummy made me feel extremely horny, and I realized that I was rock hard already.
I held my eyes open as our mouths locked in another intense kiss again. I rolled my eyes down to be able to stare in mom's cleavage. Her breasts were wobbling under the jerks she was giving to my belt in an effort to get it off, which also made her dress slide off her shoulders, exposing even more of her beautiful flesh.
She allowed me to open the zipper of her dress on her back, after which she took a moment to take the entire thing off and throw it on the floor besides my shirt. I was trembling with lust as I could now ogle mom's body. She wore an incredibly sexy black bra and a thong that only barely hid her pussy and left most of her ass visible.
'Shit, mom, you wear this kind of lingerie?' I asked, my mouth agape at mom's incredibly hot figure.



'Ta-dah.' Mom said, and she spun slowly around so I could observe her entirely. Her ass cheeks wobbled as she took tiny steps to make the turn, and I felt my heart skip a beat. I was looking at my mother's hot figure, she was actually allowing me to look at her.
Mom was slightly more plump than Lizzy, but I thought the two looked eerily alike. Mom's breasts were larger, but even through her black lace bra I could tell that they had the same subway-map-like blue veins running over them as Liz had after my wish. Her ass, which completely covered her thong on the back side, was even more enormous than Liz's, and although it also sacked a bit more it looked insanely hot.
'Let's go upstairs.' Mom whispered after I had taken my trousers off and we had continued our kissing for a while. 'You must fuck me, Lenny.' Hearing those words from my shy mom's lips would have made me fall over, had mom not supported me by my arms.
Once we were in my bedroom, mom walked calmly to the night stand, where she put down the pictures of Liz and me. 'She doesn't need to see what you really want...' mom whispered and I could hear the excitement in the slight tremble in her voice. Then she laid down on our bed, unclasped her bra, removed her panties, and spread her voluptuous legs for me. I could see everything well, as the sun light of the early afternoon fell in through the window and made her body radiate.
I could not believe I was staring at mom's pussy. A thick motherly bush grew above it, crowning her pubis, and tiny hairs perked up to the side of her mons, which was all swollen and puffy. From here, I could even see her wet inner labium, and I started to feel faint in my head from the smell that wafted from it to my nostrils. Mom was obviously aroused too.
'Come here,' mom said to me with a nervous smile on her lips, getting back on her knees to grab me by my shorts to pull me towards her.
Although I felt strange about what was happening, especially about the ease with which we were giving in to whatever it was we were going to do, I did not feel shy around mom. When she pulled down my underwear and my stiff dick sprang out, wagging up and down before it found a stable position, I realized that mom was past any shyness as well. Her eyes widened as she saw my magically enhanced cock pointing at her face. 'Fuck, Lenny.' She sighed, and she kept her eyes locked on its tip as she leaned back into the mattress again.
As I watched mom's thick thighs spread for me, her motherly smell wafting in my direction, I could not resist moaning softly at the thought that she was in fact spreading for me , that she wanted me to bury my dick between her legs, her own son. Returning to where I had once come from.
Mom's boobs flattened and spread out to her sides, and I admired her nipples which were completely erect and of a brownish color. 'She looks so much like Liz...' I thought. 'But hotter... Even hotter.'
'Lenny, fuck me.' Mom beckoned me to come close to her in a sexy voice. 'Please, Lenny.'
When I moved forward on all fours to find a right position, I was struck with this new image of mom that I could never imagined before. Her legs were parted as far as she could, which made her look like a slut who wanted it very badly. I could not imagine that anyone had seen mom like this, not even my own father. From here, I could see mom's swollen clit, shiny with her juice.
'No, no, no....' I thought. 'What is happening... What is mom doing?' I realized very well what was going to happen, and seeing mom spread out below me, ready for me, made me feel guilty about the sinful nature of what we were about to do.
'Mom, we shouldn't...' I protested half heartedly. 'I can't...'
Mom did not let me mess about. While I was still lingering above her, trying to find the right angle, she suddenly wrapped her ankles around my back and pulled me close. I half fell in her, and in this movement our pelvises met, as she had rocked hers towards me. I felt how I was entering her warm, tight vagina without the least effort. It actually seemed to be sucking me into her. 'Do it, Lenny! Fuck your mother! I want it!'
'Mom, no!' I yelled, disgusted as I felt her arms wrap around me and hold me tightly. I had nowhere to go now. 'Mom, aaaaah.'
Despite myself, I started to pump, in the full realization that I was doing this to my mother, the woman who had birthed and raised me. I was simply overcome with a raging lust at the incredible feeling it had given me to be inside of her. Her tits sloshed between us as I started to increase the pace, and they reminded me so much of Liz's that it felt natural to please her. I curved my spine so that I could suck on a nipple of one of her swaying tits, which immediately made mom cry out in pleasure. 'That's it baby. Suckle that boob, just like you used to when you were a baby. You... ah.... fucking.... loved.... them.'
Although mom was not as tight as Liz, she had her tricks. I was amazed and surprised to feel her inner muscles contract, which increased the warm snug feeling of being inside of her. Apparently, my mom had learned to rhythmically contract and relax her muscles, and she was now using this skill to milk my dick for my semen. I entered her deeper, as deep as I could, which invited another long and wild moan from mom.
'Oooo.... aaaa.... Lenny!' She gasped in my ear, as I felt how her birth canal tightened around my stiff penis. Meanwhile I kept sucking on her tit, harder and harder, stuffing my mouth with mom's tit flesh until I could take no more in. I rocked my pelvis as fast as I could, as I realized that mom liked to have it rough and fast, and I was hoping to make her cum simply by fucking her.
I managed to do so quickly. While I was making love to mom so roughly that it actually moved the creaking bed around, which made one of the pictures drop from the night stand, I started to feel mom come on my dick. Warm fluid escaped from her pussy and ran over my balls onto the mattress, which released an even stronger version of the smell of Liz's pussy, which already worked like such an aphrodisiac for me. I felt my eyeballs roll back in my skull when it reached my nose.
'Lenny, come with meeeee!!!' mom yelled, as her belly started shaking, and her pelvis rammed up and down uncontrollably. 'Fill me with your cum... Fill mommy with your cum...'
'Awawawaw...' I yelped like a little baby when the first jizz load shot out of me with greater speed than it ever had. More and more strands of my juices spattered out of me, one after the other, and I could feel how they started to mix with mom's cum around my dick. It started to drip out of her immediately, as I had shot a great load in her womb. We were losing ourselves as our bodies mixed their juices, and it felt like I was melting together with mom.
Mom and I kissed passionately, as if we were the last two persons on earth, as if it was the last kiss we could ever give, entangling our tongues in an elaborate dance while we could not stop humping and writhing.
Only after half an hour of silent kissing did I manage to remove myself from mom's loving arms to go the toilet to pee and to check on the genie to ask some questions that had been haunting me while I had been making love to mom.
***
I found the genie in the tiny bed in the other guest room, smoking a blunt and looking like a mess: unshaven, eyes red, smelling like he didn't have a shower for weeks. To be honest, I had put him up here and had then completely forgotten about him, as I had been too obsessed with the smell of Lizzy's pussy.
'Genie.' I said to call for his attention. He looked at me dazed.
'Hey, bro.' He replied slowly.
'Genie, what the fuck is going on?'
'What do you mean?'
'Why did I fuck my mom?'
'Ow... Did it happen already? Congratulations.' The genie looked unabashed at my incestuous confession.
'Wait, aren't you shocked at all?' I wondered.
'No, can't say I am. Besides bigger dicks, do you know how many dirty men fucked their mothers? I am even proud of you that you didn't wish for it, at least not directly.' The genie got up to sit on the side of the bed and coughed for so long that he had me concerned. 'I haven't smoked in a while.' He explained.
'What do you mean not directly?'
'Like I say it. You wished for it indirectly.'
'How come?'
'Remember when you wished to impregnate Lizzy's pussy?'
'Yeah, of course.'
'Well,' the genie continued, 'Lizzy's pussy is nothing but a younger version of your mommy's pussy. So that means that if you want to impregnate that pussy, you'll have to impregnate them both.'
'Wait... what?' A sinking feeling came over me and forced me to sit down on the floor. 'To impregnate.... mom? I am not following... Surely, she is on birth control...'
'Okay, let me explain. Remember that you could only wish for what you had actually seen. And you being a sorry son of bitch had only seen Lizzy's assets in real life and your mothers...'
'But I thought that those hours of watching porn would count too! I was expecting Liz to get tits as I had seen them on Brazzers!'
'No, you can only wish for what you actually saw with your own eyes. Now, you used to feast on your mom's tits as a kid, and her pussy was actually one of the very first things you ever saw. So your wishes simply transformed those parts of Liz into your mom's.'
I became sick with myself after hearing all this, and I realized how much of a fool I had made when I Liz's body had made so horny as it had. I had been chasing after mommy's womb all the while, like a little sucker.
'Fuck.' It was all I could say after a long while. I said it loud, and with frustration.
It startled the genie. 'Sorry, I had fallen asleep.' he admitted. He wiped the drool from his chin and sat up straight. 'So, you wishing to impregnate that pussy caused your mother to come here as if pulled by a physical force, and, indeed, the whole universe conspired to have you two breed. If anything, you can therefore at least take a bit off the guilt you are probably feeling now. It was inevitable. However, if your little swimmers have not yet hit the target, you will find yourself unable to resist your mommy until they do.'
'What a fucking nightmare.' I moaned, but I realized that I did not mean it. The thought of mom's cum-filled snatch still made my knees weak, and I realized that no matter how much I would protest, I would go back to her until my job was done. The genie was right.
'Please, man. Can't you help me and undo the spell.'
'There is no spell and I am not a fucking wizard. You can't unwish wishes, or to be precise, you might only when they are fulfilled and this one is still in progress. Just enjoy it, would be my advice. Your mom looks hot from what I can tell, and there is no escaping anyway.'
I sat down on the floor, whimpering.
'Let me tell you a story.' The genie began, and I could tell from his tone that he was trying to cheer me up. 'A story to put things in perspective... My previous owner was a guy who was much more blatantly fucked up than you were. At first, things seemed normal... Wanna guess what he wished for first?'
'A bigger... dick..?' I uttered between sobs.
'Yes, boy. You are starting to get the hang of this wishing business. Now, he did not think of using a wish to multiply his wishes, so his second wish already betrayed his deepest desires. He wished for a ring that would make his wife think his own son was him. Please, take a minute to take that in.'
His words hardly came through to me, as I was still thinking about my baby that would grow in my mommy's womb.
'Such a pervert.' The genie continued, after inhaling deeply through his joint. 'But I am not here to judge, and, as you know, I have seen worse. Anyway you will probably be thinking how it was possible for him to wish for such a magical device, seeing that you only got to wish for what you actually saw with your own eyes...'
I nodded.
'The answer is simple. He had seen lust in his own wife's eyes whenever they lingered on her son, and the ring was merely a catalyst for this desire. So, even though he had never seen a ring with such powers, all I had to do was to make use of an already existing desire. If you think that's stretching it... I myself thought so at the time, but apparently the Big Chef up there did not complain, so voilà there was that magical ring. He wanted to use his third wish on special effects, that is, I had to hide in the bathroom and prime the poor boy by whispering in his ear how he would find the ring. I told him that this would be wasting his wish, and I did it all the same for free. I am not that bad, you see?
Wanna know what happened next? Mom and son fuck. A lot. Dad secretly tapes everything and jerks off to the videos of his wife going crazy on the dick of his very own son until his dick is sore. The asshole used his final wish to get rid of the boy's sister who was still around, forcing her to move to the other side of the country. When the three had the house to themselves, the dad interfered with mom and son, they had threesomes and all. By then, I have done my duty, and I am just sitting around in my oil lamp waiting for them to sell it, which they do because the dad is so happy with what it gave him that he wants to spread the love.
Then you and Lizzy buy it. And now Lizzy is a half mutated version of your mother, and you are getting your mother pregnant. All I am saying, Lenny, is that this is like the circle of life. Stuff like this has always happened and will always happen and you better fucking enjoy it. You are not as bad as that devious father who had the lamp before you. You are just an unlucky bastard. Turn you lack of luck to your advantage. Go fuck your mom, again and again. I reckon it was amazing.
And do not forget, once you are happy with your situation, that puts me off the hook. I wanna go back in that lamp, Lenny, so you better fuck around until you are perfectly happy. And I can't read your mind, I am no wizard after all (I'd like to stress that once more), but something is telling me your mom's pussy is blowing your mind. Enjoy it while it lasts.'
My tears had dried listening to the story the genie told, and despite myself, it had actually turned me on a little. I was ready to go back to mom. I was ready to lay in her warm arms, and I felt as if I had washed my hands in innocence now. Indeed, I had never explicitly wished to fuck my mom, and blaming me at this stage would be like blaming a rock for falling down and obeying the rules of gravity.
'Thanks, genie. You might not be a wizard, but you are a true wizard with words.'
'Awww.' The genie purred, and sank down in the bed, blowing out thick clouds of smoke. 'So cute.'
***
Seven months later
Liz's belly was so large now, she was in her seventh month of pregnancy. Her large breasts had surprised me by swelling even more. At some stage she had stopped buying new bra's, and she gladly let me enjoy the view of her tits bulging over the cups of her old bra's. These old bra's had looked large at the time, but were now ridiculed by the sheer mass of Liz's tits. I often found myself standing behind her, with my hands on her belly, where new life was growing and waiting to see the light of day in just a couple of weeks more.
This night, Liz wore nothing but a long, white nightgown, and I was in my boxer shorts. My stiff dick was pressed against the fabric covering Liz's voluptuous ass, and Liz did not object as I raised one hand to cup a breast from under the gown. I had never gotten used to feeling their amazing weight in my hands, almost as heavy as basketballs, although they were, of course, much softer. It still drove me crazy to be so close to Liz. As always, I could smell Liz's excitement before I could tell it from any other bodily sign. Mom's smell, I thought, and squeezed Liz's breast hard. She yelped, but I knew she liked it. I groaned.
We were standing in our bed room, the curtains half open to let the moon light in. Ever since we had found out Liz was pregnant, I had the urgent need to be close to her. We had cancelled many social events with friends just to be together, especially the last two months. To be fair, many of the hours together, I had spent on all fours, sniffing her vagina. I found the changes in her body exciting and interesting, and it felt like they made us become even closer. It was now but a faint memory that I had once not liked the way she looked, and we sometimes giggled at old photographs of Liz with her small breasts and dread locks. Everything was perfect now she looked more like mom.
Then, Liz took control, and stepped away from me to crawl on the large bed we had recently bought. She went down on all fours, perking her large ass toward me. 'Fuck me, Lenny.' she commanded. 'Fuck me like a dog.' The further she was in her pregnancy, the more her libido had grown. Liz told me she had wanted me to fuck her more often because she felt shy about all the changes in her body. Each time I all but ripped her apart, I was proving that I was still hot for her. She needed more and more to be reassured that she was still sexy despite her large belly and all the small ailments that accompany pregnancy. I was only all too glad.
I lifted the night gown over Liz's hips and stood behind her. I kicked off my grey shorts, which piled somewhere in the corner of the room. Growling, I took her hips in my hands and squeezed her fat thighs, holding on tightly, before I rammed my cock inside of her. Since she was pregnant, this was her favorite position, and I enjoyed it immensely too. It still got me to see her ass cheeks wobble and ripple when I was taking her like this, feeling my dick slither in her pussy. I could not help thinking that I was also fucking mom at the same time as I was fucking my wife, and I was soon sniffing and gasping for oxygen at how hot that thought made me. It was like I was cheating by being faithful, which gave the sex a rough edge.
Liz's long hair was sent to wave by my rough hip thrusting. The room was filled with the sound of flesh ramming into flesh, and the wet sounds of my dick in Lizzy's snatch. I held her large belly with one hand, as if I were protecting our child against the roughness of our sex.
'Ah.... fuuuckkk....' Liz yelped, and she tried to look over her shoulder. 'Lenny, we should.... ask your.... mom....'
I nodded. I was already hoping that Liz would take the initiative, although I knew she did it more for me than for herself. I took my dick out of her, and I admired how shiny it was in the moon light with her juices. Then, I walked to the wall of our room and knocked on it. We had put up mom in the room next to us, and she knew our sign by now. It did not take long for her silhouette to appear in the door opening.
It still sent shivers through my entire body, even though we had done this many times already. It was incredible to know that the only reason mom was coming in here to get fucked by me, her only son. It made my balls contract just to see the eagerness in her movements as she strode towards us, and my lips began to tingle in the anticipation of the way she would give me long kiss on my lips.
'Hi, Liz.' mom said in a lush voice. 'Hi, Lenny...'
In the moon light I could admire the way her belly too had swollen, rising to the size of a volley ball already. As she was definitely plumper than Liz, her body looked more in proportion during her pregnancy. Her thick legs looked like they could easily support her and carry her on, and of course, she had already been pregnant once with me, so she had more experience than Liz who just sort of wobbled around.
I was always a bit nervous Liz would get jealous, but once mom was in, there was no holding back for me. Mom was everything I wanted. Liz remained seated on the bed, but mom and I made out standing for a while before we moved towards the bed. The precum oozing from my naked cock had left slimy trails on mom's nightgown, but she did not seem to mind. Once we were seated, mom's hands ran over my body and they soon wrapped around my stiff cock. By now, I had learned to not blow my load immediately, but in the many nights mom and I had spent together, I had often come in the first five minutes. 'Oh, Lenny, you are nice and hard. And your cock is wet. Is that Lizzy's pussy juice?'



Liz moaned. Hearing my once prudish mom dirty talk even turned her on. 'Fuck, yeah, Adriana. Your son was fucking me good. But I did not want to keep that dick all to myself.'
'Thanks, hon... That is so considerate of you...' Mom was play-acting, and we knew it. We had entered in this exact conversation so many times before, but it still got all three of us going crazy. 'Does my Lenny want his mommy?'
'I want you, mommy...' I whispered in mom's ear, taking deep sniffs of the smell of her apple infused shampoo and her cherry perfume. She had started putting on that old perfume again, the one she had already used when I was a kid, and it made feel both comfortable and horny. It reminded me of holidays when I was still a kid, and we would be driving for hours around the country. The sun shining through mom's hair, which I saw through the car seat headrest, as we rode and rode, wafts of her perfume filling my nostrils...
'What do you want us to do, Adriana?' Lizzy said in a small and childish voice. When we where together with mom, she always became more submissive, and mom naturally took the lead.
'Come sit down next to me on the bed, hon.' Mom commanded. Liz crawled to the edge of the bed as fast her pregnant body would allow. I remained standing and faced the two next to each other, beautifully pregnant. Mom was wearing a red, lace night gown, that had two open circles for her breasts, which allowed me to see her already swelling nipples and beautiful aureolae. Her belly was bulging just as much as Liz's, and she was looking at me with a look of deep affection and care.
'I want you to watch, honey.' Mom said. 'I first want you to watch as I get fucked by my own son.'
Liz moaned.
'Do you want to fuck mommy, Lenny?' Liz asked. 'Do you want to fuck mommy, rather than me?'
I let my dick speak for me, as it began leaking precum at those words.
'Do you like mommy's pussy, Lenny? Do you want to fuck her now, rather than your own wife?' Mom continued.
'Yes...' I had to swallow to be able to utter the word. 'Yes, mommy, I want you...'
'Oh, Lenny...' Liz moaned with a hint of pain in her voice, infused with insane arousal. 'Oh, Lenny...'
'Come here, darling.' Mom purred.
Mom laid down and pulled me on top of her, pulling her night gown up so that I would lay between her bare legs. My dick slithered over her fleshy fruit, which was hairy and moist. I could feel her pubic hairs prickle the shaft of my cock, but before I could focus on sliding it in, mom opened her red lips and started nibbling mine. Her nose tickled as she gently caressed mine, while she kept massaging my mouth with the softness of her lips.
'Mommy...'
'Mommy wants you, Lenny...'
Mom spread her legs wider, and she pulled me even closer to her. The resolution in her movements made me give in, and I soon felt my manhood enter my mother's soft and silky vagina. My breath escaped my mouth, and I gasped in mom's mouth which was agape due to the pleasure she was feeling of her own son entering her. It was so warm to be in her, it was so incredibly warm and wet and nice.
'That's it, baby... Enter you mommy slowly...'
I felt her nipples press against my bare chest, as they peeked through the holes in her sexy night gown. The closer I got to her, the more her large breasts were squeezed to the side.
'Open your mouth...' I breathed heavily. Mom obeyed. 'Now stick out your tongue.'
Mom did. Her tongue was nice and wide, and she had it writhe around invitingly. I started licking mom's tongue with the tip of mine. She moaned in encouragement. I licked again, feeling all the tiny bumps of mom's taste buds as my tongue ran of them. I started licking wilder and wilder, losing control and mixing my saliva with mom's, when I had finally entered her as deep as I could. I felt her tight pussy stretch around my dick, which pushed her labia aside and slithered deep inside of her, it was as swollen as it could be.
'Lenny, yes!' She yelped, now breathing heavily. 'Do it, son!'
All but forgetting Liz, I started to pump my cock in and out of my mother. My balls slapped her large ass as fast if they were trying to applaud the incredible beauty of her body in this light, in this room. I especially loved it that the harder I fucked mom, the more oblivious her gaze would become. Her wide eyes would be staring in nothing when she was really turned on, as she was now. Occasionally, she would roll them up, like she was in complete rapture, or like she was a possessed woman in a cheap eighties horror movie. Who would have seen this of mom? Could I have ever dreamed to know such intimated details, such vulnerable elements of her behaviour when she was losing her mind because she was so horny?
As I thrust my dick into her eagerly sopping pussy mom gasped and she then raked my back with her long nails. I moaned in delight as I felt mom biting my shoulders and my neck in a sudden frenzy. Mom grabbed my shoulders, and I felt her nails dig into my flesh. It hurt, and I had to arch my back. I then decisively grabbed her wrists and pressed her arms to the bed. I began fucking her harder. My loins smacked into hers, and my dick made a sloshing sound as it slid in and out of mom's vagina. My fit stomach muscles slid along mom's soft tummy, and there formed a lubricating layer of sweat between us.
I felt mom's pussy become even more slippy because she started to leak cum in waves as I sped up and slowed down my movements. Each time mom's body was ready to spurt more pussy juice, she would first rock her pelvis uncontrollably after which her vagina muscles would contract, which caused my dick to be sucked in even deeper. I felt that we were already leaking on the mattress, which became soaking wet under mom's ass.
After mom and I had made love for a while, mom gently pushed me off of her. 'Let's not forget Liz.' She beckoned me to sit on the mattress. It was with great effort that I could pull myself away from mom, although I knew that there was even greater pleasure to come.
Liz was still sitting on the edge of the bed, looking dreamily at us. Her hand was between her legs, and I was sure she had been pleasuring herself at the sight of my incestuous romp with mom.
'Liz, get off the bed, and get on your knees.' Mom commanded. There was an urgency in her voice that did not allow for any negotiations. I saw some hesitation in Liz's movements, and I knew that she found the way mom treated her in the bedroom humiliating. She was my wife after all, so why did mom treat her like an add-on? Still, I also knew that Liz always obeyed and that this submission loosened something in her that made her whole machinery rattle and shake in the best way possible.
'Suck Lenny off.' Mom blurted out, not wasting any time by seeing if Liz was actually following her demands. She knew Liz would. Instead, mom also sat up and started to kiss me. She grabbed my face and pulled it close to hers, greedily sucking my tongue in her mouth. I moaned, and I could not even look at Liz. I suddenly felt her mouth around my rock hard cock, but mom did not even let me steal a glance at her.
'Oh, Adriana...' Liz whimpered after a couple of seconds of sucking me. 'Your juices are all over Lenny. Your taste is everywhere... This is... too gross... I am not sure...'
Without looking, mom slid her hand down my arm. She grabbed my hand and placed it on Liz's head. I knew what was expected of me, and I grabbed Liz's hair. I pulled her towards my cock, pushed my pelvis forwards, and I felt how I entered deep into her mouth again. Liz gagged in protest, but I soon felt her give up any resistance. She was slobbering on my dick like a good girl, and I could concentrate on kissing mom.
After a while, mom scooched over a bit, and she positioned herself so that I could lay with my head in her lap. She gathered some pillows, so that my head was in what she considered the right position. It took a bit of moving hither and for, with mom's big belly, but then we were both in an easy position. If I guessed right what her intention was, then we were about to do something that we had not done before. At least not in a long time...
Mom dropped the bands of her night gown from her shoulders, which looked strong in the little light that fell in through the window. 'Hush, now.' Mommy said when she heard me breathing loudly. 'This will be really nice, Lenny. For both of us.'
Then she pulled out her left breast from her gown, and she placed the meaty globe on my face. The fleshy, soft mass of it almost smothered me completely, and I felt a rush of blood being sent to my dick in Liz's mouth. Liz yelped as I thrust deeper in her throat. Meanwhile, mom directed my head with a hand she held in my hair, softly caressing the back of skull as if she was comforting me, and I soon found what she wanted me to find: her stiff nipple, on which I started to suckle like a little baby.
My God, I thought, this is heaven. My mouth was filled with mom's tit flesh. I ran my tongue over her stiff nipple. Its texture was rubbery, but I could feel how it responded to my sucking and licking. Each time my tongue's tip would encircle it, it become a bit harder. This aroused me a lot, which rewarded Liz, who was still between my legs sucking my dick, with a new stream of precum.
I moaned. Mom began softly to hum a lullaby she had always sung for me when I was a child. With one hand she gently stroke my hairs, while the finger tips of her other hand drew circles on my stomach. She felt its muscles contract and relax in a strange rhythm that followed the waves of excitement that mom and Liz were giving me in irregular intervals. 'Just suckle, Lenny. Just give in, baby. This is what you want, isn't it?'
I moaned again. It was what I wanted. This was absolute submission for me, this was letting go. I felt like all my worries, everything that I had ever stressed about, was flying out of the window towards that pale moon in the sky. I felt like I was so absolutely safe. But I also felt like I was nobody or no one, nothing but my desires, just like a baby is hardly anymore than its cravings. The floor had opened, and I was falling in a pitch black warmness that had neither up or down, and mom was carrying me through it all. She would stop me from getting hurt, she would carry me safely through that warm and deep earthen night.
I opened my eyes in surprise when I felt something warm enter my mouth. 'Oh, it is happening, Lenny.' Mom sounded delighted. What was happening? It was a warm fluid that ran over my tongue, and I had trouble swallowing it away, so that it soon dribbled over my chin. 'You are drinking my milk!'
Liz paused her blowjob for a second, surprised at what mom had just said. 'What the fuck?' She exclaimed. 'You're lactating already?'
I could not pay attention to Liz now, though. I was enjoying the warm feel of my mother's milk in my mouth. It was strangely sweet, and it was also strangely familiar, as if I was returning to my true home. It took me a while to find a right way to do it, but after some efforts, I managed to suckle and swallow so that mommy's milk flowed straight in my throat.
A weird repetitive noise was disturbing my bliss. With one hand I grabbed mom's other boob, and I massaged it on auto-pilot. If only that noise would stop, then I would have a mind free to focus on nothing but this insanely intimate moment with mom. She was feeding me, she was filling my mouth with her mommy-juice, and I loved very second of it.
Then I realized what the sound was. It was my own moaning. I was almost screaming with desire for more of mommy's milk, but as my mouth was filled with her tit already the sound was muffled. When I opened my eyes, I saw that mom was looking down at me with a look on her face that read tenderness and amusement. 'Oh, baby.' She said. 'You want it so bad, don't you? Liz, keep sucking my baby, please.' I soon felt how Liz obeyed again.
I was now in heaven. My eyes kept locked on mom's green eyes that radiated love as I suckled her large breast. I kept stuffing my hole with her tit flesh, trying to fit more and more of her in my eager mouth, but I could simply not be closer to mom's breasts than I was now. Large quantities of milk kept leaking into me. I drank it all. I drank all that my sweet mother provided for me, and I realized how much closer I was to her than I would ever be to Liz. Liz and I would never share this intimacy, as we had never depended on one another like I did on mom. It made me a bit sad to realize this, and I think mom realized it as well as she stared deep into my eyes. Her eye lids squinted a bit, as if she could tell the shapes of my thought. 'Just come for her...' She mouthed. 'She needs it.'
I let go. Semen was shot in large quantities in Liz's little mouth, and I realized she had trouble taking it all in. She simply could not swallow quickly enough for the enormous load that was shot down her throat. I felt bad for even now not looking at her, but mom's eyes had put a complete spell on me and I could not turn away. Streams of milk leaked from my lips as my seed did from Liz's. 'Oh, mom... I love you...' I whimpered, while I emptied my ball sack in the mouth of my fiance.
'I love you too.' Mom said, and she pressed a kiss on my forehead. The feel of her lips lingered for minutes.
When I finally released mom's boob and looked down, I saw that Liz had trouble cleaning all the ropes of cum from her chin and chest. They stuck to her fingers like thick threads of cobweb, and she looked a bit helpless covered in my juices like that.
'Just eat them!' Mom said. 'That's easiest.'
We both watched Liz bring the cum to her mouth and licking her fingers clean. Liz was clearly glad to receive some attention again, and she made a show of licking her own chin slowly.
'Now it is my turn.' Mom said, giggling. Before I knew what she did, I felt her tongue all over my face, licking the spilled milk off of me. I laughed. The texture of mom's tongue over my cheeks tickled me. Still, to feel her all over me like this also turned me on again.
'He is hard again!' Liz yelled. She never could get used to my stamina and libido.
'He needs you, Liz.' Mom whispered. 'He needs to come inside your pussy.'
'Really?' Liz asked. It hurt me a bit to hear her so surprised. She was so uncertain. She knew that I preferred mom over her, at least sexually. The previous times I had come inside mom.
'And, Liz...' Mom continued in a lush voice. 'Don't you want a taste of me too?'
We found other positions again to suit mom's plan. Mom removed her night gown entirely, and she sat up against the bed's head rest. Her beautiful breasts were visible in all their glory in this way, and I liked how they shined with the last traces of my drool and her milk. Liz got on the bed on all fours, and she crawled towards mom. She spent some moments suckling mom's other tit, which was a sexy sight to see for sure. When she had drank a little, she moved back, bent over so that I could fuck her from behind, and buried her head between mom's legs as she knew mom wanted. This was she could eat mom, while I fuck her from behind. It also gave me the advantage, I thought secretly, to look mom straight in the eyes, as she was still facing me from where she was sitting.
Once again I grabbed Liz's hips and entered her body, which was even easier this time because her pussy was as wet as it could be. Liz immediately started moaning like an inexperienced college girl, but her moans where half lost in the slobbering sounds of her tongue running of my mother's pussy. It turned me on. I started to pound Liz hard, and I knew I needed release again soon. The pressure was building up in my balls like crazy.
It was so hot to see these two pregnant women in total submission to their desires. I held Liz's belly with one hand as I entered her body with my dick. My other hand was on her right tit, which swayed in my rhythm. It was as if Liz's vagina was sucking me in, begging for my seed, even though she was already large with my child right now. When I looked over Liz's shoulders, through her dancing red curls, I could see the belly of my own mother, also swollen with my child. The very sight once more filled me with lust. I rested my eyes on mom's pregnant belly, and then let them slowly discover more of her delicious body. Her swollen tits were already calling me to feed again. When I looked at her face, I saw that mom had her eyes rested on me, with the same oblivious look in them as when I had fucked them. A lazy smile appeared on her face when our eyes locked. 'I love you...' she mouthed.
'I... love... you...' I moaned on the rhythm with which I was fucking Liz. 'I... love... you... so... much...'
'I love you too!' Liz, thinking I was saying it to her, managed to say this when her mouth was separated from mom's pussy for a bit.
Before long, mom was coming. Her green eyes rolled upwards in her skull, her red lips parted and her tongue stuck half out of her mouth. Her hands pushed Liz's face deeper between her thighs, and Liz made sputtering sounds as she gave it her all. Then mom's body started writhing and convulsing, and she made such spastic movements that she half pushed Liz away, who toppled over on her side, laughing.
Mom was throwing her head from side to side, screaming so loud I was sure the neighbors would be able to hear it. She rolled to her side in a fetal position, as she kept on shaking as if she was freezing.
Because Liz fell over, I was also separated from Liz, who had rolled over to her side. Liz and I were both laughing and giggling when we tried to get up again, while mom was screaming in delight. Her body just did not stop shaking, so heavy was her orgasm. Liz and I looked at each other in surprise at the insane force with which mom just kept coming and coming.
'You did something really well.' I said to Liz, and I sat up to see if mom was okay. 'She is gone crazy.'
'Fuuuuuuck!' Mom screamed. 'Ooooorgggghhh.'
'Wow...' Liz said. 'She is in another dimension right now...'
Mom suddenly rose up and grabbed the blankets, wrapping them in her fists. We both thought she was angry for a while because her eyes radiated under her wild hair. Her chest heaved up and down under her heavy breathing. Her movements were so sudden and forceful. However, instead of being angry, she pulled me on the mattress and forced me on my back. I was surprised at mom's strength.
'You okay?' I asked again, but I did not get any intelligible answer. Mom's eyes spat fire.
'I need you, Lenny...!' She groaned between her teeth. 'I fucking need you.'
She crawled on top of me and sank down on my dick before either Liz or I could protest. A thought passed through my mind of how we had promised Liz that I would come in her, but that thought was soon cast away by the pleasure of fucking mom. Her vagina was so wet with Liz's spit and her own juices that it gave almost no resistance to my dick, which it swallowed in its entirety. Her buttocks rested on my ball sack for a moment, before she began to make small jerky movements with her hips. She was clearly trying to milk me as fast as she could. I watched her tummy tremble by the jerks of her thighs, which stimulated me to the max, and it also seemed to do something to mom. She was moaning loudly, her large belly still convulsing rhythmically as if she was still having an orgasm. In fact, I was pretty sure that mom had not stopped coming, that somehow her orgasm was drawn out for over more than a minute now.
'Oh, you are my man, Lenny....' Mom groaned. 'You filled me with a child, and I fucking need you right now.'
Her hips sped up their movements, sending waves of rippling through the fat of her thighs and belly. Her large breasts swayed and I could see tiny drops of milk running from her nipples. I pressed my hands against them and held them tightly. The milk made my palms wet and slippery over her large globes.



'Mommy, yes!' I yelped.
Mom moved as fast as she could now, milking me as I had milked her before. With each thrust of her hips she grunted softly.
'I need your seed, Lenny.' She whispered. I looked up. Her green eyes were wide open. Her blond hair was disheveled and sweat was running in streams over her shoulders and breasts. She was giving me all she had. 'You are in me, give me everything. Give mommy everything she needs.'
I now placed my hands on her large ass, feeling it wobble under all her efforts to drain me. 'I will come, mommy! I am going to fill you up!'
The bed creaked under the force with which my own mother was trying to make me erupt.
'Open your mouth.' She said suddenly. I obeyed without thinking. Mom brought her face closer to mine and opened hers as well, which hovered about nine inches above my face. Then she started to drool, as a new wave of shakes and trembling ran over her body. She was indeed still coming, and she let her drool run from her lips in a long thread to my mouth. I gladly received and swallowed mommy's spit as she kept on coming. It was warm and tasted of her.
Then mom suddenly slowed down and started to make longer thrusts, moving her hips up as far as she could in this position to then slam down on me again. I whimpered each time her ass smacked down on my balls. Her breasts swung heavily when she leaned forwards to place her hands flat on my chest, her painted nails contrasted with my pale skin. Mom then changed her movements from up and down to sliding backwards and forwards. Our pubic mounds were joined together, and I felt how mom mashed her clitoris against me. Her nails dug into my skin once again. So much juice escaped from mom's pussy that it created a slippery layer of hair and sweat and precum between us, over which mom was slithering her snatch.
I felt that I could not hold it any more. 'I... am... coming...'
Mom slowed down even further.She was now teasing my dick by going as slow as she could.
'Do you want to fill me, baby?' She kept staring at me as she said it. 'Grab my tits, baby.'
I grabbed her boobs, and I closed my eyes for a moment to feel how mom was taking my dick inside of her inch by inch. Her muscles seemed to be massaging my cock as it slid deeper into her womb. I pinched mom's nipples, which made a load moan escape from her lips.
'Fill mommy. Fill mommy with your seed, Lenny.'
When her pussy had finally swallowed my dick whole again, I could not withhold. I started to thrust my pelvis up and down as fast as I could. Mom was sent over the edge once again by this, and when she moaned out of control, she sounded almost like the female version of Pavarotti.
All my seed was sent into the hole that had once birthed me. Mommy's pussy eagerly sucked up all my juices, and I could feel a huge quantity shoot out of me in many ropes. My pelvis was sent rocking in spastic jerks, and I heard mom laugh endeared at how ecstatic I was looking, my face was probably contorted and I was biting my lower lip.
My cum was so much that a large part of my load ran out of mom immediately in a little rivulet over my ball sack and onto the mattress. We stayed like this for a while, and I caressed mom's ass softly while we both came to our sense again.
Then we kissed again, and again, mom leaning forward, keeping my dick inside of her, her large nipples brushing over my chest. We remained like this for at least a quarter of an hour.
Then I heard Liz clear her throat. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, looking defeated. 'I... am sorry, babe.' I managed to say. 'I didn't think I would come already.'
'Oh.' Liz said. 'It's alright. It really is.'
Mom got off of me, my dick was released from her body with a load plop. More semen spilled out of her.
'Liz.' Mom began. 'I am sorry for stealing Lenny from you this time. I was coming so hard that I did not know what I was doing.'
It was a lame excuse, and we all knew it. Mom just could not resist me, and I had a hard time believing she was really sorry.
'Let me make it up to you, Liz...' Mom continued. 'Come here...'
While I remained in my horizontal position, coming to my senses, I watched as mom and Liz performed oral sex on one another. Liz ate out my cum from mom's snatch, and soon had an orgasm as mom licked her between her legs. It was a crazy sight, to see these two pregnant woman give in to one another like this.
'I believe...' I whispered to myself. 'That all is as it should be. I believe that I am finally, truly happy.'
I heard the genie yell in excitement in his room. Only then did I remember the condition that would set him free. My happiness had ended our pact, and I would wish no more. Then again, what did I have to wish for, I wondered. My two women crept up to each side of me, having satisfied all their desires, and I fell asleep between the loves of my life.
***
'This is it, then.' The genie said, when I came into his room late at night, after three more orgasms in my mom.
I sat down on the bed, my knees being weak due to all that fucking. 'I guess so, genie. I feel so fucking great.'
The genie stood before me and took my hand in his, shaking it. 'You did all this faster than I could have imagined, boy. You have become perfectly happy in less than a year. That is faster than most people I have seen, whose wishes actually caused their distress.'
'I was afraid mine would do so too.' I replied. 'But I guess that last wishes secured the conditions for my happiness.'
'Ah, yes. You wishing that your mom would remain attracted to you after she had received your child was smart. Otherwise the spell might have worn off after she had become pregnant.'
'I am also happy that I could wish that Liz and mom would at least bear each other's presence and would be open to threesomes.'
'Yeah, you were right that they both had this secret desire, even before any of your wishes. You spotted that well, which is why you could wish for it.'
'You have given me so much, genie...' I replied. 'My whole life consists of fucking the most beautiful women on earth...'
The genie was fumbling his pockets, looking for a cigarette. 'Kid, don't sweat it. Do you still have your cum-refill device?'
I took the tiny snow globe from my pocket and showed it to the genie. We had crafted this snow globe in such a way that my ball sack would be filled with semen again if I would shake it. It was slightly against the rules, but the genie had bargained for this one with the Big Chef so that I would not have to disturb him five times a day to fill my balls again as I had done before.
'Good. Don't lose it, otherwise you'll have a hard time pleasing those nympho's out there.' The genie had found his cigarette and lit it.
'Genie...' I began. 'I must say that...'
'What is it, boy?'
'... you are even cooler than a wizard. You have given me such a steady base for happiness in my life...'
'Fuck Harry Potter.' The genie agreed. 'Now, I am off. This is the end of the road for us. And I think you need to go back to your women, they will probably crave for you once again. Adios, amigo...'
A purple mist filled the room, and before I realized what was happening, the genie had gone back in his lamp. I was almost sure that I could hear a Kendrick Lamar song pumping when I placed my ear against it.
***
So, this is how my story ends. The genie was back in his lamp, and I figured that as this lamp had brought me such happiness, that I would give it to a thrift shop nearby. I hoped that it would bring someone else such great pleasures as it had done to me.
I missed the genie for some weeks. He had known me like few other human beings, and he had been the one who had set the mechanism into working that had led me to where I was now. After months, however, I started to realize how much cooler it would have been if the genie had actually been able to perform magic, that is, if he had been a wizard. Sure, I had gotten all my wishes, but I had not gone to Hogwarts, which might have been even better than fucking my mother.
I am kidding of course. I enjoy riding my mother much more than I would ever enjoy riding a flying broom stick, and I am sure that my mother enjoys riding my dick much more than all the broom sticks in the world.
As the years flew by, we grew into a nice and happy family. All our children were born in good health. Due to some kind of afterglow of my wishes, no one around us asked any questions about our family situation. That is, our kids could grow up like regular kids, for which I am really happy.
Liz has never grown jealous of mom, even though it has become apparent that sexually mom and I match like no one else on earth. We still make love every night, Liz joining us from time to time. Still, she seems to have accepted that mom's pussy is all I really crave for.
However, my love for Liz has deepened as well. She is so good with our children, and she has a practical wisdom in which she even outshines mom. Mom accepts that Liz and I sometimes go out with the kids together to have some kind of relation between just the two of us. We enjoy holidays and camping with the children, and I admire how Liz always knows how to turn these trips into true adventures for the little ones. This way, our love triangle balances out nicely, and it has been working great for years.
I wonder, whether I would have ever dared to guess what would have happened if I had let go of my inhibitions as I have. Life has become more than it ever was, more than I believed it could be. Without the genie I would have never known what I was craving for, I would not have had the courage to face it.
Bless that genie!
The end.
***
Do you, dear reader, face your desires? Are you brave enough to admit where they would lead you, if reality could bend to the force of your wishes?



        