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It was a quiet morning as I sat at the breakfast table, absently staring into my coffee, willing it to cool. Mom moved around the kitchen with practiced ease, her motions fluid and familiar. She placed a warm plate in front of me before settling across the table, her smile wide but tinged with a weariness, different from her usual uplifting mood.


As we ate in silence, I sensed something was off. Her deep brown eyes were distant, her movements slower and more mechanical than usual. Most mornings, her presence lifted me up, but today the heaviness in her expression pressed down on me instead. I felt the need to support her, the way she had always supported me.


“Mom, what’s wrong?” I asked, my voice quiet but earnest.


Her gaze met mine, her lips curving into a smile that never failed to make my heart flutter. She exhaled sharply, the force ruffling her bangs. Tucking a stray lock of dark brown hair behind her ear, she reached over and gently held my hand.


Softly, she murmured, “Hunter, it’s amazing how well you know me. I wish your fath...”


She hesitated, hearing Dad’s footsteps echoing down the hall. The fragile moment shattered as she turned toward him, as he pressed a kiss to her cheek.


“Good morning, dear,” she said, her tone suddenly more tense. “Your coffee’s on the table. I’ll get you a plate.”


“No need, Celine,” he said, adjusting his tie with a quick, restless tug. “I’ve got early meetings. I’ll grab something there. Also, I’ll be late again tonight. Take care.”


Without waiting for a response, he turned and strode out, his pace brisk, almost impatient. Mom and I exchanged a glance, but neither of us spoke. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving behind the faint scent of his cologne.


After a few moments, I asked, “What were you going to say when Dad came in?”


Her smile returned, though it carried a hint of sadness. “Your father never notices my moods, whether good or bad, but you do. Sometimes, I feel closer to you than I do to him. We talk more, especially since he’s always at work, day and night.”


“He has a lot on his mind, with his business and everything,” I argued in his defense. “He’s always been supportive of both of us, even when you decided to volunteer at the senior center. Is it from a lack of sleep? Dad sure appeared chipper this morning. Did something happen?”


“He slept like a log, like he always does. That’s the problem,” she said, her voice edged with exasperation. She hesitated, taking a deep breath before continuing. “I couldn’t sleep because I’m frustrated. He hasn’t touched me in almost a year, on our last anniversary.”


“Whoa, Mom!” I blurted out, shifting uncomfortably. “That’s TMI. I didn’t need to know that. Now I wish I hadn’t asked.”


“You asked, if I recall,” she said, a smirk tugging at her lips. Her expression softened as she continued, “Lately, I keep wondering if I’ve let myself go. After all, it’s been nineteen years since I met him and conceived you. Do you think he finds me unattractive?”


“Definitely not!” I gushed, my cheeks warming as she turned to me with a wide smile. Embarrassed by how quickly I’d revealed a sliver of my hidden lust for my mother, I softened my tone and added, “I’m sure he still sees you as just as appealing as the day you met.”


“As you know, he’s almost thirty years older than I am,” she lamented. Pausing, she sighed and added, “Maybe he longs for a woman who looks eighteen as I was when we married.”


“I seriously doubt that, Mom,” I countered. Pondering whether to share how captivated I was by her striking beauty and her perfectly curved, sexy figure, I chose to sidestep any awkward sentiment and make my exit. “If I don’t get going, I’ll be late for class. See you later, Mom.” I stood and headed to my room to freshen up.


On my way out, Mom pecked me on the cheek and said, “We’ll talk more about this tonight after dinner.”


For the rest of the day, my mind filled with thoughts about my interaction with Mom and how our continued discussion would proceed in the evening. As with most boys growing up, I constantly fantasized about having sex with my beautiful mother, but I was careful not to cross any sexual boundaries with her. I loved both of my parents and didn’t want to interfere with their happiness.


After dinner and our showers, we settled in to watch a few sitcoms. As the evening wound down, she slid closer on the couch, turned to me, and took my hand, drawing my attention.


Hoping she wouldn’t bring up our morning discussion, my optimism vanished as soon as she spoke, “Hunter, I’d like to revisit what we talked about this morning. Your father doesn’t seem attracted to me anymore, and I can only assume he’s having an affair.”


That’s ridiculous, Mom,” I replied firmly. “I’ve never seen him look at another woman besides you, and everything he does shows how deeply he loves you. Maybe he’s just overwhelmed with work and hasn’t been as attentive as you’d like. Have you thought about that?”


“I have,” she admitted. “But I have to consider all possibilities.”


Before I could answer, Dad’s car pulled into the garage. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Mom spread the top of her robe open, revealing the insides of her rounded breasts, no sign of a bra.


I froze, my gaze locked on the door, waiting for Dad to walk in. Unsure whether to dash to my room to give them privacy, I hesitated. As I started to rise, Mom squeezed my hand, a silent plea for me to stay, so I eased back into the cushion.


Dad walked in, his expression weary from the day. He crossed the room to Mom, leaned down, and pressed a light kiss to her forehead. “Hi,” he murmured, his voice tinged with exhaustion. “Long day. Think I’ll take a shower and hit the sack.”


Mom replied, “Okay. I’ll come in a bit and join you, if it’s alright with you. She arched her back enough to widen the gap in her robe, exposing more of her full tits.


Dad glanced at her display, smiled, and replied, “I’d love nothing more. See you in a bit.”


After he left, we finished the show. As Mom stood to leave the room, she turned to me with a playful wink. “Good night, Hunter,” she said, a hint of excitement in her voice. “Looks like I’m getting lucky tonight. See you in the morning.”


I could only nod, uncertain of what to say or how to react to her announcement about getting laid.





The next morning, Mom looked less tired than before, though her smile felt forced. As I sipped my coffee, she hadn’t even set out the plates when Dad walked in, looking noticeably refreshed. He kissed Mom and said, “I’ll be working late for the rest of the week. Thanks for the wonderful night. I’d love to do it again, if you don’t mind. See you later.”


“Of course, dear,” she answered, her tone flat.


As soon as we heard Dad’s car pull away, Mom sat down, and we began eating in silence. Deciding to break the silence and delicately inquire about their night, I asked, “Dad looks like he got a good night’s sleep. How about you, Mom? Better than the night before?”


“I slept great, if that’s what you’re asking,” she said. After a brief pause, she added, “He was already asleep when I went in, so it didn’t go the way I’d hoped.”


“Sorry about that, Mom,” I consoled her. “He did look really tired. I wish he wouldn’t work so much, but it’s just how he’s always been. I don’t see any way to change that.”


“Me too, but you’re right,” she sighed. “I thought my hint would be enough to entice him.”


“Little hint?” I asked, not remembering her saying anything.


She smirked as her hands gripped the sides of her robe and parted it to show the insides of her breasts. “Does this ring a bell?” she asked, her tone playful.


Heat rose to my cheeks, my face flushing as I stammered, “Oh yeah, that. He did smile, and you’re right, I thought his interest piqued.”


“If flirting doesn’t work, I’ll have to try something else,” she said, frustration evident in her voice. “It’s starting to feel like he’s having an affair, but I don’t know how to be sure. Could you help? Maybe ask some of your friends who have divorced parents? See if they know any signs?”


“Maybe,” I said, pausing to sift through my friends, trying to recall which ones had parents who’d faced marital problems. Coming up empty, I offered, “I’ll work on it at school today, and we can talk about it tonight before Dad gets home.”


“Thanks so much, Hunter,” she gushed, her voice brightening as her mood lifted.


“What if we find out he’s having an affair, Mom?” I asked, though the thought seemed unlikely to me.


She smiled, determination flickering in her eyes. “It doesn’t matter,” she replied, her tone steady and unwavering. “I’ll do everything I can to win him back. I love him too much to let anything stop me. Do you think I’m foolish for sticking with him?”


Returning her smile, I said, “You’re an incredible wife and an even better mother. I’ll do whatever it takes to make both of you happy, just as you have always done for me growing up.”


“Thanks, sweetie,” she said, pecking me on the cheek as she gathered up my plate and carried it to the kitchen.





Determined to help Mom, I spent the entire school day combing through Reddit subs for articles on infidelity. Since starting college over a year ago, my friends and I had drifted apart, and I wasn’t keen on discussing my parents’ situation with them. Instead, I focused on online research, gathering several suggestions to share with Mom by the end of the day.


After dinner, as we settled onto the couch, Mom was in high spirits and eager to dive into what I’d uncovered. I decided to start with the basics, asking, “Let’s begin with the obvious, Mom. Have you ever noticed a woman’s perfume or shampoo on his clothes? What about his phone? Has he been texting suspiciously, acting overly protective of his messages?”


“No to all of those,” she replied. “Now that you mention it, I think I’d notice another woman’s scent on his clothes unless he was careful to remove them before seeing her.”


“One common sign is when a man claims he’s working long hours, but that might not apply here, as Dad’s always done that. Do you have access to his credit card charges? We could go through them and look for any unusual purchases, hotel stays, or unexpected dining expenses.”


She tilted her head thoughtfully before saying, “I’ll go through the last few statements and see if anything stands out as unusual.”


“Okay, I guess that’s all for now until you review his financial records,” I concluded. “Though I doubt you’ll find anything. The more we talk about it, the more certain I am that he’s not having an affair. At least I hope so, for both of you.”


“Thanks, sweetie. I did some research on my own today, more about how to win my man back rather than dwell on the possibility of an affair. I don’t want to waste energy on suspicion when I should be focusing on strengthening our relationship instead. Along with flirting and swooning him with affection, I’ve read where jealousy can be a powerful incentive, making him realize what he may lose.”


The sound of Dad pulling into the garage cut our conversation short. Mom immediately sprang from the couch to greet him with a loving hug and kiss. As they headed to their bedroom for the night, they bid me goodnight on their way.


The next morning, Mom’s demeanor made it clear that nothing had happened between them. After Dad left and I was about to head out, she turned to me. “Would you mind going to lunch with me today?” she pleaded, her beguiling smile winning me over. “Since I went to bed so early, I woke up before your father and went through his charges. I want to eat at the restaurant he frequents to see if he’s meeting someone.”


“Of course, Mom,” I said. “It’ll be a nice break from cafeteria food. Just text me the time and place, and I’ll be there. Got to run.”


She met me at the door, gave me a quick peck on the cheek, and said, “Wear your sunglasses and a hat. I’ll try to get a table in the back where we have a good view of the place, but we still need to be cautious.”


Easily finding the restaurant, I struggled to find Mom, finally seeing someone waving to me from the back of the outdoor seating area. She wore a sundress with a plunging neckline that proudly displayed the swells of her breasts. I’d never seen it before, and she matched it with a wide-brimmed sun hat, concealing much of her face. If she hadn’t been waving, I wouldn’t have known it was her.


The glass table shimmered in the sunlight, and she had already pulled a chair close to hers for me. As I settled in, I glanced around and said, “You really picked the perfect spot for spying. Nice dress, by the way, but there’s no way you won’t catch a man’s eye in that. Shouldn’t you have chosen something a little more discreet?”


“Just bought it the other day, so I knew he wouldn’t recognize it,” she boasted, with a confident smile. “Don’t worry so much. Sit down and let’s order. He’s usually predictable when he goes to lunch, so I don’t expect him for another ten minutes or so.”


After we ordered, we chatted until she nudged my arm with hers and whispered, “He’s coming in now. Look down at the table and hide your face.”


After a minute, she said, “Okay, he’s seated. We can act normal now.”


Glancing at Dad at a table on the other side of the court, I noticed his back was to us and remarked, “Lucky for us he’s facing the other direction.”


“No luck there,” she replied, giggling. “That’s no coincidence. He always sits facing the sun to protect me from staring into it. It’s one of the things I love about him, always ensuring I’m comfortable. That’s why I picked this table, knowing we’d be facing the sun.”


“I could learn a thing or two from him,” I remarked. As the server brought our dishes, we dug in, all the while keeping an eye on Dad. A few moments later, a young woman approached his table and slid into the seat across from him. They immediately struck up a conversation, and a sinking feeling settled in my chest.


Mom sensed my worst fears and wrapped her arm around me, nestling her head onto my shoulder. Her voice trembled as she whispered, “She’s so young and beautiful. How can I compete with her?”


Her body shook as she wept, and I instinctively held her, pulling her close, consoling her. Minutes passed before her breathing steadied, and she pulled back just enough to meet my gaze. Her eyes, red and glistening, searched mine for something, maybe comfort, understanding, or even hope. “I just don’t know what to do,” she murmured, her voice raw with pain. “I feel like I’m losing him.”


A few moments later, a young man approached the table, leaned in, and kissed the woman before taking the seat beside her. I gently tugged Mom’s shoulder. “Mom, look up,” I said. “I think that guy is her husband or boyfriend. They seem pretty close.”


Her head rose, and she watched as her husband conversed with the couple. Her sobs stopped when the realization hit her that he wasn’t having dinner with a girlfriend.


I grabbed the napkin and carefully wiped away her tears. Her face brightened, the weight of her worry lifted, and the world seemed a little lighter. “I feel a little foolish, jumping to conclusions. Let’s finish and get out of here before he turns and sees us.”


Once we stepped out of the courtyard, I turned to her with a relieved smile. “Mom, I’m glad to know Dad wasn’t meeting a girlfriend, but I never really thought he was.” My gaze drifted over her newly acquired sundress, its soft fabric hugging her shapely curves. “You look beautiful in that,” I added. “Dad’s going to love seeing you in it.”


She blushed and replied, “Thanks, Hunter. I’m glad you like it and will definitely take your advice. See you at home.”


She pecked me on the cheek, and when she turned to leave for her car, I caught her hand. “I’ll walk you to your car. I don’t have class for another hour.”


She smiled and lightly squeezed my hand as we strolled the two blocks to where she was parked. After opening the door for her, I helped her in, receiving another light kiss on the cheek for her gratitude.


While driving back to school, my mood lightened, knowing Dad and Mom’s relationship was back on solid ground, although a touch of remorse hit me, relishing the feel of Mom’s soft lips against my cheeks.


The next several hours passed in a blur, and before I knew it, I was home. Mom was stretched out on the couch, looking relaxed. I dropped onto the cushion beside her, and we chatted for a while before she said, “Hunter, I’d like to eat out tonight. It’s a restaurant your father goes to every evening.”


“That sounds great,” I said. “Are you planning to meet him there? I can grab something here so you don’t have to worry about me.”


She grinned. “No, you’re coming with me. I want to see for myself that he isn’t meeting anyone. Maybe lunch isn’t their time, but dinner could be different.” Her expression sharpened with determination. “I know the restaurant and have a good idea of where we can sit to watch.”


“Okay, but I hope this convinces you to drop the whole affair thing. I’ll change and meet you back here,” I said.


When it was time to leave, I took a moment to look her over and commented, “Another new dress, Mom? You look stunning in it. Again, not sure how we’ll blend in when every man in the place will be looking at you.”


She blushed. “Thanks, again, Hunter. I just wish your father appreciated me as much as you do.” She let out a small sigh before straightening. “Let’s go. I want us there before he arrives.”


When the hostess greeted us, Mom gestured toward a secluded booth in the back and asked if we could sit there. She smiled and led us over, handing us our menus.


Once the server arrived, we placed our orders. As soon as she walked away, Mom reached for the LED tea light on the table and flicked it off, casting our corner in shadow. “That should be enough to keep us out of sight. The kitchen is right behind us, and I know he always picks the farthest table from the noise. This spot gives us a perfect view.”


I glanced at her, impressed by her careful planning. “The way you know his every preference just proves my point. You two are meant for each other, and the sooner we get past this bump in the road, the better.”


She reached over and held my hand, replying, “Thanks for helping me figure this out. I really appreciate your support.”


“It’s nothing and it’s been ages since I’ve been out with a beautiful woman two times in a day,” I blushed, immediately regretting my outburst.


She squeezed my hand and smiled, “We should do it more often. I’ve really enjoyed our time together.”


We had just started eating when Mom nudged me. “He’s here,” she whispered, nodding toward the table she’d suspected he’d choose.


We slid deeper into the booth, lifting our wine lists to shield our faces as he settled in. Mom exhaled softly. “Just as I thought. He’s facing the door, away from us. He always does that when expecting someone.” She gestured subtly toward the table. “The hostess left two place settings too.”


A few minutes later, Dad waved to someone, and it wasn’t long before a man sat opposite him. It was the same man who joined him and the woman at lunch.


Mom let out a relieved sigh. “That settles it. He must be meeting a business associate. I guess he was delayed at lunch, which is why his partner, the woman, arrived without him.”


“I’m glad that’s settled. Now the challenge is how we’re going to slip out of here without him noticing,” I remarked.


Mom smiled confidently, replying, “That won’t be a problem. He’s never been one to linger over a meal. Besides, we’ll buy ourselves some extra time with a nice dessert.”


I grinned. “I’m definitely on board for that.”


Fifteen minutes after Dad left, Mom and I wrapped up our meal and headed home. Her mood was brighter than I’d seen in the prior week, finally letting go of the fears that had weighed her down.


After our showers, we settled onto the couch. Mom slipped an arm around me, resting her head on my shoulder.


“I feel so much better now that I know your father isn’t cheating on me,” she said softly. “From now on, I’m going to focus all my energy on making myself more desirable to him.”


While we chatted, I wrapped my arm around her, grasping her shoulder and hugging her to me, relishing the closeness of her warm body. When we heard Dad’s car pull in, I started to withdraw my hand. She grabbed it and held it in place, keeping us held together.


I felt uneasy, holding Mom so close when Dad entered, but he paid no attention, leaning down and kissing Mom. “Finally, the week is over,” he sighed, sinking into his favorite massage chair across from us. He adjusted the settings, letting out a contented breath as the vibrations eased the tension from his shoulders.


“Hopefully, this means your long hours are gone for a while,” Mom remarked, her voice hopeful.


“For the next week at least,” he answered. “My long hours paid off, convincing a young couple to use our services for their startup. They’re nice people and I enjoyed working with them, finalizing the deal tonight over dinner.”


Mom turned to me and smiled, acknowledging her husband’s faithfulness. She crossed her legs, allowing her robe to slide to the sides, exposing her top leg. My eyes lingered on her luscious thigh as she continued talking to Dad.


As Dad’s massage chair powered down, he stretched and stood up. “Coming to bed, dear?” he asked.


She smiled. “I’ll be there in a minute, sweetie. Take your shower, and I’ll join you.”


After he disappeared into their bedroom, she turned and caught me staring at her exposed flesh. She giggled and said, “It’s time for phase two. Flirting and making him jealous.”


“Jealous?” I asked, unsure if my perverted mind had run off course, thinking she wanted to use me as a pawn in her plan to seduce Dad.


“Yes, I’m not only going to show him how desirable I can be, but if he won’t take advantage of it, I’ll look elsewhere. You won’t mind helping your mother out, will you?” she asked, her sexy smirk sending a chill down my spine.


“I can see how it might work with other men, but not with me. You can’t expect him to be envious of a mother flirting with her son, can you?” I asked, hoping she wouldn’t change her mind.


“I don’t want to encourage another man, so you’ll have to. Please do this for me. I know it may become uncomfortable at times, but I need you to support me,” she insisted, her eyes begging for help.


“Of course, Mom. I’ll do whatever you need me to do,” I agreed, cheering jubilantly inwardly.


She rose, leaned down, and kissed me on the cheek and whispered, “You know how you secretly glance at me when you don’t think I’m looking? I don’t want you to do that anymore. Your father needs to see that other men think I’m desirable. Will you do that for me?”


It was hard for me not to answer immediately, with Mom giving me the green light to openly ogle her body. Mustering up an appropriate response, I replied, “Like I told you before, Mom, I’ll do whatever it takes to make it right with Dad and you.”


Her gaze lingered, her expression uncertain, as if searching for meaning in my words. Wanting to reassure her, I added, “I’m sorry if I ever made you uncomfortable by stealing glances, but you’re an alluring woman, and sometimes my eyes don’t obey my better judgment. From now on, I won’t hold back. I’ll treat you like the sexy woman you are and show Dad how a man appreciates your beauty.”


“Thanks, sweetie. Good night,” she pecked me again before leaving for her room, leaving my heart beating fast, thinking about the upcoming week.





The next morning, I sat at the square breakfast table, sipping my coffee as usual while watching Mom cook. She and I always sat on opposite sides while Dad sat between us, opposite the empty side of the table.


When their bedroom door closed and Dad’s footsteps traipsed down the hall, I noticed Mom reach up and spread the sides of her robe open. A tinge of excitement shot through me, knowing we’d soon be in for a morning treat.


He walked in, pressed a quick kiss to Mom’s cheek, and said, “Good morning, everyone.”


“Good morning, dear. Sit down, and I’ll fill your coffee cup,” Mom said warmly.


As he settled into his chair, he instinctively reached for his phone, already absorbed in his business updates. Mom leaned over and poured his coffee, her robe gaping open, providing Dad a show, to which he totally ignored. When finished, she rose and asked, “Hunter, do you need topped off?”


“Sure, Mom,” I replied, picking up my cup to hand it to her.


“Leave it on the table and I’ll fill it,” Mom ordered, leaning over the table.


When my gaze locked onto her hanging, bare tits, I quickly glanced at Dad to see him still focused on his phone. She was far enough over the table that he wouldn’t even notice the display she was providing, only able to see the side of her robe.


My eyes returned to drink in her full, rounded breasts. The edges of her robe hung up on her hard nipples, preventing their exposure, although the edges of her dark brown areolas peeked out. My prick filled with blood as I overtly gawked at my mother’s smooth, firm tits, wobbling as she shifted around, filling my cup.


Mom broke by trance, asking, “Is that enough, sweetie? Or do you need some more?”


I looked up to see her smiling widely, acknowledging my realization that she had given me a show, with no intention of making Dad jealous. “That’s good, Mom. Thanks.”


She settled back into her chair, and while we ate, her robe remained partially parted, leaving the insides of her breasts visible.


After a few moments, Dad suggested, “How about we hit a ball game today, like we used to? After that, I’ll treat my two favorite people to a fine restaurant.”


“Sounds great, Dad,” I replied. “But I have some yard work and I need to catch up on some of my studies.”


Mom’s expression softened. Seeing the disappointment in her eyes, Dad urged, “You can do that tomorrow. The Triple-A team is playing today, and it’s supposed to be a great matchup.”


“I suppose that could work. We can take separate cars, and I’ll head out afterward to give you and Mom some time together,” I said.


“Nonsense,” they said in unison, then chuckled as their eyes met.


Dad turned to me, his voice warm. “I miss spending time with both of you. It would mean a lot if you joined us.”


Mom didn’t say a word, but the look in her eyes said she felt the same.


“Sure, I’ll make it work. I have a few hours this morning to study and can catch up on my chores tomorrow,” I agreed.


While studying, my mind kept drifting back to the visage of Mom’s perfect tits and I still wondered how it figured in her plan to make Dad jealous. Reasoning that it was probably Mom practicing flirting in front of Dad, I put it out of my mind and focused on my work.


After a light lunch, we changed, Dad and I finishing first, waiting in the living room for Mom. When she entered, Dad let out a wolf whistle as she swiveled around, modeling her dress.


I smiled, seeing the same sundress she had worn when we spied on Dad at his lunch, except that the notable difference was the absence of a bra.


“You’re gorgeous, Celine!” Dad exclaimed. “That dress fits you like a glove, in all the right places.”


While she blushed and smiled from Dad’s reaction, he turned to me and asked, “What do you think, Hunter, isn’t your mother a hottie?”


“Dad, that’s not something a son should think about or confirm,” I argued, my eyes remaining on her, obeying her previous wishes.


He laughed and responded, “Fair enough, let’s head out.”


Like the gentleman he’s always been, he opened the door and helped Mom into the front passenger’s seat while I settled into the backseat.


It was a beautiful, sunny day, and the hours spent at the park reminded me of the memories of us doing things together. Dad always insisted Mom sit between us, shielding her from any inappropriate advances.


During the seventh inning stretch, Dad excused himself to buy us some drinks. After he left, Mom turned to me and asked, “You never commented about my dress in front of your father. Don’t you like it?”


Her playful smirk and warm eyes made me smile as I answered, “You know I love it, but you’re right. I was remiss in not saying so in front of him. I should’ve agreed that you’re a hottie, like he said, although that dress looks a little familiar. Are you sure you haven’t worn it before?”


She giggled, my eyes drifting to her jiggling breasts, unrestrained by a bra. She replied, “Thanks for not putting me on the spot and asking me that in front of him. Some things have to remain a secret between a mother and son.”


She gripped my hand and squeezed, leaned over, and planted a kiss on my cheek. “Thanks for being a good sport about this whole thing. Your dad appears to be responding to our actions.”


Before we could continue, Dad arrived with our drinks. After the game, he drove us to the upscale restaurant, where he had reservations. When the hostess led us to a booth, Dad sat on the edge and instructed, “Hunter, slide in and let your mother sit beside you so I can talk to her without turning.”


I scooted in as far as I could, and Mom settled in. Reaching over, she gripped my thigh and pulled, saying, “Slide over closer. I enjoy the closeness of a man when out on the town.”


As I inched over, her hand slid to my inside thigh and squeezed, applying pressure until my leg bumped up against hers. Releasing me, she said, “That’s better. Now both my men can swoon over me.”


Dad and Mom giggled and chatted away, their eyes communicating the love they shared. Mom’s plan of jealousy was working, but in the wrong way, as I was the one who was envious of my father.


Throughout the meal, the side of Mom’s breast, covered only by the thin material of her dress, rubbed and brushed against the side of my arm, causing my prick to remain hard the entire time.


When my left hand disappeared underneath the table, I gripped my hard shaft and wiggled my pelvis, adjusting myself. Mom turned to me, smiled, and asked, “Are you uncomfortable, sweetie? Do you need to stand for a bit?”


My face flushed from Mom’s knowing smirk. She knew what her teasing had done and was enjoying the obvious flirting in front of Dad. “I’m fine, just not used to sitting so much,” I answered, returning her smile.


She twisted her torso, leaned into me, pressing her left breast into me, and kissed me on the neck. “Thanks for putting up with us and spending the evening with your dad and me. We appreciate it.”


“We really do, Hunter,” Dad said, echoing Mom’s sentiment with a warm smile. “We’re so proud of you, and I can’t wait to have you by my side at the company.”


“Dad, I’m only in my second year,” I replied, my tone measured but firm. “By the time I graduate, I might want to explore other opportunities first. Working for your father isn’t always the easiest path, you know.”


Dad’s expression grew serious, his gaze steady as he said, “You wouldn’t be working for me, you’d be working alongside me. Forget the idea of starting at the bottom and climbing your way up. Everyone knows you’re my successor. I’m restructuring the company, shaping its future, and I want you there for the transition. Would you consider putting college on hold and joining me right away?”


This took me by surprise, hearing for the first time that Dad had wanted me to take over his company. A swirl of pride, uncertainty, and even a bit of apprehension rushed through me.


“Has he always seen me as his successor? Did he know I wasn’t happy in college, just coasting by, doing the bare minimum to pass?” I asked myself. The thought of stepping into something bigger, something with purpose, made my heart beat faster. For the first time in a long while, the future didn’t feel like a burden.


Noticing the hint of apprehension in Dad’s eyes, I answered, “I’ll consider it, Dad. Honestly, I think the challenge would be fun and I could learn far more from you than in a college classroom.”


He smiled as Mom wrapped her arm around me, pulling me close with a warmth that only she could give. “That’s our boy, on the brink of becoming a man of the world,” she gushed, her voice filled with pride.


As we stepped outside, the air had turned noticeably cooler. Mom hugged her arms around herself for warmth as we made our way to the car. I slid into the back seat, and Dad turned to me with a small grin. “Scoot over and let your mother sit beside you to keep warm,” he said.


“I can drive home, Dad, so you can sit back here with her,” I offered.


He let out a chuckle. “I’ll quit driving when I’m in hospice and no sooner. Now, move over and help your mother.”


I shifted to the middle seat, and as Mom climbed in, she nestled beside me, wrapping her arm around me and holding me close.


Once we were on the road, Mom shivered and stuttered, “Man, it’s cold. I should have brought a wrap. Brain, could you turn the heater up?”


“Sure thing, Celine,” Dad answered. After making the adjustments, he said, “Hunter, rub her exposed flesh to warm her up. It’s always worked for me.”


I extended my arm around her and rubbed up and down her arm, smoothing away the goosebumps. She leaned into me and whispered, “My legs are cold, too.”


I reached over and placed my hand on her knee. I couldn’t rub her calves, so I stroked the six inches of exposed thigh. She hummed with approval, her legs widening, shifting her hemline higher. When my hand slid upward and squeezed her inner thigh, her muscles tensed, causing my prick to jerk.


She nestled her head into my neck and murmured, “Brian, he’s as good as you. I’m feeling much better now.”


“Lucky for you that he’s here to comfort you. We’re almost home, where you can take a long, hot shower,” he answered.


When her body temperature had risen to a comfortable level, her hand landed on top of mine, stopping me from stroking her thigh. When I started to withdraw, she squeezed and held me firmly, allowing me to savor her succulent flesh.


Before we knew it, we’d arrived home. With Dad worn out from the day, we agreed to take our showers and turn in for the night, letting the evening quietly come to a close.


The next morning, after I sat at the table, Mom turned from the stove, leaned over, and filled my empty cup. I glanced up and noticed her robe was already parted, presenting me with a view of her bare breasts. When she finished and went back to fixing breakfast, she said, “Good morning, Hunter. We’ll start without your dad. He was really tired and needed to sleep in this morning.”


My mind quickly assessed the meaning behind her statement. I asked myself, “Was he tired because they had made love after the day of being together? Mom certainly was ready for some physical attention from the way she acted with me on our ride home.”


Testing my theory, I asked, “You sleep okay, Mom?”


She turned, caught my gaze, smirked, and replied, “Sleep is all I got, it’s all I ever get.”


“Sorry, Mom,” I apologized. “Didn’t mean to pry, but we did have fun at the ball game and dinner. I really enjoyed it.”


Her smirk grew wider, her eyes twinkled as she teased, “I enjoyed it also, and the car ride home, too.”


Seeing me blush, she turned and finished cooking our breakfast, probably smiling from making me squirm. We ate and made small talk, and we’d almost finished when Dad strolled in and took his seat.


After greeting us, he dug in and laid out the day’s plans. “Hunter, if you need any help with the yard work, let me know; otherwise, I’m going to be working on the business most of the day.”


“I’m good, Dad. You do what you have to,” I answered.


“And I’ll be doing laundry and house cleaning, in case anyone cares,” Mom chided, causing us to chuckle.


By evening, everyone was ready to relax. After our showers, we convened in the living room, me on the couch and Dad in his favorite chair. Mom entered, plopped on the other end of the couch, shifted around until she was prone with her feet resting on my lap. “Would you be a dear and give me a foot massage, Hunter?” she pleaded.


“Sure, Mom,” I replied. Looking at Dad, I said, “Unless Dad would rather do it.”


“Not in your life,” he answered, smiling. “I’m going to enjoy my massage chair tonight, and besides, you’re going to have to learn how to take care of a woman’s feet at some point. Might as well practice with your mother.”


I rubbed and caressed her feet, ensuring they rested on top of my thighs, as my prick had filled with blood. She hummed and moaned as I hit her sensitive spots.


After a few moments, Dad mentioned, “Don’t forget her calves, too. A woman who stands on her feet a lot has tight calf muscles from wearing heels. It’s something about the angle of the foot and how it shifts the weight forward.”


His machine vibrated as he selected a different mode. He watched as I carefully worked my hands over her lower legs. “Trust me, she’ll appreciate it,” he added with a knowing smile.


Mom sighed contentedly, the tension in her muscles easing. “You’ve got a nice touch,” she murmured.


While I reached higher, caressing the soft skin underneath her knee, she shifted one of her legs until the side of her foot rested against my stiff prick. She paused her movement, allowing me to continue running my hands up and down her lower legs.


Twenty minutes later, she swung her legs to the floor and scooted over to me, nestling close as we watched TV. When she rested her head on my shoulder, the soft scent of her shampoo surrounded me, mingling with the comforting warmth of her body pressed against mine.


Dad stole occasional glances in our direction, his expression warm with quiet contentment. As the evening wound down, he finally spoke, his voice thick with affection. “Your mother can barely keep her eyes open. Must be time to hit the sack. Seeing you two cuddling together fills me with pride. I love our family nights.”


Mom rose, pecked me on the cheek, and walked with Dad to their room.


The next night, Mom stepped up her game, snuggling next to me again on the couch while Dad remained parked in his massage chair. While we watched a sitcom, she crossed her legs as before, allowing her robe to part slightly, revealing the length of her thigh. After stealing a few glimpses, Dad remarked, “Celine, your legs look smooth tonight. Your lotion gives them a beautiful, soft glow.”


“Thanks, dear. Would you like to come over and check them out?” she asked, running her hand along her leg.


Dad paused for a moment, as if weighing the thought, then said, “I think Hunter’s in a better spot to sample them.” He chuckled softly before adding, “Besides, my chair seems to have taken me hostage for the time being.”


I froze, uncertain whether I should take Dad up on his offer, when Mom grabbed my hand and set it onto her knee. Guiding me up her thigh, she released me when our hands brushed against her robe. Given the green light, I ran my trembling hand up and down her smooth, luscious leg, relishing in the feel of her flesh.


“You ever feel legs that soft, Hunter?” Dad asked, watching as I stroked his wife’s leg.


“Very nice,” I softly replied, continuing to caress her leg.


After a short time, she uncrossed her legs, saying, “Sorry, my leg started to fall asleep.”


I began to pull back, thinking she’d had enough, when her hand pressed mine back onto her leg. I continued to stroke, my fingertips able to explore the inside of her soft thigh with each pass. She leaned her weight into me, her left hand resting on my thigh, inches away from my covered, hard cock.


All too soon, the night ended when Dad rose from his chair and said good night to us. When Mom shifted to rise, her hand, resting on my leg, slid down and pressed against my prick. After she was up, she leaned down and pecked me on the cheek, giving me a view of her partially bare breasts.


“Good night, Hunter. Thanks for a delightful evening,” she purred.


That night, I punished my cock, making him cum three times before I was able to fall asleep.


Thursday night, while we assumed our usual positions, Mom covered us with an Afghan, complaining she was cold. When her hand slid onto my leg and caressed my muscles, I followed suit and stroked her soft leg.


Dad glanced in our direction, noticed the telltale signs of movements underneath the cover, but only smiled and turned back to his phone, while his chair hummed away.


Toward the end of the evening, Dad cleared his throat, drawing our attention. “Hunter,” he began, “as you probably know, it’s our anniversary this Sunday. Would you mind if I booked you a hotel for the night? Your mom and I would appreciate a little privacy.”


Mom’s hand stopped moving, her fingers digging into my thigh flesh. A quiet gasp escaped her lips as she realized she was finally about to experience the release she had longed for.


“Not at all, Dad. There’s one near the college, so I can head out Monday morning without inconveniencing you,” I assured him.


“Perfect. Celine will choose the restaurant for Saturday night’s celebration, and of course, I want you there with us, to remind us just how fortunate we are.”


“I already have one in mind,” Mom chimed in. “And I couldn’t agree more. Hunter should be part of our celebration of such a wonderful marriage.”


I tossed and turned that night, my emotions pulling me in all directions as I struggled to make sense of the upcoming events. The enjoyment I’d received from Mom’s flirting would soon be over when Dad assumed his rightful place as her lover. I hated myself for hoping they’d never get back together, but at least I’d still retain the memories of our erotic physical interactions.


Friday morning, before Dad arrived for breakfast, Mom’s excitement was unmistakable. Her cheerful, bubbly energy was at an all-time high.” Thanks for all your help this week, Hunter. I appreciate it,” she said, her voice brimming with gratitude.


“No problem, Mom. I’m just glad you two are back on track,” I assured her. “You seem a lot happier now, and that’s what matters most. I know you mentioned you were on board with me joining you both on Saturday, but if you’d rather have a romantic evening alone with Dad, I can come up with an excuse to bow out.”


Her brows knit together for a moment before her smile widened. “I agreed because I wanted you there too. We’re so proud of you, and the night just wouldn’t feel complete without you.”


“Alright, I won’t bring it up again,” I said, giving in with a smile of my own.


Her grin grew mischievous, a spark of excitement lighting up her eyes. “As a bonus, tonight you’ll finally get to see the present your father gave me for last year’s anniversary,” she teased.


Before I could press her for details, Dad stepped into the room and joined us, effectively cutting off the conversation.


Later, while at school, I received a notification confirming my stay at the local hotel on Sunday, but my thoughts remained fixed on Mom’s cryptic hint about the mysterious gift.


I was the first to shower, then settled onto the couch, waiting. Dad soon entered, easing into his chair and adjusting the controls, searching for one of his favorite programs.


Hearing Mom’s soft footsteps approach, I turned, my mouth dropping open at the sight of my beautiful mom, adorned in a black, satin, baby doll nightie. The hemline barely covered her pink panties, which matched in color with her bra, both clearly visible beneath the sheer material.


She stopped, her expression displaying her confidence in her sexuality, and asked, “What do you think, dear? Still fits after a year.”


“Like a glove, Celine!” Dad exclaimed. “You’re as beautiful as ever. Thanks for wearing it. Isn’t she the hottest damn mother in the world, Hunter?”


My mind raced with an appropriate answer, my brain slowed by my attention focused on Mom’s scantily-clad body.


She strolled over to the couch and plopped down beside me, her fragrance enveloping me as well as the sight of her bare legs. “Don’t embarrass him, Brian,” she reprimanded him. “No son wants to divulge his feelings for his mother in front of his father. That’s reserved for when we’re alone.”


“Fair enough, Celine,” Dad replied, chuckling.


Mom covered us with the Afghan, her hand immediately stroking my leg. I stroked hers, able to go much higher, the heat from her upper thigh burning my fingers as I explored her flesh. The night flew by as they reminisced about the times they shared raising me.


When it was time for bed, Mom rose and threw her half of the Afghan on top of mine, helping me hide my ever-present bulge. While she walked to their bedroom, my eyes remained locked onto the backs of her long, shapely legs.





Saturday night, I found myself once again seated beside Mom in a booth with Dad across from us. Mom wore her sundress, sans bra, and I was receiving the benefit of her soft body bumping against mine. The club had a small dance floor where a few couples swayed to the romantic, slow music. The atmosphere was warm and intimate, and I had no doubt Mom had chosen the place for its charm, to set the tone for celebrating their upcoming anniversary joining.


Toward the end of the meal, Mom asked, “Brian, how about a dance with your wife?”


“He smiled warmly and replied, “It’s a sweet idea, Celine, but I think I’ll sit this one out and enjoy my delicious dessert.”


Mom’s smile faded, her expression tightening with clear frustration. I could see the disappointment flash in her eyes as she glanced toward the bar, her tone turning sharp with just a hint of defiance. “If you won’t dance with me, maybe one of those guys at the bar will,” she said, nodding toward a young man in a blue shirt. “He looks lonely enough, and I just might make his night.”


Dad’s surprised expression made me hopeful that he’d reconsider, that maybe a flicker of jealousy would sway him. But instead, he simply nodded and offered, “I have a better idea. Let Hunter show you his moves. He needs the practice for when he’s dancing with his own beautiful wife someday.”


“Dad, I don’t know how to dance,” I protested.


He gestured toward the couples swaying on the floor. “Neither do they,” he said with a knowing smile. “It’s just an excuse to hold each other close. Their feet are barely moving. Do me a favor and dance with your mother so she isn’t tempted to steal one of those young men and leave him heartbroken when the music stops.”


Mom slid out, turned, and extended her hand, inviting me to join her. My heart raced, eager to hold my mother close, my eyes riveted on her hard nipples outlined in her tight dress. We embraced each other and moved a little distance away, Mom’s back facing our booth.


Her arms tightened around me, drawing me close, her braless tits smashing against my chest. “I love it when a man holds me tight against him. It’s such a feeling of security and very comforting,” she purred.


Taking her cue, I slid my hand upward, resting it between her shoulder blades, and pulled her tighter to me. She nestled her head beside mine, letting out a soft, contented sound as she savored the closeness of the moment. She whispered, “When your father’s watching, lower your hand to my butt and give it a feel. I want him to see what he’s missing.”


I couldn’t tell if it was my heart breathing or hers, but both of our breaths shortened as my hand crept lower. When Dad glanced up, I slid my open-palm onto her round ass, spread my fingers and dug them into her soft flesh. She gasped and moaned in my ear as I inappropriately groped my sexy mother. When Dad turned his attention back to his phone, my hand returned to her back.


“He watched, Mom, but I couldn’t tell if he was mad or not,” I said.


At that moment, the music stopped, ending the dancing. She faced me, her full lips inches away from mine, when she murmured, “If that didn’t make him jealous, maybe this will.”


Her hand held the back of my head, pulling my mouth onto hers. Our eyes locked together as her tongue jabbed through my lips, finding my tongue and dueling with it. Her other hand stroked my back as we French kissed as lovers, not as a mother and son.


Her lust-filled eyes, along with her hungry mouth, signaled my prick to respond. As it hardened, it pressed into her soft body. Mom’s eyes widened, recognizing the hard object that was poking her. She intensified her kiss, her hot breath escaping her nostrils as we intimately connected.


All too soon, she pulled off me and purred, “Thanks, Hunter. Let’s see what your father has to say about us now.”


After we settled in, Dad smiled and commented, “I really enjoyed watching you two from here. You both lit up the dance floor and were easily the best-looking couple out there.”


Mom, acting a little surprised that her actions didn’t portray a different response, replied, “Thanks, Brian. Hunter is going to make some woman very happy in the future. He’s a perfect gentleman.”


On that note, we left for home and retired for the night.


Mom’s cheerful energy the next morning was unmistakable, a clear reflection of her eager anticipation for their anniversary night. Noticing her robe was tightly closed, the reality hit me that she no longer needed to flirt with me. At least I still had the memories of our intimate kiss and the feel of her legs.


I spent the morning chipping away at my studies until lunch, then tackled the remaining outdoor chores. By the time I wrapped everything up, it was time to shower and pack for the hotel stay.


Once I was ready to go, I stepped into the living room, set my bag down by the couch, and sank into its cushions. Dad was settled in his chair, flipping through the various relaxation modes, but Mom was nowhere in sight.


“I’m ready to head out, Dad. Is Mom around?” I asked, glancing toward the kitchen in case I’d overlooked her.


“No, she went shopping for her anniversary present. I always let her pick it out to surprise me,” he explained. “Before you leave, I want to discuss something with you.”


Dad’s expression turned serious, his relaxed demeanor fading as he sat up straighter in his chair. His gaze met mine with quiet intensity, signaling that whatever he was about to say carried weight.


“I want to talk about what’s been happening between your mother and you this week,” he started.


The hairs on the back of my neck stood on end as tension gripped my body. My mind swarmed with the events of the past week and I asked myself, “Was it the kiss or the inappropriate touching that he was going to address, or maybe my gawking at Mom’s tits?” It was time to come clean, to shed the burden I had been carrying. The thought of betraying him had gnawed at me all week, as I loved him dearly, and the last thing I wanted was to break his trust.


“I can explain, Dad. It’s not what it looks like,” I blurted out, cutting him off before he could say another word.


His expression shifted, curiosity flickering in his eyes as my outburst caught him off guard. After a brief pause, he spoke gently, his tone inviting. “Go ahead, Hunter. Tell me what’s bothering you.”


I spilled my guts, telling him everything, starting from the moment Mom first suspected him of having an affair. When finished, I sighed with relief, finally releasing my bottled-up emotions.


I’m sorry we couldn’t be honest with you,” I admitted. “Mom wanted to handle it on her own without troubling you.”


His smile grew as he leaned back and chuckled, “That explains a lot. I’m surprised she thought I’d cheat on her. She must know I love her deeply.”


“She does, but she needed to be certain. I’m relieved you finally understand everything. I don’t mean to pry, but why haven’t you treated Mom the way she deserves?” I asked, genuinely puzzled by his abstinence.


“That brings me to the point where I wanted to discuss something with you,” he said, sighing. “As you might have guessed, your mother has a high sex drive and mine is non-existent. Even taking viagra for our last anniversary, I wasn’t up to par, and she was too nice to mention it to me, but I know she was disappointed. Ever since then, she’s managed to get by with her sex toys, but she needs the closeness that male companionship provides, something I can’t do.”


“Have you seen a doctor? There might be medication or something that could help,” I suggested.


“Sure, but honestly, I just don’t enjoy sex anymore. It’s unfair to your mother, and she’s been fabulous about it, but I knew this moment would arrive. Your mother has a fetish that I treat her to on our anniversary night. She...”


“Dad!” I interrupted him. “I don’t want or need to hear about my parents having sex.”


“Bear with me, Hunter,” he pleaded. “Anyway, she gets a thrill out of being taken by a stranger. I blindfold her and tie her wrists to the headboard, leave the room, and wait for a while before entering and taking her, without speaking. That way, she can fantasize about having sex with other men.”


He paused, making certain I was looking at him, and continued, “I can’t do it, so I want you to be that man this year.”


Heat surged through me as I imagined fucking Mom, the excitement almost overwhelming, but I didn’t want Dad to see how much lust I harbored for his wife, my mother. “Can’t you use viagra again? I don’t think she’d want anyone else but you making love to her. What if she finds out?”


“No, I’m just not up for it, physically or mentally,” Dad replied, solemnly. “I just want her to have one final night of enjoyment before I explain to her my condition. After that, she may even want a divorce, which I’ll grant her if it makes her happy. She’s pretty horny so she might not know it’s someone else, but if she suspects, I’ll just tell her I hired someone.”


“If that’s the case, why don’t you go ahead and hire someone else?” I asked, hoping he wouldn’t agree to it. “If she ever finds out it’s me, she might hate both of us for it.”


“I’d thought about it, until this last week or so, watching you two interact,” he countered. “She might have told you it was an act, but from her actions and the way she looks at you, I know she’s deeply in love with you, more than a mother. She would never initiate sex with you, but deep down, I’m sure she fantasizes about being with you.”


Suppressing my desire to express my excitement, I kept my expression neutral as I nodded, “Okay, Dad. If it’s what you want, I’ll help you out.”


“Thanks, Hunter,” he said with sincerity. “Trust me, it’ll be a night you’ll remember forever. Park a block away so she doesn’t hear your car, and be here at seven sharp.”


“Sounds good, Dad,” I answered, standing as I grabbed my bag. “I’ll check in and be back tonight. Later.”


The hours ticked away at a snail’s pace, and I feared that when I returned, Dad would change his mind and call it off. My prick wouldn’t soften, thinking of what was about to happen. While taking a cold shower, I lathered up, grateful the body wash had a scent I normally didn’t use in case Mom would pick up on my smell. The frigid water chilling me, along with shifting my thoughts to other subjects, finally allowed my prick to rest.


Parking down the street from our house, I arrived ten minutes early, waiting impatiently until it was time. As I approached the door, it slowly swung open, and Dad’s smile greeted me. His voice low, he asked, “Are you ready?”


Suddenly, fear struck me, as I asked, “Dad, I forgot about protection. Do you have a condom?”


“She doesn’t like them,” he replied. “She’s on the pill. Also, don’t pull out because she enjoys the feeling of a man filling her and no oral. She’s a little old-fashioned in that respect.”


“Got it. I’m ready,” I said, eager to move on before he changed his mind.


“I’ll wait in your room. Remove your clothes in the hallway and once finished, dress and come notify me. After you leave, I’ll go in and untie her,” he instructed, turning and leaving for my room.


After shedding my clothes outside their bedroom door, I chuckled inwardly at my impatient prick, once again jutting straight out in anticipation.


I carefully opened their door, stepped inside, and closed it again. The soft glow from the nightstand light illuminated their bed. A thin sheet covered her body, her blindfolded head peeking above with her wrists secured together and fastened to a rung on the headboard.


Her proud breasts tented up the sheet, the pointy tips of her hard nipples evident of her aroused state. “Her and me both,” I told myself, stroking my aching prick.


My breathing quickened as I reached and gripped the top edge of the sheet, slowly pulling it down, revealing Mom’s nude body. She moaned as the rough border scraped across her distended, rubbery tips.


I paused after uncovering her breasts, taking in their beauty. Her dark brown areolas begged to be sucked, but my prick throbbed too much to delay. After revealing her sunken stomach, I hesitated again, guessing as to whether she’d be shaven or not. Not wanting to waste any more time, I tossed the sheet to the side, exposing her entire body.


My prick bobbed when my eyes gazed upon the growth of brown fur on her love mound. She’d trimmed it on the sides and top, leaving the middle to remain natural. I leaned over and ran my fingers through her silky, dark brown fur, capturing tufts and gently tugging. She moaned and spread her legs, exposing her slickened slit.


I slid my fingers up and down her swollen lips, gleaming wet with her juices. She raised her pelvis and pushed her pussy onto my fingers.


Suddenly, I was jolted out of my reverie when she croaked, “Please, mister, don’t hurt me or my husband. I’ll do whatever you want.”


I expected silence from both of us, but then I recalled Dad’s instructions, and he did say that I wasn’t to say anything to break her fantasy, nothing about her. I continued to stroke, while my eyes traveled up and down her voluptuous body. Her perky globes of breast meat heaved with excitement, her nipples taut and hard as rocks.


She grunted and humped her hips while widening her legs, opening up her slot. Her pussy smell filled my nostrils and I ached to stick my tongue in, but Dad’s warning rang in my head. I crawled between her splayed legs and inched forward until my prick kissed her pussy lips.


“Do it and get it over with,” she begged. “Ram it in and take what you want. Just get it over with and leave.”


Looking at her writhing, smooth body, I desperately wanted to lie on top of her, but I feared of her recognizing me. Leaning forward, I yanked the pillow out from under her head, and stuffed it under her ass, elevating her pussy to align with my prick.


Realizing what I was doing, she raised her knees, planted her heels in the mattress, and elevated her pelvis even higher while bending her knees outward. Her pussy yawned open, greedily gasping to be filled. I pushed my bloated, mushroom-shaped head through her outer ring and stopped an inch in.


She groaned and purred, “Fuck, that’s good. It’s been so long. Too long. Shove your thick cock deep into my horny pussy.”


Reaching down, I gripped her waist and squeezed while I pushed in several more inches, spreading her constricting, slick walls. Her pussy was tight and wet, squeezing and massaging my prick as I sunk my cock back into the canal I emerged from. Just thinking about what I was doing almost made me cum.


Her pussy gorged on my cock, pulling it in deeper as her pelvis gyrated around, swallowing my slithering snake as it slid down her horny hole. I plunged into her, sending my cock through her velvety folds until my balls slammed against her soft ass.


She grunted and yelped, “I feel so full of cockmeat. Fuck me hard and fast, baby. I need to cum so bad.”


She wasn’t the only one at the brink of an explosive eruption. The flirting all week and the exquisite feeling of my cock buried to the hilt in my mother caused every nerve ending in my body to tingle. I reared back and slammed back in, our flesh loudly slapping together.


She groaned and gasped for breath as I set up a torrid pace, wanting to fuck her to climax before I came. It wasn’t a dozen strokes later that her walls began quivering and releasing juices, her groaning turning into guttural chanting as her body raced to its inevitable conclusion.


Her pussy shook and squeezed and I was confident I could continue fucking her, until her walls surrounded my fleshy stalk and collapsed. She screamed, “I’m cumming on your big cock! Fuck me hard!”


On her second vice-like contraction, my prick exploded, blasting out a stream of scalding semen. I plowed into her convulsing pussy, coating her walls with wads of sticky, potent sperm. It felt like I spurted out a half gallon of cum, as my body jerked and filled her. My balls ached from pumping so much of my essence into my mother’s hungry pussy.


Her well overflowed from the massive amount of sex juices, splashing out of her drenched cunt. Each time my prick pulsed, her channel would tighten, sending waves of pleasure through me.


When our bodies relaxed, descending from our passionate joining, I slowly fucked her, hating for it to end. For fantasizing about fucking my mother for so long, I felt regret that it was over in only a few moments. I wanted to fuck her forever.


Finally pulling my cock out of her warm oven, I looked down to see my cock coated with a mixture of our frothy white juices. Her dripping pussy gaped open, her labia swollen and reddened with streams of cum dribbling out, streaking down her crack. Breaking my spell, she murmured, “I want to lick your cock.”


I froze, wondering if she’d recognize my prick wasn’t Dad’s. It was one thing having it in her pussy, but her tongue might be able to detect differences. I was circumcised, but I had no idea whether Dad was.


“Please,” she begged, making it easy for me. I wasn’t going to deny her anything on her anniversary night. I pulled the pillow out, crawled up her body until I rested my ass above her breasts. Sliding the pillow under her head, I slid forward, running my cock along her lips. Her tongue darted out, licking my shaft. I moved from side to side while she nibbled on my length, as if she were eating an ear of corn.


“The tip,” she whispered. “Stick just the tip in. I want to taste it.”


Carefully, I slipped my crown into her open mouth. Her lips squeezed shut, holding me tightly as her tongue swirled around my sensitive head. After several minutes of her feeling her tongue wash my fleshy helmet, I felt a tingle in my balls as blood flowed into my shaft. She felt my prick expand and jerked her head rearward, dislodging me, and ordered, “Stand up.”


I rose and watched as she twisted her body around, her arms crossing together, until she was on her stomach. She hunched and slid forward, raising her hips, supporting herself on her knees. When she was in doggy position, she hoarsely croaked, “Fuck me again. Pound my horny pussy.”


“Jesus, how lucky is this, being able to fuck my mom again?” I asked myself. I crawled onto the bed on my knees and guided my prick to her sloppy slot. It easily sunk in, her pussy filled with juices and already quivering with excitement. Holding onto her soft ass, I drove to the bottom in one fell swoop, causing a rush of air to expel from her lungs.


“Fuck, your cock is huge tonight, baby. Slam it into me and fuck me hard!” she exclaimed.


I thrust my rock-hard cock in and out of her clasping channel at a rapid pace. The raspy sounds of me huffing were drowned out by her groans, turning into unrecognizable, gurgling noises of passion. Her pussy convulsed with an orgasm, but I kept power thrusting, able to withhold off my own climax. She squealed with blissful joy as I hammered her horny pussy, giving her what she’d been missing for a year.


She humped her hips rearward, shoving her pussy onto my prick, her fat pussy lips smashing against my groin with each slam. I wanted to last much longer, but I felt the imminent signs of my orgasm. My hands ran up her sides, over her ribs until they filled with her breasts. I squeezed and mauled them, causing her to scream with pleasure.


Pinching her erect nipples with my fingers, I pulled her body backward, stretching her tits, and thrust deeply, my prick banging against her cervix. She groaned and screamed with wanton lust, her body trembling and tensing.


Feeling her pussy spasming from the tidal wave of orgasmic bliss overtaking her, pushed me into the same well of ecstasy, causing my cock to explode. Her pussy snapped shut resulting in my prick pulsing again. Her pussy contracted with each jerk, milking my prick of any remaining precious sperm.


When finished, I slowly stroked in and out, savoring the feel of her pussy, perhaps the last time I would ever get to experience it.


When her body fell limp, I withdrew and, gripping her thighs, I pulled them back until she lay prone on the bed, panting and breathing rapidly. Leaning down, I kissed each of her round, soft ass cheeks, before pulling the sheet over her to cover her.


After exiting and closing the door, I quickly dressed and tiptoed to my room, lightly knocking on it. Dad opened the door and whispered, “Everything go okay?”


“It went great, Dad. Thanks. I hope things work out for you. See you tomorrow night,” I bid him farewell.





All day at school on Monday, my only thoughts were of my night with Mom. I wish I could have been a fly on the wall to see what happened when Dad went in to untie her. And how would she handle her horniness in the future?


With so many questions, I expected some to be answered Monday night, but it was not to be. Mom snuggled up to me on the couch with Dad sitting across from us. She didn’t flirt, content with leaning her weight on me, while we watched a few sitcoms.


Thursday morning at breakfast, Dad surprised me by asking, “Hunter, I have some really important documents that need to be delivered to a client a hundred miles north of here. Would you mind taking them, spending the night in a hotel, and coming back tomorrow? You wouldn’t have to leave until after your last class.”


My skin prickled with unease as I tried to decipher his intentions. Was he setting Mom up with a different man? He never confided in me as to how she reacted, leaving me in limbo. He did say he wanted me to get involved in the business, so it could be legitimate. “Sure, Dad. Do you have the package here?”


“No, they’re not complete yet,” he replied. “Meet me for lunch at Roscoe’s and I’ll give them to you with the contact information.”


“Sounds good. See you then,” I said, rising and going to my room before leaving for class.


Dad, knowing my tastes, already had my favorite pizza waiting for me when I arrived. After saying hello, I sat and began gobbling the delicious New York pizza. He took a slice, took a few bites, and remarked, “Amazing how you can put away so much and not gain weight.”


“Metabolism, Dad,” I answered. “And probably a little too much office time on your part.” He grinned, knowingly.


Toward the end of the meal, I said, “I’d better move out. You want to brief me on the client?”


Dad grinned uneasily and replied, “There is no client. Your mother needs another visit.”


“Wait, really?” I answered with a question, surprised, but elated. “Isn’t she a little suspicious that you’d want to be with her so soon, after not being with her for a year?”


“She knows it wasn’t me,” he confessed. “You went two rounds with her, and I’ve never done more than one. She grilled me immediately, a little pissed, but after a long discussion, she relented and thanked me for looking after her needs. Although she has no idea who it was. I told her it was a professional I hired, completely safe, and no fear of emotional attachment.”


“Eventually, she’s bound to find out, Dad. Maybe you should consider hiring someone like you told her,” I argued, once again chastising myself for giving him options.


“No,” he adamantly refuted my suggestion. “She requested the same person and wouldn’t discuss it further. Maybe I can talk her into it after you’re finished with her tonight. Will you do it for me? Please?” he pleaded.


“I always told you I’d do whatever it takes. Same time?” I asked.


“Yup, see you then. I’ll pick up the tab. I booked you a room at the same hotel as last time,” he instructed.


I left with the biggest smile ever, imagining what it would be like to be with Mom for another night.


Dad met me again at the appointed time, his smile wide, way too much for my comfort. “What kind of man displays delight, knowing his wife is about to fucked by another man, let alone his son?” I asked myself.


After entering their bedroom and closing the door, I turned and chuckled to myself, seeing Mom already in the doggy position. Her arms were crossed, so Dad must have tied her up when she was on her back and she’d flipped over after he left, eager for a repeat performance.


Tossing the sheet off her, I dropped to my knees behind her and ran my hands up the backs of her upper legs, gently applying pressure. She inched her knees outward, widening the gap between her thighs, exposing her hairy pussy. With palms open, I caressed the insides of her upper thighs, bumping her puffy labia with each pass. She moaned and rocked her body, signaling her anxiousness to feel my cock buried in her horny hole.


Crawling closer, I held the base of my prick, guiding and dragging its bloated head through her slit several times, smearing it with her seeping juices. When I pressed my spongy tip against her covered clit, she grunted, her hips lurching upward. I seated my cock, slick with her juices, between her lips and pushed into her pussy.


She sucked in her breath and murmured, “I’ve missed that so much. Fill me up with your big prick.”


Holding her ass, I stroked in another inch, withdrew and descended another, repeating until her pussy relaxed and released more hot fluids. Her tight, clingy walls gripped and pulled my cock until I was buried to the hilt, my balls pressing against her mound. She rotated her hips, grinding on my cock, using it to stir her boiling cauldron of horny pussy. Bucking her ass up and down, she slid forward and then back again. I watched as my cock slid in and out of her drooling cunt, her puffy lips stretching as she rocked to and fro.


With her channel ready and willing for a pounding, I gave her what she needed, a fast and furious fucking. Gripping her tiny waist, I pulled her back into me with each thrust. The slapping of our flesh, along with her grunts and groans, filled the room. After a few dozen strokes, her pussy quivered and shook with a mini-orgasm.


She panted and between gasps, exclaimed, “Fuck me harder! I’m getting close to a big one!”


Only too happy to oblige, I flexed my hips, shoving my prick to the bottom of her sodden slot. I thought about anything but the sensational feeling of my prick sliding in and out of my mother, wanting to stave off my orgasm.


After a vulgar grunt, her pussy contracted with her major orgasm, squashing and trapping my prick. By the time her convulsions ended, I was on the brink of exploding. Pulling out, my cum-coated cock felt relief when the cool air hit it.


Even though Dad told me she didn’t like oral, I recalled her desire to lick my cock. I grabbed her ankles and pulled until she lay flat on her stomach. Turning her, I spread her legs, straddled her body, and crawled up until my prick bumped against her lips.


When she opened her mouth, I jabbed my prick into her opening. Her raspy tongue licked and cleaned my cock, her lips surrounding my shaft. Holding the back of her head, I elevated it for a better angle. She hummed and moaned around my prick as I sunk more of my meat into her sucking mouth. I gently fucked her face, carefully not descending too deep to gag her.


Between fucking her and the suction from her mouth, I was on the precipice of my eruption. It was one thing pushing her limits and making her suck my cock, quite another filling my mother’s mouth with a load of cum. When my prick swelled, I started to withdraw when she tightened her lips and mumbled, “nuh-uh.”


With her approval, streams of cum traveled up my stem and sprayed her throat with spurts of thick baby batter. She gurgled while gulping my heavy load cum but was unable to swallow fast enough, some of it oozing out of the corners of her mouth. After my reservoir was emptied, I slowly withdrew, her lips and tongue cleaning me as my prick slid out. Leaning back, I swiped the cum dribbling down her cheeks and jammed my fingers in her mouth. She licked them clean and purred, “Your cum is delicious as is your cock.”


Once I’d determined Dad’s concerns about oral were shattered, I moved down, resting on my haunches between her legs. Gripping underneath her right upper leg, I kissed and sucked her soft thigh meat, relishing in the soft, satiny feel of her flesh. Switching to her other leg, I spread her out, spreading her juicy slot open, her scent filling my senses.


Moving my hands under her ass, I lifted her pelvis and smashed my face into her pussy. She groaned as my tongue slid up and down her slit, capturing her engorged labia between my lips and squeezing. I slurped and tongued her pussy as her hips writhed around in ecstasy from my oral assault. Sinking two fingers into her slippery, warm slot, I explored her interior while my tongue circled her exposed, puffy clit.


Her mouth opened wide as she spouted, “Jesus, that’s good! Lick my pussy and suck my clit.”


While I concentrated on her labia and clit, my fingertips, deep inside her, brushed across the rough patch on the top of her pussy. Her body twitched as her stomach heaved upward. “Fuck. That’s the spot. Rub it hard and fast. I’m going to cum!”


I added a finger and fucked her rapidly, ensuring I rubbed her sensitive area each stroke while engulfing her pearly nub with my lips. The double stimulation sent her over the edge, her body tensing as her pussy squeezed my hand, her juices flowing out.


I slurped up her nectar as she mewled and grunted through her orgasm. When her body relaxed, I withdrew and sat up, staring down at her body, a slick sheen of sweat covering it. Her tits heaved, capped with her puffy and hard nipples.


After she caught her breath, she murmured, “That’s a first for me. Thanks for showing me how good it can be.”


It was time to pay attention to her beautiful breasts. I leaned over her and filled my hands with them, squeezing and exploring every square inch of her creamy-white flesh. Moving closer, I swiped across her rubbery tips with my tongue. Latching on to her nipple, I sucked and teased her engorged tip, causing her to hum and groan. While I milked one tit, my fingers teased her other nipple, sending waves of pleasure through her.


“Suck my tits, baby,” she croaked, her body heat increasing.


Switching to the other nipple, her breasts heaved and her heart beat so hard, it reverberated through my lips. After feasting on her tits for ten minutes, my cock filled with blood, wanting to experience the warmth and tightness of her pussy again.


Releasing her tip, I lifted her legs, draping them over my shoulders. With her pelvis elevated, I shoved my prick into her cum-filled cunt, easily sliding to the bottom. I fucked her with wild abandon, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust.


We gasped for air and grunted as our bodies slammed together. Watching my mother’s blissful expression while I fucked her, I knew this is what I desired for the rest of my life. I loved her so much that there wouldn’t be any other woman I’d be happy with. My entire future would be devoted to her, worshiping her, and fulfilling all of her fantasies.


After twenty minutes of grueling, animalistic mating, we were nearing the conclusion of our joining. I pulled her legs off my shoulders and leaned down to squeeze her tits while ravaging her pussy.


The bed bounced and squeaked from the relentless pounding I was giving my mother. She yielded herself to me completely, thrusting her pelvis upward, shoving her hungry cunt onto my plunging ram.


Hearing her loud and rapid panting, I knew she was nearing her climax. Her legs wrapped around me as she hoarsely ordered, “Kiss me when you cum in me.”


My stroking slowed, fear gripping me. If we kissed, she might recognize me, and then it’d be all over. Before I could plan an escape, she threatened, “If you don’t kiss me now, you’ll never fuck me again.”


That was enough incentive for me. I lowered my mouth onto hers, jabbing my tongue through her lips. Ten strokes later, her pussy contracted, causing my prick to pulse and jerk in her squeezing slot. While we French kissed, our bodies thrashed and bumped together until our orgasms subsided.


A wave of euphoric bliss swept through my body as a rush of endorphins surged, heightening every sensation. I released her mouth, fearing that once she recovered from her own state of pleasure, she’d recognize me. Rising and standing by the bed, I stared at her spent body, burning the image in my brain, in case this would be our final time together.


Covering her with the sheet, I exited, dressed, and knocked on my door to notify Dad. From the look of exhaustive pleasure on my face, he didn’t need to ask how it went, saying, “Thanks, Hunter. See you tomorrow.”


Sleeping in late the next morning, I made up my mind to skip class altogether. Nothing held my interest anymore. Instead, I wandered through the mall, aimlessly scrolling on my phone until the day faded into evening, and it was time to head home.


Just like the time before, both of them acted like nothing had happened. It appeared our kiss hadn’t given me away, and I felt a little sad that it didn’t. I kicked myself for not pulling off her mask while we were in the throes of our orgasm, revealing my identity and letting the chips fall where they may.


On Sunday morning, over breakfast, I looked at Dad and said, “I’ve been thinking it over, and I want to take you up on your offer. Honestly, college just isn’t working out for me, and I’d rather help you in any way I can.”


They both smiled widely, showing their approval of my decision. “That’s fantastic, Hunter!” Dad exclaimed. “I think you’ll find it much more rewarding, and it’ll be a great relief to me, knowing you’re carrying on the family business.”


Turning to Mom, he asked, “What do you think, Celine? Is he ready to take on a bigger role in the family?”


“Of course, Brian,” she replied with confidence. “He’s intelligent and compassionate, just like his father. I have no doubt he’ll fill your shoes perfectly. Let’s celebrate and go out for dinner tonight.”


Mom sat by me again at the restaurant, but didn’t flirt as she had in the past. Once again, my only hope would be that she gets horny enough to ask Dad for another visit. My heart ached, wanting to disclose my love to her and cherish her as my soulmate.


When we arrived home, we took showers. Dad and I finished first and settled into our usual spots in the living room. With my focus on the TV, I heard Mom say, “I decided not to wait a year before showing off this year’s anniversary gift. What do you guys think?”


My jaw dropped when she came into view. She was adorned in a see-through, blue babydoll nightie. My gaze locked onto her nude body underneath, her dark brown nipples pressed against the thin material, her hairy pussy barely concealed above the short hemline.


“You look fantastic, Celine!” Dad exclaimed. “Don’t you agree, Hunter?”


He didn’t look the least bit embarrassed or surprised by the appearance of Mom, displaying her sexuality. I chalked it up to the fact that he knew I’d seen everything when I was with her for the two nights. “Sure, Dad. It looks comfortable, too,” I stammered, my voice shaky, refraining from mentioning her nudity.


She settled in beside me, her bare leg bumping against mine as she snuggled close. My cock stiffened and when I thought it might make an appearance, Mom saved the day and covered us with the Afghan, remarking, “It’s comfortable, but a little thin. I’m a little chilly.” She looked at me, her wicked grin hinting that she’d like me to warm her.


I moved my hand over and stroked her upper leg, free of her robe, venturing higher than normal, squeezing and caressing her soft flesh. Soon after, her hand landed on my leg, following my lead. Traveling up my thigh, she split my robe and paused near my groin, squeezing my upper thigh.


Opening her palm, she cupped my big, hairy balls, gently rolling them. I gasped when she playfully squeezed them. “Everything okay, Hunter?” she murmured, grinning.


Dad paid no attention, focused on his phone. “I’m fine, Mom,” I replied, my tone tense from her hand clutching my family jewels. “How about you? Warming up?”


She smiled and said, “Maybe you could go a little higher.”


I was already within an inch of her pussy. How much further would she allow? Taking a gamble, I ran my fingers through her hairy mound and down through her swollen lips.


She gasped and croaked, “More.”


The same time I sank my fingers into her soaked slot, she wrapped her hand around my cock and pumped it. While I fucked her with my fingers, she stroked my long, hard prick, the Afghan bouncing up and down with her movements.


Dad ignored the openly inappropriate display, and several minutes later, when her breaths shortened, she croaked, “I’m plenty warmed up now. Thanks, Hunter.”


Dad rose and said, “Sounds like it’s time to hit the sack, Celine.”


She replied, “Definitely. Go ahead, be right there.”


My heart stopped as I realized she was using me to warm up to fuck Dad. He must have changed his mind and made an appointment with the Doctor to obtain medication for his condition. When she released my prick, I withdrew my fingers.


After she threw off the Afghan, she rose and extended her arm out to help me up. There was no hiding my stiff prick, jutting out of the gap in my robe as I stood near her. Her sexy smile and lust-filled eyes made my prick bob.


She asked, “You kind of skirted around the issue when your father asked you to comment about my nightie. Do you like it?”


Looking up and down, my eyes lingering on her breasts and pussy, I replied, “It’s beautiful on you, Mom.”


“When you were growing up, you always told me that blue is your favorite color. Is it still your favorite?” she asked.


“Definitely,” I responded, not that I paid any attention to the color, with her nude body underneath.


“I hoped so because that’s why I picked it. I got it for you,” she murmured. Before I could answer, she grabbed my hand and said, “Walk me to my room.”


She led me down the hall, and when we entered, I didn’t see Dad, but their bathroom was closed, so I figured he was in there. She closed the door, stood next to it with her back to it, and placed her hands on my shoulders.


I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to say, but when she caught the confusion in my eyes, she leaned in slightly and murmured in a slow, lustful tone, “It’s your choice. You can go kick your father out of your room or you can stay here and fuck my brains out all night.”


I held her head and pulled her mouth onto mine without asking any questions. My mother was mine, and I wasn’t going to pass up the opportunity of a lifetime. While our tongues battled, one of her hands untied my robe belt, reached in and grabbed my prick, stroking it.


She leaned back on the door, pulling me with her, raised her left leg, and pulled my prick into her sodden slot. I flexed my hips and stabbed my cock into her tight sheath, and didn’t stop until my balls lodged against her puffy labia. She grunted from the impact, but continued to fuck my mouth with her tongue.


I reached down and held her leg perpendicular to our waists, while I pummeled her horny pussy. We didn’t waste time removing our nightwear, eager to commit our immoral, incestuous act. We didn’t make love, we rutted like wild animals, fucking for the pure enjoyment of the act. With each powerful thrust, her back banged against the door, the echoing sounds of knocking louder than our sounds of passion.


With a firm grip on her thigh, I moved her leg up and down, side to side, until her body tensed, signaling that my ridged cap found her erogenous zone. Ensuring my prick slid across the rough patch on the top of her pussy, I thrust faster as her body shook with excitement.


She gasped and released my mouth, exclaiming, “That’s the spot! Keep fucking me there and fill me with your sperm! I’m ready to cum!”


Her mouth latched onto my neck, her teeth gently sinking into my flesh. Her body quivered and vibrated from every nerve firing off, filling her body with intense pleasure.


I sucked her neck while jackhammering my cock into her quivering quim. Finally, her body couldn’t take any more stimulation, her walls molding around my prick and squeezing it tightly. “Fuck, I’m cumming! I’m cumming on your huge cock!” she wailed with carnal bliss.


The rippling, massaging wetness of her pussy pushed me over the edge. Blobs of sticky sperm gushed out of my bloated head, flooding her greedy, clasping cunt.


Her channel spasmed harder, feeling my semen paint her walls. I thrust through her orgasm, our fluids escaping and streaming down her thigh.


Euphoric bliss flowed through us as we concluded our incestuous mating. When our bodies ceased jerking, I left my cock buried in her soaked pussy. Kissing her gently, I murmured, “I love you so much, Mom.”


She returned my kiss and replied, “I know, sweetie, and I love you, too, Hunter.” While she shoved my robe off my shoulder, I slid the straps of her nightie off, allowing both garments to drop to the floor. Wrapping her arms around my neck for support, she raised her other leg until I grabbed it and lifted her. She wrapped her legs around me as I grabbed her ass, holding her tightly against my body.


“How about if we take this to the bed where it’s more comfortable?” Mom suggested showering my face with kisses. As I carried her over, my partially hard cock slipped out. Lowering her down, I remained on top of her as her legs released me, spreading out wide.


I rested on my elbows, my hands filled with her breasts, while we gazed into each other’s eyes. “I love your tits, Mom. You drove me crazy when you leaned down to fill my coffee cup, showing them to me.”


“They’re all yours, baby. I love the way you play with them,” she purred.


Thinking of the events of the prior week, I asked, “You knew, didn’t you? That it was me?”


“I didn’t the first time, but I knew it wasn’t your father. You’re bigger and you’re more attuned to a woman’s needs. I love your father, but his love-making lacked the intensity and passion I crave, and it always felt mechanical. On the other hand, you know how to excite me like no other.”


“When did you figure it out? When we kissed the second time?” I asked.


“No. When I confronted your father after the first time, he wouldn’t divulge who it was, just saying he had hired someone. I kept pressuring him and I knew he was hesitant to confess, so I admitted that I fantisized it was you fucking me. It was such a relief for him to hear my hidden desires that he explained everything after that. That’s when the fun began, teasing you and allowing you to think I didn’t know. It made it so exciting, flirting and making you horny.”


“It was definitely a roller-coaster ride, and I felt bad after each time, thinking it might be the last time I’d make love to you. Seeing the pleasure on your face drove me to do all I could to make you happy. That’s what prompted me to continue with oral sex the second time, even though Dad warned me that you don’t like it,” I said.


She grinned and replied, “He doesn’t like it. I never told him my likes, because as his wife, I did everything I could to make him happy without expressing mine, just as I’ll do for you now. You’re my man, and I’ll do anything you want.”


“Mom, I want you to be open and tell me what you want. That’s what makes me happy,” I stressed. “This isn’t about fulfilling my fantasies, which have been mounting for the last year, but rather a lifelong commitment. I want us to be together for the rest of our lives, you by my side, as my soulmate.”


“I share your feelings, sweetie,” she purred, kissing me. “This is our bed now, and tonight we’ll celebrate and consummate our relationship, which will be the start of our new lives.”


“What about Dad? I still love him and can’t help but feel remorse about his condition,” I expressed.


“This is what he wants,” she assured me. “He loves me, but has no desire to have sex with me. He’s never been happier and wants us to act as husband and wife.”


Capturing her nipples with my fingers, I squeezed and pulled while I kissed her. Her hands stroked my back as we consoled each other. While our eyes were locked together, she wrapped her fingers around my prick and pumped it until it was rock-hard.


Her eyes displayed the deep love she held for me while she guided my cock up and down her silky fur on top of her mound before wedging it between her wet, puffy lips. Her stretched walls easily swallowed my length while I sank to the bottom. Once buried, I fucked her slow and sensuous. Instead of the frantic, frenzied fuck before, we made sweet love, enjoying the ultimate bonding of mother and son.


Our bodies ramped up after twenty minutes of fucking, the bed springs squeaking from my thrusting. Her hips bumped up on my downstrokes, ensuring my prick hit the deepest area of her pussy. Our breathing rate quickened, making it hard to inhale enough air through our nostrils. Releasing her mouth, I nestled my head beside hers, nibbling on her earlobe as I thrust long and hard.


“You’re fucking your mommy so good,” she whispered in my ear. “I want you to cum with me, baby. I want to feel your cock jerk and explode in my pussy.”


“I’m close, Mom,” I gasped. “Your pussy is so tight and wet. I could fuck you forever.”


She wrapped her legs around me, humped her hips up into me, her breasts heaving with excitement. Knowing she was about to cum, I said, “Mom, as my wife, I want you to go off the pill. I want you to bear my children.”


Her back arched, her body tensed as she uttered, “I was never on it. I want you to breed me and plant a baby in me.”


My cock exploded, hearing my mother’s wishes to be impregnated. Her pussy contracted on my second pulse, synchronizing her convulsions with my jerking, expertly milking my shaft. I kissed her again, our eyes locking together, sealing the deep love we held for each other while our bodies rode through our orgasms.


When her legs dropped and her body relaxed, I gently rested my weight on her, our heated bodies melding together. When we recovered, I asked, “Dad told me you were on the pill. Is it true that you aren’t?”


“I told him that, but actually, I planned on taking a Plan B pill after the first night, until he told me it was you. I knew I wanted to have your children and deep down felt that you desired the same. No one knows a man better than his mother.”


“You’ve made me the happiest man in the world. I’ll remember this night forever,” I gushed.


When I began to roll off her, he held me tightly and urged, “Stay on top of me. I love the feel of your body on top of mine.”


For the next hour, we talked about our future and our new life together, making love again before passing out from exhaustion.





The next morning, I awoke to the smell of breakfast and realized I was alone in bed. I rolled out and went into the bathroom to relieve myself, noticing my pubic hairs were crinkled and crusted with dried cum. Seeing the shower walls wet from Mom’s use, I jumped in and cleaned myself before drying off.


Throwing on my robe, I ventured out to the kitchen to find Dad sitting in his usual spot and drinking coffee. Still not comfortable confronting him after spending the night fucking his wife, I felt relief when he smiled and chirped, “Good morning, Hunter. Sit and have some coffee. Your mother almost has breakfast ready.”


Mom’s robe was closed, no longer needing to flirt with me. Our conversation was unusually normal, considering the circumstances. Dad seemed overly cheerful, and partway through the meal, he couldn’t contain himself any longer, saying, “Hunter, I’m almost complete in restructuring the company, and I can’t wait to bring you up to speed on the changes.”


“You were already pretty successful, Dad. Why’d you decide to change?” I asked, curious as to the modifications.


“Very successful as far as a business model, but not so much for my personal life,” he replied, sighing. “I regret not spending more time at home watching you grow and become a man. Your mother did a fabulous job of raising you, but I feel I failed as a father. I don’t want you to experience the same.”


“You were always with me on the weekends,” I argued. “I never felt neglected, and you’ve always shown me respect and have given me plenty of good advice.”


“Thanks for that, Hunter, but I want you to be more involved with your family,” he stressed. “I’ve set it up so a team of trusted, key managers oversees the company operations, leaving you to only guide them and ensure they’re rewarded properly. You’ll spend most of your time here at home, enjoying life to its fullest.”


He took me by surprise, knowing Mom and I wanted to have a family, but knew they loved each other and confided in each other, keeping very few secrets. “I don’t know what to say, Dad, but thanks for everything you’ve done. I owe you a lot.”


The rest of the meal flew by, and when Dad rose, he said, “Hunter, would you mind following me out to the car?”


Once we were outside, he turned and said, “You should notify the college that you’re suspending your studies. In the future, you can always return if you want. I’ll transition you into the company in two weeks when I return.”


“Two weeks? Where are you going, Dad?” I asked, completely surprised by his sudden announcement.


“Just a little research, plus I wanted to give you some private time with your mother,” he explained. “I’m proud of you, Hunter, and wish you the best going forward. I love both of you and want you to enjoy the same loving relationship I’ve shared with your mother.”


“Thanks, Dad. See you in two weeks,” I bid him farewell.


“Later,” he said, opening his door. “Better get back in there. I think your mother wants to discuss something with you.”


Walking back in, I entered the kitchen to find Mom, nude, her ass and heels resting on the kitchen table, that had been cleaned of everything. Her splayed out legs revealed her hairy pussy, already leaking juice. She smiled and murmured, “Ready to begin celebrating our two-week honeymoon?”


I shrugged off my robe, my stiff prick leading the way, making my way between her legs. I held the base of my cock and guided it into her steamy, slick snatch. Her arms embraced me, pulling me to her body as I sank to the bottom of her hungry cavern. We kissed as I pumped in and out of her clinging cunt. We fucked in synchronicity, as if we’d been lovers for years.


Her knowing gaze and lustful expression displayed the pleasure she took in being desired and the power she held over me. Our love grew stronger each time we joined together, along with our passion.


While kissing her, I kneaded her tits, the way she loved, my fingers finding and squeezing her bullet-sized, rock-hard tips. She groaned in my mouth as I pulled her nipples while flexing my hips, pumping my piston in and out of her fiery pit. The sounds of our flesh slapping together filled the room as we raced to our inevitable conclusion.


When her hips jerked and shook uncontrollably, I lowered my hands to her ass and yanked her into my groin, my spongy head slamming against her cervix.


She groaned, “I’m cumming, baby. Flood my pussy with your sperm and breed me. Fuck you mother!”


“Oh, Mom,” I uttered, my cock swelling and erupting. Ropes of potent sperm jetted out directly onto her cervical opening, draining down into her womb. Her pussy tightened and released her juices, as she grunted through my pulses, the intense pleasure radiating through her body to her very core.


When her body was finally sexually satiated, she licked and sucked my neck while my fingers sank into her soft and firm ass cheeks. My cock, deflated and spent, slipped out of her oily snatch with a funny sucking noise.


She giggled and kissed me gently, whispering, “That was wonderful.”


“You’re awesome, Mom,” I croaked, between pants. “Your pussy is unbelievable as the rest of you. I love you so much.”


“It’s always good with you, baby. Your big cock makes me feel so complete,” she replied, wrapping her legs around me and pulling me to her body, smashing her breasts against my chest.


“Just think, two weeks just you and me. Did you know he was going away?” I asked.


“Yes, we had a nice talk this morning while you slept,” she responded. “He’s actually going to look for an apartment and will be starting up another business. It’s what he loves to do, pouring his heart into building something from the ground up. He loves you very much and knows you’ll still feel uncomfortable with him here, so he’s going to remain distant for a while.”


“That’s too bad. I hate for him to feel that way,” I said, my tone sincere.


“He prefers to act more like a Grandfather at this point, loving me as a daughter and you as my husband. He’s fine with us displaying our love around him, but of course, like any parent, he wouldn’t want to watch us make love in front of him. He’s looking forward to spoiling his grandchildren and will visit us on holidays. Like I said yesterday, you’re filling his shoes, in business and romance.”


“They’re big shoes, but I look forward to it,” I commented, my tone confident and a little boastful. “How about if I help clean up the kitchen, and start enjoying the day?”


“Fuck that!” Mom exclaimed. “You’re taking me to our bedroom so we can practice making babies.”


As I carried my beautiful Mom, I smiled and thought, “I love filling Dad’s shoes.”


The End
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