

So here i was i had driven into town and parked in the multi storey car park i'd got a ticket and set off into the shopping centre.
Under my jeans I was wearing stockings and suspenders, the feel of them was simply amazing as I walked about with the crowd going about their usual daily lives.


All i could think was, 'If only they knew' as I stood behind people, crossed the road or just browsed around in the shops. 
I was 34 and never married, lived at home with Mum and had been doing this for some time.
My mum was horrified at first when one day she had caught me out, a pair of her nylons on my breakfast plate instead of my usual bowl of cornflakes and her asking me what her nylons had been doing stuffed into one of my drawers, that wasn't all though, I knew for a fact I kept one of slips, a pair of her panties and a bra in there too.
They sat there nearby as if they were waiting to be called as witnesses to my dirty deeds.


I waited for the tirade of shouting, a shamed redfaced and sorry for being caught, the need to explain still came out of my mouth but I wasted my time and in the end agreed that "Yes, I wear your clothes Mum", but it shouldn't have been surprising with what I knew she got up to downstairs when she thought I was asleep in bed.


My being caught had been just before I left school, I had been eighteen and going through six form studying Drama, and technology and struggling if I was being honest, it didn't help that I knew she entertained men at home when I was at school and had been for as long as I could remember and all while I when I was upstairs asleep, sometimes during the day, I'd see the cars parked in our drive, often more than one, avoiding the embarrassment of confrontation with men I had no connection with and my growing reluctance to meet mum's latest 'Boyfriend' I'd walk around the block until they had gone.


I'd seen one of them once late at night when she had forgotten to lock my bedroom door.
I'd got up to get a drink or something and heard laughing coming from the dining room at the back of the house, as I went past into the kitchen I saw a shocking sight through a crack in the door of a stranger in with mum, he was wearing a frilly dress and mum was doing things to him.
I wasn't completely stupid and knew something about sex though not what they were doing, but life had a lot to teach me yet and I went quietly into the kitchen and got my drink when suddenly mum came out of the dining room and confronted me.


"What are you doing down here at this time of night" she demanded.
It was only half past nine and there shouldn't have been any reason why I shouldn't have been in my own kitchen getting a drink from my own fridge, after all I was 12 and this was my home.


Mum followed me back upstairs and turned the key to my bedroom door, locking me in again.
I didn't worry too much, mum had always done it for as long as I can remember, I asked her once why she did it, after all none of my friends got locked in their rooms by their mother's, unless they had misbehaved of course, but she just replied it was because of safety after we'd been burgled once, years ago now after Dad had left.
I guess she felt unsafe and needed to lock everything up, including me.


What shocked me more than anything though, was how mum was dressed, oh don't get me wrong, I'd often seen her walking round the house in her underwear, but when she had a normal date she always dressed nicely, but tonight she had been wearing just her underwear and a housecoat over the top, that wasn't usual for her in the least, back then the thought of seeing my mum having sex with someone was a bit of a misplaced turn on or should have been if I were a couple of years older, but that memory stayed with me, even to this day.


Her stockings showed when she moved about as the house coat she wore parted where she hadn't done it up properly, and she wasn't wearing a slip either which was unusual for mum, she always wore them, and I could see her suspenders and if her house parted any more, doubtless her knickers too, but thankfully I didn't see those or I would have been properly embarrassed.


I lay there in bed listening to them having sex, she didn't seem to be too bothered about my being downstairs once she'd locked me away again, safe in the knowledge I wouldn't be there to spy on them.


After that first time I began listening out for the men who called at our house, usually after I'd gone to bed, but not always.
A lot of them didn't look mum's type at all and I wondered what she saw in them but just said hello politely and stayed out of the way and let them get on with what ever it was they did down there, as I say I wasn't stupid but it still hadn't really dawned on me that mum was entertaining men for money, doing what they wanted and like the one I'd seen that time, sometimes dressing them as girls.


When I got to 15 I began getting interested in girls and read dirty magazines friends had shown me at school, it wasn't long after that I started wanking, loving how it made me feel.
The funny thing was I noticed I did it a lot when mum entertained men downstairs, I was still locked in my room but I didn't mind that, I liked it in fact, being contained and having to listen to the sex they were having, mostly the men making weird noises as she wanked them off.
I knew that's what she did because I did it myself now, couldn't help it as I lay there tossing myself off over the pictures of women in the catalogues of mum's I'd sneaked into my room before she locked me in.
I loved looking at the underwear pages, the bra's and panties, the slips and nighties, loved the high heeled shoes as well.
I lay there waiting for the doorbell to go when I knew it would be bedtime, but I didn't mind going now, looked forward it if I was being honest, so I could masturbate over the dirty pictures.
It wasn't long after I started doing that that I began sneaking into mum's bedroom to borrow some of her things, nylons and suspenders mainly, then I started going through her panties drawer and found to my breathless delight dozens of pretty pairs of frilly panties, decorated with row after row of frilly chiffon and lace.
I took a lovely pair back into my bedroom and put them on over the suspender belt I'd taken, then looked at myself in the dressing table mirror, my cock was inside the panties and very stiff, I ran my hands across my nipples and yearned for one of her bra's.
Taking a chance I wouldn't be caught I went back into her room and stole one, then took it back and put it on, then I got in bed and waited for mum to come up and lock me in.


I was terrified she might ask why I was in bed so early, usually I was on the computer playing games or chatting to mates, not in bed and covered with bedclothes up to my neck so she wouldn't see the straps of the bra I was wearing.
She didn't though, just poked her head around the door and said goodnight before closing the door and turning the key.
I lay there still covered with the bedclothes listening for the doorbell to go.


How I managed not to masturbate wearing mum's things like that I never knew but I forced myself to wait for a while for her date to arrive and get settled in, I knew it would be worth the effort it took to resist masturbating, and then 30 minutes more till I heard them making noises and I knew she was wanking him off.


I pulled the covers back and started stroking my cock getting it hard, slowly at first imagining mum wanking me off while I wore her underwear, I confess often i would imagine her doing it to me, always in the darkness where I wouldn't be able to see it was her, but knowing it could be no one else. 
One of her silky half slips wrapped round my cock getting me nice and hard, slowing tossing me up and down and then in the darkness, she closes her lips round me and takes me into heaven!!!!!


I felt really guilty about having thoughts like that at first, but the longer I listened to her downstairs with the men she met the less I cared for the rights and wrongs of what happened in this house.
I think it was about the third or forth time this happened, I had sneaked the spare key from the kitchen and taken it up to my room.
Waiting for her to let her man into the house, I wanted to see what it was she did to them to keep them coming back so often, of course I knew, I didn't need to see the evidence, it was more than that I needed to see and so one night as I heard the familiar sounds of sex taking place, I slipped the lock undone and dressed in her nylons I crept downstairs silent as a mouse and put my ear to the door to check where she was.
I was grateful to Dad for not mending the crack in the wood as I looked through the split wood and caught a glimpse of what was going on.
The man was an elderly gentleman, I would have said in his late 50s, maybe even older, dressed in a short satin dress full of lacy frills, he wore a bonnet and had a pair of silky looking panties round his knees.
I felt myself retch at first as I looked down at where my Mums hand was, I turned my head not wanting to believe what she was doing to him.
Moments later when I heard him whimpering and gasping for breath I put my eye to the door again and looked on amazed at the fountain of spunk she was milking out of him!


I wanted to slate her for being that way, and in my mind I hated her for doing it, but the cock inside her panties that had somehow found themselves around my waist forced me to think otherwise and I knelt there wanking.
I shot my cum over the paisley printed carpet in silent jerky movements, in the darkness I hadn't noticed most of it had splashed onto the pine panel of the door.
Still coming the last drops of spunk I quickly went back upstairs and into my bedroom locking the door behind me as I went, then climbed into bed trying to act as normally as I could.
Moments later I heard the key going into the door and a crack of light spreading out onto the carpet as Mum opened the door to check on me.
Of course I lay on my side, eyes closed and feigning sleep.
Satisfied I was unaware of the goings on downstairs the door closed and darkness once again put me into safety.
A while later and I heard an engine starting up, the a car being driven away.
I knew Mums routine, it was late, gone midnight, the kitchen lights being turned off, a flick of the two way lighting as the light showed itself under the bottom of my door, the key going into the lock on my bedroom door, turning and giving me my freedom again, then her bedroom door opening, the light being extinguished as she went into her room and the door closing shut with a loud click.
Once again the house fell into its black silence, Mum undressing, putting on her night gown, then me in the next room having just masturbated in another and then sleep.


In the morning I was horrified to see cum still stuck to the door of the dining room where mum had entertained her date.
I hadn't realised I had shot that much and was grateful I had been the first to get up or my mum might have seen it there.
I felt sickened at the sight of what I had done, what she had made me do and not my fault at all, not really.
I was only 15 and on reflection so innocent.


I wiped the cum off the door just in time as I heard mums bedroom door opening and saw her fluffy fur slippers coming around the top of the stairs.
I stared at all the nylon as it wrapped itself around her legs, I stared at it for a little longer than I should have done and saw my mum looking down as if I had seen something on the stair she might trip on.


"Morning mum, I'm just making a drink, if you fancy a coffee" I said thinking as quickly as I could.


"Oh Yes please darling, I'd love a nice cup of tea, I've had a right night of it" she said as she tied the ribbon on the front of her nightdress and went past me into the kitchen.


"I thought I heard you downstairs, last night, did you come down, I checked but the door was locked, I wasn't sure if " her voice faded as she realised what she had started to say.


"No mum of course not, but I did hear someone downstairs and a car driving away quite late, did you have another date" I ventured, fearing I had gone a little too far this time.


"Yes I did" was all she said as she got up to boil the kettle again.


"What was his name" I asked, almost wanting to add, "This time" but backing out for fear of upsetting mum when there wasn't a need.


"Tom" she said, "his name was Tom"


I wasn't going to ask her anything else, it wasn't my business after all, but I did want to ask her why there was £100 left on the sideboard in the dining room, but I didn't have to, I had begun to understand where the money came from for all the things my mum bought for us. In the garage we had a nice little saloon car, not new but in good condition and mum didn't exactly have a well paid job, and then there were the foreign holidays she had been taking for the past couple of years, I didn't ask about them either, not my place to after all.


I didn't mind if she saw Uncle Tom, or Uncle Bob or anyone she wanted, as long as she kept buying those lovely clothes she so enjoyed.
The lovely underwear sets she hung out on the washing line most wash days, the thing to spoil that view was my school uniform pegged in amongst her gorgeous slippery things.


Life went on like that as I finished school as an ordinary pupil and moved on into the fifth and then the sixth form and then the morning I came downstairs for breakfast and instead of my cereal there in my bowl was a pair of her nylons staring at me like evidence against the accused.
I might have gotton away with it had it not been for them being covered in dried cum and found at the back of one of my drawers.
On the table thrown carelessly were the slip and panties I so enjoyed night after night.
The slip appeared to be in good order, but I knew for a fact the panties had been spunked in for well over a week and they lay there almost crispy and with darkened patches where the spunk had set hard like glue.


I mentioned I had felt shame faced but then quite fearful as she began raising her voice, the more I tried ignorance the more angry she became until I had no other option but confess.


The mood in the house was dreadful for well over a week, of course I was no longer locked away in my bedroom, I was too old for that, but that didn't stop her from chastising me, wanting to find a fitting punishment for my crimes.


One day I came home to find out what that punishment was going to be and I felt both elated and dreadfully terrified as she watched me putting her clothes on.
I felt stupid and ridiculous as she ordered me to wear her make up.
And totally pathetic as she put one of her coats on me and told me to wait in the car outside.
Wearing a blonde wig and looking like an heavenly girl, I took my first steps out in the cold light of day as she stood by the open passenger door of the car and gave me a little black patent handbag to hold and it wasn't hers, this one was for me.


The door closed and she went around to the other side, got in, adjusted her skirt then started the engine of the car and drove into town.
It was full daylight, there were people everywhere, but she wasn't that horrid, instead she drove past the main precinct to a smaller quieter part of town and then stopped outside of a small parade of shops, amongst those was a little ladies fashion shop called, "Cindys", owned and run by one of her friends, I had often seen carrier bags in the house where mum had been out shopping for her pretties, all purchased from there, the pink and white carriers had all contained some delightful slippery garments I had doubtlessly felt in my hands, some perhaps even worn around my own body as I tossed myself off in her things.


Mum almost had to drag me out of the car as she ordered me to follow her into the shop.
Nothing for me, not even a pair of panties, that would have at least been rewarding for the humiliation I was suffering at my complete exposure.
Instead mum spent the next hour trying on dresses, stepping into skirts and cooing over full slips and silk panties.
She selected stockings for herself and all the time making comments to the woman who gratefully served her, running me down and pointing out to the shop owner how she had discovered me doing the things I do.


I waited near the till, with no where to hide I had to endure my mum as she continued to humiliate me in front of her friend, the pair of them cackling with each new revelation of what I had supposedly done despite my protests at not having done any of what my mum was telling her friend the abuse carried on and on.
The dress I was wearing was one of mum's shorter dresses and thankfully one that I liked seeing her in but now of course she had made me wear it and like this out in public.
I would have enjoyed it had it been just indoors perhaps, the curtains drawn, mum forcing me to put her make up on, and dress up completely as punishment, I would have felt bad and embarrassed by that anyway in front of her, but to do this to me was just humiliating.


She didn't seem to care if people would know I was her son, I didn't understand why she wasn't ashamed of me and needing to keep anyone from finding out about me.
But with my mum it seemed the opposite was what she was quite happy doing, not giving a dam what anyone might think of her, she felt she perhaps needed to cure me of my disgusting little habit before it got too bad and this was a sure fire way of achieving that goal.


"Can I sit down please" I heard myself asking as my mum continued to shop, a small pile of silks and satins already on the counter and a happy looking shop owner continuing to do everything my mum asked of her which also included her stopping by as she brought me a chair and bending down to whisper in my ear if I wasn't ashamed at myself for being this way and treating my mum's private things so disgustingly, as she said to me in no uncertain way, "If you were my son, I'd make sure your father thrashed it out of you, you horrible child"


I began to cry, and 'Yes' I was very ashamed and promised never to do anything like it ever again at which my mum looked up and laughed, commenting that I wasn't getting away with it that easy.


"Do you not think that touching my clothes is a very bad thing? How dare you take my frilly clothes and wank your dirty little cock all over them and cover them in that mess you so enjoy getting out of your little dinky, you pathetic boy"


I was sobbing uncontrollably then, my shoulders heaving as I sobbed my eyes out, when suddenly the door opened and customers came in!
I carried on crying but tried to stop, I looked up and they could see the mascara running down my face and my cheeks red with emotion.
Two of the women who had come through the door when they realised what I was, shook their heads and walked away to the dresses and skirts that hung so prettily on their rails muttering all sorts of things as they left me sitting on the chair.


I looked up as the door opened again and "Christ" a young woman came through and I knew her too!!!!!!
Susan was a girl in sixth form I really fancied, had even asked her if she wanted to go out with me, she had said she might do but would think about it and let me know.
Susan was a bit of a loner like me, she had some friends of course she did, but I really fancied her and now she had come into the shop and with me sitting here like this drssed in my mum's clothes and underwear too.
Would my torment never end?


Susan's eyes popped open wide as she saw me sitting on the chair, she looked shocked and horrified at seeing me like this.
But instead of laughing she came over, bent down and spoke kindly to me, asking me what had happened and why was I here like this?


I told her what my mum had done to me, but left out the details of exactly what I done to deserve it.
Susan looked up at my mum glaring, then took me by the hand out of the shop, my mum screaming to -


"Leave him where he is, the dirty little bitch"!


Thankfully Susan ignored her, and led me out of the horrible shop, where we were going I didn't know, it was daylight and there were people everywhere.
Susan covered me best she could and told me she would take me home, her car was over in the multi story car park, just five minutes away.
As we walked along everything seemed to change from the intense humiliation I felt inside the shop to one of absolute terror as strangers everywhere stopped and pointed at me laughing and shouting abuse.


"Just ignore them Paul, just ignore them" she said. 


We hurried along the pavement and crossed the road towards the car park, the sound of our high heels clicking on the pavement and changing pitch as we went across the pedestrian crossing, then again as our heeled feet hit the pavement on the other side until at last we were in the lift going up to the forth floor and Susan's car and ultimate safety.


We sat in the car and Susan gave me tissue after tissue and helped clean my face of mascara as best she could.


I'm sorry I haven't any make up remover" she said wiping my cheeks of black and drying my eyes before handing me a clean tissue.


"What the hell was all that back there, why are you dressed in ladies clothes Paul" she asked after I had calmed down some.


"Oh bless you Paul, that's really dreadful of your mum, what's the matter with her for God's sake, how could she even think of doing that to her son, how terrible"


Susan was clearly angry and didn't in the least seem upset I had been dressed as a girl when I explained to her how much I liked to dress anyway, but not this, this wasn't me at all.


"Shall we go" 
Susan asked looking at me as she depressed the clutch pedal and selected first gear.


"Are you sure you will be okay"?
She asked as I got out of the car outside my house.


"Yes, thanks Susan, you're a Godsend honestly you are"


"Bless you, that's okay, I just feel so sorry for what she did to you, can't believe it"


I watched Susan's car drive off back towards town, turning left at the bottom of our road she disappeared from sight and I went back into my house.


Once inside I felt so relieved to be back home again, swore blind I'd never touch mum's things again, so I guessed she might possibly have been right and had taught me a lesson I'd never forget!
My faith in mums 'Cure' lasted all of 5 minutes as I went into her bedroom to undress, the sight of mum's slip and nylons on my body once again excited me so much I got an instant erection, and the incessant little voice inside my head telling me to touch myself, caress my silky slip one last time before I took it off completely never to be worn again.
The drive inside me made me touch myself a little, just a simple touch of her slip, then a little caress of my nipples, just a fond thing to remember before I stopped wearing her things!
But my good intentions to stop had always been too late as we know so well!


I held my cock over mum's dressing table and shot my cum all over her jewellary box, a great stream of thick cum lay on the wooden top of the dresser and on over the decorated top of the dancing ballerina, mums earrings and anything else that got in the way, the little dancing plastic doll in her frilly Tutu, not looking as nice as she did when she began her pirouetting, now splashed with my spunk, she looked more like a hoar than a classic dancer, but delicious still in her little dress. 
Excited way past anything I ever felt before, I buckled under the immense load of humiliation I had suffered all morning, the kindness of Susan but again totally corrupted by the silks and satins and perfumes of mum's bedroom, I leaned forward and dipped my head into the pools of thick cum that lay everywhere and licked it all up.
Pushing my lips into the juice had at first been nasty but I knew I so wanted to remember what had happened today and to get the most out of my perverted little life.


Still on my knees with spunk on my tongue and lips I turned in horror as I heard a noise close behind me and looked on helpless as my mum came into the room!


Mum had never hit me before, but she did that day and I felt the hardness of her hand as she slapped me round the face, her language was terrible and the threats she uttered made me tremble inside as she sat down and began searching for the writing pad she always kept next to her bed.
"I'm writing to your Father, let him deal with you you dirty little bastard, I'm not having you doing stuff like that in this house, maybe he can knock some sense into you"


Mum sat there writing as I went into the bathroom to clean my face, I really feared my Dad, he was a nice man but quite intolerant of the modern world and I knew he hated anything and anyone like me, I had always dreaded him finding out about me.
I put my boy clothes back on and went in to plead with my mum not to write to Dad, all I could see was darkness when he found out about me and what I had done.


"Oh get out of my sight and go to bed" was all mum said when she came in later that night, "I don't wish to discuss it or see you at all, just go away"


I really had done it this time, gone too far and hated myself for it too.
I went to my room and locked the door, then went on the internet to see if my friends were online.
I saw they were all there, laughing and having fun but all I wanted to do was fade away and not speak to anyone.
Just at that moment my phone lit up, a text message, but who from?
I didn't recognise the number, I opened the message and to my surprise saw it was Susan, but how an earth did she have my number?


"Hi Paul, how are things? What a rotten thing to do to someone, I don't wish to interfere but has your mum calmed down at all yet" she asked.


Bless her, what a nice thing to do for me, I felt really close to her for being so kind.
I text back, pretty much telling the truth apart from the fact of my wanking over mum's jewellary box and dressing table.


"Well if you ever fancy that coffee you mentioned, I'm free this Saturday if you fancy going out for one".


I text back not sure just what to say, Susan and a date with her was something I had longed for for ages, but now I wasn't sure, mum wouldn't have her in the house I was certain of that and that's if I was still here, if I went to my Dad's that was in Bristol and miles away. I didn't answer her straight away, had to think about it, but equally I didn't want to miss out on a date with her either.


"Sounds good, not sure how the land lies at the moment, its pretty hectic here, can we confirm closer to, yes I'd love to, but mum's still on the warpath"


"Okay, well let me know and I will look forward to it, bye" and she was gone.


I spent a sleepless night worrying and wondering, boy what a day it had been, both a dream and a nightmare all in one go.
I reread Susan's message from last night, the sun coming up early and mum downstairs doing breakfast.
I cautiously got washed and dressed and went downstairs, mum was still in her nightie and seemed cheerful, but on the table was a letter addressed to my Dad, the address seemed a million miles away, "Bristol".


"Mum, I'm sorry for, well you know sorry for everything" I began, I had to start somewhere and needed to at least get her to talk to me.


"The letter to your dad is there waiting for you to post later on" she said, "Its your mess, you can start sorting it out yourself, if you don't I shall have to think of some other way of curing you, dirty little bitcht, what have I produced, that's your father in you that is"


Mum went back upstairs to get ready, she was going out by the looks of it, dirty thoughts immediately began going through my mind as she disappeared into the hallway and upstairs to her bedroom.


I sat down and reached into my pocket for my phone and began a text to Susan, I needed a little brightness in my life and Susan at least offered me that.


"Hi Susan, its me. Thanks for all you did yesterday I don't know what I would have done without your help, fancy you going to 'Doreen's' yourself, OMG what a lucky coincidence and what a relief to see you.
I'm soz I was dressed like that in front of you  you know how I feel about you don't you  sorry!
Paul x"


I pressed send and sat back drinking my coffee.
Mum came back down after a while dressed and made up already, she slipped her coat on and popped her head into the kitchen.


"Listen I'm out today, but I've got a handyman coming round in a while, stay in and see to him please, I'll be back around 6pm, there's tata's need doing for tea, oh and put the rest of those brussels into a saucepan for me, oh, don't bother about the letter, I'll take it myself, okay, and errr don't bother doing any of your disgusting hobbies while I'm gone"
She went out slamming the door behind her, the sounds of the car starting and pulling out left me and the house in silence again.


I was just getting up when my phone went, it was Susan.
I felt a rush of excitement run through my body at the thought of me having a girlfriend, I'd never had one before, just the thought of going out with her drove all thoughts of mums bedroom out of my head.


"You can ring me if you like, 'I'm still in bed, lol, susie x"


I spent the next hour and a half on the phone to her and knew I'd probably run my bill up doing so, but I couldn't put the phone down, it would be like breaking the spell and I might never hear from her again.


"Mums out all day, I don't suppose you'd like to come over would you"? I asked hopeful she would agree.


"What time" she replied.


"Anytime, I've got to wait in for a handyman to come over anyway, God knows what he's coming for, but it would be great to see you Susan, ----- I'd love that, really would" I said hoping I wasn't being too daft sounding.


"Okay, I've got to pop into town mind, I think you may just about remember me going into 'Cindy's' and believe me when I say it wasn't in the hope of finding you in there dressed as your mother, I do need to get some things still"


We both laughed, the thoughts and image of me dressed and looking like my mum made us both roll about in fits of laughter.


"Perish the thought" I replied, "I haven't got the arse" more laughter as thoughts of mums bum ran through both our minds.


"Okay, I'll see you later on then Susan, and thanks again for everything"


I had to go anyway, the house phone was ringing and I just got to it before it stopped, it was the handyman Pete from just down the road, he'd been here before fiddling about with bits and bobs.


"Okay Pete, see you in half an hour then" I said putting the phone down.


Half an hour later and Pete arrived, bringing in loads of tools and leaving them in the hallway, he took a tape measure upstairs along with a note book and pen then came back down a few minutes later writing down his measurements.


"What's mum want doing today then Pete" I asked a little mystified by this sudden unannounced work that needed doing so urgently.


"Your mum said she wants proper locks putting on all the doors, you know why? Beats me but its a job and jobs bring a little money in so who am I to turn down a little cash" he said.


I of course knew he meant a 'Little cash' as being undeclared to the taxman, but who was I to get involved in all of that, I'd seen my Dad poring over his tax returns often enough to know not everything needed to be seen, he'd taught me that at least before he left.


But locks on the bedroom doors?????


I guessed it was my mums way of showing her distrust in me, I felt a sudden panic at the thoughts this denial of access to her underwear, but what could I do about it???


I watched on pathetically as Pete took various doors up and down the stairs, wood shavings over the carpets and dust from drilling holes, he was still here when Susan arrived just after 1.00pm, I invited her in and we went into the lounge and closed the door.


I showed her to a chair and invited her to sit down, she was just about to when she suddenly turned, leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek, a look of closeness in her eyes, she reached inside her bag and took out a small parcel and handed it to me.


"Don't open it yet" she said going over to the door and standing against it, "Okay, open it now"


I was slightly overcome with her kiss, I hadn't expected that and felt warm inside, but a gift as well!


I opened the small delicately wrapped parcel, inside was a paper bag that was quite flowery and very feminine looking.
I felt my cock twitching like mad at the crazy thoughts that began running through my head, she had bought me a gift and it sure as hell looked like underwear!
My heart raced as my fingers took the floral parcel out, I reached inside the small bag and saw to my absolute delight lilac satin.


"Take it out, take it out for goodness sake" Susan urged wanting as much as I did to see the lovely silky things inside!


I took out a gorgeous pair of satin panties, the edges of the legs trimmed heavily with cream lace, the satin itself was good quality and felt lovely between my fingers.
I held them by the elastic and flicked them open, they looked heavenly!


"Put them up against yourself Paul let me imagine them on you!" she said.


I did as she told me and felt a little silly standing there like that with my jeans on and girls pants up against me.


"Lovely" she said, "Now the other bits" she continued.


I pulled out a bra in the same style and colours, the underwear was a set, underneath the bra there was also a suspender belt too, a complete set of lingerie, i was so excited by now no one had ever done something like this for me until now!


"I don't know what to say Susan, how, well how kind and thoughtful of you, but I mean, well, why?"


"Why?"


"Why does there have to be a 'Why' for godsake"!


"Well, I'm not sure, I'm just so confused with all of this, you, my mum, my Dad, the women in the shop laughing at me, how can I , oh I don't know"


"Listen, take it from me, there is no why and there doesn't have to be either, but there is 'Enjoy', so how's that for starters, why shouldn't you be you and enjoy things you like" she said.
This girl was a gem, so relaxed about it all, I knew I loved her already, had done for ages and now this !!!!!!


In a low voice Susan said, "You do know I'd make you wear them for me don't you"!


I looked at her in amazement!


"You'll  be catching flys in that mouth if you don't watch out" she said as I stared at her feeling my cock getting as stiff as anything, this fact wasn't wasted on Susan either.


Susan turned round and twisted the key in the lock and looked at me, then came closer, a look in her eyes that I hadn't seen before as she slipped the belt I wore out of its loop and undid the zip on my jeans.


I stood there frozen in a state of sexual arousal I couldn't believe, I felt her hands pulling my jeans down as she dropped to her knees and rubbed the front of my pants with her hands, slipping my cock out and sliding her hand all over it till it was refreshed and fully erect.
Still holding the underwear she had bought me I felt her lips kissing me all over, she had a long rasping tongue that acted against the rim of my helmet like the pattern of fingerprints, sensing my sex she wanked me till I was as stiff as a pole, then slipped my cock fully inside her wet mouth.


Susan wore very little make up, no lipstick, just her natural state and the way she was, her lips were just absolutley perfect, they were full and looked like they had been designed to suck cock.
I threw my head back and selfishly let her do what she had so obviously come here for.
In between little pauses for breathe she told me how next time she wanted to do this to me while I was dressed up.


"Something about seeing you dressed like that yesterday in the shop, I found very arousing, I had to go back and buy you something, I know you will enjoy them won't you"


Her words ran round inside my head like an atom trying to escape in a nuclear explosion, and pushed even further by the sensations coming from the end of my cock as her lips went up and down on it making me jerk with sex as she coaxed the cum from deep inside me, but Susan for all her young years, seemed to be something of an expert cock sucker!
I imagined how many boys she might have practiced on behind the bike sheds at school and I wondered who else she might have sucked off outside of school, Susan didn't seem the sort who would go for schoolboys alone.
The images of her cock sucking men everywhere began rioting through my head out of control as I saw them queuing up to take their turn of her lovely lips.
I imagined her on her knees, a lipstick in her hand painting away as hard cocks lurked in the bushes dribbling cum in excited expectancy. 
The closer she brought me to ejaculating the more intense I imagined were her sexual exploits.


Suddenly I saw a picture of my mum in the dining room with the man in the satin dress, his panties round his knees being wanked off by a woman and Imagined Susan could easily do that, her lips felt so strong round the end of my cock, feverishly I began rubbing the panties round myself getting more and more turned on as I did so, Susan started pulling on my jeans wanting them off completely, next thing she was holding the panties out for me to step into and then sliding them up my legs around my waist where she let go of the elastic and slipped my cock back out of the frilly leg back into her quivering mouth and it was feeding time for Susan.


She held her head back, her mouth open fully encouraging me to masturbate my juices over her face, her mouth was big and could easily have taken all of my cum but Susan was dirty and needed cream over her face like a good girl.
Now I could see why she had no make up on, she knew what she would be doing and couldn't afford to spoil her looks, my cum shot out and plastered her silky smooth skin, loads more went over her tongue that licked itself in and out like a snake drinking in as much as she could but loving it when she couldn't as she felt the warm cum splashing her skin.
I watched amazed as Susan lifted the hem of her skirt and slipped her fingers inside her panties as she wanked herself off all the time getting covered in my hot spunk.


Upstairs I could hear a drill grinding away, incessantly grinding, the sound of it electric motor adding a chorus to Susan's drinking my cum juices and sucking of my cock as I milked myself over her face, the fact of us doing it so close to someone in the house just made it all so very intense.
With her right hand still fingering her love hole she took me with her left and finished me off then dropped her lips back over the end of my shaft and she brought herself to the edge of climax, then suddenly she screamed out loudly as the juice flowed out of her and down her legs, I could even hear the sounds of watery jizz flooding out soaking her fingers as she wanked herself off.
The drilling stopped and a voice outside the door asking if everything was okay, I looked on helpless and saw the round door knob turning as Pete tried to get in.
I don't know how I managed it but I composed myself enough to tell him, it was okay, no help needed thanks!


Susan was laughing, licking her own fingers and running them around her face scooping the cum off her skin, she smiled as she slipped her fingers into her mouth again and again and loving every drop.
I hadn't been out with a girl before, but I doubted very much that many would enjoy spunk as much as Susan seemed to!
She ran her hands over my crutch commanding me to get erect again, started teasing and wanking me till I got hard, then she pulled me down on top of her and manhandled my cock inside her virgina, amazingly I stayed stiff enough to make her ejaculate three more times before she pushed me off roughly to the side of her, my weight now dead was too much for her slim body to hold up any longer.
Her skirt up around her waist looked at odds with how she had arrived, her bra had somehow come undone though I don't recall unclipping it myself, but I do remember how she pulled my head down and demanded I lick and kiss her tits.


Mmmmm they were addictively lovely too!


Her hair looked sweaty and unkempt, some of my cum juice had stuck to her here and there and made her look well used and happy.
She pulled my almost naked body back onto her soft skin and wrapped her legs around me, she pulled me close and whispered that she had forgotten to give me the nylons she had bought, they were still in her handbag but would keep for another time.


With this news I climbed on top of her again, fully erect and with my balls replenished I pumped her cunt with my cock and this time she took ages before getting anywhere near climaxing, her nails clawing and digging into my back as little pulses of cum were pushed out into her virginal canal, making me wince with pain but still able to continue like a pumping machine set with the task of emptying all I could from my tank into hers, thoughts of driving a lorry delivering fuel to customers as I plugged my pipe into them and let my load go, feeling the diesel oil being released as my cum shot up Susan's cunt for the first time, her hands pulling on my arse so she could absorb all she able to take.


Her fanny seemed loose and well lubricated, but not having been anywhere near one before I was ignorant of the fact she had lubricated herself and not just when she had cum, unknown to me there was an empty jar of cock cream on the passenger seat of her car parked outside my house, her intention all along had been to get herself fucked, and I had much yet to learn about girls, they were not, despite my lifetimes conclusions, just things in pretty clothes.
I could smell the cum from my cock still on her face, could taste its saltiness as I licked around inside her mouth, still filling and pumping away.


The pair of us lay there in mums lounge, upstairs locks were being put on all the rooms doors, keys were produced and left in the kitchen as Pete called out he would send mum the bill.
Susan and I were still nigh on naked as he loaded his van with his tools thinking me to perhaps be the strangest lad he had come across and how ignorant of me not to bid him goodbye in person.


When mum came home at six o'clock, I wasn't sure what she would be like, but surprisingly, she was once again, just mum.
She did tea for the pair of us with the potatoes and vegetables Susan and I had prepared, she was pleasant though still with enough room for improvement.


She inspected the work Pete had done and slipped the keys into her handbag.
There were proper locks on all the doors upstairs, including one on the kitchen the only doors not done had been the front door and the rear door, which of course already had proper locks and the lounge door which still had its original lock still in place.


I couldn't think of a reason why Pete hadn't done that one and pleaded ignorance to that fact rather than actually tell my mum another lie.
Of course the actual truth being Pete hadn't been able to get access to that room as it was otherwise engaged.
I did want to tell mum about Susan, but being as the first and last time she had seen her had been when she had rescued me from Cindy's, and that seems now such a long time ago.
I thought I'd let sleeping dog's lie for now.
Besides, I didn't want to ruin an otherwise perfect day.


"I've had second thoughts about telling your father about ' You know what', and have decided to have a good think about things and I'm sorry for losing my temper with you, I know really you are a good boy and I forgive you for doing what you did to my things, and as a token of how sorry I am, I've decided to buy you some undies all of your own, I shall take you out next week to Cindy's where we can chose what you'd like, Cindy knows how sorry I am and she is too, so we have arranged a little private appointment just after closing time on Tuesday, how does that sound Paul"?


'How does that sound Paul', those words ran around inside my head as I slipped the new stockings up my legs, Susan had kindly purchased for me, clipping them onto the new suspender belt they looked simply delicious!
I struggled with the bra a little but soon found out how best to slip one of those on, I padded it out to give me a lovely shaped bust, then stepped inside my Apricot Satin panties, they were a little crusty with dried cum from earlier, but I found that an extra thrill when running my fingers over them, feeling how slippery they were against my cock as I masturbated.
I had sent Susan a text telling her how lovely they felt and sent her a picture of them covered in fresh spunk just after I had shot my load all over the inside of them, I told her too, that I had so enjoyed watching her licking her fingers I had now done the same, and loved it.


Susan was watching telly with her mum when she got my text message, her mum looked on quite innocently and still not understanding why Susan's phone kept making that awful noise all the time.


"Is it that friend of your's Susan" she asked annoyed by the fact she was getting left behind with developments of the modern world more than anything else really!


"Yes Mother, it is" she smiled reading the newly arrived information I had just sent her".


At this time of night as well, people just don't have the manners they used to have back when I was a girl" she muttered.


"No Mother, I guess that's true" Said Susan smiling at the media mail containing the photograph.


Susan moved a little in the armchair she was sitting in watching 'Eastenders with her Mother, a little pulse of cum juice squirting into her panties as she ran a vision of her new boyfriend through her mind, and smiled as she thought of herself in Cindy's buying a special little gift that had been so well received by him.


She went upstairs into the bathroom, dropped her panties and fingered herself till her fingers dribbled in cum juices, then took a picture and sent to it her new man Paul, with the caption underneath, "Night Night Paul".


Paul was already stroking his cock when the phone flashed again, he slipped his panties underneath his balls and shot another load over the lovely satin and then went to sleep.


True to her word, mum did take me into town the following week, Cindy was very apologetic, "No excuse for my behaviour" she had said.
I wouldn't have believed someone could be so different in their attitude towards me after what Susan had rescued me from just a week earlier.


Something inside me still didn't trust the pair of them and I accepted what I at least had as genuine, what option did I have anyway!!!
I wouldn't have said mum bought me a lot of what I really wanted, she told me I still had ground to make up and I wasn't quite out of the woods just yet, that much was obvious.


Cindy on the other hand had no axe to grind with me, apart from supporting her friend and being helpful in what she suggested might suit.
I came away with a complete set of nice underwear, several pairs of good quality stockings, a gorgeous black lace full slip, a nightgown and matching wrap, in all mum spent more than £250, I must say i was quite impressed.


Looking around the shop with no embarrassment, it was plain to see just how much money it cost a woman to kit herself out, but then women don't have to "Kit themselves out" do they, being born into the role it all just came along naturally so to speak.


Anyway, I was happy things had settled and I at least could indulge some of my dreams and in addition, Mum let me dress around the house, but only on certain days.


One thing I wasn't sure about still was what to tell Susan, I couldn't confide in mum and I couldn't tell Susan what mum had agreed and had bought me, basically I didn't want to frighten her away by coming on too strong after all, even Susan would have her limits, at least I assumed she would and I didn't want to push my luck.


I knew my mum wasn't keen on Susan and the same could be said with Susan about mum, but I dare say they would both get along with one another, unless mum found out what we liked doing of course, she might not like that so much, so one evening I told my mum about her, gauge her reaction.
I couldn't hide the fact I had a girlfriend as all my habits were changing, my absences became more and more frequent, I was often preoccupied and my phone was getting busier and busier.


"Mum, would you mind if I brought someone back home one night, I mean for the evening" I ventured.


"No of course not Paul, a friend of yours is he" she answered.


"Not a boy mum, its Susan, do you remember Susan, from the shop that time, she helped me"


I felt the ground shifting under my feet as if larva was starting on its upward journey and about to erupt as mums eyes went from friendly and smiling to narrowed and annoyed.
"Susan, I don't believe I know her, you say from the shop, what shop" she asked pretending not to understand.


I didn't answer at first, I hated it when she played these games as if I were older than I was, I was after all, her 18 year old son and why shouldn't I have a girlfriend, I shouldn't need permission!


"Oh, you mean that girl when I took you into town that day and she poked her nose into things that were none of her business, yes I remember now" she snorted.


I let things drop, it was obvious mum wasn't pleased at all, my news in fact had quite shocked her, her son Paul having a girl, someone who would interfere with her plans for me, plans I hadn't a clue about.
She sat there quietly fuming, thinking hard about what I had told her and it wasn't going down well at all.


I too sat there dressed in my undies and made up fully, looking like a dolly and feeling like a man in something I had no right too, my mum had ruined everything and I wished I hadn't told her about Susan.
Much as I tried to be angry myself, the silky things I wore weakened me, thoughts of never being allowed to dress in girls clothes ran wildly through my mind, the fear of my earlier public exposure still fresh in my head reminded me my position was not a strong one and I needed space to clear my thoughts.


"Night mum" I said bending down to kiss her goodnight, "I'm tired and going up to bed" she pulled away from me as I almost reached her, childlike in her actions I left her to it and went up to my bedroom.


I sent Susan a text message telling her about my day, I mentioned I might tell my mum about her to which she replied that it would be a good idea and when was I going to do it.
I felt I was digging my hole even deeper now, being untruthful even to Susan and all she meant to me.
I went to sleep eventually feeling everything was coming to an end and after such a good start as well.


The following evening mum told me she'd like me to dress as she had some friends coming over she had told about me and she wanted me to meet them.
I ran a bath excitedly thinking about meeting mum's friends and being amongst women, all in petticoats and bra's, nylons and heels, I know they would just be dressed normally and an everyday event for them not to go getting excited about, but for me it was a dream.


I decided to wait and try about Susan another time, give mum a chance to think about what I had mentioned, she'd come round, I was sure she would.


I shaved my legs and arms, then run the razor over my face then set to getting into my undies and started putting my make up on.
I chose a nice pretty dress to wear, it came down to just above my knees and underneath I wore a little frilly nylon petticoat to help stiffen the skirt and make it stand out a little.
It was truly gorgeous on, every little twist and turn made the dress give little flips before it fluttered back into place.
I wore new stockings and suspenders too, the one's mum had bought me of course, I still hadn't dared wear the one's Susan had bought me, not the way mum was about her.


I slipped my high heels on, grabbed my handbag and went downstairs.
In the lounge I could hear music playing on the sound system we had, in the background I could hear my mum laughing like she did, but then I froze as I heard a man's voice.


I was sure mum had said her friends were women, maybe one of them had brought along her husband, but I'd never let a man see me before!!!!
I stood outside the lounge door quaking inside my dress, the smell of my perfume rising up giving me renewed confidence if not false courage.
I went into the lounge and made my entrance determined not to give in to my fears and insecurities.


Mum was sitting in an armchair, next to her sat a man, his hand up mums skirt and exposing her nylons.
I looked down to see the hem lifting and falling as he fondled about inside her panties, mums face looked serious and I dare not say this really, but she was excited by what he was doing to her.
The man was in his late 40s maybe 50s, he was fully dressed and looking at my dress!
I shuddered at his stare, but worse than that, over the other side of the room was another man, older perhaps, he had his hands in his pockets and obviously playing with himself.


My mum got up and shut the door, turning the key in the lock and then sat back down again.
The man resumed his activities and began undoing the buttons on her blouse right there in front of me, I looked on as mum's bra became visible, the man pulling her blouse open and exposing her completely.
I looked down shocked at what I saw, mum's nipples were clearly on show, her bra was open cupped, I was both impressed by the sight and shocked it was my mum who was wearing it.
Mum had her head back against the chair as the man began rubbing the end of her tits, still with his hand inside her panties and obviously fingering her.


I felt nervously exposed myself, I wasn't going to convince anyone I was actually a girl and from what I saw going on, it would make little difference anyway, if anything I was best off being a boy, or so I stupidly thought!
All I could hear was the music of madonna playing over on the recoCD player, mums and old but working just fine, the older guy near it leaning and looking me up and down with a look that would spell disaster for me very soon.


"Nice little dress" he said moving closer to where I stood.


He stood right near me now and touched me, lifting the skirt a little and letting it fall back into place, in the process showing an amount of my net petticoat.


"Mmm, yes very nice" he said again, touching me and feeling the structure of my frock, its silky fabric sliding between his finger as he rubbed the silk in his hands, bending down to sniff me and run his hand over my back, feeling the straps of my bra in the process.


"You were right Carol" he said, "She is lovely" 


He touched my back, lingering around my bra strap and continuing down my spine making me twitch with an involuntary spasm of muscle.


Carol my mum didn't say a word, just smiled as she wriggled down harder onto the guys finger he obviously had stuffed up her cunt.
I should have found it all revolting, but I didn't, I should have tried to get them to stop, but I couldn't, I should have been ashamed to stand there gawping at mum's exposed nipples, hard and red, they looked swollen and stiff, like they had just been milked, which of course is exactly what they had been.


The old guy lifted my dress up and inspected my nylons, he was too old to bend down, but I knew if he had been younger I reckoned he'd be licking the tops of my legs right now if he could.
Instead he turned me round to face my mum, she was just 6 feet away from me, now minus her skirt, her nylons all on show, she had good legs and were of course completely smooth.


"Hold your frock up sweetie, there's a good girl" the old guy instructed me.


Like an automaton I did as I was told, taking my dress from his hands I pulled it up behind me and waited for him to slip my panties down around my knees.
Sure enough I heard the zip on his trousers coming down then some fumbling as he manhandled the cock out of his pants, then I felt something warm and fleshy rubbing over the backs of my legs.
I knew instinctively it was his cock, felt his hand smacking it harder against my legs as he wanked himself pressed up against me hard.
I felt him lifting a suspender and slipping his cock underneath the thick strap where he began awkwardly dry fucking my leg.
He bent me down and pushed his cock between my bum cheeks, shaven smooth his cock felt nice as he massaged it backwards and forwards either side of his cock, my skin massaged and wanked him as he continued caressing the outer edges of my love hole that pulsed and pouted everytime his cock head went near.
I felt him unzipping my frock, pulling it from my shoulders, I lifted my arms through the little puff sleeves and took my bra fillers out so he could get inside and treat me like mum.
Pushing back onto his shaft I felt him rummaging around inside my bra, finding my nipples, squeezing and pulling on the ends of them making me close my eyes and will him to hurt me more and more.
After a little while he stopped rubbing me and pushed me down between my mums legs, I looked at her nipples, they were massive and hard, without thinking I leaned forward and sucked the ends of them, licking and kissing them, they tasted so sweet.
The guy still had his fingers up her as I sucked on her titties, one hand up her virgina and one hand feverishly trying to undo his fly.
Seeing his cock becoming exposed I licked my lips and readied myself for cock sucking duties, it was something I had dreamed of doing for a long time.
He sat there wanking it till it got really hard, then holding out for me I swapped over and went down on his purple head.


I felt the hand of my mum stroking the back of my head, she seemed pleased I was doing such a good job, for a first timer I was doing well.
I wasn't sure what to expect but I knew I didn't fancy taking a load of his cum in my mouth, I was willing to do a lot of things, but not take a man's cum between my lips.
I suddenly felt something wet and warm splashing onto my back at first I didn't know what it could be, but then realised I had just had a man spunk on me, my slip must be covered in his jizz, I could almost feel it soaking into the nylon of my slip down to the frilly skirt part underneath.


Concentrating on what was being done to me from behind I had almost forgotten about the cock in my mouth I was still sucking on, when suddenly I tasted warm spunk shooting inside of me, tasted cum hitting the back of my throat, making me swallow without even thinking twice about it.
I never knew what a slut I could so easily be and had indeed become!


I knew most of his cum had spilled back out from between my lips, I hadn't got the control to swallow all of it yet and fearing his fountain would soon stop I went down on him again and again, sucking and licking everything I could that he offered me.


I could smell my mums fanny so close to me, and I dreaded someone would like to see me licking her cunt out, the thought made me retch, if I had to I knew I couldn't, her tits though taste lovely and as soon as I could and with my mouth dripping in freshly deposited cum juice I smeared my mouth over her nipples and began sucking on them again, she held her breasts up to my mouth and cradled my head in her arms and squeezed fresh milk between my lips, her juices did make me heave a little as I tried to swallow the thick snot like liquid that she squeezed out for me to drink, I heaved a couple of times but managed at least a good half mouthful before I had to give up.


The old guy behind me, lifted me up to stand up in front of my mum, I felt her hands around my cock wanking until I was hard.
Oh gosh it felt so nice, I closed my eyes knowing she was at last doing it to me and then felt her warm mouth around the end of my helmet as she took me deep inside between her lips and showed me how to cock suck a man.
I almost fell down as my legs buckled beneath me and I ejaculated over her face, her mouth opening and closing as she drank my cum, licking and sucking me till I could cum no more.


Mother and daughter sat together, while the two men masturbated again over the pair of us, mum had her nylons creamed and I took a small load dribbled onto my lips my tongue licking all it could, the lost bits of cum dripping onto the tops of my stockings where mum rubbed them into the welts of my nylons.


Later that evening, mum and I sat there counting the money we had made, in my head I was already planning a trip to Cindy's.


Mum whispered in my ear that I could have lots of pretty things but on one condition.
I asked her what that was and she replied I had to do the decent thing and finish with my girlfriend.
I sat there and thought about it, mum rubbing and caressing my nylons convinced me she must be right.
I sent my text message and explained simply to Susan that it was never going to work.


I sat there and waited for Susan to reply, my cock being gently wanked again as mum wanked me off over my petticoats, whispering all the time as I shot my load, "Don't worry dear, I shall always wash your pretty things and make you look nice, you won't need young girls when you've still got me!


The End
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