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You already know me, I was that tall, chubby but not fat, nerd in high school. I'm also the guy who hasn't gone off to college or university almost 2 years after grad because I have no idea what to do.
For a year I tinkered with game design before I got a job. While my friends and old classmates were going into their second year of medical or robotics engineering, I was learning how to scoop ice cream and still living in my parent's house.
But that's not really the embarrassing part, the embarrassing part is being a twenty-year-old virgin who's never been on a date. Most of my younger coworkers talk about how many girls they've scored with. Lately I've just started thinking of hiring a hooker and get it over with, I even have a list of escorts saved on my computer.
Living at my parents isn't as bad as it sounds, enormous house, wealthy part of town and they're hardly home. It's more like they come home and visit me from time to time, the house sitter. But it gives me plenty of time to work on the game I'm designing.
Even though I have a lot of quiet time, I still have a distraction. A giant distraction, Janet, our neighbor. Believe me, back in high school trying to do homework when she was sunbathing, impossible. Even nowadays, trying to work on code, impossible. But I see it as a perk, so I'm not complaining.
Janet is the most amazing woman I ever laid sight on. She's older, somewhere in her late 30s, narrow waist, wide hips, and large breasts. She's not a model, actress or a celebrity of any sort, just an owner of a beauty salon. My mother always said she's fake, but to a twenty-year-old, it doesn't matter.
Nick, her husband in my mind was the luckiest guy alive. I never understood how he could stand to travel so much. He was like my own parents except he had a big degree and brought in a few million a year. Half Asian, clean haircut and sharp suits. As far as I know, he started in sales at a tech company, became a partner and now travels all over the world. Part of the reason I want to learn how to code.
A few years ago I learned if I used the guest bedroom, the smallest of the house, the guest's bathroom suite looked right into their bedroom. After that, who needs porn, I could watch a real live show, the way she moved, and the way her face twisted with ecstasy. The excitement of watching made my heart pound and my stomach twist. I couldn't imagine a woman any different from that. Problem was after that I just didn't see the girls my age that hot anymore.
Maybe that's just how life was around here. Everyone in the neighborhood lived like that. My parents were no different. My father sold gigantic machines to mining companies all over the world. My mother was into interior design and architecture for huge high-rise offices. She wasn't home much either. It was tough growing up, but now it suits me just fine. I live the life of a game programmer without the stress of rent or food money. Except as part of my deal with my parents, I have to work a job until I go to college.
This entire thing started when one night playing COD at 2 in the morning I had to use the bathroom. I have blackout curtains and a flashlight for such occasions, so I don't tip them off. I used the dim light of my bedroom TV and as I pulled my cock out I noticed a car enter their driveway. I did my business and after stood there in the dark watching. I saw Nick enter their bedroom and the end table light turned on.
Janet wore a black lace bra and thong. The thin black straps of her thong ran high above her hips and showed her narrow waist. My heart skipped a beat, I lost my breath and I could feel my cock pulse. I googled it once and measured myself, I was just shy of nine inches. Didn't do me any good, I couldn't talk to a girl for shit. The girls who liked me were all the unpopular or chubby ones, like me. Yes, I'm shallow, but I grew up with a neighbor like Janet and my mother's gym friends. So I just gave up, played games, and passed my tests. I aimed to be like Nick, I just didn't know how.
My cock strained, it felt good to be free, to feel open to the air. I stroked myself, it didn't take them long either. With unusual speed, he had her underwear off and was crawling between her legs. The odd thing was he tore her bra apart. Which almost made me cum, fine, it did make me cum. Nick threw the bra to the side and looked out the window, only it wasn't Nick.
"Holy shit, you're not Nick," I whispered to myself. I watched how he took her from behind. Her large breasts bounced and her hair flew up as she threw her head back. There was no sound, but her expression as she screamed were enough for my imagination. Her sweet seductive voice, always cheery and happy. But in my mind, her moans were loud and demanding.
Like I said better than porn. I thrust into my hand and caressed my chest, imaging it was Janet. As the guy thrust hard into her exhausted body, I came a second time. My heart thumped in my ears and my arm ached but I felt a second weak orgasm burst and dribble on to the floor.
After an hour the man left. She took a shower and climbed into bed. That was the day, I began to stay awake at night. Two nights later just as before, at 2 o'clock he drove in and the two fucked. To my disappointment, I couldn't see a thing as they took it to the bathroom. After they were done he put her to bed and got dressed.
If I wanted to see more, I would have to record them, I could use my job money for mini cameras and place them on the edge of our house and maybe even in the tree overlooking their yard. A small microphone would be great if I could get over the fence to their window.
THE CAMERA.
The next day I went out, bought two HQ wi-fi cameras, synced them to my computer and set up a monitoring system. I climbed out onto the roof only to find I had no view. Pissed I had wasted the time and money, I returned them. The bigger piss off was when the guy returned that night. Janet pressed her naked body against the window as he fucked her harder than the other nights. I tried to use my phone, but it just wasn't that great.
Like a kid on Christmas, I woke up early. Excitement turned inside of me as I researched tripods and expensive cameras online and spend a whole paycheck on one.
After missing two more times, my order arrived. I drank coffee, sat by the window, and watched her sleep all night long. Only all that was visible was a black window. I fell asleep on the chair with my neck kinked to one side.
The following night Nick returned home. They kissed, chatted for a bit. She got ready when he went to shower. I hid in the corner, my fingers trembled as I set the camera up to record through a crack in the curtains. I couldn't believe I didn't think of this sooner. I zoomed in and saw her face. She closed her eyes and hugged him. It was different from the other guy. They kissed and went slower, unlike the other guy who was fast, hard and loud.
It seemed dry and routine, Nick got on top and pumped away while Janet hugged him. Nothing as frantic and wild as I remembered or what I saw the other night. Disappointed I turned the camera off and put it in the closet when they turned the lights out. It use to be such an amazing show, but now I wanted more.
Nick stayed home for four days and finally he flew out. I couldn't believe I was excited to see him leave. I had stayed up every night and when work came dragged my ass out of bed. I stayed up like a detective that first night. Coffee in hand, camera-ready.
The second night was another bust, at 1 o'clock, she pulled out of the drive and didn't return until 3:15 a.m. She went straight to the shower and then to bed. After two weeks, I was about to give up. Nick returned home. So did my mother and then left again, my father did too, just long enough for them to go out to some party instead of staying home with me. In the past, it would have bothered me, but not this time. Plus, I was older now and gotten used to it.
Finally, Nick left for three days. I had it figured, play COD on my TV, angled three mirrors to see headlights in the driveway, all from my gaming chair. Then on the third night, I hit pay dirt. Headlights moved across the mirror. My heart shuttered and I left my guy standing AFK in the middle of a battle. My thighs trembled as I jumped for the tripod in the window and focused the lens.
It felt like everything inside my stomach twisted and knotted. I felt like a hunter stalking its prey.
She wore a short silk nightgown and led him upstairs. As she entered the long tails of the gown flowed behind her. He did not care like I did, the man pulled his tie loose and undid his shirt on one fast swipe. When she pulled back the bedsheet and turned to face him. He grabbed her by the straps and pulled them down off her shoulders, exposing her beautiful body. She wore only a g string and lace stockings, no bra. I zoomed in on them.
Her breast bounced and her hair puffed out to side when he pushed her back on the bed. She gave him a devious smile mixed with lust and eagerness. In minutes they were fucking like animals. I came so hard I almost hit the camera with my cum shot. They did it for close to an hour in two sessions. By 3 o'clock he showered and slipped out.
The following night I only could get the start and finish as they took it to the bathroom again. The third night she drove off and returned by 3. Just in case, I filmed it, but she was alone. I taped her undressing and drying off, but that was all.
Nick returned the next evening, he showered, they kissed and made love. Then talked and fell asleep. Even I was getting bored with the routine. No wonder she did. She still loved him, I could see it in her eyes, she was just bored.
Nick also made over 2 million a year, so that defiantly helped. Then it hit me, I had a video of her fucking another man, a boy toy on the side. She gave me an opportunity on a silver platter. I checked the calendar. To my luck both of my parents were still gone. All I needed was for Nick to leave.
The next morning they made love again. I knew the routine, he was already flying out on his next trip. Still groggy from no sleep I called in sick and quickly saved the videos I had to a flash drive. Set up a new email account and sealed the flashdrive in an envelope with a note.
The note read, "I won't tell anyone, but I have duplicates let's talk you can reach me with the email in the PDF on the flash drive."
The two left together and before anyone else might drive down the road I put my hoodie on and went for a walk. My hands trembled when I shoved the envelope into their mailbox. I slipped my hands back into my pockets and walked for a block before I got cold feet.
Panic set in. What the hell was I thinking, where the hell was I going with this!? I ran back. To my horror, a service van sat outside their drive. I walked past the back of the van and sat inside my house.
They just sat there, for an hour they stayed outside the drive. Then my gut really sunk, I saw Janet's car pull up beside them. She opened the gate and let them in. This was my chance I'd make a run for it while no one could see me pull the mail out. She paused, got out from her car and took the envelope from the box.
"Fuck," I said, "fuck, fuck, fuck," I held my hand over my mouth. "Okay no problem it's all anonymous."
She looked over the envelope and looked around. It was blank with just her name on it. She opened it and found the flashcard then what I could only imagine was the note. She jumped in her car and drove into their garage. I ran upstairs and turned my computer on. For ten minutes I checked my email and the widow of my bathroom.
Then I saw her. She held the note and ran to her bedroom window. Then I realized, yes it's all anonymous but the perspective of the camera.
"Okay she's not the brightest one." I said. I used my phone camera to watch from the side. I wanted to throw up, but I didn't dare move. Then she stood in the window and stared straight at my window. She reached up and threw the curtains shut. Five seconds later I threw up in the sink. Three minutes after that my email chimed.
I picked myself up and opened it. "Janetauldry has sent you a message." I read on my screen in horror.
'Do you want money you perverted little fuck?' The single line stared back at me.
I knew she knew it was me, and I knew I was screwed. But I was in it now all the way. If I backed out I was risking looking weak and she'd call my bluff.
"You know who this is?" I typed back and waited. A minute went by, "Dammit I should have use a fake social media account." I cursed out loud.
The email dinged. "Doug, Lisa's kid! Now how much do you want?"
"I'll come over, you pay and I promise no one sees the videos." I sent back.
Minutes passed as I continued to refresh my email. I didn't plan this out, I don't even know why I did it. I thought it would be great, I'd blackmail her, I get a favor, she would throw herself at me and life would go on. "Holy Fuck you idiot" I cried out. I began to hyperventilate and clung to the edge of my desk.
The computer chimed again. "You fucking pervert, now I have your name for real."
For a second I almost went for it. Then I remembered I held the cards. My fingers trembled as I typed "I have more on you, what would your husband say? Maybe your hairdressers and clients know the guy in the video?" and hit send.
My chest burned from holding my breath. It was like a game of chicken, who would blink first. Then I heard a door slam. I got up and looked out the window. "Holy fuck what's she doing." I said and ran my hand threw my hair.
Janet held a bag and walked out her front gate and came down our drive. I ran downstairs before she could get to the doorbell. Maybe she was stupid, didn't she think about what would happen if my parents were here.
Before she could ring the bell, I opened the door. She jumped back and glared at me. "Ten thousand. Take it."
In three years this was the closest I ever saw her. She had green eyes. Fine long sandy hair. She had glitter in her eyeliner. Her breasts where open and her waist was so tiny compared to her wide hips, full ass, and thick thighs.
I panicked, and the words fell out of my mouth. "I don't want money."
She stared at me then her eyes went dark. "You can't have my car."
In the heat of the moment all I said was, "You." My head grew light and my stomach swirled.
She stood there with a blank look on her face. "Me?"
She was beautiful but still very empty I thought. I felt braver, for a moment at least. I knew I had the cards. She stood a lot more to lose.
"I want what the new man is getting." I thought about how often I would ask for. I wanted to say once a week, but I didn't want to scare her off so I said "Once a month." And held my breath.
She stood silent, looked at me and I thought I would faint. "You're fucking kidding? You want me to have sex with you?" She looked me up and down. "I should call the police."
That thought hadn't crossed my mind until now. I had to think on my feet.
"You'd lose everything, the house, your salon, your husband and his paycheck. The lifestyle, you're fancy..."
She bit her lip and looked me over with a sneer on her face. "Okay stop, enough, but just once." She said. Her stare turned away from me and looked to the doorjamb.
"I have more recordings, once a month, for a year, and no one finds out and we never come back to it." I said. I wasn't sure if it sounded like I knew what I was doing, but she was buying it. On the inside, I was scrabbling for any limb I could grab.
She stood there, crossed her arms and nodded her head. Inside I relaxed but still, my stomach twisted in every direction. "I'll make you a new social media account for you to use so your husband won't know and don't keep it active on your computer. Once we're done we delete everything."
"You better do it tonight, my husband's home tomorrow. I want to get this over with as soon as possible," She said. She turned and left our drive.
I closed the door and fell to my knees. "Fuck, I should have just taken the money," I whispered to myself.
That night I made a new account so I could be the admin and sent her the information. After thirty minutes, we coordinated our first meeting. For the next week I kept an eye out the window, but since that day the curtains remained closed. It was a week before both my parents and Nick left.
MY FIRST TIME
I planned to jump the fence and enter the backdoor for our night. Butterflies filled my stomach the closer it got. I played games, worked and filled every minute of my days until that afternoon came. I didn't want to explode too soon so I relieved myself which helped the nervousness.
When 1:45 a.m rolled around I set my camera up in case I caught something. I trotted across our lawn towards Janet's and jumped the fence. Well, crawled, fought and struggled like an infant until I flopped over the other side.
Just like the man that first night I entered the door and made my way to the second floor. I could hear her awake my heart skipped a beat. The sound of a glass being set down hard on wood welcomed my entrance to the hallway.
She wore a short nightgown that covered her ass and nothing more. Her long white legs we're toned and soft. A perfect curve as it came around her butt, down the back of her thigh and over her rounded calf muscles. Her breasts flopped around in the flimsy black nighty and her hair draped down over her shoulders. She held a glass filled with a clear alcohol, but I wasn't sure if it was vodka or tequila. Beside her on dresser was a half empty bottle of alcohol.
She took a mouth full, set the glass down and said. "Well let's get going." She pulled the nighty over her head and fell backward onto the bed.
The smell of tequila surrounded her. In fact, it surrounded the entire room.
I took a step forward and put my hand on her breast. It felt soft at first, when I squeezed it, I felt the warmth and firmness. I wondered if this is what my mother meant by fake. Her ass felt the same, soft but not firm like a muscle more like silicone gel. Still, they all were so full, round and her skin was warm.
"Get undressed." She said. She tossed me condom, "put that on."
"I have one." I said. I got off the bed and reaching into my pocket.
She seemed unimpressed and shrugged her shoulders.
She lifted her hands above her head on the bed. Her hourglass figure sunk into the fluffy white sheets.
I pulled my clothes off and then my underwear. I figured I would save the best for last. But she paid no attention to me. She looked off to the side. She let me play with her for a while. I touched her breasts then ran my hand down her stomach until I touched her vagina.
"Hurry and put the condom on." She said.
I nodded my head and fought with the wrapper. It burned and fought me the whole way, I had practiced earlier but now it was like I was being tested.
She let out a laugh. "Fuck, at least you won't have any diseases." she said.
That's when she turned, lifted her ass in the air and put her face in a pillow. I played and fondled her perfect heart-shaped bottom. I admired how it flowed down into her narrow back and shaped shoulders.
My cock twitched and pleaded to push forward. It was harder than I ever felt it before, like a starved man, I lined myself up and slid inside of her. My heart thumped in my ears, I couldn't believe how it felt. I pushed in deeper.
I knew she wasn't happy with me, but I was sure the size of my cock would change that. It was tight at first and I saw her hands tighten on the pillow. I continued to push forward her warm walls sucked me in and squeezed the entire surface of my shaft. I never imaged it felt like this. I pulled out and tried again. This time it went easier. I had to do it two more times to get as far as I could. She reached back and stopped my hips. She rocked back and forth as her tempo sped up and I worked with her.



The familiar feeling of an orgasm burned the base of my cock. "Wait, I'm going to cum." I said.
She rotated her hips and pulled my knee up beside her and hung onto it. The new angle sent a surge of warm pleasure through my stomach and on instinct I gripped her hips and plunging forward. I grunted out loud and held myself against her ass. Just like that, I had my first time. She didn't even change position. When I slipped out she stood up and went to the bathroom door. "Lock the door when you leave." She said and closed the door behind her.
I was in her bedroom four minutes, even after masturbating. "Fucking hell," I said.
Partway down the stairs, I heard her throw up. I wanted to go check on her but decided not to. I returned home and sat in my room. I had imagined so much more for my first time. She was right, tomorrow I would tell her once was all, and the deal was done. I fell asleep and figured I'd do it in the morning.
NOT A QUITTER.
When the next morning came, I got dressed made breakfast and grabbed some orange juice. I had changed my mind after sleeping on it. I saw how she fucked the other guy, and it was pure lust. With Nick she made love. She just wanted a hot stud on the side. There was no way the other guy was bigger than me.
The problem was my body, I reached down and grabbed two handfuls of fat.
A quick run through the house purged it of junk food. After I threw the garbage out I drove downtown and joined a gym. I had no idea what I was doing, like a geek at football tryouts. I tried to follow the charts on the wall but after a while, I just googled the routines.
I worked out at home, biked to work and went to the gym in the early mornings. I studied workout routines, I tried dozens of them. There's so damn many of them I didn't know what one to use. Before I knew it four weeks passed. My pants fit better, but when I sat down, I still saw my belly hang out. One thing I did notice, was my pocketbook. During this time I had to replenish my money as my father kept a close eye on my account as per our agreement.
To rebuild my money, I started doing web design. I had done them for a few friends in high school, so I picked up two clients by word of mouth. Which covered the expensive gym membership, but I had to stop working on my game.
I also had my twentieth birthday, I got cash from my parents who didn't come home. My friends all live out of town so no party. It was like I had a birthday but, just for numerical reasons between me and the government.
When the second night came I jumped the fence and to my delight, a naked Janet greeted me. This time I had some muscle on my arms, but I still had my belly fat.
It didn't take long to figure out why she was already naked. She was drunker than the last. A sex doll would have been stiffer. I played with her, licked and massaged her breasts. Still, her eyes looked like they would roll back into her head at any moment. I got between her legs lined myself up and entered her. I felt like I was fucking a warm pillow. She laid there unmoving, her face twitched twice. More from the irritation of me falling out and not able to get back in.
My size wasn't enough, I had been overconfident. I couldn't turn her on, just like the girls in high school, it didn't matter that I was as large as I was, what good is it if you can't use it or if they don't even want to see it. Nick was an attractive man and the other guy, he looked rugged, his abs were tight and he wore stubble. But he wore suits like Nick and had the same feel. Both of them seemed out of my league.
I looked down at the side of her face and finished myself off. She didn't get up this time, just mumbled something. I got dressed, covered her up and left out the back. I should have taken the money and bought an AI sex doll at this rate.
THE NEW GUY.
The following night I woke up to my phone buzzing.
"Hello," I said.
A strange woman's voice replied, "You awake?"
"I am now, I think you got the wrong number." I said. I squinted my eyes and tried to read the number. On the other end, there was no reply, just a click.
The need to piss forced me to get up. I turned the lights on then I noticed, for the first time in months the curtains were open. I watched from the side and sure enough, headlights pulled into the drive. Minutes later, the other guy entered the main bedroom. I pressed my face against the window.
It wasn't the same guy, this guy looked like a forty-year-old fitness instructor, polo shirt and tanned pants
Janet wiggled and twisted around him as if she was dancing. In a flick of her wrists and a roll of her shoulders, she slid from her silk robe and black teddy. She tore the rest of the other man's clothes off and turned to give him access from behind.
She stood right at the window and bent over. When he entered her, she stared right at me. She moaned and twisted her body as he entered her. After several minutes she led him to the bed, faced the window and got on top of him. Her long soft arms reached over her head and she gyrated on top of him like she was giving a lap dance. She bucked wildly and threw her head side to side. Each time she shifted her weight, she looked at my window. After they finished, the guy dressed and left. She returned to the bedroom window, fingered me and shut the curtains.
A nerve broke inside of me. A piece of jealous, fiery anger boiled up inside of me. I would pleasure her. I didn't care how, she just had to be present long enough to feel me. I had to get in shape and do it fast. This piss ant magazine advice wasn't working. How though? A wall of games taunted me. I cursed them and wish I'd been more of a jock in school. Then I saw it, an army game. I didn't plan on joining, but I planned on stealing their boot camp.
For three days I researched everything I could about boot camp. The formula was simple, run, lift and train until you threw up, broke yourself or quit. There's no way I could work a job, program my game and get in shape.
The next morning I printed out business cards. Doug's web design and marketing. Walked out on my job and began walking the entire city. I filled my pack with my laptop and papers. The routes I plotted out took me past all 27 coffee shops and cafés that I knew of. I had three routes, each one had 12 miles and 6-9 stops. I would get my workout and I would promote my business.
At first, nothing happened other than my feet ached and wore blisters into my shoulders. After a week, I got one client, and I jogged at a slow pace. I began working out after the 6-hour route. Free weights with heavy lifting. By the end of the month, I was ready. My arms grew from 12 inches to 14. I didn't see abs but also didn't see any spare tire anymore. On top of it, I had 19 clients with 5 web sites which I did monthly maintenance on. It wasn't much money but enough for a start and my mother seemed ecstatic I started a business.
The 4th night was here, Janet gave the go ahead, and I flipped myself over the fence. I felt like I was climbing the tower on boot. Entered the back door and made my way to the bedroom. I even ran up the stairs. She would have to notice this transformation. She laid on the bed again, naked. She smiled, laid back and spread her legs.
I flexed my arms and shoulders as I underdressed and got between her. She mumbled something, and I realized she was in another world. She laid back unable to sit up straight.
Not like it was the end of the world, if I pleasure her she'll come to.
Another advantage a sex doll would have, is when you put it in a position, it would stay there. Janet was more a rag doll made from warm flesh. It didn't matter what I did, how hard I fucked her or how sensual I was with her. She was on the verge of passing out. It was like she roofied herself. Her body bounced and jiggled and from time to time a moan slipped from her lips. A burning orgasm locked my hips forward as I stared down at her sleepy face. Guilt from this entire thing filled my thoughts, I wished I never seen those lights that night.
I put her on her side and stayed long enough to make sure she was okay. I ran my hands over her hip and waist, admiring the deep curve. This was the woman I fantasized over all my life it seemed.
Sleep abandoned me that night, I felt like I owed her something. Like it was me who owed her a stud, not some stupid fat kid who blackmailed her into sex.
I attacked my workout. I went from 12 miles to 16 and I ran up a hill on the edge of town. Parts of it I broke from the trail and ran through the rough terrain. My legs and ass burned no matter how many times I did it. I even hired someone to build basic web pages and maintain the monthly clients. Still, I grew the client list.
On Monday morning of the second week, I woke to find my mother had come home in the night.
"Good morning," she said. She gave me a hug and a kiss. "Wow, you're taking this fitness thing serious." She smiled.
"I am and I'm finding even my business is growing because of it."
"It sure does, the better you look the better your sales are. It's why your father and I work out too. In fact, looking good does amazing things for sales. Speaking of which, I will be home longer this time so I think I'll try out Janet's spa and salon, I hear she does amazing work."
I didn't hear much more than that, I tried not to spit my juice out and planned on what I could say to turn her off.
"I already made a reservation two months from now, but holy it takes a month for new clients. So I'm just going to wait until after that big convention in Europe your father and I have to go to."
I nodded my head and smiled. 'I'm so fucked' I thought to myself. Her lips were moving, but I wasn't hearing the words she was saying. I kissed her on the cheek and said. "Glad your home mom, I have something I have to do before I head out. We're having supper tonight then?"
"Yes, I'm back for a week and your dad's back tomorrow."
I ran up the stairs and closed the door behind me and sunk to the floor. I tore at my hair, what were they going to talk about? Here's a woman coming in and tad da it's the mother to your fat neighbor kid who's blackmailing you into having sex. Once my parents find out I'm done, they'd be ashamed of me, maybe even call the police.
I was practicing speeches and reasoning in my head when I looked at the stack of magazines on my desk. I stood up and looked at the cover. A male fitness model flexed his chest and abs.
"One last shot, she wants fun, I just have to give it to her." I told myself out loud.
I pushed up the date between Janet and I, which she eagerly accepted. That night she gave me a show with Nick. Unlike normal, she was wild and frantic. I'm sure to Nicks delight. Afterword's she closed the curtains, but not before giving me the finger again.
I hit the weights nonstop. I picked up powerlifting to the extreme and on opposite weeks I sprinted up hills, climbed the rocky cliffs near town and increased my run to nineteen miles. I felt like a prisoner in the routine. I stopped gaming, writing programs, and I dedicated my entire day to training. Most people when their parents left for two weeks would throw a party. Not me, instead I trained at home.
THE LAST NIGHT
I stood in the mirror, half looking at myself and half watching the drive for Nick to leave. I flexed my arms and chest. I built another inch, my shoulders finally stood out and the outline of abs showed through. I saw his headlights pull out and leave down the street. It would have to do, I was out of time.
My phone buzzed, it was a text from Janet. 'He's gone, let's get it over with, the usual time and place." I didn't reply, I didn't plan on the usual time. Tonight I needed her to have her wits.
A quick shower and masturbation got me prepared for the night. By 10:00 p.m well before she expected me, I slipped out the back door.
That night I slid over the fence, jogged to the front door and rang the bell. I made sure no one watched in the street and waited.
Her silhouette appeared in the glass door, I stepped back to the side. My guts felt like someone punched me more than the previous nights.
She opened the door and scowled at me. "What you doing at the front door? Get inside and head out the back, your too early, I said the normal time."
She wore a white blouse and a tight pair of black dress pants that showed off her round ass and thick thighs. My arm brushed her breast as I slipped past her. She shut the door behind me and turned to lead me back through the house.
Towards the back of the house was the guests bedroom, I had to pass it each time I snuck in the back. I watched her ass move as she swayed her hips. Her body ridged as she strolled through the house. We passed the stairs and entered the hallway next to the kitchen. I had to make my move.
I grabbed her by the wrist and turned her around. "Not tonight, you want it over fast, then we do it here."
"I'm not ready." She pushed back against me and for a second looked down at my chest where her hands were. "Come back at two."
She let out a squeal when I scooped her up over my shoulder and burst through the bedroom door. She tried to protest, but when I set her down next to the bed, I gripped her blouse and tore it open. Buttons flew off and the clasp on her bra bent with ease. Her breasts were free, they whipped around in a circle on her chest and came to a rest at the bottom from the sudden force. With one hand I pushed her back on to the bed.
Afraid she would bolt for the door, I didn't take my eyes off of her. I grabbed the collar of my shirt in both hands and tore it in half. It was harder than it looks on TV, in fact amazingly hard. My arms strained, and it felt like I was tearing a rubber sheet in half. The fabric dug hard into the palms of my hands and every muscle I had struggled to wrench the shirt apart. Once I got halfway down I had to switch my grip to tear it the rest of the way.
It was more shock than anything that kept her on the bed. I could see her eyes focused on my chest and stomach. She hadn't seen me since that afternoon I dropped the envelope in her mailbox and our first time. My cock felt hard and pinched. It wanted to be free, the rough force and Janet's breasts on display had aroused me.
I unsnapped my pants, but before I could free myself, she turned and scrambled across the bed.
She reached into the end table, pulled out a small bottle of tequila and took two large gulps before she had to take a break. I lunged over top of her and pulled the bottle from her hand. She turned on her side and looked up at me, with a scowl. I took a sip and handed it back to her.
I wanted to wince at the taste and burning sensation in my chest. But I didn't want to look like a wimp.
She leaned back on the headboard and took a small sip followed by a deep drink. I pulled the bottle from her lips and she looked down at herself.
"That's enough." I said. I put the bottle on the end table. The button on her pants popped with ease and without unzipping them, I tore the zipper down until I heard the fabric give and jerked them free of her hips.
The black thong she wore followed the creases of her legs and disappeared between her thighs. Her chest rose and fell. When I wrapped my hands around the waistband and jerked, she looked down at her exposed body. The seams gave way, and I tore the thong from her.
A gasp left her lips, and before she could recover, I fell on her. I grabbed both her breasts and clamped my mouth on her nipples. I squeezed them together so I could lick and suck on both at the same time until the sides of my mouth burned.
Still with her stubbornness she kept her hands at her side and her head turned away from me. I rolled my tongue around her nipples until I saw her fingers dig into the sheets. Her heart sped up and she could no longer hid the fact that she panted.
As if doing a pushup, I rose from her and stood at the edge of the bed. Undid my belt and slid my pants down. My cock sprung free, when it did she finally took notice of it. She reached out with her warm soft hand and touched the shaft. When she did my hips bucked forward into her open hand. The tip slid up from the foreskin and presented itself to her.
Her tongue moistened her lips and her soft fingers ran the length of my cock up under my scrotum. I pulled myself away from her touch and got back on the bed. I pulled her pants down from her knees, as if accepting of me she lifted her feet and I slid them off her.
She laid back and watched my shoulders as I worked. Her torn blouse and bra draped over her shoulders like a shawl. I flipped one of her legs up over my shoulder and lowered my head between her thighs.
"No," she said with a low voice.
The tip of my tongued touched the moist opening and her quiet protest turned to a light moan. I pushed it deeper until I tasted her. For the first time, I heard a muffled moan escape her throat. I had read about how sweet a woman tasted and how fragrant it smelt. I liked neither the taste nor smell, but I licked the bud and sucked hard on it anyway.
With as much force as I could I pushed my tongue inside and tasted her. With one hand I held her hip and the other I wrapped up and over so I could massage her clit with my thumb. I had no idea if it felt good for her, but the back of my tongue grew fatigued and I struggled to keep the pace.
My jaw ached and my tongue felt limp, I fought through the pain and continued to suck. I was fucking for my freedom. I had to leave everything on the bed, if tonight wasn't good enough. There was nothing more I could do.
Finally, her body wiggled. She pressed her back into the bed and twisted from side to side. She lifted her other leg up around my head and pulled my hand up to her breast and held it there. She squeezed her thighs together and arched her back. "Faster." She moaned.
My tongue refused to force its way in any faster as if I was lifting weight until I could lift no more it locked up. Giving up I kept my tongue out and swung my head up and down. She grabbed my hair and pulled it hard against her, her legs tightened more. I wondered if she was trying to kill me.
Desperate to catch my breath, I pulled myself free of her grip. She scowled at me and pulled me back down. But my mouth was spent. I flattened my tongue and ran it the length of her shaven pussy. My spit and her juices mix and covered her thighs and my face.
Between the taste and fatigued muscles I couldn't do anything more. I reached up and slid my index and middle fingers inside of her. I could feel a little lump and focused my attention on it. I circled and pressed against it. Her back arched and she dug her nails into my arm.
Confident now, I wanted to see her in ecstasy. I turned my hand sideways and slid a third finger into her. She tried to push herself away but I wouldn't let her. I pressed them further inside and wiggled them. Her mouth fell open and let out a moan from deep inside. I twisted and flexed my wrist, moving my fingers in and out of her like a corkscrew. She closed her eyes, turned her head and pressed her face deep into the pillow. Her hips strained to free themselves, her ab's tightened, and she lifted herself off the bed.
In her orgasm, she pulled free of my fingers. I gave her a moment to recover and slammed my fingers back inside and twisted them back and forth until my forearm burned. Small bits of fluid sprayed out and she let out a low scream before falling back onto the bed. She pushed my hand away and covered herself with her hands. After a few seconds, she spread her legs and looked me in the eyes. I climbed up between her legs and positioned myself above her. Her eyes grew fixated on my cock positioned between her. It twitched with anticipation and she looked up at me.
"Shit I forgot the condom." I said.



She took my cock in her hand and aimed it at her opening. "I'm on the pill"
She stroked me twice and pulled me down into her. Her chest began rising rapidly. I pushed myself forward past the head of my penis. Her eyes grew wide, and she took me by the hips and tried pushing back. I gave her a second, then continued forward slowly. Her mouth opened and she let out a gasp. Thinking it would be fun I plunged myself deep.
She winced and slapped my hips. "Fuck." She screamed. "Stop, stop, wait." between breaths. She shifted her weight under me and brought her knees up beside my hips.
Concerned she would flip and call the whole thing off I eased back and forth until she relaxed. The fifth time I entered her with my whole length. Her insides tense up and resisted me. She let out another gasp and tried to push herself back into the mattress.
She held me by the hips and worked my in and out of herself a little deeper each time. Again she stopped me and laid her head back on the pillow, this time she bucked her hips up into mine then relaxed. Before she could catch her breath, I sunk deeper. I repeated it two more times before I laid inside of her.
By now her body welcomed me, her milky hands ran from the back of my neck to my ass. Tracing the outline of my tense back muscles. Her thick soft thighs squeezed and rubbed against my hip and legs. Sweat beaded on my skin from the heat we made.
I stopped and held myself above her. After a few seconds, I felt her hip grind up into mine. She clung onto my neck with both her arms and with one leg around my back the other pushed up off the bed and ground herself into my cock.
My body wanted its own release and now I wanted to show her I could be her bull in heat. I rose up and plunged myself down onto her. Her mouth opened and she fell back to the bed. Our bodies clapped as I picked up the pace. Each time I pumped into her she clamped down on my shoulders. I glided in and out of her.
Oddly, I had been practicing with her all the previous times and she never knew it. My hips were like an engine. When I thrust I lowered my weight and when I withdrew I raised my hips and dragged my cock hard against the top of her vagina. With this rolling motion in and out, each time she bucked against me. Our breathing came together and we both panted in unison.
She slapped my ass and dug her nails in, urging on the circling motion I fucked her with.
I wanted to flex my arms and chest to turn her on like I was doing pushups. But the way I was fucking her seemed to drive her wild. I watched her green eyes, but she never looked up from between us, she was intensely watching my cock slide in and out of her.
Before I knew it, she took control wrapped her arms around my neck and began slammed me into her with her legs. In almost an instant I felt my insides stiffen and my cock warm with pleasure. Before I came I pulled out of her, to her frustration. We stared at one another and caught our breaths.
"Fuck me." She said.
"I'm almost coming." I said.
"I don't care, get back inside of me. You wanted to fuck me, so fuck me!" She said.
I thrust my hips forward and missed. I made three more attempts to find my way in. Frustrated, she reached down and guided me back inside. I slammed myself into her so hard it forced the breath from her.
She pushed me off of her and rolled me to the side of the bed. Caught by surprise, she swung her leg over top of me and lowered herself down. In a single attempt, she slid herself down on my cock. She wiggled her shoulders and flipped her torn blouse and bra to the floor. Her blond hair draped over her shoulders, the tips clung to the sweat on her forehead and body.
I too had sweat running off my forehead and down my eyebrows.
Her large breast stood out and her nipple were proud and firm like oversized pencil erasers.
She put her hands on my chest, threw her head back and began grinding herself into my hips. Each time she thrust herself forward and arched her back, her round breasts bounced up and down in circles. With both hands I reached up and cupped them to her delight. She reached up, grab my hands and began rubbing them against her nipples. They felt like little marbles in the palms of my hand.
She scowled in frustration as she rotated her hips and thrust forward and backward, trying to find a position. To help I grabbed her by the hips and thrust mind forward like I saw her husband do. With the arm strength I had left, I helped her grind harder and faster. She ran her hands over breasts, up her neck, and threw her hair. The golden strands fell back to her shoulders and back.
She clenched her teeth and arched her back and caught herself on my knees, her torso convulsed and shuttered. Her mouth opened and her nails dug into my legs. I reached up and held her ribcage under her breasts, I could feel her hard body tense up. Her frozen hips twitched and jerked.
I gripped her by the shoulder with one hand and the other on her waist and thrust up inside of her. I came so hard it hurt, and I let out a moan with each thrust. Her eyes opened and she took a deep breath before letting out a moan combined with the scream.
Mentally I wanted to stop, but I didn't want this to end. I wanted her to beg me for more. I flipped her limp body over onto her side and slid myself into her wet hole with no resistance. I clung to her leg and held her by the stomach. It was just brute fucking at this point. I wanted to leave my mark, I didn't want her to regret any of the past months or the continued agreement. Even if she never wanted to do it again, I was ok with that. But tonight it was about survival. Each thrust I tried to go as deep as I could, I was afraid I would grow soft, but seeing her body bounce and jiggle was so beautiful I stayed hard.
Her legs felt silky to the touch, I squeezed her calf into my chest and nestled my face against her ankle. My other hand I caressed and hung on to her breast.
Exhausted she slide her leg from my shoulder and laid face down on the bed. Her back glistened with sweat. Amazed with her body, I ran my hand over her waist from her ribs to her hips.
With both hands, I lifted her ass in the air and slid inside from behind. I began slamming into her from behind harder and faster than before, one hand on her waist the other on her shoulder.
She was so wet it felt like I was fucking air. It was sheer determination that kept me going. Her weak and faint moans were music to my ears. She squeezed my hands and withered beneath me until she lifted her head up and stiffened. She tried to grab me by the ass and pulled the hard into her but I wouldn't let her. I kept thrusting into her, each time I bottomed out I could feel the tip of my penis hit something it was like I was going deeper than I was before. She tried to lift her leg and crawl away from me. But I had a firm grip on her and I had a second weak orgasm, with that I held myself deep inside of her. I could feel my sperm pumping into her. I don't know why, but at that moment I felt like had joined a club of elite men.
Her inner walls pulsed and milked my penis. She turned her head to the side to catch her breath. Sweat beaded on her back, her blond hair clung to her face shoulders in a mess. Exhausted, breathing heavy and without words she just laid there.
I pulled out of her and she barely moved. I wasn't sure what happened and leaned in close and asked, "Are you okay?"
She said nothing, she just reached up, touch me on the chest and let her hand fall back to the bed.
Exhausted myself, I laid beside her and ran my hands over her slick back, tracing her spine down to the dimples above her ass. She closed her eyes and fell asleep. I put my clothes on or what was left of them and covered her up with a bedsheet. There was a large stain from her orgasm, it wasn't just sweat that had soaked us. I brushed the hair from her face and left out the back door.
When I got home I showered, changed and checked her window. The lights downstairs was still on and the bedroom was dark. I couldn't sleep, so I monitored her waiting and watching to see if she would wake up. I regretted leaving her alone and wanted to check on her. But knew she just needed sleep.
I sat at my computer and did some work on a program I was working on over the past few weeks. I stopped working on the app I had and began working on a video game inspired by managing a brothel. But I really didn't do much work that night, I kept one eye on the window and finally just before 1:00 I saw the light in their master bedroom turn on. I watched as she clung to the wall still naked and made her way to the shower, after a few minutes she climbed into bed naked.
Three days later my mother went off to her hair appointment and spa day. I stayed at home, I didn't feel like running, lifting weights or chasing clients. I went back to what I knew playing video games to pass the time I sat right next to the window and watch the driveway. To see either a police car roll up, my mother tear into the driveway, or see Janet drive-in. By 3:00 p.m I play more video games that I had the previous three months.
When my mother drove in I could hear her downstairs after the garage door closed and I heard keys hit the kitchen countertop. She was singing her favorite song. I went downstairs to face the music.
She looked like a different woman. She had shorter hair, shoulder length only, with platinum high lights. She even wore different makeup with a hint of sparkles and extra high liner at the corners.
She carried two gigantic bags each with "Janet's Fabulous Salon and Spa" written on them. There was also a small bag inside of them, a little black bag, one that she quickly grabbed and covered up before I could see. She beamed a smile at me and ask, "How was your day sweetie?"
"A lot better now." I said.
"What you think," she twisted her hip, raised her knee and showed herself off like a model.
To be honest, she looked amazing, I hadn't noticed it before but she also lost some weight. The highlights made looked 10 years younger, and the makeup was a perfect match for her face. "You look amazing, I think dads gonna be really surprised when he gets home." I said.
"Thank you, actually he won't be home I'll be picking him up at the airport. From there we're going to go to a friend's party." She took the small bag out and slipped it into her purse and kissed me on the cheek. "Okay, we'll see you in the morning have fun tonight, do whatever you like." She fluffed her hair, "I should've went there years ago, Janet is amazing."
I opened my stupid big mouth "oh yes she is." I mean my god, jump right back in the fire. I saw the look my mother gave me and thinking fast and shrugged my shoulders. "What? I've seen her sunbathing in the backyard since they moved in."
My mother nodded her head at me, "Now I know, that's why you wanted to take the smaller bedroom." She rolled her eyes and laughed at me before she closed the door.
The garage door rumbled to life and her car drove off in the distance.
It felt like a massive weight was lifted off me and I went for short-run wearing nothing but shorts and running shoes. I was proud of my new body, I'd never seen ab's or even veins in the mirror, and now I had them. I also noticed I got more attention from the attractive women and when I stopped for a coffee I casually chatted up a woman in her mid-thirties about web design. I got her number, but it's because she wanted a web page where she could sell her crafted items. Easy money for me and she really wasn't that bad looking.
After the day I fell asleep earlier than I normally do. When I woke up I realized it was 2:00 a.m it was like my body was tuned in to wake up at 2:00. I looked out the window and saw the man that started it all drive into Janet's driveway. The door opened like it normally did, and Janet met him on the doorstep. The two talked a while before entering he stayed for 45 minutes I shrugged it off and went back to sleep.
Part of me felt jealous as I laid in bed. I couldn't help but toss and turn, so I got up and I looked outside. His car was gone and the light to the bedroom was on. I saw her leave the bathroom dressed in a housecoat. She disappeared into the hallway. Four minutes later I heard the chat app I set up ding. It was from Janet.
The text read. 'I ended it with Lou, and I've been thinking, my husband isn't back for two more days. We need to make up for missing last month, tomorrow night the new time?'
I backed out of the message and turned off my computer, I didn't was sound too eager. I didn't plan on giving her a reply. Instead, I'd just sneak over after the sun goes down.
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After Lou and the fitness instructor, I had become Janet's personal toy. Whenever she wished she would call and I would rush over. Why? Because the sex was fantastic. She admitted it was because she couldn't get enough with Nick gone so often. Plus I was okay with the new arrangement we had. It made our old one feel like water under the bridge. I even started researching colleges for the next year, I figured better late than never, not as if 21 was old.
Janet and my mother, Lisa. Became good neighbors, Janet would come over and have coffee with my father Bill and my mother. My father always tried to invite her and Nick to their BBQ's or parties. A true salesman he always tried to sell something or find investors, I remember when they first moved in he didn't care. Until he discovered Nick made a lot of money and Janet owned a small business. When I was younger, I used to wish they would accept, so I could see Janet up close. Now he was just annoying.
Four months into our affair, everything seemed to even out, until Nick returned home one day. Janet flew out of the door and threw an arm full of clothes at him. She screamed at him in the driveway and rushed back inside. I remembered the tapes from eight months ago and my stomach turned. I just lost all the leverage I had. I went back to that moment I saw the service truck and wished it wasn't there.
I watched Nick pickup his clothes and run for the door. Desperate to hear, I open the window.
He stopped, banged on the door, and when I heard Janet's voice, I cringed.
"You've been fucking them all this time, prostitutes, strange fucking women, a whole fucking orgy. We are so done, I spoke with a lawyer, and he said I can get everything." She screamed as if to alert the entire community.
After the door slammed shut, Nick said nothing, he turnaround and got back into his car. Nick must have had his own blackmailer, or a whistleblower.
Twenty minutes later Janet messaged me. 'I need a hard fucking, 1 hour.'
Since then, things changed. Not wanting to piss her off, I now heed her beck and call as an obedient slave.
A week passed since that painful night with no word from her. But, my mother and father had returned home. She knew those times were off limits. On the last night they were in town my mother cleaned the house and my father went out to get refreshments. At 7:30 on the dot, the doorbell rang. My father, Bill rushed down the stairs to answer.
My father dressed up nice, dress pants and a polo shirt. My mother wore a knee high sun dress, low cut to where I could see her cleavage, and a beige lacy bra. She put her hair up, put on makeup and even wore high heels.
Lately she had been taking her figure more serious and asked me for fitness tips. The time she spent in our home gym increased three fold. She said she wanted to look good on sales trips. An underlying complained was about the new girls younger ages and how they were making huge sales. But I think it also came from hanging out with Janet more often.
To my surprise, Janet stood at the door. She wore tight blue jeans, a black tank top, and many pieces of jewellery. When my father and mother greeted her, she kissed Lisa on the cheek and Bill she gave a hug. When they turned she looked up at me and gave me a wink.
It was always our little secret when she showed up. One time when my mother and her planned to have a drink, my mother ran out to get mix. Janet and I fucked on my bed. She cleaned up before my mother returned and continued to have a drink with her on her back deck as if nothing happened. Since then, Janet has been much more flirtatious with me in from my parents.
She walked past me, gave me a smile and patted me on the stomach. "Oh my, your boy has been working out, Lisa I should hire him to come clean my pool now that I'm single."
My mother laughed it off and grabbed three wine glasses.
I couldn't stay that night, part of me wanted to, but I had a mini crisis. To be exact, a $3200 mini crisis. I had to meet a client and settle a dispute over a potential copyright issue. My employee unknowingly used a photograph on a web page and now she was being sued, who was now suing me.
Brandy was a single mother, she was part Spanish and part French. Which gave her an exotic appearance from her tan to her eyes even in her voice when she spoke. I felt responsible to take care of her. She worked a job, came home at night and made jewelry to sell after hours. With my help on her online store, she was selling more jewelry than before. But it helped Brandy was a natural-born saleswoman. Did I mention she was attractive? In her early thirties, long black hair, tanned skin, and large black eyes, yes? Well, it's worth noting a second time. She had a smile that could put you at ease and with it she negotiated 25% off her monthly fee.
That night she greeted me at the door, with a tight t-shirt and tight pair of jeans. Even though she was mad, she gave me that amazing smile. She poured us a coffee and each time she bent over, I could see down her shirt. She wore a black bra, lace trim, and kept her hair back from her neck. As a result, by the end of the night I paid the $3200, I remain the website admin, and I now only charge her $100 a month for her continued business.
To be honest, I thought I would get laid. But, I just got a kiss and a wink at the door with a thank you. Which was better than nothing. Brandy really was a pleasant woman and to be honest, I had my hands full with Janet.
When I returned home I had hoped for a nice quiet night. Crack a soda, do some last-minute changes on the brothel game I made, and release it to the public as a web game. When I entered the house, my father greeted me with a smile.
"Hey, Doug, I didn't think you'd be home tonight." He said in a loud voice.
"Why? I didn't have much to do, I just had to take care are a few things for client."
His eyes grew wide, and for a second he wasn't sure what to say. "Oh, I thought when you said Brandy you were talking about a girl."
"I was, she's a client of mine, it's actually the jewelry site that I work on."
My mother came from the living room and gave me a smile and brushed her hair behind her ears. "Hi Doug, we're just finishing up with Janet, would you like to join us with a last drink?"
She had removed her sandals and my father had removed his glasses, which was uncommon because he couldn't see much without them. Janet entered the room and leaned against the door.
She waved me over. "Of course he would, come on, you can sit with me."
When I went past her, she hooked her arm in mine and led me to the couch.
The three of them laughed and gossiped about other people in the community. Maybe that's just people were. 'This neighbor did that, that neighbor wore those oh-my, and Janet is fucking Lisa's boy, you know the one who runs everywhere.'
Rachel, my half-sister was a star athlete, grade A student and never had a problem finding a date. She hated this community and its people, couldn't wait to get out. I thought she was being weird, but back then no one seemed to take notice of me. Now I wondered what they said.
I used to fantasize over my sisters friends. All of them were the pretty girls back in the day, most still are. The rich girls who stayed in the community and never went to school, like me.
I watched Janet and my mother Lisa banter back and forth. Once, many years ago I caught my mother and father having sex. Repulsed and turned on, I couldn't take my eyes off her. How the muscles in her back moved and rolled while she gyrated on top of Bill.
After I saw her from behind I used the memory to imagine Janet riding me. Now here she was laughing and flirting, being best of friends with my mother. Unknown to my mother, this woman was fucking her 20-year-old son who had blackmailed her.
As per normal, before Janet took her leave my mother invited her to a party. Like usual, Janet politely refused. I had to give it to my parents for being the persistent type, but I guess that's how they both made their money.
THE FREE AND EVER KINKIER SINGLE JANET
After Nick left, I played escort to out-of-town dance clubs, dinner or nights out. This time Janet wanted to attend a beauty party and wanted me as her upgraded "boy toy". I tried to find a way out, because this was in the city. But she quickly reminded me, I owe her. See, over the past few months my little video camera got me in more trouble than her.
I've also been learning she's not the dumb bimbo my parents first thought she was. Over the past few months, she was proving to be rather shrewd. Not only that but frisky, I'm pretty sure every first I'll have, will be with her. Recently she's been asking me if I find random men at parties handsome or not. Which has been concerning.
After a hot, muggy day with ominous clouds in the distance, night arrived and I got dressed in a black dress shirt, charcoal pants, and dress shoes. These were the clothes she picked out for me.
When I picked her up, she greeted me in a short black cocktail dress, high heels, a small purse and a little diamond necklace. Still, after all these months when I saw her, my heart skipped. She gave me a giant smile, whisked the hair from her face and reached her arm out to me.
"You can drive." She handed me the keys and escorted me to the car. It was a snappy little Audi, silver with black leather interior. She won it off of Nick in the divorce. In fact, she pretty well took everything, their house, part of his monthly paycheck, she even kept his cufflinks collection, worth half a million.
She navigated me outside of the city to an impressive three story giant mansion built on 10 acres. Fenced in with stone walls and barred off with iron spikes on top. The only thing missing was a fountain, massive trees, and a gardener trimming the weeds. But if it was daytime, I imagine he would have been there.
"Oh, I almost forgot you have to pretend you're Lou tonight." She said.
"I have to pretend I'm Lou, as in Lou your other guy?" I said.
"No just Lou, they just knew him by name, it's what's on the invitation." She said.
"Names please" the intercom said with a feminine voice.
She leaned over me and called back. "Mr. and Mrs. Black."
"Great, we're glad you could make it, we've heard a lot about you. The garage is full but pull around the back." The woman's voice said.
I stared at her with wide eyes and shook my head, begging for an explanation.
She pointed to the gate and said. "You'll miss the gate."
The gate opened, and I pulled into the driveway. There were five other vehicles in the back and a large a garage.
Janet reached into her purse, pulled out a card and some black cloth.
"Okay, we have some rules, the first one is no fighting and the men wear these."
I held up the thin cloth to reveal a stretchy black hood. She reached into the back seat and pulled out a masquerade mask for herself.
"What the hell are we doing?" I asked.
"Well, this is something Lou, and I was going to try, I never wanted to, but now I'm intrigued. Oh, and we're going to have sex with other people tonight. It's kind of a mandatory plus one."
"We're at a sex party! What happened to the Tupperware, makeup or other multilevel marketing house parties? Oh my god, is this why you've been asking me about other men?" I half shouted.
"What kind of party did you think we were going to?" she said.
We stared at each other, both with blank faces. She amazed me with her question, the surprise party, and her look of blank innocence to the point that I didn't know what more to say. I glanced at the mansion and shook my head in disbelief. "Well, not one of these." I said.
The more I stared at the mansion and the people inside, the more intrigued I also grew. Janet was a beautiful woman and her patrons were all wealthy, attractive women. This started to not seem like a terrible idea and started to look forward to it.
She touched my crotch and squeezed me through the pants. "Awhile back one of my regular customers used to invite me and Nick to spice up our marriage. I confessed to her about Lou and her eyes lit up. But she never met him, she doesn't know who he was, and I never told her about you. Now I'm curious about fucking another woman's husbands with her permission. So that's where you come in." She leaned in close, opened her mouth and kissed me on the lips.
I touch the tip of her tongue with mine and she welcomed me in. Our tongues explored one another and when we parted ways, she put her mask on and smiled at me.
"Don't worry, we'll probably be the average looking couple if my client is any hint." She said.
I pulled my mask over my head and escorted her to the backdoor. A slender, tall redheaded woman welcomed us. She wore a tight red dress, red stilettos and had a red-feathered mask. She was in her mid-forties, but still just as attractive as Janet.
Her voice was the same as the intercoms. "Welcome Black. I am Red" She said. She held the door open and let us in. As I passed by her, she slid her fingers across my chest. "I think I may have to negotiate for this one tonight." She stopped us in the entranceway. "Did purple explain the rules?"
Janet hung on to my arm and leaned forward with a big smile "Oh yes she did."
"Ah, I'm a little hazy on how this works?" I said.
Red put her hands together and smiled. "Okay, well first this party is for open couples only, a member must invite you, and that was Purple. No fighting, no hard feelings, take it home, discuss it with your significant other. But do not do it here, it's all in the manual. We meet here once a month." She smiled and took my arms. "Before we go in, I'd like to add, when I saw your pictures I knew you two were a perfect fit." She glanced downwards towards my belt and smiled. "But also in description. So last month it was the men's turn to negotiate. This month it's the women's turn."
"Negotiate?" I said.
"Yes, we play different games each month but this one's our favorite. We exchange favors, money, and once a car. In my husband's defense, he really wanted to sleep with that woman."
My eyes grew wide and I'm sure my mouth hung open. What the hell kind of party did Janet bring me to?
I looked over at her and she gave me a smile and a wink. "I told you it would be fun."
It suddenly felt fitting to hear thunder rumble in the distance. What could go wrong? I played games like this, huge stone mansion, out of town, strange unknown group. Yup sounded like a perfect place to get sacrificed.
Red turned her attention back to us, "Sounds like it'll be an interesting night. Tonight the men go to the rooms, don't worry there's a bottle of wine. There you'll wait until you hear a knock. You can also watch all the action on a tablet and a camera so you can see what your partner is doing. Each lady will have a colored key. Oh except for pink, their a lesbian couple and they request only one room so if you negotiate with pink all four of you will be in the room. Do not use names, even if you know them. Once we have our masks on we are a color, but you may remove the mask once your in your room. There are condoms in each room and they are mandatory. We want to keep our little group healthy and safe."
I nodded my head.
"Oh, and foursomes are open after hours and only on party nights," Red said.
Janet squeezed my arm tight, "That's the part I was hoping for, I always wanted to see two men."
"Maybe we can talk in the grand room then, my husbands also open to such meetings." Red gave Janet a devious smile. She looked at me and motioned towards the side door. "The rooms are that way, Mrs. Black if you will accompany me I will introduce you to the other ladies."
Janet smiled, slid her arm from mine and took Reds. She looked back and waved at me before disappearing through a large archway.
Part of me wanted to run, but I was afraid this weird cult would hunt me down in the rain like a horror movie. The hallway reminded me of an old haunted house. It had hardwood flooring with a red carpet runner, candle lamps that barely lit the floor and large wooden trim.
Pink was the first room, I couldn't help but hope Janet would pick them. In total, there were seven colors. Towards the end, I found the door with a black tag on the knob.
The room was no less luxurious than the rest of the house. It had hardwood flooring, a giant carpet, a king-size bed, and a drink tray with two glasses of wine and a bottle. On a bedside table was a tablet. I turn the lights on, but the room remained dark. The only light in the room was a faint glow from the tablet. I sat down and looked at the screen. It was a small 9 inch tablet that I could barely make out.
There were eight women in the giant room, each dressed in the colors of their mask. There was Red, the hostess and Janet in black. The others were purple, yellow, blue, pink, white, grey and green. Each of them wore a different dress, most wore short cocktail dresses, but one lady wore a white kimono style dress. Pink was the only one in a miniskirt and a pink leather jacket. I zoomed in on her out of curiosity, she was young, pretty, and looked like she had blue hair.
The other women were mostly middle-aged, but all seemed attractive, nothing like what you would see in some homemade videos on the Internet. They carried themselves tall and stood confident like wealthy women. Each had respectable breasts sizes, but I imagine most were fake, and no bulging waist lines.
I zoomed in on purple, the mystery woman whom I figured invited Janet. She had wide hips and larger breasts. Wore an elegant mask made of purple feathers, which wrapped around the back of her head and fanned out backwards. Her purple high strapped heels came up to her knees like a Greek goddess. She was the 2nd of only two women who wore a dress past their knees, but it had a long slit up her right leg as high as her hip which gave tantalizing glimpses of her thick long legs.
Soon after Janet appeared she left pinks side and greeted Janet. Poor bastard I thought.
The grand room had no floors above it, instead it was open all the way to the 3rd floor where it turned to a vaulted ceiling that carried on into a triangular wall of glass. In the middle of the glass wall an enormous stone fireplace with a chimney that rose to the peak. Three black leather couches sat around a square heavy wooden coffee table. If this was the living room, I wanted to see the rest of the house.
In the corner was a wheel, like you'd see on a game show, I tried to zoom in but I couldn't read what they wrote on it. I took a sip of the wine which tasted sweet and continued to admire the women.
The women drank, nibbled at small finger foods and chatted among each other. I looked around, but all I had was wine. This continued for 30 minutes. The tablet had no audio and a very limited zoom. I guess for the viewer to build their imagination. Janet browsed the room, chit chatted with all the women but always returned to purple. Purple also did the same thing, so I was sure I knew who my partner would be tonight.
At exactly 10:30 P.M, Red raised her arms up and all the women turned and looked at her. She said something to them and most of them nodded their heads and looked at the women beside them. Janet and purple was close together. I had become entranced with how purple swayed her hips, flicked her fake feathers from her face and walked about the room. She was elegant, pretty, mature and had more curves than the other women.
Red spun the wheel and all the women looked on. When it stopped spinning the women looked at one another and smiled. Some laughed, some rolled their eyes, and two clapped. Purple put her hand on blacks arm and almost looked like she apologized.



Red bent down and picked up a plastic tub. She popped the lid off and pulled out handfuls of what looked like little black balls on a string. She handed each of them to the ladies, and before they took them, they each downed what remained of their drinks.
I then realize what they were. One at a time Red helped put the balls in their mouths and reached behind their heads to adjust the fit. Once everyone finished a more sinister twist appeared. Red, the hostess, handed each woman a tiny lock on the buckle behind their head, including herself. Once done, she put a hand full of luggage keys on the coffee table.
As I predicted Janet, or Black as I should say exchanged keys with Purple. The women finished the exchange of keys, hugged one another and left the room.
I was clueless about what I should do, should I undress, stand at the door, or wait right there. Before I could decide a knock pulled me from my panicked thoughts. I stood there, beside the bed with my clothes on. A key worked the latch and the door opened. The hallway lights were dimmer than before. All I could see was the faint outline of the woman in the doorway. I figured I could at least see her in the tablet light, but before she could reach me the tablet powered down. She closed the door behind her and locked it.
The only light that entered the room was very faint from outside. The storm had grown closer and the occasional lightning strike, shed light into the room. She had the same idea, in the darkness I could see her reaching out so as not to stumble. I reached out and took her hand and she gave a muffled laugh.
I felt as if my hands would shake free from hers from all the trembling I was doing. All the confidence I had talking to girls my age these past months seemed to vanish before this purple, mature goddess. My head grew light as I stared into the darkness at my new partner.
She must have sense my uneasiness because she pulled me close to her and held me against her warm body. She purred as she slid her hand up and down my spine, her finger tips traced the outlines of my muscles. With a quick flick of her wrist, she flipped the mask from her face and let it fall behind her.
I didn't know what to do, so I leaned in for a kiss. I could see a glimmer of light in her eyes, but it was too faint to see her face. My tongue touched the ball in her mouth and we pulled away from one another. I could see and hear her trying to laugh, I felt like such an idiot. Before I could say anything she pulled me close and wrapped her arms around me.
Our finger tips explored one another's bodies rather than our tongues. Her waist was thick, but it wasn't fat, she had a muscular core, firm arms and a round ass. To the touch she felt soft, but applying pressure revealed a firm body beneath.
I'd learned with my time from Janet to take it easy. I guided her to turn, wrapped my hands around her shoulders and pressed my thumbs into her muscles.
Her back arched, and she sighed with a faint moan. I tried to steal a glimpse of her face, but each flash outside came to quick or was too dull. As I massaged her, she too looked back curious of the stranger behind her.
She pressed back and rubbed her ass on my cock. I'd been so preoccupied with her identity, I didn't even notice my erection. She twisted and ground into my crotch and pulled my hips tighter against hers.
Her warm hands guided mine down towards her open leg. Over her shoulders, down her ribs and over her hips. I squeezed and messaged the soft warm skin that covered her muscular thighs.
We were both here for sex. She wanted it as much as I did when I realized that my courage returned. I slid my hand beneath her dress and was welcomed by smooth shaven skin, void of any undergarment.
My other hand explored her stomach and up to her breasts where I cupped a large handful of flesh. A top it a firm, erect nipple pushed through the thin material. I felt no bra, or if there was one it was made with very little fabric.
She swayed back and forth on my body and as if dancing she turned, reach behind her back and unzipped her dress. With a twist and roll of her shoulders, she worked the dress free and let it slip from the top of her body. For a moment, the fabric clung to her nipples then slipped free. In the faintest of light, her white skin glowed.
My hands returned to her, and I cupped her breasts in each of my hands. They were soft, fluid and warm, unlike Janet's who felt firm and sometimes a little cooler than the rest of her body.
Enthralled with how they moved, I rolled them in my hands and massaged them. My thumbs caressed and excited her nipples. Enjoying the attention, she swayed her body from side to side. The longer I played with her, the firmer and taller her nipples grew. When they reached their fullest extent, she grabbed my arms by the biceps and pulled herself into my chest.
This time she forgot about the ball and went to kiss my neck. I didn't wish to ruin the moment, so I didn't laugh. Instead, I slid my fingers behind her dress and helped slide it down over her hips and full round glutes. From there, it slipped from her thighs and crumpled on the floor. My hands slid up her back, her warm and smooth skin made me yearn to see her in light. I pressed by fingers into the muscles around her spine and she cradled her face into my neck.
Eager to return the favor, she reached down and unbuckled my pants, free of the leather belt she slid her hand inside and took hold of my cock.
Her slender hand stroked and played with it. I'd grown so hard it ached, I undid my pants and let myself free. Both of us wanted it now. In a frenzied pace, we raced to remove my clothes. She pulled my shirt free and I kicked my pants and socks off.
Purple finish the last button and threw back the shirt from my shoulders. Using the weight of her body she pushed me backwards onto the bed and straddle my thighs. I laid there pinned with my arms behind my back, trapped inside my sleeves.
Outside a lightning strike drew her attention to the window, in a brief second I could see a shadowy outline of her long sandy hair draped over her shoulders and face. She had a sharp jawline and a feminine, slender nose. Unable to free myself, she took control and explored my stomach and chest with her hands. Digging, prodding, and teasing my skin with her nails. Trapped in my damn shirt, I tried to fiddle with the buttons to free myself.
It didn't bother her that I wasn't able to caress her. Instead, she purred as her hands traced over every inch of my body. She pressed her fingers into my shoulders, felt my arms bulge as I fought the shirt, and after she felt my face like a blind lady would.
All I could do was lay there on my back, my cock straight up, as hard as I'd ever felt it. To my agony she would not touch it, not even by accident with her stomach. Finally, after many painful minutes, she ran her hands down my body and she reached it and felt its full size. She ran her hand up and down it, cupped my scrotum and began massaging it with both hands. Janet was very demanding, and I knew we were going out tonight. If I hadn't rubbed one out before we left I'd finished now.
I moaned and threw my head back into the mattress. Her soft hands caused my body to shutter and writhed against the silk sheets. My body tensed and she grew excited with feeling my tightened body.
Enough was enough, I grabbed the other sleeve of my hand, held on to it tight and tore my wrist free of it. Purples hands slid up to my shoulders and arms and I tore my other arm free.
She may have had a ball gag but my tongue was free, I pushed her away from me, swung her to the side and flopped her back onto the bed. I descended on her, as I did she spread her legs and I fell between them. My hands explored her chest, stomach, and hips. I discovered if I pressed my fingers into her warm soft flesh I found firm quivering muscles below.
With firm pressure I ran my hands over her thighs, up the front of her hips and back up to her breasts. I leaned forward and licked her nipple. In a brilliant display of lighting flashed and I caught a glimpse of her naval and shaven vagina. The thunder made the house sound as if it would crack into two, made her jump.
To regain her attention, I wrapped my arm around her waist and pulled her up to me, opened my mouth and took as much of her breast as I could. While I sucked on them, I circled my tongue around her nipple.
Eager for more she pulled my head to her other breast and wrapped her legs around my waist.
Each time I felt them become engorged, she pulled my head to the other. My hands roam up and down her ribs and waist, I cupped her ass and continued to work away at her breasts. She wiggled out from underneath me, opened the bedside table and rummaged around until she found a condom. Like a pro she tore it open, unwrapped it and pushed me back all in the darkness. I was thankful she did, because Janet and I didn't use them. As a result, my skill never improved from that first time.
Her hands felt soft as she knelt over top of me and unrolled the condom down my shaft. I caressed her back and ass and tried to imagine what she looked like. This was only the second woman I had touched and I hardly got to see her.
It was almost as good as my first, on second thought, this was better than my first. I knew what I was doing, she was full of life, and we were both ready to go. She rolled over onto her back and I followed her over. We were sideways in the bed now, closest to the foot side. From here, I could almost see her face.
I reached down and slid my hand between her thighs. She was soaking wet, I could hear her purring each time my finger ran between her lips. I caressed the opening and ran my entire finger length of her soaking vagina. She lifted and spread her leg to give me more access. I slid two fingers inside of her when I knew she was ready. She was tighter than Janet, there was no way I could fit three, but I was still going to try. I kept my thumb outside and squeezed down to snake my hand inside of her.
She arched her back wrapped her body in the silk sheets. They were smooth on the skin, almost cooling. I grabbed them and dragged them over her nipples. She panted and breathed hard around the ball in her teeth. Driven to the edge, her legs slid up and down the bed.
This was my opportunity, I pulled my fingers out and tried to push three inside of her. I had to twist my hand and squeezed my three fingers together. Her hole grew stiff and refused to stretch wide. She groaned and pushed my hand away from her.
"Oc E" she said through her nose.
I tried to put my fingers back in.
"Mo, oc e." she said. This time she wrapped an arm around my neck slid her leg under me and pulled my cock towards her waiting hole.
Feeling around with my hand, I grabbed my cock and touch the edges of her vagina. Together we massaged her opening with the tip of my penis. She couldn't contain herself anymore. She ran her thighs up and down my hips and used her ankles and heels to pull me forward.
I guided myself in, at first I could only break the entrance. Purple felt so much different from Janet, I tried to push deeper until the condom stretched tight. She still had resistance, I pulled back out and entered again. This time I went in deeper than the head, just past the opening, and stopped. I felt her stretch over the tip and then with ease accepted me.
I repeated it three more times, each time she squeezed my shoulders tight and grunted in her throat.
It wasn't just her body that resisted. She put her hands on my hips and pushed back trying to slow my advance. I knew she wasn't like Janet, Janet was a different story. This one could run out of here screaming and yelling and I'd be in a lot of shit. Janet was also much more wild and frantic.
I used my hand to circle the head of my penis around inside of her. She let out a moan inside of her throat and tried to pull me deeper with her leg.
I enjoyed the number three, I found it to work best with Janet. After the third circle, I sunk down until I was half inside of her. I pulled back, let her rest and brought one of her legs up into my arm, reposition myself and slid back inside of her. Gently, I slid in and out of her halfway. She lifted her chin as high as she could and arched her back. She pushed herself into the mattress off my shoulder and hips and moaned in her throat.
The warmth of her body and tightness surged through my hips. My weight shifted above her and on the fourth thrust, I dropped my full weight on her and pushed deeper than the times before. She shuttered, frantically slapped my hip and tried to push back on my shoulder.
Concerned, I pulled out and paused outside of her. With a gentle touch, she reassured me and pulled me closer.
With one hand, she guided me back inside of her. The room lit up and thunder cracked the roof. The rain fell in torrents down the window. Neither of us had noticed when the rain started. In the brief light, I watched myself sink inside of her and admired her voluptuous body.
Her skin was white and pristine. As I had imagined her she was middle-aged, and shaven. Her body looked as smooth as it felt. I lost time staring at her gorgeous body and forgot to look up to see her face. When I remembered, the triple flash of lightning subsided and I missed seeing her face.
The room seemed to grow dark after the bright flash. My eyes grew blind in the darkness again. She slid her hands from my hip and shoulder and pushed on my chest.
"Uhg," she said.
With her wet juices smothering my cock, I sunk down my entire length. The deepest I'd been so far and felt a firm wall of flesh at the tip of my cock. Her body finally accepted my full thrust, I pulled back out, but not all the way and plunged myself back in.
She moaned and said, "uhg op."
I had been gentle to this point, but this was where Janet would get the hottest and demand more, faster and harder fucking. I turned off the love making and started to fuck her.
Several drawn out thrusts caused her to writhe and tense up beneath me, still she tugged at her gag. I pushed myself up from the bed, gripped her waist and pulled her tight by her shoulder. With her one leg still wrapped over my shoulder, I pulled her hard into my thrusts. This time I entered all the way. Her free leg flailed at my side from hard pounding.
As I withdrew she screamed, and as I drove myself back in, she moaned. Her hands fell from her head and braced herself against my chest and arms. Her body twisted to her side and with free access I slid my hand down and cupped her breast and continued thrusting forward as hard as I could.
"Ugh." She said. "O Ugh." She continued to repeat herself. With her free hand she tried to grab for the bed-side table.
Each time she did I thrust myself into her. Months of trying to satisfy Janet taught me all kinds of new techniques. I used a long stroke several times and then paused just before I pulled free. After a single breath I would plunge myself all the way and hold myself deep inside, before restarting.
"Ugh." She screamed. The sporadic thrusts caused her to grow frantic. She clawed at my shoulders and moaned through her gag. Her arm wrapped around my neck and clung tight to me. We were face to face, looking into one another's dark eyes.
I released her one leg and took both her shoulders in my hands. I fucked her hard, so hard I could see her breasts slamming up and down even feel them hit my wrists.
"Ugh" she grunted with each thrust. Her one hand clawed at my biceps and forearms the other held onto her breasts in an attempt to stop them from bouncing. I released her, pulled her knees up tight over my shoulder and sunk in as deep as I could. She threw her head back, her arms fell to her side and she tried to brace herself on the bed.
With her legs pinned against my chest I pulled her ass tight against my thighs and leaned forward. Her body shook and she frantically slapped the mattress. I could imagine her eyes bulge when she took my entire length.
"Ugh, uk wai, wai." She screamed. She curled forward and gasped for air.
I rested on her, not moving. I cursed myself for getting carried away. I was about to pull out when her body relaxed. She tapped me on the thigh and gently pulled and pushed on my hip, motioning for me to move.
A long stroke, then a half stroke, followed by multiple rolling long strokes. I imagined myself as a steam engine starting out. Her fingernails dug into my thighs and I paused deep inside of her. She whimpered, tensed up and her insides pulsed around me. Her body wanted more, and the pause brought it to a boil.
With the worst timing, my own orgasm welled up inside and threatened to urge my hips forward for a final thrust. I had pushed myself to close and now it would go with the slightest movement. Eager to keep things on the move, she pulled at me with her hands trying to get my hips to continue. Multiple cracks of thunder shook the house and lightning cracked through the clouds and lit the outside of the courtyard like a floodlight.
For two seconds I stared into my mystery woman's face two feet in front of mine. At first I noticed her giant green eyes, they were the same color as mine. Her hair too was the same as mine. The middle age face that stared up at me for those two seconds were so familiar I froze. Strands of hair clung to her face and smeared makeup stained the sides of her eyes.
I let her slid her one leg free of my grip. I still couldn't move for fear of cumming inside of her. I had a condom, but it was the idea of it.
We laid there in the dark, neither of us moved. Purple made the first move, she freed her other leg and wrapped both around my waist trapping me inside of her. With both her hands and legs she pulled me back inside.
"Mom?" I whispered.
"O ames" she said.
I was pretty sure she said no names. I just laid there, I couldn't help but think of that conniving bitch Janet. Then I realized what all those parties my parents went to were.
"uc e" she whispered.
I tried to look at her through the darkness, but I can see anything again, not even an outline.
She rotated her hip and wiggled underneath me. "Uc e." She purred. She slid herself up and curled back up against me.
My surging orgasm had faded, but my cock still pulsed hard with each move she made. This was my mother but I couldn't help it, my hip involuntarily twitched and I thrust deeper. In that moment, she just was another beautiful woman.
I shook my head, I thought of what my dad would say. It reminded me that he was in another room fucking Janet. A woman he had asked out to parties for years. Purple, yes, purple caressed my thigh with her long legs and embraced me.
I tried hard not to want it. But the warmth of her hands on my back and her soft legs pulling me forward, my muscles flexed, and I thrust forward to meet her, a second time, then a third and it all felt so normal.
We moved faster until our animal urges took over logic, etiquette, and all sense of morals were removed. I lifted one leg up and over my arm and fucked her again. But I was so close to coming I had to stop a second time.
"Onk cunn." She said.
"What?" I whispered.
She pushed my hips away until I slid out of her. That alone almost made me cum.
"Onk cun eck." She said it slow and tried to pronounce each word.
She pushed me away and rolled up on to her knees and presented her ass to me on all fours. With one hand, she reached between her legs and pulled my cock towards her. I took her by the hips and she guided me in.
"O Ugh." She said.
Now I understood what she was saying. "No names." I said.
I could see her look back over her shoulder, I could envision her smile. It was like permission for both of us to do something so taboo that only her and I would know.



I took her by the shoulders and pulled her back into me when I thrust forward. This time she really said 'ugh', but it wasn't my name. I knew I was bottoming out. She threw her head back and received each thrust with eagerness. Her legs quivered and she fell forward.
I didn't stop. I rode her down and continued my assault. I held her by the tops of her shoulders and slid in and out of her between her legs and butt. She gripped the mattress edge and tried to climb forward over its edge. Another orgasm locked her body and she threw her head back. When she did, I fell forward, wrapped one arm around her throat and clung to her shoulder. The other arm I slid under her stomach and down between her legs until I could feel the shaft of my penis and her clit. I rubbed it hard with my middle finger and continued to rotate my hips up into her.
A half moan, half scream built up from a low rumble in her throat. A sound I wish I could have heard free of the gag. Her left hand gripped the bed and her other hand tried to pull my fingers from her. But I wouldn't stop. She twisted and threw her head back like a wild horse, then her legs stiffened and her hips bucked forward. Her entire body grew rigid and she couldn't help but grind harder into my cock and hand. The hand that clenched the bed reached up and pulled my head down tight into her neck.
She didn't whimper, moan or grunt, just clung to me in silence. Her body relaxed and her hips squirmed under my weight.
I rolled to the side and pulled her by the shoulder onto her back. She rubbed her stomach and her breasts and squeezed her knees together. But she was not done.
"or urn." She said. She rolled on top of me. Repositioned herself and in the light of another flash I saw her kneeling over top of me. Before she slid down my cock, she pulled the condom off and threw it to the side.
"Wait." Was all I could say before the sensation of her warm moist body engulfed me. I let a moan escape from my throat and I threw my head into the mattress.
"fuck, fuck, oh fuck." Was all I said.
"O Ugh, uck e, uck e, uck e." She said each time she bounced on top of me.
She brought me to the edge of my orgasm, then stopped.
She had been overconfident in her stamina. In seconds she grew exhausted, her mind wanted to continue but her body struggled to keep up. She slumped forward and put her hands on my chest. Her large breasts squeezed out between her arms. She looked beaten and battered, her hair was a mess, sweat beaded on her forehead and try as she did, she couldn't make her hips grind forward.
I wanted to see more, I wished for lights to see the details of her beautiful body. A jealous part of me took over, I wanted to be the best she had. I grabbed her hips like I'd learnt to do with Janet and began grinding her hips into mine.
My chest and arms burned from the effort. I smiled to myself and her hands left her body and clung to my arms and engorged chest. Each time I rammed her forward onto my pelvis, she grunted and squeezed her hands.
"o Ucccc." She said. Her thighs tightened and grew firm. I reached up and felt her back arch. She froze, but only for a second or two, then fell forward on shaky arms.
That was when I felt myself going. I rolled her off me, got on top and slam myself inside of her. The sensation started in my hips and travelled upward from inside. I no longer had control, I fucked her like a barbarian. I grabbed by her shoulder, braced myself on the bed and drove myself down on top of her.
She moaned with me while I grunted. It was all she could do, she lifted a weak hand up to my arm the other rested on my thigh. Her legs splayed out to the sides, and she closed her eyes. All my muscles strained and burned, I grit my teeth and when I felt myself release inside of her my hips locked forward.
"Oh... fuck..." I said. Exhausted, I too came to rest next to her. Together, we panted in a heap of flesh.
After my muscled recovered, I came back to reality and realize what we had done. I wanted to faint or throw up but couldn't tell which. Part of me wanted to kill Janet. Then my mother reached up, pulled me close and held me. When I tried to pull away, she put a leg around me and shook her head.
She reached up and tapped the monitor three times. A very faint light illuminated the area. I realized that was probably what she was trying to do when she first tried to escape. It wasn't very much light, but enough that I would have been able to tell it was her.
When our bodies recovered their strength, we dressed in silence. She was much quicker than I was, but she skipped her heels and zipping her dress up. When I tried to find my pants she pulled me up to look in her face.
She pulled my forehead down to hers and hugged me.
"E ill alk." She said. "aiik ear." She put her hand on my chest. Then to my surprise, she reached down into my briefs and tugged on my still wet cock. As if not satisfied it began to rise once more. Which brought a slight moan from her. As if frustrated, she pulled her hand free and slipped the mask back over her face.
"We'll talk later?" I said.
She nodded her head, and when she left the room, she looked back over her shoulder at me.
I stood there alone in the room, unsure of what to do. For years my friends teased me about my mother, that if she ever got divorced, they would try to become my stepfather. She was the beautiful soccer mom other fantasized over. I thought back to when I would sneak into her room and look at her underwear. Back then, I imaging Janet wearing similar pieces, but it was the first place I ever saw lace g strings, micro bikinis, and lingerie.
I tried to turn the tablet back on, but camera feed was offline. I wasn't sure if I would kill Janet or not, because of how the night ended. Nothing made sense, I wasn't even sure if I would be in shit when we got home.



        Spying on my Parents' Sexy Neighbor Pt. 03

        Doug becomes obsessed with a new taboo.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/spying-on-my-parents-sexy-neighbor-pt-03

Title: Spying on my Parents' Sexy Neighbor Pt. 03

Author: greytonesandredlights

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Doug becomes obsessed with a new taboo.

Tags: married, nonconsent, mother son, son, mother, milf, mature, couple, blackmail

Series: Spying on my Parents' Sexy Neighbor


Rain drizzled down the glass. A flash lit the clouds above, and in an instant a crooked chain of light cut through the dark skies. The lights of the long stone garage flooded the courtyard with long stitches of light that disappeared into the paving stones. I stared at the silver Audi. I still couldn't decide if I resented Janet or not.
Lisa, my mother, slipped back inside the room. She had removed the ball gag but still had it in her hand along with her phone. She closed the door and locked it.
She took my hand and sat me down on the bed. "Now, why would Janet do this? Tell me everything." She said. She wasn't harsh, but she was serious.
I told her everything, I started at the beginning when they first moved in. I explained how I saw her through the window from the on-suite bathroom. How I bought video cameras to get a closer view of her. I told her about Lou, when Nick would come home, and how I came up with the plan to join in. She sat and listened to the entire story. I even explained why I began training as hard as I did, and why I started the business I did. I felt like I talked for hours, but it was only 15 minutes.
She listened to everything I said and when I finished she took a deep breath.
"Go downstairs and wait for me in the weight room, no one will be using it. Put your mask on. When I get Janet there, I'll do the talking."
I stared at her blankly. "Mom, why aren't you freaking out?"
"Going crazy won't help anything, just use what I wrote it the manual," she said.
"What manual? I only just found out about this as we were pulling in the driveway. I thought I was taking her to a dance club or some sales house party." I said.
"She didn't give you a manual? I was the one who invited her, your father and I have been trying to get her and Nick for years. Suddenly she accepted with this new boyfriend called Lou." She tapped her front teeth with her nail and disappeared in thought. When she came to, she pointed a finger at me. "Get your mask on, I'll explain things later. Do not talk!"
I slid the mask over my head. "She's smart, it was my mistake, I thought she was a Bimbo," I said.
"Sweetie, she's not smart, she's devious." She said, patted me on the cheek and turned me towards the door with a smile.
I slipped out of the room, behind me a door opened. It was pinks room, two women giggled and high heels clicked on the hardwood. My heart skipped and footsteps quickened as I rounded the corner down the stairs.
My stomach turned, I envisioned a bar fight, frantic screaming, yelling, threats and all types of shit hitting the fan. I wanted to throw up, to pass out or break something.
Janet stepped into the room and looked at me. She gave me a smile and said, "Was it fun?"
I wanted to reply, but my mother told me to stay quiet. Lisa close the door and stood next to me. Her response shocked me.
"Did you enjoy it? Tonight I mean." Lisa said.
Janet gave her a smile and shrugged her shoulders. "I won't lie I expected larger, very good though, very skilled, I could see where your son gets his potential. Am I right?"
Lisa gave her a smile. "Doug told me everything, including the things he did, and all the things you two have started."
Janet's face twisted into a frown. "Did he tell you he blackmailed me into sex?"
"Like I said, everything, including how you came to enjoy his company. He will get dealt with. But tonight you two will leave as Janet and Lou. He's going to drop you off, and the deal you two have is done."
"What if I have more plans for Doug? I still enjoy our time together, I've passed on a lot of skills and I'm just now getting rewarded for the training." Janet said. She took a step closer to Lisa and lifted her chin. "Besides, I control everything over him, I kept the letter and the original USB. And now that the divorce is final, it doesn't matter."
Screwed, I thought to myself.
Lisa smiled and lowered her hands in front of her waist. The softer response threw Janet off. Then Lisa said, "I know the divorce is final, but even if Nick got these files, the high-priced lawyer he has can cause you unwanted grief, say a month's allowance. As for our group it's your signature on our contract, you lied and forged my son's signature said his name was Lou. What would your clients think of you if they found out the pudgy 19-year-old virgin tricked you into giving him sex?"
Janet's smile dropped. She looked back at me and Lisa. "What would everyone think of you two? You two fucked each other."
"If we did, that's illegal too, something you coerced us into, through trickery and forgery? It's far better for you if we didn't have sex." Lisa said. Lisa stepped closer this time. "This group of ours has strings in high places, you expose my son and I, you expose them. How well would your business do then? What about your friends, your entourage of young pretty hair dressers who worship you? You want to be the one who's doing the seducing and controlling, not the one who's been outsmarted by a chubby kid with braces. You have pictures of him now, I have pictures of a gaming teen with braces, skinny arms and a belly."
I had to admit, the comment stung more than a little. Was that how she saw me? Either way, I suppose I deserved it.
Janet opened her mouth to say something, then looked at me. Maybe she remembered the kid who stood in the doorway as she held the purse of money. She brought a hand up to her cheek and tried to wipe a tear from the corner of her eye. "Like you said before its only sex, it's not like, well." She looked away and her quivering hand covered her mouth and stopped a tear from running down her nose.
Lisa spoke in a soft tone. "You've started a new and larger building, its expensive land in that part of the city, can you afford to lose face and money right now? Considering you gained a lot of pleasure from the deal."
Janet scowled at Lisa, her eyes filled with tears. She wasn't one who took losing well. On short notice my mother landed a sharp sting that took the fight from her.
Lisa clasp her hands in front of her and gave her a smile. "I think we can agree none of us wants any of this to come out. The little thing you two have going on is over, even if you don't want it to be. I can report to Red that you two had fun, but it wasn't for you and we continue on with our lives." She looked at me. "And believe me, Doug will earn his way."
Janet looked different. She sat down on a workout bench, put her knees together and her hands on her lap. She looked up at Lisa and said, "what if I don't want it to end?"
"You mean punishing him?" Lisa said.
"No," she looked down to her feet and wiggled her toes. "To explore more, just to know there're others like me." a tear ran down the side of her nose and landed on the black mat. She shook her head and stood up. "I just wanted to know if it's normal to fall in love with family." She crushed the mask in her hand and stormed pass us out into the hall.
Lisa covered her mouth with one hand. We both stood there and stared at the open door.
She put her hands on her forehead and looked down. "Shit." She turned to me and looked straight at me. "Dammit Doug, she didn't need this or you," She waved her hand over me. "She needed a therapist. Just take her home and let me think we'll talk more when your father flies out in two days."
"We're not going to tell dad, are we?"
"I will." She said.
I looked at her in horror.
"I'll tell him the story about Janet and how she plotted to get you here. I'll say that as we were undressing close to the window, we saw each other's faces, and that's was where we ended it."
I nodded my head, put my mask back on and went out to the car. Before anyone else could see me, I slipped out the back and ran through the rain towards Janet's car.
She was already in it. Her clothes were soaked and hair clung to her scalp. A bit of mascara stained her cheeks and the sides of her eyes. I jumped in the drivers. We drove home in silence. I wanted to say something, but each time I tried my mouth refused to open.
I pulled into the drive and parked in front of the garage door.
"You can still sneak over, your mother wouldn't know." She said, she stared straight ahead.
I shook my head, "I am so sorry, I wish that service van at was never park there. Or I should have just looked like I was stealing your mail. Or just none of this happened to begin with."
We sat together in silence and watched the rain bounce off the hood and windshield of the car.
She looked at me. "I knew what your parents were, I saw the way your father looked at me. I wanted to come, but I could tell Nick didn't want to." She reached over and took me by the back of the head and pulled me into her lips.
Her tongue forced its way through my lips and pressed against my teeth. She pulled away, grabbed the keys and ran for her front door.
Back home, I waited in my room until my parents returned. Before they returned, I threw the clothes I wore that night in the garbage. Four hours later, my parent's car pulled in.
"Doug." My father called out from downstairs.
I was a man, but that didn't stop my knees from trembling as I walk towards the banister and looked down. He looked up at me and motioned for me to come down. When I got down the stairs the two of them stood together.
A grin spread across his face and he said, "I guess we have the same taste in women."
My mother shot him an icy stare and slapped his arm. "Bill!"
"It's true, him and I had sex with the same woman." He said.
My mother and I looked at each other than back to Bill. I said nothing, I just pressed my lips together and raised my eyebrows.
"Right, I don't approve of the method, you took short-term gains for long-term losses." He shook a finger at me, then tapped his forehead. "If you had thought it out better, you could have shown up as Doug." He said.
I shook my head and rolled my eyes. I always knew dad was a bit of a lecher. Now it took a whole other level.
"Oh my god Bill," Lisa said.
"He's a grown man, Rachel knows. Eventually he would have found out. At least we could have introduced him better than Janet," Bill said.
"Okay, that's enough I'll deal with this tomorrow. Bill, go sleep it off. Doug, downstairs you're sleeping on the couch."
Bill sighed and said, "Okay, mistakes were made, we've made them in the past too, can you two clean it up with the group?"
Both my mother and I nodded our heads.
He put his hands together and said, "Good, tomorrow after you're done your work you and I will do some volunteer work." He pointed his finger at me.
My father kissed Lisa on the cheek and went upstairs. When he disappeared in the bedroom, my mother brought me to the bookshelf in the office. She pulled out a box labelled 'work' and handed it to me. "Read it, it's all the rules Janet was supposed to give to you."
"Rachel knows?" I said.
Lisa nodded her head and said, "Yes, she's known for a few years." She squeezed me on the shoulder and walked out. She turned back to me at the door, "Hey, Doug, this doesn't change anything between us, okay." She smiled. "I love you."
I don't recall saying 'I love you' to her as a child. The words felt strange and took effort to leave my tongue, but I didn't want to leave her hanging. "I love you too mom."
The following day I did as dad said. After work he took me to a woman's shelter where I anonymously donated all the money I had made from my business. I also donate two full days every weekend for the next year, stocking shelves and helping organize their thrift store.
IT'S A NEW WORLD.
The day after we visited the women shelter, my father flew to Africa for a major deal. My mother woke up early and made the two of us breakfast. She wore a light silver silk robe that came down to her mid-thigh. She didn't wear a bra and had her hair up in a bun, exposing her neck and chest. For me I found it quite distracting, but for her she sat next to me and talked like nothing happened.
"Mom, I'm still having problems with the other night and this outfit isn't helping." I said.
She gave me a smile and said, "Did you read the Manual?"
I said, "Yes."
"Every time you think about that night you shut it down and think three times about when I was your mother. Years ago, your father and I used the sales trick to remind ourselves we loved one another and what we did at the parties was nothing different from a hobby. We found like-minded couples who understood. They were successful business and sales people. Over time, we all built our wealth together. It helped fund Red's dream home five years ago, and it's been our club ever since."
I looked at my plate and then to the opening in her robes and the top of her breasts. "Did you enjoy it, our night? If you did, how are you getting over it?" I said.
She put her fork down on her plate and smiled to herself. "Yes." She reached out and took me by the hand. "I enjoyed it very much, I never thought I would." She let go of my hand and turned her attention back to her plate. "But we move on, it was fun for both of us, but we move on and when we're here, we're mother and son."
I nodded my head. But there was a thought that continued to swirl in my head. "I can't help it. One more thing, the condom. What if you and I, what if you get pregnant?"
She dropped her fork and grabbed my hand in hers. "Oh no. You've been worrying about that? Don't, a long time ago after I had you and had complications, I got tied. We're safe, you don't need to worry about that."
She took a sip from her coffee cup and smiled. "Still, it's a shame you can't come anymore, you're the largest in the group. I'm kind of proud of it." She laughed.
I shook my head and grinned. "Oh my god, mom."
THE WORLD CONTINUES TO TURN.
Months passed and my mother was right. Things settled down, I forced the thoughts from my head and continued on with life. Business, fitness and developing indie games. At least that's what I told myself.
I continued to pound the pavement, but only for fitness and attention from girls. Without the need to impress Janet, I found myself less eager to meet new people. I ran, lifted weights and worked harder at programming my game. As for my internet business that was online and anything new, I just forwarded onto my employee. She loved people. She could chat all day at college, go to outings and still have energy to talk at night. I couldn't understand it.
Janet moved across the city after a month. But I broke my promise to my mother and had sex with her one last time. I felt I owed it to her, and I wanted to know what she meant by her comment. I'm certain now, curiosity will get me before old age or disease.
I told her Lisa and I sat by the tablet and saw one another's faces from a light outside. But we undressed one another before seeing each other's faces. She seemed to buy it and in return she told me she seduced her brother when she was my age. Their father caught them one afternoon. Since then, the family shunned them. Her brother, who she loved, blamed her and hasn't spoken to her in twenty years.
Three days later, a moving van arrived, and a realtor put a sign out front.
Turns out Janet's not the only devious one. My mother still visits her, like a cat toying with a mouse. She said she wants to play nice and continues to funnel high value business towards her.
Behind the scenes, my mother's been taking steps to ensure Janet continues to pay financially. Through her gossip connections, she learnt Janet's paying two mortgages and a business loan.
Mom pays the realtor each month to keep the sign in an obscure area, shaded by trees. As well as limiting its exposure on the market and with other realtors. According to rumors, her expansion had some unexpected delays and added costs. Coincidently, it's the same contractor my mother used on a major project down town.
In a way she's playing a game of chicken with her, only she's using one another's reputation. Strange thing is, she seems to enjoy it. Even stranger thing is, it's not doing anything to turn me off thinking about our night together.
I've read the manual multiple times. The rules were complicated, but I could see why they were in place. The group treated party night as a hobby. There was a list about etiquette, games and their rules, plus rules and recommendations about how to act outside of the mansion. Even a help group was available if couples became jealous or had other complications. My mother was head of that group.
I expected harsher punishment from my parents, but I felt like they let me off the hook. I had to move into the basement, even though Janet moved. It was like my own suite. I paid rent in an expensive area. Because they let the cleaning lady go, I had to start taking care of my own clothes, food and mess. The free ride had ended, but they were still willing to support me.
But that didn't stop my mother from helping me with some of my laundry or inviting me up to eat. Funny thing was, she hadn't worked a dishwasher for so long she had to relearn. Being at home more often, she asked me to sleep in my old room, which still had a bed. I think it was because she felt lonely in the house or because she was trying to reconnect as a mother.
ONCE A LINE IS CROSSED, IT'S HARD TO COME BACK.
My mother flew out for a week across country to handle a big deal. When she returned father joined us. We had dinner and drinks.
Bill patted Lisa on the knee and took a sip of wine. His eyes were dark, and he had little conversation in him.
Still, the two couldn't keep their hands off one another, since they had returned at the same time. It was the first time in two months they were in the same city.
Before dad made any awkward jokes, I figured I better leave. When he drank two things happened, he became the funny man and his pervy side shone much brighter.
"I'm going to head down, get some work done. Good night." I gave my dad a smile and my mother a quick peck on the cheek.
"Good night," She said.
"That's new?" Bill Said.
"We've been getting closer." Lisa said.
I looked over my shoulder to see her give me a smile. I undressed downstairs and took a shower. The past week I had broken through a programming problem on my AI. Free of thought, my mind wandered.
The warm water ran down my body and felt like a wave of relaxation. It wasn't a hard day, no stress or hard workout, just a simple day. My mind drifted back to the night with "Purple." I thought of what I would do differently, what I would say, or what I would touch.
I wanted to see and feel her body, not just imagine it. My cock grew hard, and I gave in after months. She had been working hard, lifting weights, riding the bike and even bought a Stairmaster. Before we had a treadmill, bike and a few weights, now it looked like a complete gym.
The clothes she wore around home didn't help. Her legs showed the round shapes of muscle, curves and angles. Her waist line frequently caught my attention, now that she wore smaller shirts which revealed her tighter figure.
I shook my thoughts and turned the shower off. Dried and went upstairs. I had forgotten they were home, routine set in and I went up for a drink of water wearing only my towel. I found myself wishing Fay, our cleaning lady still worked for us. She was another mature woman I wished I could show my new body off too. Maybe even get more than a glance. Perhaps that's why they let her go.
They didn't close the door to their room all the way. The faintest sound came from it, a sweet sound of lust. One I hadn't heard for months. I felt my cock turn hard in an instant, as if I were one of Pavlov's dogs.
I may not have been a virgin anymore, but I had gotten a taste of sex. Then suddenly it had been taken away. At first it didn't seem like much, I even enjoyed the break. But now I thought of it every free minute.



Slowly, I crept up the stairs until I could see the crack in their door and hear Lisa's voice.
My father stood on the side of the bed while mom, face down, held on to the bedsheets. She slammed her up turned ass into his waiting cock. With one hand on her rump and the other on his hip, he moaned and pushed forward. His head turned upward and he closed his eyes.
Lisa gyrated her pelvis and fucked herself on his cock. She moaned into the bed until his satisfied cock slipped from her. Her toned body glistened, a testament to her dedication to the new training. When she found herself empty she sat up, looked back to Bill and sighed.
"I'm sorry, the hotel, the three-day plane ride. I thought I could have lasted longer." He said.
I ducked my head down below the stairs and crawled on my belly backwards down to the main floor.
"It's okay. Pay me back in two weeks when you're back from your Africa route, or tonight, if you find the strength."
I tiptoed back to my room where I tried to put the thoughts out of my head. But that night, after hours of tossing and turning, I kept imagining what I had just witnessed. Frustrated, I masturbated in the dark. My imagination and memory were enough to get me off in an embarrassingly short period.
THE START OF MOVIE NIGHTS.
After two weeks, Bill was set to return home from his Africa route. Mom more than usual was eager for his return home. She even turned down a job on the west coast to stay at home. I also knew they planned on going to their party.
I walked past the door to their bedroom and saw my mother holding up a new purple dress. She used to hide all the little things, but now she had a sheer purple baby doll laid out and the new dress in plain view.
She wore her favorite short bathrobe made of grey satin. Like everything else, it did little to cover her curves. The satin clung to the top of her glutes and formed a V shape atop two oval mounds of muscle. The muscles from her thigh and hips disappeared beneath the front of the robe. Normally I would have carried on to my room without a second thought. But now, after that night and the manual, I couldn't help but notice. A switch previously turned off was now on, and I couldn't seem to do much about it.
I leaned against the doorjamb. "I think it'll look good on you." I said.
She looked back at me, put the dress on the bed and held the baby doll over top of her body with a purple lace thong in her hand. "Do you think so?" she gave me a wink.
I closed my eyes and shook my head. "I mean the dress, but now that you mention it, I'm almost jealous of the lucky guy tomorrow night."
"Jealousy is covered in the manual too." She said. "But if you like, I can wear this around the house."
I rolled my eyes and stepped back out of the room. "Because that will help, I wouldn't be able to stand anywhere when your home." I felt my face glow red.
The phone rang. She gave me a grin and slapped me in the gut as she went past me. I waited until she went down the stairs and stared at the crumpled up baby doll on the bed.
"Hello." She said.
After a minute of listening, she spoke into the phone. "Will you be safe there?"
I turned around and leaned over the banister to look down at her. From where I stood, I could look down her blouse and see the cream colored bra she wore. She picked up the TV remote and flipped through the channels.
"I'm trying to find something on the news right now." She said.
"No, no, don't apologize for that, we'll go next month. Just as long as you're safe where you're at?" She said.
"I said it's okay, I'll call Julie and tell her we can't make this month. I'm sure they already know too." She paused and listened to the phone. "Okay, be safe, keep us updated and we love you to." She said. She put the phone back on the receiver and looked up at me.
"What's wrong?" I said.
"There's some political unrest in the country your father said. So the mining company will get him and his sales team out of the area when it's safe. He said where they are is fine, but he won't be able to make his flight." She said.
She came up the stairs and entered her bedroom. She held up the baby doll and sighed. "I was looking forward to wearing it. Oh well he'll be home in a few days, he said."
The phone rang again and Lisa ran down the stairs to catch it. After a few seconds, she took it into the office.
"That's another month." She ran her hand through her hair.
She stood quietly and stared at the calendar. "That's the same time... Lou, bring Lou? Are you forgetting Lou is Doug?" Lisa said.
I ducked out of sight from my mother's view and continued to listen.
"Well, yes I know these groups can fall apart, but my manual will keep things in line and running smooth, wait give me a second." Lisa said. She closed the office door with a soft click.
I waited on top of the banister and after a few minutes grew impatient. I looked at the baby doll on the floor, walked over and placed it on the bed.
I heard the door open and walked out of the room to meet her at the banister. She didn't have a smile on her face and walked up the stairs at a slow pace.
"Is everything okay?" I said.
She walked past me and sat on the bed. "Yes, but your father won't be home for next month's party or at all now. I guess there's some big thing in Eastern Europe, now. So the company is sending them there once their safe. After that they go straight into the Asian route." She smiled at me. "He even suggested you go as Lou tomorrow night, just so I could attend my party. HA, oh my god if he knew what really happened, he wouldn't have suggested bringing you as Lou."
"Why can't we? Does any of them know me as your son?" I said.
Lisa gave me an intent look. "No one saw your face except for me, but there's a picture." She pulled out her phone and tapped on the bookmark. "Since I was a sponsor, I wasn't allowed to judge."
I leaned over and watched her flipped through a few pages until she came to a picture of Janet. The next profile over was a picture of Lou, or as I like to call him, Doug. I'm not even sure where she found a picture of me until I recognize the background. Earlier she insisted we make a sex tape, she must have gotten it from there. On a side note even without our faces the videos been getting a lot of views and likes, mostly about her, but at least I'm in it.
Lisa bit her lip and she lowered her phone. "As much as I would like to, I don't want to go back on our word, we shouldn't even be talking about this."
'Close,' I thought. My wondering eyes caught her cleavage through the neckline of her robe. I averted my eyes and looked at the bed. "You're off work tomorrow, how about a PJ's and movie night? Just you, me and a movie of your pick."
She gave me a smile and looked on the bed. "PJ's or do you mean lingerie?"
I cocked an eyebrow. "Well, I meant PJ's, but when you want something, any excuse will do." I said.
She grinned at me and said, "I'll get cleaned up if you go get ready we'll have a relax night."
She half closed the door behind her. Through the crack, I watched her slip out of her robe. She wore a simple bra and panties. The months of effort had paid off for her. Not that she had been fat before. But now her waist line flowed down her ribs, over her waist and around her hips in a smooth curved line. Her stomach didn't have the fitness model abs, but a sexy little indent started at the bottom of her naval and disappeared below her panties.
It was her legs and butt that stood out. Her taller than average height gave her long legs, but unlike thin pencils, they had curves of their own. Not muscle bound and bulky, but several sleek curves from her full round bum down to her slender ankles. Over the past few months I got used to seeing her body in tighter clothes, but this was the first time seeing her body in whole.
She complained about the young women starting at her company. But I wondered how much competition they really gave her. She had a sharp jaw and chin. While her eyes appeared stern, I could admit now they were sexy.
I changed downstairs and grabbed a quick shower. When I returned I dim the lights and got the movie channel ready. She came down the stairs in the same light silver night robe. In a way that I was disappointed not to see the baby doll.
She grabbed a blanket from behind the couch and sat down next to me.
"Lights off, air temperature two." She said.
The lights shut off and the air conditioner turned on. I had pulled up the drama list, but she took the remote from me and picked a movie much gorier than I'd expected. I didn't normally see her watch horror movies. But the one she picked was about a demon who stalked a family and showed up in homemade videos. It was an older film I watched years ago, and I remember it terrified me. Especially when mom and dad would leave me alone.
Half way through, she curled up next to me for warmth. To my surprise, she didn't fair well on horror movies. She yelped four times and dug her nails into my arm twice. Each jump or flash of light, I could see the robe loosen. Beneath, a purple baby doll struggle to contain her body.
But by the time the credits rolled, she had grown quiet and her head rested on my shoulder. 'Who the hell falls asleep during a horror movie?' I thought to myself.
The blanket had slipped to her thighs and robe had opened. The tops of her breasts pressed together, covered by two thin triangles of purple lace. I shifted my weight so I could reach across her and pull the blanket up. The credits ended and the TV light grew bright white. Before I could pull the blanket up I saw the fabric around her nipples strained and distorted.
My heart skipped and I felt as if I jumped into a pool of cold water. The silky skin I could only imagine in the dark was there, inches from my hand. Without moving the rest of my body, I put my thumb over the tip. It was hard to the touch and when I moved it, she gave a faint moan in her sleep.
My heart pounded and the more I played, the more she stirred. I wanted to see more, I wanted to relive that night. The thrill, the excitement, the wrongness of it all.
"Fuck me," I whispered close to her ear. I circled her nipple until it grew hard and fully erect.
She moaned and her top leg moved against the other. I had to be subtle and not rush it. One needed to treat it like fishing. I ran my fingers over her strap, pulled up and slid it from her shoulder. The satin triangle dragged over her skin, bunched around her nipple and caught on the inside hem.
I prepared to jerk my hand free and whispered, "Mom." I waited and watched. She shifted her head, but eyes remained closed.
Slowly, I moved my hand away and down towards the blanket. I wanted to undo my pants and give relief to the kink in my penis, but didn't dare. Every throb of my heart sent a 'Thruss' sound through my ears. My fingertips touched the edge of her thong and found a damp spot between the layers of flesh. I debated slipping my finger inside and massage her more.
Try as I did, her legs were together and my fingers as much as I wanted couldn't reach any farther. I tried to shift her shoulder to her back. Her knee raised up, and she purred in her throat. I jerked my hand free and rested on my knee.
She lifted her head and looked around, dazed on where she was. She gave me a smile and adjusted her hair, then robe. She frowned, looked around a second time, then touched and patted my t-shirt.
"You fell asleep." I said.
"Mmmm, I was dreaming," She said. Her hand slid down my chest. She paused and cleared her throat.
If I stood now she'd get a full display of my intentions. I was trying to think of other things, such as games, the movie, a WWII machine gun movie scene, anything and everything but women or sex, but too late. Her hand flopped down and caught the tip of my penis through my PJ bottoms.
I jumped against the edge of the sofa. "I'm sorry, it just I came too, you felt warm, my mind drifted back to Janet, you have a similar body now." I swore in my head 'For fuck sakes, 'you have a similar body' you fucking idiot she's going to bolt screaming upstairs.'
She smiled and leaned her head on my shoulder. Her hand slid over the underside of my cock and felt me through the fabric.
"Hmmmm," she smiled. She squeezed me three times and stood up. "I think we better get you a girlfriend. But for now we better go to bed." She leaned down and gave me a kiss on the cheek.
Before she stood, in a brief second I saw her naked protruding nipple beneath her lingerie. She stood up adjusted her robe and walked upstairs.
I wanted to follow, in fact when she looked back I almost did, but fear took hold and planted me firm in place until she disappeared in her room. That night, I didn't sleep and oddly to my pleasure in the morning I discovered neither did she.
DAYS WEAR ON LIKE A DESERT DEATH MARCH.
My father kept updating us of his stay. Despite what was being broadcasted on news he had a different view. One of smiling faces, corporate drinking and a beachside resort. The weeks passed and even with small war going on, it felt like he had the best of us three. I noticed one woman in particular who seemed to be the life of the party. Early thirties, blonde, white, and energetic. Any video or picture she was in mom flipped over. My mother said she was the web page and social media person.
I became infatuated with her eyes, the smile she had and the fact that she was a fellow techie. A computer geek, maybe even a nerd. I might have to join them on Christmas parties. It was something soon coming up.
As for mom, she worked in the office, fought traffic to and from work, something she wasn't used to. When she was home she rewrote her manual, edited it and broke it down into easier to read sections. I learnt it wasn't the parties she enjoyed. What kept her going was seeing how the community grew. It was like how one tends to a bonsai tree they had raised from a small sapling.
The night my father took off and flew from Africa to the Asian continent, my mother stopped worrying. But an underlying problem revealed itself. She complained about the younger women at work. She admitted she gave up the road job to the younger woman. But the way she talked, I think she hoped the new girl would lose it and the company would ask mom to save the day. So far it hadn't happened that way.
She printed over a dozen copies one night and dropped them off to Red one night. After that, I didn't see her open the manual again.
It was the night of the party, every third Friday of the month. I had a call from Brandi, an urgent issue with taking payments, settled by a quick fix on her computer. The money she paid each month didn't warrant the troubles. I returned home and found my mother sitting in front of the TV with half a bottle of wine. Her hair was damp and tied back, she wore an old towel robe that covered her legs past her knees.
I kissed her on the cheek and looked at her glass. I thought back to Janet and remembered how I saw her drinking more before she moved out.
I was about to go downstairs when I looked over my shoulder and saw her face. She gave me a quick glance than a fake smile and took a sip of her wine.
"Is it okay if I use the upstairs shower?" I said.
"Yes, of course. I know it's better than the one downstairs," She took a sip of her wine and sat up. "Maybe we can watch a movie tonight, when you're done?" She said.
We watched a lot of movies over the past few weeks. I learnt it was one of her three opposite topics used to divert her thoughts. I paused and bit my lower lip.
"I am sorry mom, I have too much work to do downstairs, I have a client I have to take care of, and she's having some problems with a program she developed."
She nodded her head. "That's okay, tomorrow?"
"Yeah, tomorrow night will work." I said.
I went upstairs and took a thorough shower. Instead of leaving out the front door, I checked to see if she was in the master bedroom. Without drying, I tied a towel around my waist. My heart pounded, my stomach swirled, and I felt as if I was preparing to rob a bank.
The sound of an eerie horror movie drifted up the stairs. Gently, I opened her drawer to the lingerie and flipped through them until I found the purple lace thong. My heart skipped and my penis grew with anticipation. I grabbed the baby doll from the closet and left her room.
She didn't look up at me as I came down, but just in case I kept it behind my back. I held my old clothes in front to hide my erection. Before I went to my room, I walked up behind her and leaned in for a goodnight kiss. She looked up at me and smirked at my wet body and hair.
"Did you forget to dry?" she laughed.
"No, I'm just in a hurry, I care a lot about this client and wanted to make sure she was taken care of, but I have to do the work downstairs." I said.
She gave me a smile and rubbed the back of my neck before she turned her attention back to the TV.
My heart pounded in my ears, and my stomach flipped. One half said go for it, well maybe a quarter, the other said 'What the fuck, are you crazy? She won't go for this.'
Before I could think of it anymore, I threw caution to the wind and walked towards the basement door. It wasn't as if we hadn't had sex before. The manual said to treat it as a hobby, not love, a natural thing two people did with instinct. I justified it with three thoughts, that she wanted it, I wanted it, and it was a path previously traveled by each of us.
A lounge chair sat between the couch and the basement. When I passed by I placed the baby doll and thong on the backrest and continued towards the basement stairs. Before I lost view of her between the rails I glance back. She held her wineglass close to her mouth, and she stared at the chair.
I didn't hang around and went downstairs, turned the lights down and sat on the side of my bed. I didn't know how she would take it. I read the manual two more times and I think I learned more about my mother in the manual than I did her raising me and Rachel.
My hands trembled, my knees trembled, and I had butterflies in my stomach. After ten minutes passed, I turned my computer on and bury myself in a video about game design.
Hours passed, I felt sick inside, embarrassed for my actions. I didn't know if I should go up or begin house hunting like Janet had too. I threw a pair of boxer briefs on and crawled into bed at eleven, with hopes sleep would cause the problems to go away. It didn't, I tossed and turned, half frozen because the A/C kept blasting through the night.
Twenty-five minutes after twelve, the stairs creaked outside my door. I sat up on my elbow and looked into the faint light. The door opened and we could see one another.
She wore the purple baby doll and thong. It had black lace to accent it and showed off her figure. A figure I only caught glimpses of was now on full display for me. I could take in her narrow waist, wide hips, and full bosom.
She left the door open behind her to let the light to come in. I took it all in while holding my breath. The way her hips swayed and the silhouette of her body through the thin baby dolls. With grace, not vulgar, she walked across my floor and stood next to the bed.
"A client?" she said.
"A very important one." I said.
She gave me a smile, leaned down and kissed me on the collarbone. I lifted her chin up and looked into her eyes.
She half smiled and shook her hands. "I'm trembling." She said.
"You said to treat this like a hobby in the manual, and that night." I said.
"This isn't in the manual." She said.
"We just treat it like another hobby, like the first night. Nothing changed, we're just having fun and filling needs," I said. I took her by the waist and pulled her down into the bed.



She slid in on top of me and pulled her legs under the sheets. "First rule, If you need to call out, use my name Lisa and I'll call you by your full name of Douglas. Outside of this were Doug and mom."
She reached up wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me closer for a kiss. Her tongue felt warm and wet against my lips, after a second of reluctance I open my lips and touched the tip of her tongue with mine.
She pulled away from me and said, "I've been lying, the manual, work, the horror movies, those aren't to distract me from missing the parties."
Looking back, there are days where I question how smart I really am. "What do you mean?" I said.
She put her hand on the back of my neck and pulled me into her. Her tongue lashed out and forced itself between my lips. Passionate and frantic, the untamed waters of lust flooded over the dam.
"Fuck me," she said. Her mouth returned to mine and our tongues explored each other again.
She pulled away from me and said, "Douglas, this time focus on the rhythm, not too fast, not too slow. Pay attention to what my body's telling you."
She put her thumb under a strap of her baby doll and said. "I know you like tearing things off but take it easy on this one, I'd like to wear it more than once. One last thing, no tongue this time."
She wanted me to use my head to think about it. All my life both of my parents tested me and my sister. I wasn't sure if this was another one of those tests, like normal I didn't want to fail, I wanted to do my best.
I sat up onto my knees and pulled her up with me from behind. With one hand, I flipped her hair over her right shoulder and admired the view. The baby doll had an open back, giving me full view of her beauty. The flesh from her neck flowed down into her shoulders. I traced the seductive line of her shoulder blades down her spine to where the thong started. Seeing the side of her breast protruding out from behind the fabric caused my cock to twitch.
As I took the sight in she used her thumbs to pull the straps of her thong high on her hips so it formed a V. She turned her head and looked back at me over her shoulder.
"Amazing, everything about you is amazing." I said.
She reached up to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear and smiled. Her gaze lowered down to where my boxers had a bulge. My erect penis ached from its constraints. But I didn't want to rush this as before.
I wrapped my hands around her waist and slid them up her sides. Her exposed skin felt cool to the touch. Using the tips of my fingers I slipped under the straps and continued over her neck and down her shoulders. Gently I let the strap slip from my fingers, down her arm to where the cups of her lingerie clung to her breast and nipples.
I didn't force it off, Instead I pressed my thumbs into the muscles of her spine and glided down to the dimples of her bum. She tried to shrug off the baby doll, but before she could I caught her by the arms and pulled her back into my chest.
The lacy material clung to one nipple, the other stood free and exposed. Her chest rose and fell with each breath. Before she freed herself I looked down over her shoulder and blew at the covered nipple. It didn't do as I hoped, but it caused her to shiver and moan. When she did the last of the fabric slipped free and rested on her thighs.
I slid my hands up over her warm breasts and held her tight against me. She tilted her head to expose her open neck, and I pressed my face against her skin. Careful not to make a sound, I opened my lips and exhaled warm air on her cool skin. She reached up and scratched the back of my neck with a gentle touch. I knew she could feel me pressing into her because she twisted her hips against me.
I leaned back and snatched a pillow from my head board. She turned her head but before she could see I slid the satin pillow over her chest. One sweep of the cool fabric brought her nipples to a stand. Her eyes closed, her back arched, and she ground her shoulders into my chest. The more I did it, the more she writhed against me.
She turned to look at me and smiled. "You're turning out to be a natural."
I didn't want to lose the rhythm she spoke of, but she caught me staring into her green eyes. It was something I didn't get to admire our first night. She smiled, kissed me on the cheek and raised a hand to the back of my neck.
Her breasts were full and large and complemented her waist and hips in a perfect hourglass shape. Without being able to lick anything, I turned her around by the waist and pulled her close to me. She wrapped her arms around my back and held on to my shoulders.
I understood what she meant by rhythm. The moment our hands stopped, the sensation I felt stopped. Without pause, I slid my hands up and down her back, around her waist and the sides of her ribs. I caressed the edges of her thong and lowered them, half an inch with each pass. She swiveled and twisted her body to help remove them. Once free of her hips, they slid to her knees.
My focus returned to her waist and chest. I cupped her mounds of flesh in each hand and worked her nipples in the palms of my hands. The little balls of hard flesh grew until they felt like little rocks.
She slid her hands down my waist and into my underwear. Last time she enjoyed the feeling of my body. I pulled away from her touch and slid my thumbs under the waistband. While I slid my underwear down I flexed my shoulders and chest. True to my suspicions, she stopped and traced the outline of my shoulders and chest.
My cock sprung free and for a moment she took her gaze from my chest. Her hands traced my stomach and took hold of my cock with both hands. Her soft hands played and massaged the shaft. Reaching low a warm soft hand cupped my scrotum and I felt my body curl forward.
She smiled, reached up around my head with both hands and pulled me down to her parted lips. Her warm soft tongue darted inside of my mouth. My erection stabbed into her hip and made my hard cock ache with desire. I pulled a tight against me and pushed my tongue inside of her. She dug her nails into the back of my head and shoulder trying to pull harder against her.
She broke free and before I could say anything, lowered herself to all fours and swallowed my cock. Before I could say anything in protest, my thighs grew weak and my stomach flinched from the sudden pleasure. I braced myself on her back to not fall onto the bed. Caught in ecstasy, I remembered her comment of not tearing her new lingerie. I slid the crumpled up doll over her ass, down to her knees. It was half an excuse to lean forward and rest on the back of her hips.
She didn't back off, with the pressure she swallowed me deeper. With it more pleasure, her warm wet tongue felt like silk. Unlike a vagina, she changed and manipulated the pressure. I could help myself and let out a moan.
That was her queue, she sat up and forced her tongue back into my mouth before I could resist. I wanted to push her away, but she was so passionate I opened my mouth and let her have her way. I lifted her up by the ass and pulled a leg around my waist. Kneeling on the bed, my back muscles strained to hold her up.
She grew frantic as her hands ran over my hard shoulders and back muscles. Her tongue darted in and out of my mouth. The tip traced the sides of my lip up to my upper lip which she sucked hard on.
When she broke from the kiss to catch her breath, I fell forward and flopped her down on her back. Pushed myself up from her and adjusted my weight. With the brief break, she put her hand on my chest and squeezed it.
"What happened to no tongue?" I said.
She took my hand and brought it down between her legs. "Stop wasting time and fuck me."
"You told me before women want a gentleman?"
"We're past that stage, now I want that animal that fucked me like a bull." She said.
Lust burned in her eyes and I felt her hand wrap around my wet cock and pull it towards her. She rubbed the tip of my head between her wet folds of skin and let a moan out from her throat. She rolled it around in a circle like she was stirring a bowl. Skilled in pleasure she rubbed her thighs against mine, tempting my hips to flex forward.
Pushed beyond my limits of patients, the circle grew tighter and I felt the head of my penis slide into her. My stomach tightened and my body demanded pleasure. I thrust forward and moaned as her walls tightened. Any lingering thoughts of the immoral act we were doing vanished.
This time we were both wet, and I found myself much deeper. But I was as deep as I could go. We moved with each other, trying to nurse more depth. Before I hurt her, I pulled out of her and thrust myself back inside. I didn't need to be guided in anymore, my aim had grown much better. The second time I slid further in, the surprise caused her mouth to open in a gasp.
She wrapped her arms around my body and I exited her again. She moaned the third time I re-entered her and squeezed the back of my arm. I lowered myself to my elbows and flexed my hips forward with small movements until I reached my full depth. I rotated my hips, trying to get as much of my shaft lubricated with her juices. The tiny movements caused her inside to spasm around me.
We moved against each other, enjoying the sensation of our bare skin against one another. I set her up with a relaxing sequence, a simple in and out. She purred under me and caressed my back along the spine. When she closed her eyes and turned her head like she was having a massaged, I pushed away from her, raised myself up and dove hard into her.
She squealed and gave me a look of surprise. Her mouth and eyes were open wide. She wanted the animal, so I gave it to her. Each time I drove my hips into hers, her whole body shook, her breasts bounced up and her sandy hair flopped over her face. A sight I had been denied before. But without that denial and the pursuing curiosity, our second encounter never would have happened.
"Harder," she demanded.
I reached under the small of her back and pulled her up higher on the bed to get a better position. I held on to her hip and got more depth with each thrust. Her mouth hung open, and she grew quiet. The only sound she made was the air being forced from her lungs in huffs. She arched her back and stiffened her knees, the toes on her feet pointed straight down and she tried to hold my hips deep inside of her with her arms and heels.
I gave her a break and sunk myself deep inside of her and paused. Her green eyes stared up at the ceiling just to the left of my head. She started to breathe again and looked at me and smiled. Until she recovered, I moved my hips gently with her panting body.
"Did you get an orgasm?" I asked. It was something I never did with Janet, I didn't want to sound stupid for asking.
Lisa nodded her head and smiled. "Yes, a very good one." She said between breaths. She tried to fix her hair, but I could see her hand still trembled.
With one hand, I reached up and pulled it back from her eyes. I decided she had enough of a break and sat up on to my knees. I brought both of her legs up and embraced them against my chest. With one hand I caressed her knees and feet the other hand I held up on her upper thigh for leverage when I would start fucking her again.
She lifted her chin up and put her hands on my thighs. I leaned forward, sunk myself deep and fought for every inch I could. She opened her eyes and mouth and tried to push against me like a blocker. I began to piston in and out of her, using her hand as a stop block. I entered low and rolled my hips up so on exit my cock pushed hard on her clit.
"Stop, stop, wait." She said and pushed against my chest.
I eased myself down and gave her a break.
"Douglas, don't use your full length, it's not your length it's how round you are that makes it feel amazing. You're stretching me more than others. But it hurts when you go too deep. The rhythm, remember the rhythm." She laid back down and raised her arms up over her head.
I let her legs slide down around me and wrapped her head in my arms. With a gentle thrust, I ground my hips into her several times. Her tightness had vanished and her soaking hole dripped with juices.
"Okay, I want on top." She said.
I rolled her on top of me and centered us in the bed. She sat up on top of me and gyrated her hips. I looked down to watch how her stomach and hips moved. The muscles in her thighs strained to keep her stable. With great effort, she did not lower herself down my full length. She pressed her hands hard into her neck and down between her breasts.
I sat back and enjoyed the show. Her hair flipped from side to side and her breasts bounced and rolled. I used the pillow once more and pressed it against her bouncing breasts just to the edge where her nipples ran against the fabric. She let out a moan and put her hands on my chest.
She grew more frantic, she stopped moving in a circle and started grinding forward and backwards as fast as she could. I threw the pillow to the side, reached up and took her by the shoulder and the hip to help her. Sweat beaded on her forehead and her body glistened from her exertion.
Her thighs grew weak and gave out as she thrust forward. Unable to hold herself up she slipped deeper and her ass came to a rest on my thighs.
Her eyes and mouth opened wide. One hand dug her nails into my arm and the other jolted up her neck and clawed at her shoulder. After two seconds she cried out, "Oh fuck!"
Maybe the sinister side came out in me, the side that blackmailed Janet and held her to the deal. Instead of letting her rest. I took her by the hips, thrust forward and forced her to continue sliding up and down my pelvis.
I couldn't last long with the sight and the sensation, but I would not need to. She too also couldn't last. Tonight wouldn't be a night of endurance.
Her head jerked back, she squeezed on to my hands and I saw the muscles in her body tighten. We moaned and grunted each time I pulled her hips forward. Then she gripped me tight, her legs stiffened, and I thought she would bend over backwards. I tried to move her, but her muscles were so tight I couldn't budge her from her spot. Then she relaxed and fell forward on to my chest, her arms pushed her chest together. A sight I don't think I would grow tired of.
She half let out a squeal that sounds like a cry and laugh. Like a person who had been tickled too long.
I rolled her off me and slid back inside of her limp body.
She pulled me close to her mouth and whispered into my ear. "cum, cum inside me, faster, faster."
Her hands hung on my back and her legs quivered at my sides. My hip muscles thrust forward and my back curled inward. Locked in an arch and my arms burning, I pressed my forehead into hers to release some weight. I didn't moan or gasp, but my mouth hung open in a silent scream. I wanted to move to keep it going, then I felt a moan escape out from my lungs and my torso became free.
Spent, my hips bucked forward four times and the wave of pleasure subsided.
When I came to, she hugged and kissed me. We smiled and laughed together.
"Better?" she said.
"Much better, you were amazing." I said.
"See, rhythm. If you're too fast for her, or too slow or too rough you'll pull her out of the mindset. It's like a dance, if you go too fast you leave her behind, if you go to slow, she'll get annoyed. And when we're annoyed, we don't get ours. Oh, and one last thing it tends to change on what time of the month it is." She kissed me on both cheeks and then on the lips and smiled.
She took a few deep breaths through her nose and rolled me off of her. She curled up beside me and put her hand and leg over top of me.
"Maybe new is good." She said.
I adjusted my height on the pillow and looked at her.
"Some other members want a change in the rules and games. Start doing orgies and introduce more members, become more open. Red even said she wanted two guys." She laughed and bit her tongue. Her fingers traced the edge of my pec down to the nipple as she stared at the other side of the room.
"A swinger party that doesn't do orgies, I thought that would be something normal?" I said.
"I was always afraid it would break the group, so we just did couples, pink's the only exception." She said. She sat up, rested her head on her shoulder and sighed. "I feel like I only have sex once or twice a month with how often your father and I are gone, but he has." She cleared her throat and smiled.
I gave her a questioning look and waited for her to continue.
She smiled at me and said. "We were all excited about filling the new Mr. and Mrs. Black. It's why you got fast tracked into the group, eight years with the same people and everyone wanted something new." She let out a loud laugh. "I thought I was so lucky Janet took my offer, wow were you two in high demand. It pissed Julie off that she lost the new stud and cinched my gag tight."
She laughed again, fell on her back and covered her mouth. "Then the stud everyone was fighting over was my son."
The smile faded and her hands traveled down between her breasts and over her stomach. "Mmmm, maybe new is good." She reached over and touched my half hard penis.
"Maybe we can get you back as Lou, we just need to find you a partner."
I felt the blood return. Slower the second time, but still after her hands worked their magic, I was back to full size. She rolled up on top of me and guided herself in, closed her eyes and rolled her hips into mine. I came a second time, less powerful and much less effort. She too had a weak orgasm. It was as if we had sex to be close to one another longer than to satisfy our desires.
Exhausted we fell asleep, I woke up and felt her slide to the side of the bed. I watched her back muscles move and admired the shape of her waist and hips to she sat on the side of the bed. I wanted her to stay, but I knew we shouldn't go down that road. The same as she knew, it wouldn't be just a hobby.
She picked up her lingerie and at smiled me. She leaned down, kissed me on the cheek.
"Your client is very thankful for your help." She said and gave me a smile.
I propped myself up on one shoulder and watched her leave. When she reached the door I said, "You have an amazing little bubble butt."
She turned around and gave me a smile, "See, rhythm. But compliments don't hurt either."
I leaned back on the bed and said to her as she closed the door. "Are we writing a new manual?"
"First thing in the morning, that'll be page one." She said and closed the door.
I laid back and listen to the footsteps on the stairs ascend.
In the morning I woke up to the sound of breakfast being made. My mother wore her usual pencil skirt and white blouse. She kissed me on the cheek and greeted me good morning. We had a pleasant little breakfast that morning and a brief talk about the future of my business. True to her word, the previous night was never brought up.
"Oh, Aunt Beth is coming next week to show their new baby off. Would you be able to set up one of the rooms upstairs for her to sleep in? Please." She said.
I nodded my head and walked her to the door. She stopped in the doorway and said, "Your father's gone a few more days. Do you want to watch a comedy or drama tonight with me? Have a change of movie types."
I smiled and nodded my head, "I'd love to mom." I leaned into give her a quick kiss on the cheek. As I drew close, she moved her head to the side and kissed me on the lips, her tongue slipped past my unsuspecting lips and touched the tip of mine. She winked and close the door.
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My aunt Maureen and I picked at our dinner plates. A light salad with a small portion of takeout pasta. Both of us had plans to go to the bars. She was going out for the first time since her and Uncle Barry's divorce. A friend and co-worker of hers had convinced her to get back in the saddle. So when I found out some friends were back from college, I made a few plans myself.
I couldn't help but stare at her. It was a long time since I see her in full makeup. She was a vet tech, so she usually wore jeans or scrubs with little makeup. She was on the fit side of voluptuous. Brunette, long legs and amazing eyes. She was in her late 30s. I think what concerned her the most was a fast approaching 40th birthday and being newly divorced.
Tonight it was all on show. I had almost forgotten how beautiful she was, having seen her every day for the past three years. She wore tight leggings, with a loose-fitting blouse. I had a hard time not watching her legs as we set the table. When she bent down or moved her arms to the side, the fabric strained against her breasts.
I know she was my aunt, but damn if she wasn't the most beautiful woman I seen in this little city. She took care of herself and she even rivaled most college girls. I couldn't understand why Uncle Barry was such an idiot for cheating on her.
She laughed at me and touched her lip. "What?"
I shook my head and quickly piled more food onto my dish. "Nothing, I was just thinking."
"No really, did I accidentally smudge my makeup." She touched the corner of her eye. "These eyelashes feel funny, I'm not used to them anymore."
"No, it's all good. Actually, to tell you the truth, you look beautiful, but that's normal." I said.
She gave me a shy smile and looked down at her plate and picked at the last of her salad. "I better finish up, Susan will be here any minute." She stood up and kissed me on the forehead, "don't stay out too late with your friends, okay."
I nodded my head and took her plate to the sink for her. "Well, it's a bunch of my old friends, Steve will be there to so I'll just crash at his parent's house like I used to in the old days."
A horn tooted outside and Auntie waved at me. "Gotta go, have fun tonight."
I watched her head out like a giddy teenager with her friends. It was nice to see her not depressed for a change. I saw Susan, her co-worker in the driver's side. She looked more like a hooker than a vet tech tonight.
After I put the dishes away, I met my friends downtown. Part of me hoped to run into Aunt Maureen, especially Susan, so I could get a better view of her. I started imaging catching the cougars on the prowl with my group of friends. I was certain if we seen them, they would be more than willing to chase after some cougars.
My old friends were swapping college stories, and I was telling retail customer stories.
"What the hell James, I thought you were going for carpentry or Electrician with your Uncle." Steve said.
Another guy elbowed him in the side and I gave them a thin smile. "No, that didn't really go over as planned. I'm just taking a year off to work, then I'll try getting a job as an apprentice."
I took a sip of my beer and looked to the door. Part of me hoped to see my aunt's friends come through. After three hours I still wasn't feeling it, and after midnight they wanted to change bars. I declined and used it as my opportunity to head home early.
Back home, I turned the lights off and flopped into bed. Bored and restless, I pulled out my phone and scanned through videos. I didn't actually feel like shutting it down, so I got a beer and enjoyed a show on my phone.
A thump and clatter of keys on the floor woke me from a half dreaming state. I paused the video and listened intently to sounds downstairs. I flipped my contacts open in case I had to dial 911.
I could hear my aunt's voice, "Oh my god." Followed by laughter. "No, not down here, upstairs."
I crept to my door and peeked outside but couldn't see anything around the hallway, I didn't dare open the door wider.
The second person whispered and slurred their speech so bad I couldn't make it out.
"I said my nef, nefou, I can't say it." She laughed and took a deep breath, "nephew is out, we don't need to whisper."
She slurred her words, but at least I could make them out. She half held up the other person as they made their way through the hallway in dim light. The two of them disappeared into her dark bedroom.
"What the hell?" I whispered to myself. I listened to the scuffling and shuffling in her room and decided I'd take a quick peek.
I crept closer to the doorway. My heart raced as I imagined Susan coming home with her. A light flashed on then grew dim, I froze in place and could hear my heart racing. I turned the dimmer down slowly so the light barely stayed on and tiptoed towards the door.
The two were making out, I knew this because I could hear kissing and the sound of wet smacking. A woman's moan caused me to pause and listen in the darkness. The lights were off, but a thin beam of light from under the bathroom door lit her room just enough to make out shadows.
Inside, two shadowy figures groped and fondled one another. To my disappointment, I heard a belt buckle, and could finally make out the sound of a man's voice.
My eyes adjusted to the low light. I could see a middle-aged man wavering in front of her. Aunt Maureen's large breasts were out of full display. She wiggled and squirmed in his arms and slipped out of her bra.
His hands slid down her back and over her round hips to help remove her leggings. She stepped over and pulled her legs free of them. A thin black thong disappeared between the cheeks of her round heart-shaped ass.
My cock kinked painfully in my jeans and I tried to adjust them. I never imaged I would enjoy the show this much. I could hear my heart pumping and I held my breath, it felt like a dumbbell rested on my chest. I was afraid if I breathed too loud, they would catch me.
The man sat down in an armchair my aunt used to read her novels. It was a plush, cushioned chair a person could sink into. I figured they would fuck there, but she wiggled her hips and retreated to her bed.
The man fumbled with his jeans and underwear, getting them down to his ankles, then pulled a condom out of his shirt pocket.
Aunt Maureen flopped onto the bed and giggled. Something told me it wasn't just alcohol they had tonight.
I looked back to the man, expecting to see him pounce on her. But he continued to sit in the chair. Unable to take it any longer, I pulled my cock free. It was one of the hottest things I'd witnessed and instinctively stroked my cock. I never saw a woman in person naked like this, let alone the act of sex outside of porn.
The man's head slumped to the side, and he laid still. Passed out before he could get his shirt off. Meanwhile, Aunt Maureen squirmed and rubbed her bare skin on the cool silk sheets, waiting for him to take her.
I wanted her. Part of me wanted to yell at the man, 'you fucking ass hole what are you doing? Get over there.' Just like I resented Barry for cheating on such a beautiful woman, I resented the fool for passing out.
I had admired her smile and beauty in pictures for so many years. Long before mom and dad passed away, even before Barry married her.
Finally, after all these years, I had to admit I had a huge crush on her. I watched her roll on her side. Her wide hips sat high in the air and my eyes followed her curves over her waist, up her ribs and to her shoulders.
The curve of her spine pointed towards her round, heart-shaped ass with two small dimples in the small of her back.
I couldn't take it. Maybe it was the virgin's lust being pushed to the limits, maybe it was the realization I just had, or maybe it was my own liquid courage.
As I crept into the room, I watched the man's face. He didn't move, his eyes were closed and his chest rose and fell as if in a deep sleep. I held my breath and took his condom from his hand. I looked over my shoulder towards my aunt's upturned ass.
She slowly parted her long legs, sliding her bare skin over the sheets. "Mmmm come on, fuck me." She moaned.
Quietly, I opened the wrapper, rolled the condom on to my cock and removed my pants. I didn't want to shake the bed too much, so I stepped on the side and placed a hand on her ass to keep her from turning. Once I was on the bed I got behind her and lined myself up. My cock twitched and my head grew faint as I looked down at her pussy inches from the tip.
She moaned and shifted her weight, presenting me with a view of her ass. I leaned forward and ran my hands over her supple, warm skin. Feeling the lace thong as I slid up her sides. Her skin felt smooth and hot. I wanted to feel her entire body, but my cock ached.
Still light headed I couldn't wait any longer, I wanted to be inside her. To be inside my first woman. She lifted her ass up in the air. She was as ready as I was. I helped pull her thong down to her knees and guided myself towards her wet slit. I rubbed the head of my cock against her, trying to find the opening.
She was soaking, and I felt a ridge where my cock slipped into a rut. Hoping that was it, I pressed forward and release my shaft. I nearly moaned when I felt her lips give way and suck the head of my cock inside. My fainting feeling passed as I lost my virginity to her.
"Mmmm fuck, just like that, ahhh." She said into her pillow.
I leaned forward and held onto her waist. I did a quick glance over my shoulder at the man. Satisfied, I turned my attention back to Auntie. I pulled out all the way and thrust forward.
My cock sprung up, and I missed her gaping hole, instead I slid up over her ass. She wiggled her rear and tried to line herself up with me a second time. I reached down and found her ridge once more. This time she was slick, and I slid inside with no resistance.
My mind wanted to let out a moan, but I held back the urge. Instead, I opened my mouth and hung my tongue out as I pumped in and out of her. My body wanted more of the sensation it was feeling. I wanted deeper and to feel her bare back on my chest.
I ran my hand up her back, feeling her muscles tense and relax with each thrust. Eager to go deeper, I held on to her shoulder and pulled her hard into my thrusts. Her ass clapped against my pelvis and she moaned into her pillow. The sound, the sight, and the feeling of my cock in her warm body made me want to cum right there. But I didn't want it to end so soon.
To delay my orgasm, I slowed my pace. A long slow glide out then back in helped pull me from the edge. But it was just enough to keep me there. Twice I slipped out, both times she was moaned for my return. After the second time, I felt my orgasm subside. I was getting a feel for it now and could find her easier. As deep as I could push, I gripped her hips and just enjoyed the warmth and pulsing feeling she had.
Without warning, she flipped to her side, and I slipped out of her. I was sure she'd recognize my face as she rolled under me. But with both hands, she pulled my face to hers and slid her tongue inside my mouth.
Eager to keep going, she kicked her thong free and wrapped her legs around my waist. With one hand, she reached down and guided my cock towards her hole. I missed twice before I slid back inside.
That time I couldn't help myself and moaned into the side of her neck. But it didn't matter. She moaned and squealed, lost in the sensual feeling of sex. We ran our hands over one another's bodies. I couldn't get enough of feeling her soft skin. I held on to the back of her neck and with my free hand explored her body from her hips and side of her chest.
"Mmmm fuck me with that cock... mmm oh fuck..." her back arched and she pressed her head into her pillow then relaxed, "oh fuck. Don't stop, keep going." She pounded me on the back with her hand.
I did as ordered and kept slamming my hips into hers. The bed creaked, and she grunted with each thrust. Her warm, soft legs rubbed on the sides of my thighs and her hands explored my back. Frustrated by my shirt, she pulled it free of my shoulders and threw it to side of the bed. Our naked bodies meshed with one another.
She held onto my shoulders with one arm and kissed my neck. She raised one knee up to my ribs and with the other foot she hooked around my thigh and tried to pull me deeper. Wanting more, she used her free hand to grab my ass and make me thrust harder.
Daring to steal a look at her face, I lifted my head to see her face. She had her eyes closed and her teeth clenched. I wanted to please her and rocked my hips forward as hard as I could.
Her body was hot, smooth, and I still couldn't get enough of it. I was addicted to the feel of my hands roamed over her sides and I sucked on the tops of her breasts as I fucked her.
With force, she pushed on my shoulder and rolled up on top of me. I stared up at her dimly lit body. Thankfully, the bathroom light was behind me on the bed. From here, I could see the man blended into the dark corner. But I still kept expecting him to wake and yell 'What the fuck!'
Her large breast stood proud on her chest. The nipples were thick and puffed out. She was a goddess kneeling over my hard cock. She nearly lost balance until I grabbed her by the waist and held her steady. With one hand on my chest and the other on my cock, she lowered herself down onto me in a single motion.
I could just see the outline of her silhouette. Her body grinding and rotating above me. She began frantically thrusting her hips forward on to my cock. She pulled my hands from her waist and put them on her heaving breasts.
With nothing else to steady myself from her assault, I hung on to them tight. It's all I could do. Then it was all I could take I felt my hips buck upward. My sudden thrust penetrated her deeper and she let out a low moan. Her knees tightened on my ribs and her torso spasmed. Her hands squeezed and hung onto my chest. Driven on, she became more frantic and threw her head back. Her hands roamed over her stomach and breasts.
I felt a surge of pleasure and relief. Not of my control, my hips thrust upward into her. With my orgasm over, I felt it now. The insides of her vagina quivered and pulled at my cock. But she didn't stop, she struggled to breathe and panted heavy. Grinding and fucking my cock. I was afraid I would grow soft and fall out. Then she shuttered several times, arched her back, and her body pumped itself, milking my softening penis. Finished, she slumped over me an exhausted woman.
She lifted herself off of me and pulled the bedsheets over herself. I laid on my side and ran my hand over her hips and waist. Soon she was asleep. I slid out of bed and grabbed my clothes.
When I was back inside my room, I pulled the condom off, wrapped it in tissues and hid it at the bottom of my garbage. Then the panic and remorse set in. The wishing I'd gone to another bar, stayed in my room, stayed outside the door. Everything but that. I feel asleep sick and had a night of dreams.
In the morning, I laid in bed with a slight hangover. I could hear voices and mumbling from the hallway.
"Why did you sleep over there?" Maureen said.
I sat up in bed and tried not to make a sound.
"Huh? It's morning?" The man said.
"Oh, my god! Get your pants back on, my nephew will be home soon."
The bed creaked, and she pounded the floor with her feet.
The man gave her a wolf whistle and said, "Wow, did we have sex last night?" He said.
"What the fuck you don't remember!" She half yelled. "Get dressed, get out of here before he comes home."
The bathroom door slammed shut, and the shower turned on. I peeked through the crack of my door and watched the man cling to the handrail as he staggered down the steps.
"Yeah, you wish." I said under my breath.
My stomach was a ball of nerves and I didn't know when to go downstairs. I waited for Aunt Maureen to stagger down and make herself coffee. Waiting there, I imagined a dozen conversations and excuses that I could use.
Finally, I tiptoed down the stairs. She looked up at me half way in terror. She wore a silk nightgown and her hair was wet, wrapped in a towel. She had a cup of coffee in two hands and still she was a beautiful sight.
"James!" She almost spit her coffee back into her mug.
She winced and touched her temple with her fingers. "When, when did you get home?" She cleared her throat.
I took a cup and poured myself a coffee. "Late last night, I actually didn't know if you were home until this morning. I almost checked in on you when I came home."
"Good! I mean no that's okay, did you have fun with your friends?" She said.
I stood next to her and took a sip. I didn't normally drink coffee, but I figured it might help with the hangover. I nodded my head. "I heard voices this morning, so I guess it's a good thing I didn't check in on you."
She stared at me and turned red. "I..." she took a sip of coffee and looked at the countertop.
I leaned against her and rubbed her shoulder. She was still warm and soft. We didn't talk, just stood there nursing our hangovers.
She took a deep breath in. "I finally put myself out there and that asshole doesn't even remember having sex with me." She looked up at the ceiling. "Stop me next time Susan invites me out again."
She smiled to herself and rubbed her knees together. "Mmm, god it felt good though." She laughed at her comment "I'm sorry I shouldn't be talking about this to you."
She took a sip of coffee. "Well, I guess I got lucky. Screw him if he doesn't remember." She ran her hand down her stomach.
"Believe me, his loss." I said.
She gave me a big smile and rubbed my arm. She looked like she wanted to hug me or have a hug. But she frowned to herself as she rubbed my shoulder.
"He looked smaller than I remember though, skinny man. I could have sworn he had more muscle. I was cleaning up and found a wrapper but no condom, dammit I hope he didn't leave it in the bed." Her hand ran over my shoulder and down my back.
She massaged me as I stood frozen. As if not moving would help the thought go away. She raised the mug to her lips, then looked to my chest through the corner of her eye. She squeezed my muscles a second time and held her hand over them.
'Fuck no way!' I thought. Panic took hold of me. My stomach turned and twisted, and I lost my breath. Everything I had imagined went out the door and I was frozen with fear.
She took a sip of her coffee and her lips curled up. After she lowered her mug, she bit her lower lip in thought. The entire time she kept eye contact with me.
My stomach turned as I stared into her eyes, 'does she know?'
The end of pt. 1
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I'm waiting with a blank canvas what I read in the comments will influence the frame work of the next story. Vamps will be ignore, sorry I just never got that phase of literature.
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Part II
Something bothered Aunt Maureen, because she changed from work and went straight to the backyard to work. As usual, I followed her outside to give a hand and flirt with her. Aunt Maureen's breasts strained the fabric of her white tee shirt. Her bra pressed through her shirt and the jeans she wore showed off her long legs and round butt.
As much as I tried, I could not push that night from my mind. Rather, it had become worst. Visions of her body filled my thoughts during the day and the hours before sleep.
It was wrong, or so society told me so. But it was only sex, and it couldn't go anywhere. Aunt Maureen could not have children. Everything we would do would be about pleasure and enjoyment.
Why not? She was pretty, actually more than pretty, she was beautiful. Full lips with large brown eyes. Skin that felt like silk stretched over a tall, wide body. Now how would I convince her to see it like I did?
We tended the garden in the back together. Like I had in previous years. But this year, I couldn't help but admire her muscles in her shoulders and back. When able, I stole glimpses of her chest through the collar of her shirt and small of her back when it rode up.
She smiled at me and stood up. "Well, I think that about does it. We'll cleanup for the night." She stared at me for a moment, then giggled. "You reminded me of your father, a farm boy when your mother first met him."
There was a hint of sadness in her eyes as she touched me on the shoulder and squeezed my muscle. The thought made me miss the two of them. My aunt's comment also stirred a sense of pride in me. I followed her in and watched as she pulled her bun loose and let her hair fall over her shoulders.
After she went to the shower, I grabbed a drink of water and listened to her from down the hall. It wasn't the largest house, 3 bedrooms upstairs and 1 down. But the 3rd bedroom upstairs served as unused office. It was nice to have two full baths, especially back when two women lived in the house.
I leaned on the counter and stared at the door. A plan formed inside my head. 'I could just walk in, strip down, and see if she truly didn't remember that night. Throw it all on the table. No, I would need to do it as an accident, then gauge her reaction.'
Her phone vibrated next to me and broke my thought. The screen lit up and Susan's name displayed with her number.
"Aunt Maureen, its Susan." I yelled.
The bathroom door opened a crack, and she poked her head out, her one shoulder exposed. "Can you let her know I'm just getting in the shower and I'll call her back? She just wants ask me about this weekend again."
I picked up the cell and nodded my head to Aunt Maureen.
"Hello." I said.
"Oh, hi James, this is Susan, your aunt's co-worker. Can I speak to her?" she said.
An alternative plan popped into my head. Maureen was sure she was going to ask her to the bar again. "Hello Susan, Aunt Maureen is just in the shower, I can take a message for her."
"No, that's okay, I'll call her later, or tomorrow." Susan said.
"Okay, I can let her know you called. Oh, and whatever you did the other week, she's been a lot happier since then." I said.
"She has! She's always so professional at work it was hard to tell."
"You plan on taking her out again?" I said.
"I was hoping too, we got a lot of attention last week." Susan said.
"I saw you girls. It was nice to see her excited. So where are you planning to go this week?" I said.
"Granite and Oak, it's a newer pub close to the silver hotel. Have you been too it?" Susan said.
"No, but I've heard it's really nice, and the upside is, Barry's rival company built it." I said.
We shared a laugh "I'll let Aunt Maureen know you called and maybe if you're going to other places we might cross paths. Finally, meet each other face to face."
"I always hear about you from your aunt that would be nice." Susan said.
My fingers worked fast on my phone I sent a group message to my buddies I went out with the previous week and asked if they wanted one more night. Steve and Andrew both replied and agreed to a few rounds of pool at Granite and Oak.
Plans were set for both sides and soon I would set a pair of my friends up with a pair of cougars. At least that's what I had hoped for. The closer the night came, the tighter my stomach felt. I calmed myself with thoughts of backing out should things go sideways.
Dark wood counters, with thick slab counters lined the bar. Flat screens played everything from sports to music videos. Several pool tables were at the far end, surrounded by VLTs and arcade games.
Most people weren't out on the town yet, and we had our choice of tables. We bought our drinks and claimed a table.
I was terrible at pool, but Steve eagerly set the table up. It didn't take long before he proved he also sucked. Andrew picked something up during his first year of college and cleaned us out with ease.
I nursed my beer as I watched him lean forward to finish me. Which was okay, because he was about to spank Steve next. And I'd be free to watch the door.
"James!" Aunt Maureen said.
My heart skipped when I saw her in strapped heels, a sleeveless navy blue blouse and mid-thigh pencil skirt. At first I thought she was Susan. When she had left the house earlier, it was a black pants and vest combo.
"You look different." I said.
Maureen looked back over her shoulder. "Susan's idea, said she would let me leave unless I changed into something else."
"I have to agree." I said and gave her a wink and smile.
She blushed and slapped me in the stomach. "Stop."
Susan wasn't far off in style, but she wore more makeup. Her clothes exposed the tops of her breasts and knee-high boots gave her a very sexy aura. Tonight she also came as a platinum blonde.
Behind her was the youngest of the three in her early thirties, Wendy. A short slender woman with brunette hair and a cute rounded face. The most conservative of the three, she wore pants and a flowing top.
Susan trotted up beside me and punched me in the shoulder. "So this is James?" She put her arm in mine. "Maureen, you never told me he was handsome."
I could feel the blood rush to my cheeks. But her body felt warm, and I enjoyed the touch of a new woman.
"He's my nephew." Maureen stammered.
Susan gave her a big smile, then looked at me from the corner of her eye. "Let's join them, if they'll let us. You boys wouldn't..."
"Yes." Both Steve and Andrew said in unison.
The women laughed and made the two blush. "Great, we'll do teams. James and I will take winners." She squeezed my arm and felt my shoulder with her hand. "Mmm, I'm glad I told you where we were going." She whispered.
While Andrew was the best of us. He still proved himself an amateur vs. Aunt Maureen and Susan. Even Wendy out did us boys.
Aunt Maureen leaned over the table. She was on her third drink and hadn't noticed her top button had come undone.
Two black straps hugged her hips and met to form a triangle above her skirt. My own drinks caused me to lose to my surrounding. With that slip in attention, Susan caught me staring.
"Someone's staring." Susan whispered in my ear.
My cheeks burned, and I looked away from my aunt's ass. The ball clacked, and I watched the eight ball roll into the corner pocket.
She turned and put her hands in the air and twisted her hips in a mini victory dance. If that was the penalty for losing, I'd lose all day.
It was far from her usual clothes, and I took every curve in. I mentally tanked Susan's efforts and wardrobe.
Wendy, the group's designated driver, threw her purse over her shoulder and set her single bottle on the back of our little table.
"Do you ladies want to grab a seat?" Andrew said.
God bless him for quick thinking. Both Steve and I held our breaths.
Aunt Maureen laughed it off and shook her head. Susan grinned and wrapped her arm in mine, leading me towards the tables and chairs. Once we started walking, the other joined in quickly. In reality, it was the eyes of other people around us who were inhibiting us the most.
Susan looked over her shoulder and said, "Come on, when's the last time you had college guys hitting on you?"
Four drinks later, our age difference meant nothing. They laughed and told us stories like wise women warning the young braces of dangerous journeys. Only they were three beautiful female sages, not grizzled hags. I shook the thoughts of a witch's coven from my mind and finished my beer.
Wendy nursed her coke, but Aunt Maureen and Susan cut loose. At one point I felt an ankle slide up my leg and nearly touch my crotch. When I tried to check it pulled away, someone was getting their entertainment from teasing us three young guys. Honestly, I wasn't complaining and looked forward to the next one.
"We'll look who it is, hey ladies." a man called out from the other side of the pool tables. The man's skin had weathered from years of hard labor and his stubble was a mixture of grey and black.
Susan's eyes rolled, and she took a sip from her glass.
There were four middle-aged men. All wearing a similar style of jeans, work boots, button down long sleeve shirts that were rolled up. I could tell they worked in the factory. They had weld burns and small scars on their arms. One of them stood out as very familiar. When I realized it was the man from the previous week, I felt a tinge of anger.
The one who called them out sported a 70s porn stash. He pointed to Maureen. "Hey Ben, it's your girlfriend."
"Just a one-night stand, I never called her back." The guy said. The asshole wore a white t-shirt and flannel long sleeve button-down shirt. Now in the light I could see he had a belly.
I felt my head spin and the small surge of anger grew large enough to pump my heart in my ears.
Maureen turned her head back and looked him over carefully. "That's because I never gave it to you, you were useless you were only worth one fuck and you didn't even remember doing it."
His smirk turned to a sneer. Obviously he didn't expect her to lean into his lewd comment with one of her own.
I never heard her talk like that. I was admiring her neck when the guy with a porn stash stepped closer to Susan and me. The way they staggered, they were well past being drunk.
I stood from the stable. "We're just here for fun. Plenty of tables around." I didn't know where I was going with it. I was losing my tact quickly the more they annoyed me.
"Hey girl, we have a better table over there, owner's corner, drinks are on us. You and I can pick up where we left off last week." The man reached down and grabbed Susan by her right breast, jiggling it in his hand. "Round two?"
"Hey!" Susan shouted. Her arm hooked inside of his and flung his hand off her breast.
In my defense, I wasn't the first one to throw the punch. Steve did, he was defending my aunt's honor so he could later try to sleep with her. It was something he had teased me about for years.
My arm instinctively wrapped around Susan and pulled her in beside me.
It wasn't much. The guy shook Steve's punch off and tried to laugh at it. To be honest, Steve was as tough as he was talented at pool. It wasn't until a third guy jumped in and shoved him into my aunt that I truly lost it.
Aunt Maureen screamed and fell across the table. Drinks flew and glass shattered on the floor.
My blood boiled, and my vision narrowed. I had one goal to get to that man. Maybe it was that I had seen myself in them. I wasn't much better than them, I wanted to remove them from my sight. Perhaps deep down, I wished to be punished, a way to right wrongs.
A sharp punch to the mustache man's throat put him on his heels. In two steps, I was between Aunt Maureen and on the man called Ben.
A large nose was all I could see. Without thinking, my fist clenched tight and my arm swung over my shoulder. My punch connected with his face. A miss in my mind, I could only think of how to break that nose and the arms that got in my way. A second and third swing. I followed him down over top a table.
Someone whipped me with a coat on my side and back. Porn-stash rushed in. He reached around my throat and I felt his fists thump into the side of my head. For a moment the thumps stunned me, but I felt no pain. I brushed it off as he had missed me and rose to face him.
Somewhere straps had tangled around my shirt, and I tore them off. The snapping sound of bone and a shutter in my hand made his face twist in agony. I jerked my arm away and threw the ribbons to the floor. When he pulled away from me, I realized it was his hand.
I didn't care anymore, I wanted more as I stood over him. I wanted to keep bending his hand backward until it tore off, but another hand grabbed my shoulder.
Anger swelled inside of me 'you dare!' I balled my fist and swung with the intentions to crush bone. The strike shuttered my hand more than I expected and unlike before didn't pass through.
The sight of a man dressed in black jeans and a black tee shirt stumbling back snapped me out of my rage. He was twice my size, had a bald head and clung to the side of a table. His eyes flared back at me, stunned and angered.
I heard my aunt scream, and I turned to see a second black figure next to me wind up his fist. That's the last thing I remembered.
Susan looked down at me and she stroked my hair back from my face. "So, we're not welcome back there anymore."
"James, James?!" Aunt Maureen said.
My head rested on Susan's lap, and Maureen held my knees. My head throbbed as I stared up into their faces. To my left, Steve and Andrew looked back over the seat.
I tried to sit up, but Susan and Maureen held me down. "Where are we?"
"Wendy's car, we're going to the hospital." Maureen said.
Susan pulled my shirt up and exposed my stomach and chest. "Hmmm." She traced the outline of my abs.
I looked into my aunt's eyes as she looked over my body. She poked and prodded my side and stomach. I winced and tried to flex my abs. A shot of pain prevented me from showing them off.
I touched my ribs and said, "Ouch, who the hell was whipping me with a coat?"
Steve laughed, "Dude, that's what you thought was happening? He was kicking and punching you as Susan tried to pull him off of you."
"You went fucking berserk, like that time playing basketball in grade twelve, and threw that guy across the foul line trying to pull the ball free." Andrew said.
Susan ran her fingers over my abs and lifted my shirt higher onto my chest. Despite the pain, I could feel my cock come to life. The more she inspected and checked my ribs, the harder her touch made me. I watched as her eyes trailed down to my crotch and stared for a moment.
"He doesn't need the hospital, he's awake now. We just need to keep him awake and monitor him. I'll call my friend to double check, she's a nurse." Susan said. With a quick flick of her wrist, she patted me on the crotch.
Aunt Maureen glared at her and said, "Susan."
"Just checking to see if he's alert." Susan said with a smile.
I stared at Andrew and Steve, who looked back between the front seats. "Are you sitting on Steve's lap?" I said.
Maureen and Susan covered their mouths in an effort not to laugh.
Wendy jerked the wheel and bounced into the parking lot of a convenience store. "Since we're not going to the hospital and James can't go to sleep, I have a plan.
Her plan equated to buying several bottles of liquor and bringing the party home to Aunt Maureen's house. I couldn't blame her I later learnt she took a stray shot in the cheekbone and her eye turned black before we got home.
After one bottle it got wilder, soon it resembled a porn shoot, clothes littered the floor, cocks were out and soaking pussies were at the ready. Susan even pulled out her camera to record Andrew fucking Wendy in the ass. We drank wine off one another's bodies and for the first time my cock felt 3 pussies in one night.
No, just shitting you, it was pretty tame. We sat in the fucking living room listening to a group retelling of how the fight went down. How the previous week shaped our night together, largely from Susan's point of view. My aunt for obvious reasons remained silent on Ben. The more Susan talked, the more guilt I had for that night, but I also felt like I had saved Aunt Maureen. It was my lame attempt at justifying it.
Steve and Andrew played up their parts. It wasn't like the movies, the entire bar didn't join in. It was just 10 assholes in the middle who eventually got knocked the fuck out and received a lifelong ban. Well, just us. Ben and his buddies were personal friends of the owner.
They drank while I sipped a coke and rye, mostly coke. When the sun rose in the morning, it was me taking care of Aunt Maureen and not the other way around. Exhausted, Maureen and I helped one another up the stairs to bed. I held Maureen around the waist, but I felt punch drunk and relied on her just as much.
"Hmm, I can do it, you're the one who got knocked out tonight." She smiled.
"Yes, well, I don't..." I somehow lost the words to finish my thought, maybe they were right. With one hand, I pushed open the door to her room.
Wendy laid face down in Aunt Maureen's bed. Her bare back and ass on display. The bed sheet curled around her thighs and waist. Beside her Andrew was half covered up, twisted in the blankets. His cock stiff and protruding through the folds of the comforter.
Aunt Maureen turned around and closed the door. "I gotta wash the bed."
She broke from my arms and ran for the washroom. I grit my teeth and limped after her. I arrived just in time to see her vomit into the toilet and cling to the rim of the bowl. She weighed a lot as I helped her to her feet. Or I was significantly weaker.
Her makeup smudged, and her hair had turned into a mess. Vomit stained her collar and the tips of her hair. She covered her face and sighed as she stared at herself in the mirror.
I pulled her close and held her in my arms. She tried to push away. "I smell."
"And I'm cut, bloody and bruised." I said.
She gave in and put her head on my chest and put her arms around my back. We stood there enjoying one another's warmth and skin.
On a gamble to push it further, I reached into the towel rack and grabbed a small hand towel. I soaked it with warm water and cleaned the ends of her hair. She held on to the vanity edge and swayed side to side. After, I wiped her eyes and chin with fresh water.
To my surprise, she reached under my shirt and pulled it up to my neck and paused. She didn't look at me in the eyes, instead I watched as they looked side to side, shoulder to shoulder.
After a few seconds, she shook her head and took the fresh face cloth from the rack and soaked it in water. She washed my chest and sides where the bruising hurt the most.
"We should have put ice on it, are you okay?" She said. She didn't look at me. She continued until she finished, then led me into my bedroom. With a heavy hand, she closed the door and laughed.
"What is it?" I said.
"Wendy, if I would have put money on it, I would have expected Susan to be the one fucking one of your friends. Oh, my god what a night." She wrapped her hands around the back of her neck and pulled them away from the wet spot on her collar in disgust.
She closed her eyes and leaned against the door. I stepped forward and reached for the buttons on her blouse.
"Oh, that bouncer was not happy, but neither was I, they had to drag me out after that one asshole sucker punched you from the side." She said. She twisted her side and winced.



My hands trembled as I fumbled with the buttons.
She glanced at me, then her eyes turned down and she put her hands on my chest for support. She didn't protest as I worked my way down her buttons, revealing a dark blue lace bra and soft white skin. She let the fabric slid from her shoulders and she flicked to the side of my bed.
She was more beautiful in the light. I lifted her arm and inspected a bruise on her ribs. "Maybe no more bars with Susan." I said.
She smiled and nodded her head. "More fun just meeting your friends anyway." She yawned and crawled into my bed.
I tried to figure out what she was saying and decided I was in no condition myself.
Her hips rose above the rest of her body like a gentle hilltop, and I admired the white skin of her waist and back. Her skirt had slid down and the small black triangle rose into sight. I could feel my cock grow hard, staring at her bra and thongs set.
My pants had blood on it and stunk like alcohol. I too stripped down to my underwear and rolled into bed. A thought of putting my arm around her and touching her skin consumed me.
She was asleep already. My heart thumped in my ears at the thought of touching her. Slowly, I reached over and hooked the tip of my finger into her bra strap. Her skin depressed as I slid it over her shoulder.
She stirred, causing my heart to skip a beat and my hand to jerk away. From the side, I could see the edge of her nipple hidden beneath the thin layer of fabric. Taunting me to pull more.
Encouraged by my success, I pulled the strap further. As the fabric stretched, the small lump grew larger. Curious, I moved it side to side and with slow deliberate moves and watched it grow.
Satisfied she was asleep, I gave it a tug, and the fabric popped over her nipple. Like a small spring, it snapped back upright. I hadn't even noticed it the first time I had taken her. This time it exited me and her. It felt firm to the touch and continued to grow the more I played.
She moaned in her sleep and shifted her weight. Panic set in and I pulled my hand clear of her and covered us up in the blanket. I felt like I was awake for hours but before I knew it, I had fallen into a dream filled sleep.
"Hey, hey, James, James." Aunt Maureen rated on her elbow and looked down at me. I jolted away and stared up at her, I fought to catch my breath and tried to sit up.
Her hand rested on my bare chest and she stared straight into my eyes. "I'm okay, what's wrong?"
She shook her head and laid back down beside me. Her hand slid down my stomach and stopped just below my belly button. Still uncoordinated, she over extended her hand and struck my erection. I had just noticed it myself. Both of us froze. Her palm rested on the head of my cock. She ran down its length once to the base, then she returned to her hip and swallowed hard.
She then realized her breast hung out of her bra and tried to adjust it.
We laid next to one another in silence. Both of us had headaches. "We better get up and start cleaning." she said.
Everyone felt the hangover that morning, and both Wendy and Andrew did very little talking. Susan on the other hand was very chatty. Cooked everyone breakfast, then drove them home in Wendy's car.
After a week passed, it didn't take a mind reader to know something bothered Aunt Maureen. She hardly looked at me and we spoke very little. By Friday she went straight to the shower and cleaned up. I arrived home to hear the shower shut off and headed upstairs to check on her. She flopped down in her bedroom reading chair and was pouring herself a glass of wine.
She wore her dark blue satin robe. Beside her on her little table was a thin stack of papers in a melamine file folder. Instead of saying anything, I stared at her near naked body. She wore no bra, and the satin clung to her damp skin.
She raised her wineglass to me. "Do you want some?"
"I can, I'll be right back with a glass."
She shook her head and reached down beside her for another glass. Apparently she had been hoping I would join her. She poured me a glass and flicked her phone over to me.
"Did you see your uncle's post? They're pregnant." She took a mouthful of wine. "Now he finally has his lawyer drop the papers off. At work, at fucking work." She smirked and shook her head.
She took a second mouthful of wine and looked to the corner of her room. Her eyes shined with tears and I sat down opposite her on the corner of the bed.
Each breath she took caused her chest to rise. Her perky nipples pressed through the thin fabric. Each she adjusted her robe, they grew harder. She looked me in the eye for the first time in a week and gave me a thin smile.
It warmed my heart, I had missed her this past week even longer. I think I missed the months before when I was ignorant of sex. Tortured by 'taste but don't swallow.'
I took a sip of wine and smiled back to her. I cleared my throat and said. "He's not my uncle."
The comment amused her, and she threw her head back into the chair. Her foot raised up and rested on my knee.
"You should shower, drink your wine and get comfortable. I'll got get another bottle. You can be my witnesses, but say nothing about the wine." She laughed and stood up.
As she stood, her robe fell open, exposing her bare flesh. Her breast hung down with two tips of erect nipples for an instant. She glass down on the end table and flipped her hair back out of her face. She gave me a quick smile.
"I'll be here when you're done, ready with another bottle." She said.
Her hips swayed as she walked out of the room, her long hair draped down her back. The faint dark lines of her g string showed through her flowing short robe. Parts of it clung to her waist and hips. Along the bottom it flapped over her thighs, giving a glimpse of skin just below her butt.
With great haste I peeled my clothes off in her on suite bath. I kept repeating in my head 'it's nothing, she just wants a glass of wine and company' Still I rushed through my shower and climbed in before water could come to temperature.
As the water ran over my body, I scrubbed hard and fast. Eventually my anti fantasy thoughts morphed into 'I'm going to fuck her tonight, tonight is it, and she wants this too.' I planned to wear soft jeans and a tight tee shirt.
As I stepped out, I realized in my haste, I couldn't get back to my room. Water dripped on the floor as I stared at my pile of dirty work clothes. Maybe if I was quick, I could get back with clean clothes. I didn't bother to dry. I threw my towel around my waist and stepped back into the bedroom.
Too late, I had lost track of time in my fantasy and she sat on the edge of the bed screwing a cock screw into the bottle. Our wine glasses were topped up and the first bottle sat empty.
She smiled at me and looked up and down my soaked body. For a moment I felt my face glow red then reminded myself 'fuck it, I'll put it to the test.'
I stepped closer, and she handed me the bottle. I flexed my muscles harder than I needed to as I pulled the cork.
I put the bottle down on the table and picked our glasses up. She leaned forward and investigated my side with her fingertips.
"You're healing okay? No headaches?" She said.
"No, I've been okay. If I talk to fast, I'll slur the odd word, but I haven't noticed much problems."
As if startled, she threw her feet down and stood up from the bed. "I almost forgot." She smiled at me and walked back to the small end table. Her thong showed through the thin fabric of her robes as she bent over and flipped the papers open.
The satin hugged her hour-glass figure as she bent over to sign the papers. My cock strained and pressed against the towel. The more I fought it, the harder it got.
As she turned I sat down, which did very little to hide the obvious lump in my crotch. She either didn't notice or chose not to show it. To my surprise, she sat down next to me, leaned back on her hands and crossed her legs.
"There, I'm free. If I need it witnessed, you can sign. But I'll ask the lawyer tomorrow." She said.
Her outstretched torso gave me a full view of her large, wondrous breasts. Her shortcut robe parted at her thigh and opened up, revealing the purple and black lace thong she wore.
Was she deliberately torturing me? My penis ached so bad my stomach tightened and my hips thrust forward. Like a dog humping anything it could, my body reacted on its own.
Everything inside of me wanted to escape. I just wanted to pull the towel off and be free of its restraint. I grit my teeth and winced when my hips twitched a second time. Aunt Maureen made a comment that replaced my lust with horror.
"I know it was you that night." My aunt said. She still looked to the ceiling. The muscles in her neck strained and her breasts pushed out from her chest.
Speechless panic. I stammered, my head grew light and inside I wanted to run, apologies, lies, denial, anything I could. Listening to her painful silence, I told the truth, at least part of it. I could barely hear the words as I spoke them.
"I couldn't stand the thought of someone like him making love to you." I said.
She was silent. The bed springs creaked and my heart pounded. The wine I had threatened to come up. The thought of being nearly naked next to her no longer mattered.
"I'm so sorry, I'm so, so sorry, I, you looked so beautiful, you always looked so beautiful, so nice and then fucking Barry ran out with another woman and and." I rambled like a pathetic cur.
She leaned forward and put her hand on my bare knee. "I have a confession too. When you stayed with me rather than take a job out of town or follow Rachelle to college. I was happy that I wouldn't be alone."
She looked at my bare stomach and waist. Her hand moved the towel to the side and slid her hand higher. My cock swelled once more.
"I was suspicious that night. I thought I could see your face. Then suddenly fit... strong... and hard. Like your father..." Her words trailed off and her hand continued until her fingers touched my scrotum. "Wendy told me Susan spiked my drink with feel good tablets. So I thought maybe it was just those."
She slid off the edge of the bed and knelt down beside me. My hips pulsed on their own as her warm, soft hand cupped my testicles.
I still couldn't move, and I dared not say another stupid thing for fear she would stop.
"At first I was afraid and worried. But the more I thought about that night, it excited me." She said.
Her hands pulled apart the towels knot, and she freed my cock. It sprang up free of its weight. "Then last week lying next to you, I was sure it was you." She wrapped her hand around the shaft and stroked the skin up and down.
"I was ashamed about what we did. Then I realized we can't have children. So it's just sex, two adults pleasuring one another, right?" She looked up from my cock and into my eyes.
I nodded my head. She pulled her long wavy mane behind her head and lowered her mouth over my head. Her warm tongue slid down the underside of my cock and her soft left hand cupped my scrotum.
"Oh, fuck." I moaned. I flexed my calves and thighs so I wouldn't pass out. I leaned back and looked up to the ceiling.
Her head bobbed up and down as her right hand pumped the skin and held my cock in place. Her mouth made slurping sounds and the edge of the bed creaked from my weight.
Soaking wet with her warm spit, she pulled down hard on my foreskin, sucked on the head and pumped frantically.
I looked down at her and admired her hair and bare neck. I would not be that cur. She deserved a hard fuck. I pulled her up by the shoulders and she eagerly climbed over me.
Her robes fell open, revealing her heavy breasts. They hung down like two full melons over top my face. Her nipples stood out tall and firm, taunting me to suck them. The satin robe fell from her shoulders and caught on her elbows. With the belt still tied, it sat on her waist just below her belly button.
With one hand on my cock, she lifted herself over my cock and pulled her thong to the side. In a single attempt, she slid down my soaking shaft.
My head entered her slit and found a sloppy, gaping hole. Without effort, she lowered herself down and sat on my hips.
"Oh, fuck." I said, my hands held her by the hip and thigh. As wet as she was, I was afraid it would tear the skin from the base of my head.
She gave me a devilish grin and ran her hands up over her breasts and through her hair. She moved her hips forward and purred.
Slow at first. Her body heaved forward, then back. Those large breasts rose and fell as she inhaled deeply and her nipples poked out in excitement.
I was about to put my hands on her when I felt it. My stomach tensed and a familiar sensation grew in my scrotum and travelled up the underside of my cock.
"Stop moving, I'm going to cum." I said. I tried to hold her hips, but she thrust forward. I felt myself start to cum inside of her. I couldn't help not bucking forward. I opened my mouth and let out a moan. My chest and arms flexed as I pulled her tight onto me. Strong pulses pumped my sperm into her. The pleasure it gave made me want to yell out, but I held it in.
After I finished. I covered my face, frustrated. She pulled my hands down and lowered her lips to mine and slid her tongue inside my mouth.
"Five minutes, then you fuck me for real." She said. She undid her belt and threw her robes to the side before stepping off me.
"What about condoms? I came inside you." I said.
She walked to the light switch wearing nothing but the purple and black lace thong. The fabric vanished between her ass cheeks. "Remember, we don't need them."
It was dark, but light enough that we could see one another. She stepped out of her thong and crawled back onto the bed.
Blood pumped back into my cock. Not as fast or hard, but I desired to fucker her again and prove myself.
Before I could sit up and greet her, she put her hands on my stomach and thigh. In a fluid movement, she laid down and wrapped her mouth around my glistening cock.
Eager to please, I shimmied over and slid my fingers inside of soaking vagina, cum ran out over my fingers. Without warning, she pulled herself up to my mouth and slipped her tongue into my mouth. I wasn't sure, but I could taste both of us in her saliva.
My cock was hard to her touch. She grinned, then rolled to her knees and looked back at me. "Fuck me like you did when you snuck into my room."
Her comment stunned me for a second and I stared at her bare ass pointed back at me.
"You owe me, fuck me hard with that cock." She said.
She moaned and threw her head back when my cock penetrated her. I felt free. I could see her beautiful skin, how her muscles moved and the way her hair flowed over her shoulders down to the bed.
I felt as free as her, and I smiled to myself. Her ass slammed into my hips, driving me deeper inside. She clenched the edge of the bed and called out, "James, fuck me harder, come on James, fuck me, fuck me."
Her waist twisted and arched, grinding on my cock as I pounded from behind. I threw one foot forward and angled myself to the side. Immediately, I felt myself sink deeper.
The first new thrust caused her to open her mouth wide and lose strength in her arms. I rode her down onto the bed, pounding her ass as hard as I could. Each hit my hips, slapped into her ass and she grunted with pleasure.
Without the condom, I could feel her insides with the head of my cock. We found our rhythm and soon both of us were grunting and moaning together.
Maureen squealed and laid flat on the bed. Her body quivered, and I felt her insides tighten around my cock. I held myself deep inside and let her writhe into the sheets.
But she wasn't done, she looked back at me with lust and pulled my head down to hers by my hair. We mashed our lips together and slide our tongues over one another while my cock was still inside her.
She flipped around under me and wrapped her legs around my waist.
I missed her twice before she reached down and guided my cock into her soaking hole.
"You're so hard." She said.
Maureen bit her lip and narrowed her eyes as I slid in as deep as I could. She wiggled her body and caressed my flexed shoulders.
There was no resistance to her, and I slid in and out with ease. With each thrust, her eyes opened wide and she gasp for air.
I felt my orgasm build. I pushed myself up and admired her face. When she gave me a smile, I slammed down hard. Her eyes bulged and her mouth fell open.
The sight of seeing her reaction brought me closer. I laid on top of her and fucked her as hard as I could. Our worn bodies pressed and slid over one another. Our tongues, hands, and torsos added to the pleasure.
We panted and thrust against one another, urging the other on harder. Our breathing synced and when I felt my orgasm burst, my hips locked forward.
"Oh, fuck..." she grit her teeth and pulled me deeper with her heels. "Cum in me, cum deep inside of me." She dug her nails into my ass and pulled me down.
I bucked my hips forward, pumping what was left of my seed into her. I could feel her insides contracting and pulsing around my cock as I twitched.
She held me tight until I had gone completely limp inside of her. Spent, I rolled to the side and watched her chest rise and fall as she caught her breath.
Pride swelled inside of me as I thought of how I had just fucked this beautiful woman. She looked at me and smiled.
"Better?" She said.
"Much." I said.
She reached down and played with my limp cock. Discreetly, she was curious if it would grow hard again. So was I, but turns out two times was my limit. It didn't stop us from playing in the afterglow. We touched and felt each other's clammy bodies.
She let out a sigh. "Did you see Rachelle's latest post about moving in with her new boyfriend?"
I nodded my head. It was the last thing to cross my mind. But Aunt Maureen stared off in the hallway.
"I hope she'll be okay this time."
I put my hands behind my head, I suddenly missed my sister. Like Aunt Maureen, I had only one sibling. She was my best friend growing up. She had long, slender legs and arms. She used to out wrestle me for years until I got tougher. She was actually my first boob I touched.
My cock twitched and thickened at the memory of touching Rachelle's bare breast under her shirt. It lasted for a second, but the memory was a lifetime. I looked to my aunt, who stared up at the ceiling. My mother had been her best friend too, just like Rachelle and I.
I pulled her tight against me and she fell asleep in my arms. Suddenly the world seemed less lonely.
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Nineteen, single, part way through a trade my father picked for me and my parents have just announced their divorce over dinner. Did I mention our new country home still smells like new paint?
My sister Ellaine burst out. "Does this affect me going to university?"
I turned my head towards her and said, "Wow you're a bitch."
"Hey!" Dad said.
My mother gave me a smile and took my hand. "Sister or not, what did I teach you?"
I nodded my head. "Sorry, just shocked is all."
"Me too. I'm sorry." Ellaine said.
I looked Ellaine in the eyes and rubbed her on the shoulder and back. She had picked up riding horses, like mom did. It was both my mother and her lifelong desire to move to the country. So even though she was my younger sister I did have to watch my step or I could lose a tooth or get a broken nose. The other reason was my fathers dream shop and giant yard.
"I'll be staying here, your father will be moving back into the old house back in town. But, you two are free to stay anywhere you want." Mom said.
Dad cleared his throat. "I will still be coming out here to work on the trucks and manage shipping. But I will likely spend more time on the road."
"That way the horses can stay here. I'm also staying on as a bookkeeper and part time with the company, plus my sales job back at the dealership." Mom said.
"That's right, we're not tearing up the company or houses, or you guys. We just drifted apart as husband and wife. But I still respect your mother very much and we're still friends, we'll work together and we still have you two." Dad said.
I cleared my throat and stood up. "I need some air." I rushed for the balcony outside and looked out over the fresh landscaping and dark fields.
Lights from the small town lit up the distant landscape. It was my mothers dream location, overlooking the small town my father had built a trucking company in.
Mom snuck up on me in thought and startled me, it gave her a smile to know she had spooked me. We said nothing, she just put her hand on my back and looked out into the darkness with me.
Mom worked at a car dealership taking messages and booking appointments. Her boss had an old school outlook to the role of the secretary. They must be pleasant, beautiful and female, they could be brainless just as long as they fit the first three traits. Mom had four traits going for her. Some of the women complained about him, but mom made as much as the sales people did, working as a front desk greeter. On the side she always had makeup and health businesses, which she did well at too.
Sally was her name. An innocent, polite and respected woman within the community. Brunette hair with a few greys showing. Which only added to her mature beauty. Her fair skin was soft and well cared for. Years of riding horses gave her a figure any woman would die for. Thick thighs, round ass and a flat stomach. Ellaine wasn't far off either, looking at her it was probably like looking back in time.
Amazing mother, always there, always supportive. I loved her very much and so did my friends. The literal soccer mom, and football mom when it came to car pooling. She hated sports, but she was always at my games cheering us on. We were also the most popular car pool van.
Dad was a truck driver, we owned four rigs. He drove one on long hauls for crossing borders and the other 3 drivers did a combination of long and short hauls. It's also the reason my name is Ken. A fact my mother found years later when I was about 10, wow did she flip out when she learnt that one.
But my fixation with mom began when I was 15 and still living at the house in town. The internet had died, they said the cables were cut and would take several days to fix due to the heavy rain. 15, no porn, no 'older brothers magazines', and no outdoor sports, that was hell. On top of it, Ellaine, my little sister pestered me to play non stop giving me no privacy.
Hunter, our Labrador, had broken free and was running around the front street. Playing a big game of 'catch me if you can' in the puddles and mud. Finally after what felt like half an hour of chasing Hunter around, mom returned home.
She wore a dark pencil skirt, with a white blouse. Her brunette hair was tied in a bun and she wore heels. Hunter was her dog and he ran straight for her. It took 3 neighbors, myself, Ellaine and my mom 15 minutes to get Hunter into the backyard. By the end, mom was barefoot, soaking wet and her hair a tangled mess with strands hanging down her face. But she was laughing the whole time.
What really did it though was her blouse, it had come free from her skirt, and the white fabric clung to her body exposing a wonderful tantalizing hourglass figure. Beneath it I grew curious of her bra and its thin lace fabric. For a minute she bent over and struggled with putting his collar back on. I stared at the two thin black straps that rode above her skirt along her hips. It was a minute that was burned into my memory. How those straps creased her flesh and rode high up on her hip bones.
At that age it was an instant boner, to my embarrassment one she eventually noticed. Once we got inside the cool rain had another effect. I learnt first hand why wet tee shirts were white. I could see everything, the fabric of her bra, how it cut across her breasts, just above her nipples, which stuck out proud in the cool air. They were sharp like two frozen peas stuck in her shirt. 'Mom, Ken has an erection again' is another horrifying memory of that moment.
That night in the shower I came within a minute thinking of those straps and nipples. After falling asleep I dreamt of her, bent over, her heart shaped ass and tapered waist bent over the back of the couch. In my dream I pulled her skirt up and fucked her from behind. It was so vivid I woke up confused as to why I was in bed with a wet spot.
I found myself trying harder at football and soccer. Before that I played football for two reasons, dad and cheerleaders. I wasn't a great player, but neither was my team. By senior year most of the other guys played to impress the cheerleaders and their friends. I was playing to impress my mother.
When I was seventeen she caught me in their room looking through her lingerie drawer. I lied and claimed I was trying to find a condom for a party that weekend. I got a lecture about treating women right. Then to my surprise she got me one and asked if I knew how to use it. I told her no, and she gave me three more and said practice. In a moment of Idiocy I said "Can you show me?" With a smirk. She smiled, shook her head and slapped me on the arm. "You wish." It was my first sexual flirtation with her.
It was a memorable party, I stood in the corner feeling awkward as fuck, talking with close friends when they wandered by, then went home. Mom was still awake, nervously she asked how it went. I gave the condom back to her with a shy smile and shrug. She gave me a thin smile and to my surprise hugged me. I dry humped a pillow wearing one of the other condoms that night using the memory of her warm body. She admitted to me she didn't want to be so close minded like her own parents and wanted us to always be open with each other.
By eighteen I had become a good player, not a star player but good enough to be noticed by Ellaine's friends. I had also gained a reputation for being flirty at school, charming and polite with a hot body. I had been practicing with mom and it was paying off in dividends. She had fine tuned me to talk with girls, no tight clothes, nothing flashy, no ass hat flaunty moves.
"Don't rely on your hair or muscles, don't swagger around like a peacock. Just smile and talk with them politely and for god sakes listen to them."
I don't know if she wrote that down, but she said it word for word each time she told me.
I only attended parties to worry my mother and have a late night chat. In reality I was a closet nerd. She would give me a condom each time. In turn I returned it, until one night I didn't. She greeted me like normal and just assumed I would exchange it back. We stood in the living room until she laughed and covered her mouth. She cried a little and my heart broke, afterwards we talked about it. Mom gave me another lecture about sticking by her. But turned out I was the trophy fuck, and mom was pissed.
She had stepped up to sales by then, and when she found out the girl's parents were buying a new vehicle she poured everything on them. Later she bragged to me about how much she hosed them for in a high pressure sale.
I started my welding apprenticeship a year before we moved to the countryside. The reason was so dad could expand and mom could be closer to her horses. We moved in a month ago and here we are, staring out into the darkness together.
It took time, but after the initial shock cooled down, they were right. Little changed, mom still stayed in the country house and when dad returned from long hauls he worked in the big new shop and returned to the town house.
The problem with working at the place you live is you never get out. I had plenty of social time, with old truck drivers and mechanics, but not with people my age. I went for months without seeing anyone new out in the country.
That isolation brought back the dreams of my mother, bent over like when I was a teenager. The tight riding jeans, her long hair flowing behind her. But the one thing that haunted me, was those two thin black straps riding up above her skirt.
By the time Ellaine moved out to university, dad was full time on the road and I had the big new shop to myself. Along with all the chores of feeding horses, who I didn't ride. Most of my day was spent cleaning the shop, welding up trailers and ordering parts for the guys.
Then COVID happened and along came the lockdowns, class rooms closed, and people just hunkered down. Mom worked from home and the drivers ran non stop so the shop most often sat empty. Three day routes became a week and border crossings became a paperwork nightmare heaping on more time.
I hardly noticed the lockdowns, but mom on the other hand. She did not take it well. At first she enjoyed the break, but after a month she began to clean and clean and clean.
I watched mom scurry around the house with a broom. She leaned forward over the banister to reach out further onto the wall where a spider had made its web. She wore a white tee shirt that was too short and pulled out from her jeans. The pale pink skin of her stomach stretched out and disappeared into a taunting open shirt from below. If only I had been down stairs. My dream of her wearing a skirt flashed back in my memory. By instinct I reached out and took her by the hips.
Her wide eyes stared back at me and snapped me out of it.
"You're creeping me out leaning over the railing like that." I said.
She smiled at me, took my arm and leaned even further out past the rail. I strained to pull back and keep her from falling over the side. She swung the broom at the cobweb and swung herself back into my arms.
She smiled at me, "Got it."
I kept her in my arms as I looked out the big windows into the afternoon sun. "Nice day for a ride."
She stepped away and kept sweeping the clean floors. "I've been riding every day this week." She shrugged.
"I'll join you." I said.
She stopped and looked up at me with a suspicious smile. "You hate riding."
"Yeah, but you love it, we'll talk, enjoy the day, it'll be a riding date with a picnic. I'll just ignore the part where I'm on a horse instead of a chair. Plus I'm done with all my work, twice over." I said.
She was quick to take me up on my offer, she had dad's horse saddled and ready before I could pack sandwiches and meet her at the barn. She loved it, she had a giant smile leading the two horses to me. We talked about before the lockdowns, when it would be over and the new business she was thinking of getting into. Another health supplement sales business, she really just did it for socializing.
"Why don't you sell lingerie, or swimsuits or something else. You used to sew all the time?" I said. "Hell you could make them, sell them and model them yourself."
She scoffed at me and said, "Yeah a 43 year old lingerie model doing a start up business making lingerie."
"Not interested in swimsuits? lingerie alone is great too." I joked.
She rolled her eyes and shrugged it off with a smile.
"You could be right, maybe your sewing isn't good enough, maybe you should just do the modeling." I smiled.
"Okay that's enough." she beamed a smile and looked around the woods. "Besides I had enough troubles keeping you out of my lingerie drawer, how would I keep you out of my sewing room."
My heart missed one beat and sunk into my chest so low it felt like I'd been punched. "With great difficulty." I said and laughed it off.
She adjusted herself in the saddle and looked at me with a disapproving sideways glance. But her smirk said otherwise. We rode for another five minutes sharing little smiles and glances before she spoke again.
"You really think I could model my own line of lingerie?" She said.
I did a double take of her. "Are you really contemplating this? I was just throwing out ideas to keep you busy, you're going crazy in the house."
She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. For two minutes the only sounds we made were the sounds of horse hoofs, leather saddles squeaking and flies buzzed around our heads.
I was thinking it more than I meant to say it, but it came out. "You're the most beautiful woman in town, with gorgeous eyes, and a bright smile that makes my day every time I see it. Yeah, you could, and don't just take my word for it, ask your primarily young male client list at the dealership." I said.
She laughed out loud and leaned forward on her horn.
"I think all of my friends have bought a vehicle off of you because of soccer and football carpooling." I added.
I was reminded why I hated riding, flies, mosquitoes and my balls were beginning to ache from binding in the saddle. She spurred her horse and took off in a canter. Riding just wasn't my thing, of course without urging dad's horse, he took off after mom. It isn't the speed that's frightening, it's the repeated bouncing off the saddle I hated. A half mile later mom let up and waited for me to catch up.
She had a bead of sweat on her forehead and a slight rise in breathing. Me, my ass, legs, and back burned and my balls were slowly being squeezed to death.
"All those weights aren't helping you now is it?" she laughed.
I raised my ass up off the saddle and leaned hard on the horn giving myself relief. "Now you sound like dad and his buddies."
We set up there on a small hill, a few farms and acreages in view. To my surprise she pulled out a bottle of wine and poured two tin cups and handed one to me.
"What about the hot chocolate?" I said.
"What are you twelve?" She said and took a sip from her cup.
She sat next to me on the blanket and gazed off in the distance.
"You know you didn't have to stick with lingerie, you could have mentioned table clothes and custom napkins." I said.
She took a sip of wine and smiled into reflection on top of the wine. "You led the question when you asked it in hopes you could see me wearing lingerie."
I gave her a smile "Hmm a little, I figured you'd look a little strange modeling tablecloths." I raised my eyebrows to her. "The napkins on the other hand."
She let the cup down and covered her mouth with her hand. After swallowing hard she gave me a coy smile. I left it at that and we enjoyed our afternoon. I was amazed that she rode everyday and could still walk. Her and my sister, it was the reason I had to get used to locker room banter about both my sister and mothers legs.
By the time we got home, cleaned the horses and got back inside the house the sun was setting. I nearly had to crawl up the stairs to the shower. I turned it to high heat and hung on to the glass door and wall. The steaming hot water flowed over my back and aching balls.
A knock came at the door and mom stepped inside. I could look right at her in the half frosted glass. The middle section was frosted but the upper and lower thirds were clear. She wore a white towel and her hair was soaked.
"Hey it's just me, did I leave a dryer in here?" She said, She looked around the counter then to me staring at her.
The sight of her bare skin across her back, legs and shoulders caused the blood to flow to my cock. In seconds it raised up and pointed straight out. The sudden rush caused it to ache and I wanted to stroke it once or twice to help relieve the pressure.
She smiled and said. "That's what happens when you don't ride for over a year."
I nodded my head and smiled at her.
Mom gave me a wink and a smile. "It would be great if you toughened up, football star, I'd love it if we could go riding again next week."
She took a step closer and looked into the shower. I covered my erection and gave her a sideways grin. "Mom."
"What, nothing I haven't seen before, I was just going to say if you're stiff I can work it out." she said.
I stared longer than I should have, before I figured out she was talking about my muscles. "Oh, yeah I'll be fine, I've been hitting the weights pretty hard lately, this is nothing." I straightened up and put my hands back up on the top of the glass like it was nothing. But it took effort to raise them up that high.
She smiled and looked inside as much as she could. "Mmm, I see." She turned around and bent forward to look under the vanity. Her towel lifted up exposing the very bottom of her glutes and stretched her hamstrings and calves. The damp towel tightened around her narrow waist and toned back. It was the most skin I had ever seen her show off. The fact that her slit was just hidden from sight but so close made it more of a mystery.
Like jumping into cold water I inhaled deeply and my hips bucked forward. The tip of my penis bumped the glass. Before she turned around I regained my composure and stepped back. She gave me a weak smile, flicked her wet hair from her side and held up a hair dryer.
"Found it." She stood up, plugged it in and wiped the mirror.
"Oh my god she's not leaving." I thought to myself.
She hummed to herself as she dried her hair on the other side of a half inch pane of glass, next to her naked son with a raging hard on. The mirror could look in on the bath and from time to time we shared a quick glance. The longer it happened the more comfortable we both became with it. By the time she finished I had washed my body and hair. Between the two I stroked my cock several times, the thought even thrilled me. She unplugged the hair dryer and we smiled at one another before she left.
I looked to the counter and imagined fucking her right there on the vanity as she bent over. It took minutes for me to deal with my erection. My lust was sated and I hurried to my room with a towel around my waist.
I logged on to my laptop and typed in the search bar.
'I want to have sex with my own mother, help'
"Tell her how I feel and see if she feels the same way? Fuck that." I whispered.
I continued to read a number of popular sites, before I decided to make my own post.
I made an account and logged into a room for such questions.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dear readers.
I keep having dreams of my mother. Is it normal? I have had them since I was 15. It started when I first saw her thong riding over her skirt in the rain. At first it was just the idea of womens lingerie on an actual woman. But I started dreaming about her. It got better, but now she and my father got divorced. It's not like I picture having children or settling down, I just can't help getting hard ons when I see more than the usual skin with her. She is a beautiful woman, fit and young for a mom, I think, she's 42 43?



Please help
Theconfusedson.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I stared at the screen waiting for anything, then slapped my laptop shut. I ran down the stairs for a drink of water. As I returned I passed by her door. She sat on the edge of her bed and stared at a dresser as she combed her hair.
Her lower legs was bare, her short silver robe rode up high vanishing between her ass and bed. She pulled her brush through her long dark hair and gave me a smile as I entered.
"Mom?" I said.
She stopped and put her hands on her lap. She was an eloquent lady, prim and proper. Grandma and grandpa were at the tail end of the baby boomers and raised her and her sisters with a 'proper' upbringing. Baby of the family and pregnant straight out of high school. But that wasn't the part that pissed them off, it was the fact that her and dad didn't get married first.
"Do you remember when we were chasing Hunter in the rain years ago?" I said.
Her face lit up with a giant smile and she said, "He was a good dog, I kind of do. I remember chasing him in a huge rain storm through the mud. My clothes were ruined after that. But I actually had fun."
"I.." The lump in my throat tightened as I stared at her sitting there in a bathrobe, for sure naked underneath. From where I stood I could see her nipples strain on the thin satin. I regretted wearing my towel, as my cock began to unsheathe itself pressing against the rough fabric.
She gave me a peculiar smile "You still haven't changed?"
I looked down at myself, holy shit no. "I ah, got distracted by something. But I was just reminded about Hunter. Today, I... just thought today was kind of like that, it was good to see you smiling and laughing, so lets do it again. Good night... Love you." It just slipped out, it was there and it felt natural and out it came.
The smile it brought to her face, her eyes melted and her lips curled up. "I love you too sweetie."
I half ran to my room, I had to delete the post. Deep down I had this feeling she would find it, a question about a day I had just mentioned, and fucking my own mother. I flipped the laptop open and raced to find my way back to the post.
"What the fuck seven votes?" I said.
"Language." She yelled down the hall.
"Sorry," I yelled back. I stood up and shut the door. I threw my towel off and grabbed the laptop to click the private button on. As I glanced over the posts I grew curious of the few responses it got.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"NO, stop ASAP, go to church and pray for forgiveness. Get a gf then marry her, forget about your mother."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"What the fuck?" I whispered.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Therapy, just find a therapist and they'll help."
"Hot, I fucked my mom once, when I was...."
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I scrolled through the responses, to get to the delete post option, or edit whatever I could do. One post caught my eye, it wasn't short or judging.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dear Theconfusedson
You said you don't plan on having children with her. If that's true then if both of you are consenting adults it's no one else business. It's not as if this year can't get anymore fucked up by two people having sex.
Here's some tips. Remember she's a woman and women want to have sex just as much as men its just different timing, its also as much emotional as physical for women. Imagine putting a dirty thing inside of you, they want to be comfortable with their partner.
Be clean, be polite and respect her. Flirt with her and if she flirts back keep going a little more. In the end its only sex. My partner and I have an open marriage because of an insane amount of travelling our jobs demand. We're very much in love and continue to remain married. Sex isnt the focus in our relationship, why would a mother and her son be any different if treated correctly.
If it does happen, be up front with each other on what to expect. If nothing happens, all your being is a good son looking out for your mother and the two of you didnt need sex anyways.
Keep us posted
Openmindedcouple02
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Intrigued I began typing a reply.
"Ken?" my mom opened the door and stepped inside.
I damn near threw my laptop off my bed, my heart hit the front of my chest and at the same time my head went flush and my stomach dropped lower than my balls. Speaking of which, hung out in the open for her viewing.
"Mom!"
She turned her head and stared at the door. "I'm sorry, I didn't know you needed me time."
"No I wasn't doing that! I just sleep naked now is all." I grabbed for the blankets but she had made my bed at some point that afternoon and they refused to budge.
"No really, it's okay I understand, I need me time too once in a while." She said half laughing. "More nowadays."
She was stuck, flustered, and sinking in quicksand. 'It's just like the locker rooms after practice' I told myself and took a deep breath. I stood up and said, "Mom, you can look at me, calm down. It's no different than 20-30 guys showering or cheerleaders changing after a game." I sounded calm but I could hear my heart pounding in my ears. My cock was semi flaccid but it was on the verge of becoming engorged with blood.
She took a deep breath and forced herself to look at me. She smiled and nodded her head. I was praying inside that she couldn't read what was on the screen of my laptop.
"I'm not having "ME time". I was reading some stuff online about a game and didn't expect you to enter. What were you wondering?"
She crossed her arms and brushed her hair to the side out of her eyes. "Um, nothing, I just wanted to talk, and well this," she held up a small jar of lotion.
Her eyes moved up and down scanning over my body. They paused for a moment over my crotch and stomach before looking to the side and back into mine.
"It'll help you loosen up," She frowned at the bottle and squinted to read the wording. "I figured you were swearing and it would help you sleep better. Since you're not wearing underwear well I could even get your bruised ass" she laughed.
I looked back to my laptop and thought about the last post I had read. For years she helped me talk to women, women who had her preferences.
I grit my teeth and sat down on the edge of the bed. She was right, it took all my strength not to just flop down. "I'm fine," I winced.
She rolled her eyes, "I know you're hurting, when I first started riding again I could hardly walk. Face down, it's just your ass anyways." She stepped into my room and pushed me to roll over to my front.
Watching her walk across my room in a short bathrobe I felt my cock begin to harden. Openmindedcouple02's comment stuck in my mind and I thought 'fuck it.' I either let it go or I risk showing mom a hardon just because she walked across the room.
I grit my teeth and swung my legs up onto the bed and rolled over before she could see my cock grow. It felt strange and as she sat she hesitated to open the jar.
"What is it?" I said.
"I used to sell this, it's like a pain reliever for sore muscles. I still had some left over." She undid the jar and lathered her hands in it.
The lotion was cold, then tingled with heat. She was right, it helped immediately. That or it was the comforting feeling of her soft slender fingers pressing into my muscles. Her hands roamed over my lower back and down my glutes.
"So you're having a lot of me time lately?" I said.
She covered her face and smirked to herself. "Oh my god, I can't believe I said that."
I laughed at her and turned my head back towards her. "You said you wanted to talk about something." I said.
Her hands returned to my back. My upper back and shoulders weren't sore but I wasn't going to stop her as she rubbed the salve into them.
"I think I'm ready for a change. Were you just joking about the lingerie and swimsuits?"
I propped myself up on my elbow to look at her. "Those we're just top of my head ideas. Those are the popular things on the forums. Low cost, easy to ship and small amounts of material. Actually making a webpage is easy. You just need a hosting site, pictures, product and the ability to sell."
Before I knew it I was on my side giving her a full frontal view, but my hard on had gone away. She didn't mind too much. She just smiled and shook her head.
"You don't really like welding do you?" She ran her hand over my side and arm.
"I'm okay with it. I prefer making metal art. Decorative pieces, photographing them is fun. I enjoy that." Is said. I looked her in the eyes and she smiled at me. Her phrase replayed in my head "Don't rely on your hair or muscles, don't swagger around like a peacock. Just smile and talk with them politely and for god sakes listen to them."
"Do it, you have the free time you can test the waters anonymously online before selling in person." I said. I sat up and took the jar from her hand.
"Would I be modelling them?" She said.
I put my thumb at the base of her neck and rolled my thumb and pointer finger into her neck muscles.
She moaned and closed her eyes.
"Not if you don't want to, you can just design them and make them. Your only hobbies are sewing and selling, why not combine the two." I said and shuffled over to the side.
I pulled her robe open and down over her shoulders. She wore a flimsy pale yellow cami top that was too large for her. It exposed her back and chest leaving little to the imagination.
Her nipples protruded and were nearly exposed at the sides. The open sides gave me full view of her side boob. My cock came to life and I hopped behind her before she noticed.
She opened her mouth to protest and grabbed the collar of her robes. Just then I pressed my thumbs into the long spinal muscle of her back.
Instead of protesting her back arched and she let out a low slow moan inside her throat. Each time I ran my thumbs down her back she purred. The robes slipped from her fingers and she let her head fall forward. I stopped to admire her bare shoulders.
"Mmm don't stop." She murmured.
"Lay down on your stomach." I said.
Obediently she rolled onto the bed and laid face down. I pulled her robe up and away from her and let it flop down next to the bed.
The cami top stopped at her hips. From there she wore a tight pair of satin grey panties. It was her comfy clothes but still she made them look sexy as hell. I knew she owned clothes like this but I could never catch her without a robe on.
I knelt beside her and massaged her back from the top of her panties to her neck over top of her shirt. If she turned around now she would see a huge erection pointed straight at her.
"We can order some items tomorrow if you like. I can show you the merchant sites too." I said.
"Mmmm. Okay it sounds like a plan." She hummed.
I took a deep breath and scooped some of the pain reliever onto my fingers. As if normal I slid my hands under her shirt and touched her bare skin. She tried to raise her body and turn her head back to me. But one long stroke of my thumbs pressed her down into the mattress with a moan. The palms of my hands kneaded her tense muscles.
As I worked on her, I admired how her muscles showed through. The curve of the spine, the two dimples in the small of her back. Like an artist I cupped her sides and followed the curve of her waist rise over her rib cage and up to her shoulders. As I did her whole body relaxed. Her foot raised up to my back and caressed the side of my lat and arm.
With a quick pass I slid my hands over her glutes and down to her hamstrings. I did the same to each leg, down her leg, to her ankle and back. Once per leg, they were soft, smooth and thick from years of riding. In minutes she had fallen asleep, I focused on her glutes with a light touch, then down her inner thigh.
My temples ached from the pressure and my hips twitched. My cock was so hard it didn't bend or swing and ached to be used. She let out a moan and shifted her arms. I thought my head would pop. I reached down and pulled the sheets over her and myself. Deep down I found myself hoping she would wake and take my cock in her hand.
It must have been hours before I fell asleep, but when the sun woke me her arm and leg was over top of me. She slept on her other arm and her body was pressed against mine. She stretched and opened her eyes to see me there.
"Hmmm, I didnt even know I fell asleep." She smiled. Her hand moved over my bare chest while she stretched her legs and back.
"Two or three minutes and you were out." I said.
I must have layed on my back all night, because I could hardly move. I stretched and flexed my aching muscles. It was like I had played a hard game of football the night before.
Her hand slid down my chest and over my abs. Then we both felt it at the same time. Her thigh pressed against my morning wood and lack of underwear. For whatever reason she frowned and reached down to touch my cock. Maybe it was disbelief and morning grogginess. But she felt my hips and gripped the shaft of my penis.
She shrieked and jumped away from me. "You didn't have underwear?"
Heat welled up around my cheeks and I pulled the sheets tight around my waist, which just added to the tent. "Well we didn't do that in the locker rooms." I blurted out.
She sat up, pulled her knees to her chest and covered her face with her hands. She peeked out at me between the fingers and shook her head. "Come on lover boy, let's get dressed and make breakfast." she said with a grin.
I sat up and swung my feet over the side of the bed. It hurt to sit, stretch or move. A soft hand touched my back and caressed it once. I looked back and gave her a smile. While I summoned the strength to stand up and limp to the bathroom I could see her at the edge of my peripheral.
She reached down and touched herself before swinging her legs out of bed. With the same hand she rubbed her fingertips into the bed sheets and stood up. I watched her ass sway as she left my room to head back to hers. She caught me staring when she looked back over her shoulder.
"Come on, we don't have all day." she said and disappeared around the corner.
"Huh." I whispered. I looked at my laptop and said to myself, "Do women get something like morning wood too?"
That morning we did our own things. I did the chores but skipped out on sweeping the clean shop floor. I figured dad wasn't here to catch me not sweeping the swept floors. Mom went into town to buy groceries and stop by the sewing shop.
Before she could get home I ran inside, brought my laptop to the kitchen and pulled up my Theconfussedson account. I posted an update of the morning's events. As I read the new comments most just repeated the above posts, others requested updates. One stood out though which made me chuckle, I couldn't help but think of batman as I read it.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Dont make a big deal out of it, Fuck her hard by night and by day, be mother and son.
Anonymous.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
For some strange reason my post was getting a lot of followers and upvotes. I decided to include a post about my mom's body and my own. Describing how we looked, but not our faces or where we lived.
I spent half an hour reading the comments. The comment "Fake" popped up a lot, others cheered it on, but the condemners faded out. The post gained 10 upvotes, but another post caught my attention as I typed.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Call the police, thats rape, she shouldnt touch you like that and she should know better.
Cali Johnson
No, I'm not calling the police on my mother. I slept naked beside her, and we
gave each other a massage with a pain reliever after a long day of riding
horses. She touched my erection by accident.
Then you're just a pervert who needs counselling.
Cali Johnson
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I looked around the kitchen then stared at the curser, how the fuck do I reply to that? This is why I hated forums and social media, now here I was arguing with strangers over the internet on serious fucked up shit. Still stuck a new message popped up from someone else.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Shut up Cali, I checked your profile you just run around saying shit everywhere. Theconfussedson, just be natural, it's none of our business what you two do. You're both consenting adults doing a natural thing. Maybe in the past it made a difference with no birth control. But now, who cares, have fun. Just don't have any children. PS Cali I downvoted a number of your posts.
JohnSnow038
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Mom opened the front door and I slammed my laptop shut. She stared at me then looked down to my crotch. "Oh good you have pants on."
"I... have pants on." I said.
She lifted a handful of bags up onto the counter. "I have more in the van, can you help me, instead of just acting strange."
I rolled my eyes and nodded my head.
"Oh speaking of strange, I couldn't buy toilet paper, it's like nowhere to be found." she said as she led me to the back of the van.
She bought a month's worth of groceries for all four of us, if we were all still together. And one small package of toilet paper. She also had a new giant sewing machine box with 4 big spools of thread. Along with bolts of lace, fabric, shiny material and several bags of other assorted items.
"Wow, you're really going ahead with it." I said.
"Well I have to, I quit the dealership." She said.
"You quit! When?" I said.
She grabbed two large bags. "This morning, I went in for some paper work and it just kind of came out." She laughed. "I was tired of working for that sexist ass anyways."
I watched her walk to the house in her tight jeans and grey t-shirt. Her hair was undone and she wore knee high boots. It was probably the first time in twenty years the dealership saw her dress like that.
"I wondered if this is what a midlife crisis is?" I said to myself. Dad left his highschool sweetheart to live on the road and now mom quit her job of 20 years. "Or was this just lockdown fever?"
The first month wasn't bad, mom made patterns, built her online store and continued to tend the book for the company. We saw 2 drivers for a short 1 day visit and gone again. By the end of the month mom was going stir crazy, again. We rode everyday and she even helped me in the shop. She talked and talked, and true to her advice I listened to every word.
When dad heard she quit her job, he just said, "Good, I have extra paperwork." which oddly wasn't much different if they were still together.
Going into the second month, she posted her first set of swimsuits, a two piece bikini. And a few selections of panties. But she admitted bras were harder than she thought they would be. I admired her determination.
One morning I woke to find her hard at work. She was hunched over her new sewing machine on the dining room table. Her hair was frazzled and she still hasn't changed out of her cami's and black pair of panties. I handed her a coffee.
"Were you up all night?" I said.
I could see down her cami between her breasts. She wore no bra and she swung back and forth as she moved her arms. Her nipples stuck out from the rubbing. I wore a pair of boxers, two months ago I would be pointing at her. Now it had become normal, it was odd. The more relaxed we became around one another the less tension I felt.



She pulled the bra clear of the sewing machine and held it up with a giant smile. "I got it! I think I got it"
Without a second thought she slipped the straps of her cami from her shoulders and flashed me for a few seconds. Her breasts swung from age, but still they were firm and supple. Peaked by two brown nipples which were partially erect. They were beautiful teardrop shaped globes of pale pink flesh the perfect size for my hand to wrap around.
She slipped on her bra and looked at me with my giant eyes. Her skin turned bright red from her cheeks down to the tops of her breasts. With a squeal she flopped back into her chair clutching the bra over her chest. She tried to pull her cami up but she sat on the back of it.
"Oh my god, I didn't even think about that, I was just excited." She fidgeted and fought with the cami while trying to hold the bra against both breasts. Her eyes were wide and she was laughing with embarrassment. "Well are you going to at least turn away?"
"Sorry I guess I got awestruck myself." I turned my head and looked down at the corner of the cabinets.
She reached behind her back and closed the bra. "Done, how does it look?" she said.
"Beautiful." I said.
"Me or the bra?" She shot back with a big smile.
I pointed my finger at her. "Ah, you beat me to it."
She admired herself in the mirror across the room, satisfied she squealed, spun on her heels and threw her arms around me. "Finally, figuring this out was better than any sale I've ever done."
I hesitated to put my hand on her bare back but when I did her skin felt soft and warm. At that moment she was twenty years younger, like a child experiencing something new for the first time. I didn't have a shirt on so it was skin on skin contact. 10 seconds 15 seconds then finally she rubbed my back and pulled away.
Hair tickled her nose and she blew it to the side with her mouth. With that she slid from my arms and cleared her throat. "I've been in sales almost all my life, but I can't sell a damn thing on this page. I need to be in person."
She leaned over the table and scrolled through her laptop. The pictures she wanted were wire framed mannequins showcasing the swimsuits. Reasonable price and excellent quality. She even sold a few in person to friends in town.
A familiar bulge pressed on my boxers as I looked over her panties that sat low on her hips and clung to her ass. "It's missing something." I said.
"Yeah, traffic." She said without looking up.
"Stand up, look in the mirror."
She did as I asked and looked back over her shoulder at me. "No, someone in town will see, no I'm okay with the wireframes."
I shrugged my shoulders and took a sip of my coffee. "Wireframes don't attract people, a beautiful model would, and you don't even need to pay for one."
She rubbed her hand over my chest and gave me a loving smile. "I know, but I don't think you can pull it off modeling lingerie. But I'll definitely give you a call if I start making menswear."
I shook my head and rolled my eyes at her as she laughed at her own joke. She was cute, so she could do that.
Another month passed and she turned out more and more product. It wasn't even selling, save for the few pieces here and there, that she sold in town or locally. She just couldn't help herself running around town chatting or having coffee.
I had taken a picture of her wearing a one piece swimsuit and ordered a large plate of bronze. Which I cut the silhouette on. It was a side-on shot 45 degree angle, with one arm raised in the air. It showed her hips, ass and waist in a beautiful S curve. She didn't even know I took it.
She was so bored, she even helped me as I did the grinding on it for 4 days straight. She wore gloves, goggles and a respirator. Her skin got mottled with grinding dust. But she kept coming back each afternoon to hang out with me, we talked and chatted about everything. Together we polished it until it was a mirror finish.
On the 8th day I stood it up out front of the shop. 6 feet tall but to scale. She came out and admired it with me in the sun.
"It's pretty, I love the curves, it looks like a brush stroke. Is it a fancy mirror? Because that was the agreement, you would tell me once we finished." She said.
I pulled my phone out and handed it to her with the picture pulled up. She looked at herself in the photo then to the mirrored bronze.
"No." she said. "No way, when did you take this?"
"Your first full swimsuit you tried to make. You came out to check in the big mirror." I said.
"But it didn't fit, I threw it out and redesigned it." She said.
"Yeah, but the model looked amazing. I figured you needed a logo and it was the perfect angle. So I made you a life size logo." I said.
Her eyes turned glossy as she stared at the bronze figure. She smiled and pulled me in tight for a hug.
"So where should we put it, out front of the house?" I said.
She nodded her head in my chest and out of the blue looked up and kissed me on the lips. It was quick, a fast peck that would have normally been on the cheek.
Four days later she had bought me an entire photo studio setup. Before I woke she had set it up in the living room along with her entire line up of swimsuits. She met me at the bottom of the stairs with a cup of coffee and her beautiful smile. She wore makeup and a white satin robe. Her hair was messy, but done on purpose.
"When did you wake up?" I said.
"Five a.m." she said and held the cup out to me. "I agree now, we need better pictures than my cell phone with wire frames, and you take beautiful pictures."
I looked down at a brand new camera on the couch. "I can't take this, this DSLR is over a thousand dollars."
As I looked over the couch I inhaled spit and violently coughed. Mom had dropped her robes and revealed a red floral two piece bikini. The waist straps ran high up her hips and the tied ends danged at her sides. The top cupped her breasts perfectly showing a slight amount of side boob. It was her unseen parts that stunned me. Her stomach wasn't just flat, it was on the verge of showing abs. Two long S curves ran from the bottom of her rib cage to her hip bones. At her hips the two lines formed a V and vanished below her bottom.
"You okay?" She said.
I winced and nodded my head. "Yeah, coffee went down wrong." My eyes must have been on elastics because every time I looked away they shot back towards her.
Not really though, I couldn't understand why dad would give up a woman like her to live on the road. I felt anger towards him, jealousy and I also felt he partially abandoned us, as a family.
"Well I asked for the best camera they had, and that's what they gave me. A DSLR?" She said.
After a few seconds of me not answering, she looked down at herself. "What was all that talk about lock rooms a few months back. I figured you would be used to this by now."
"I am, I will be, I just need a little more coffee." I said.
She stood next to me and put her hand on my back. It took everything I had not to look down the front of her bikini. Eventually I lost, thoughts I never had ran through my head, as I looked over her collarbones and chest.
"I tried it out to make sure it works. But play around with it and we'll do the photos the right way. I guess it's time I make my modeling debut." She said.
I put my arm on the small of her back and touched her warm skin. My thumb rested in the groove of her spin and my fingers curled around her side. I pulled her close and kissed her on the temple.
"Thank you." I said.
She scrunched her nose and smiled to herself. As I pulled away to pick up the camera, I dragged the tips of my fingers across her back. She crossed her arms, then reached out and touched the back of my arm. Smiled and brought her hand back to her lips to fidget with her chin and mouth.
I had given up on the idea of her and I having sex. But seeing her that way brought the desires back. The upside was, I didn't just have that memory of two black straps riding up above her hips anymore.
In case I had issues I changed into a t-shirt and jeans. It was a simple session, white background, hands of her hips at a 45 degree angle. By the third style she was loosening up and seeing what looked best in the pictures. She began to smile more and throw more poses in. I focused on the photography until she bent over the couch to make a grab for another pair.
The thong tightened around her ass, creasing her flesh. As she stood her back muscles tightened and flexed. Her thick thighs stretched out revealing the muscles from years of riding horses. The thong slipped into her ass and revealed two round ass cheeks.
My cock sprang to life. For the sake of time she changed behind the backdrops. Something I had been able to ignore until now. I shifted it to the side and adjusted my pants, but the more I ignored it, the harder it got.
In an effort to hide, I moved around a lot more. Swung the camera strap around in an effort to keep her attention up. I was doing good until I knelt down and stood up, I felt it shift and come free pushing hard on my pants. She said nothing to me, but I became distracted by the thought of her noticing.
Her eyes began to roam. It would have been hard to miss, but still she remained silent. Instead she requested to see each picture taken. Each time she took the opportunity to touch my arm or side. Then her breast touched my arm as I was showing her a side shot.
We both ignored it, but inside I was giddy with pleasure. It was soft, warm and moulded itself around my tricep for a second. It was enough to bring my erection back to full force, and I thought 'Fuck it, I cant make it go away.'
The fifth and final bikini was her latest design. It was a scrunch bottom with double side straps. The top was much smaller cups than her other designs.
Her cheeks were slightly blushed and she had a sheepish smile. "I'm almost falling out, maybe we won't showcase this one, it's too soon."
I raised my camera and took a shot of her. She tried to cover her face. "I'm documenting for prototyping purposes." I said and took another shot.
She shook her head and smiled, out of the blue she curtsied me and laughed. That frozen moment of her losing up and having an honest deep hearted laugh wearing a tiny bikini became the cover photo of the site.
As I watched her in the lens I could see she looked down at my crotch. Her nipples hardened as we worked pressing on the fabric of her top. We huddled together and inspected the photos. But her mind wasn't on the photos as much as earlier. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other and at one point, she hugged my arm and pressed her chest into it as she flipped through all of the pictures.
"Keep your fifth one in the line up, I think it looks great." I said.
"I could tell." She said with a coy little grin.
The comment made me blush, what was I going to tell her. I want to bend you over the couch, tear the bikini off and take you right there.
"I'm sorry, it's the outfits, you have a gorgeous smile that brightens my day, and we'll to be honest your body is amazing. I...I said too much. I'm sorry, I'm thankful I have a beautiful mother, some of it rubbed off onto me I hope." I gave her a smile.
She looked up at me and with an intense smile and said, "hmm you're very handsome, so is your father, you know Ellaine's friends used to always come around for other reasons than her, believe me."
I huffed and nodded to myself. Idly I looked down into the camera and flipped through the pictures of her various bikinis.
She stared into the side of my face and grinned. After a moment her body tensed up and drew closer to me. I was about to turn to meet her when she cleared her throat and pulled away. She slipped from my arm, bent down and grabbed her pile of bikinis. I watched her walk away at a quick pace back towards her bedroom. The purple scrunch bottom formed itself to the shape of her ass. It wiggled as she walked and she pulled strands of hair from her face.
'Does she feel the same way?' I thought. My heart pounded in my chest and my stomach turned like when my first crush smiled at me in the hallways. This need to be updated on the blog site.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Update, I don't think it's just me anymore, it's getting so complicated I think something will happen, then nothing. When I stop thinking about her she starts up, with touching or glances. To make it even more complicated, it's my mother! Step-mom, no problem I'd fuck a step-mom, god there's days where I wish she was my step-mom it would be simpler lol.
I admit I haven't been online for a while because there wasn't much to say. My mother and I have been getting along great. But something odd happened again. She teased me about a hard on I had, she pressed her breast into my arm. For a minute I thought she was going to kiss me. We had a moment, we were just having fun, then she ran off flustered. Oh she was also wearing a bikini. I wish I could share photos but I can't.
Theconfussedson.
Stop making these posts. Put it out of your mind for the sake of your innocent
mothers soul, don't make her burn in hell with you.
Cali Johnson
Why do you keep following this and within five minutes? unless your
more curious about the outcome than you want to admit, perhaps you
just want to hear about a young muscular man fucking his beautiful
mother who loves to ride horses. You know what, just for your sake, when
I fuck her from behind I'll besure to PM you with ALL the details.
Theconfussedson.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I slapped the laptop shut. My phone also had the account, which now taunted me from my end table. I tried to ignore it, but after 15 minutes I had it in my hand and was browsing through my account to find the post.
"Fucking Cali can fuck off, I wonder what she had to say." I said. I opened my phone and checked the app.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Both of you need it bad, just give it to her, if I had a mom like that I would.
Anonymous
Its normal if you make it normal, my mother and I have had sex frequently for the past six years. My wife found out, she didn't understand and moved out, but my mom and I love each other.
Cuddlingbear
My sister and I fuck all the time, we started a couple months ago out of boredom with the lockdowns, I'll send you a link of my posts of how it happened. Oh I upvoted you.
Sisandbro
That's just as wrong as Theconfussedson02. Everyone here is going to burn in hell if you don't repent immediately.
Cali Johnson.
Fuck off, go find a rally and catch COVID.
Anonymous
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
My post had gained over 200 upvotes, 50 personal followers and gained a life of its own. I amused myself with some of the comments who joined me and attacked Cali. But Cali was gaining her own following, god I hate the internet some days.
Then a bell icon appeared over my PM. I clicked on it and began to read.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Complicated? That's not complicated, you're both consenting adults, a man and a woman. Both my partner and I are transgender and we both had surgery, he's bi and I'm straight. He was born a woman and now we want to have a child. We're trying to get him pregnant with artificial insemination and one of his friends' sperm, who reminds us of my childhood pictures.
Stop thinking about it being complicated and take care of each other's needs, it sounds like this would be natural for you two. In the end you're still mother and son just with a closer bond than most. It's not a bond that has to stop you both from living your life.
If you need help my partner and I are willing to talk. And we're long time followers so we know your story. It's why we're here, we just want to help others through unusual times and we happened to find your post."
Openmindedcouple02
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Oh my god!" I threw my phone to the bed and leaned forward on my knees.
"Sweetie?" mom yelled up the stairs.
"Yeah, I am okay, I just touched a spider." I yelled back.
"Okay, do you want me to kill it for you?" She said.
"Um, no I'm good." I said.
The comment made me smile and I looked at my phone, who the hell was I to judge? I picked up the phone and replied.
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"Thank you, actually you've been the most helpful. I feel like I have just fans or hecklers sitting back waiting to see a wreck."
"No worries, we had face to face support groups, but your situation is not really the same. My partner and I have many partners. Currently we're stuck in different countries right now, which makes it really hard with the lockdowns and no flights. But you and your mom are together.
Here's the best advice I can give. I know we're not the same, but we have an open relationship. In the end we return to our core relationship, he loves me, I love him. For you it's a mother and son."
I read her reply twice and pondered to myself before typing back.
"But sex, how do you get back after, being with someone else?"
"It's not perfect, but neither is love or even a closed relationship. You have your core relationship with someone, you focus on that. That's your anchor, not if you were faithful or who you slept with.
Treat sex like a card game, only its way more fun than cards. After the game, you and your mother are still mother and son. Just like my partner and I are still in a committed relationship to support and love each other. Goodluck, just remember if nothing happens, nothing happens, don't force it."
Openmindedcouple02
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
"If you want to eat, help me with dinner." Mom yelled.
I nodded my head and closed the app. Mom greeted me with a smile as I came down the stairs. She busied herself with a bowl of salad and the chicken was sitting in a large bowl with oil and spices.
I put my hand on the small of her back and kissed her on the cheek. She wore a white floral sundress with no bra. But that didn't matter, the core was, she was my mother. I looked into her eyes and smiled.
She blushed and nudged her forehead into my chin before resuming with the salad. "You're up at the BBQ, it's time you take over for your father I think."
"Okay, I'll try, I usually burn it." I said and picked up the bowl.
"You're getting better." She said.
The chicken sizzled inside the pellet BBQ. Its chimney spewed small wisps of smoke and heat, which mesmerized me. My thoughts were more on Openmindedcouple02's comments than the chicken when mom handed me a beer. She also had one and took a seat next to me in the trellis.
Her hair and dress swayed with the breeze. It was a nice moment as we said nothing, just enjoyed the orange evening sky and cool breeze. Her foot bounced playful on her knee as she watched the clouds. If it would happen, we would fuck tonight for sure.
Mom sat up in her lawn chair and said, "The horses are out? They're over by the trees."
'Dmmit' I thought, I sat up in my chair and looked out over the field. "I can get them."
Mom checked the timer on the grill. "We have 30 minutes, I'll come with you. They listen to me better anyways." She slapped me on the thigh and stood up.
We passed the shop and her bronze logo. After we passed the stables she took my hand and smiled at me. The grass was thick and tall, seeds were forming on the heads. Across the field towards the woods, a quarter mile away the three horses paced back and forth.



"There, they ran the fence, neighbors damn dogs again I'll bet." I said.
Mom called out to them, usually it was all that it took. Dad and Ellaine's horse turned and ran towards us, but hers stayed near the tree line. She paced back and forth.
"Okay something has her spooked, I'll get her, bring the other two back to the stable and get the chicken. We'll fix the fence after we eat." She said.
We separated hands and I met the two horses while mom carried on. They preferred her, but I could sometimes coax them along. It didn't take much, they were acting strange and bolted back to the stable.
Behind me a curdling scream made the hairs on my head stand up. Mom ran through the grass towards her horse and stopped. She put her hands on top of her head and twirled on her heels.
"Ken, get dad's rifle, now!" She yelled.
I scanned the horizon for a bear or cougar, I wasn't going to leave her there if there was one.
"Now!" she screamed.
The panic in her voice gripped my stomach and I bolted for the house.
My heart pounded and my hands trembled as I loaded the rifle on the run back. She was close to the horse, within a couple feet. Dad was a good shot if a bear attacked mom he could shoot from here, but I had to get closer.
(WARNING, skip two paragraphs if squeamish)
Adrenaline turned to horror as I drew closer. The horse's side had blood and the grass was trampled in the area. From a giant gash in her side intestines hung below her. It trailed out behind her where it tangled in an old dry willow.
Mom met me with tears streaming down her face and took the gun from my hand. Before I could protest her taking it, she raised it to her shoulder and pulled the trigger. It was the first time I had seen a living thing so close be killed.
At first she didn't cry, just tears. But as I held her in my arms she broke down and sobbed into my shoulder.
The chicken was burned, far more than anything I had ever done, small charred lumps all the way to the bone. Once mom cried it out she set to work. Most people in town knew her as a professional saleswoman who wore skirts, blouses and blazers. She fired a gun in a sundress to mercy kill her horse, then fixed the wire fence. That night she cuddled up to me in the lawn chair, gun by her side.
The next day she let dad know what happened. He called a buddy of his on the highway to bring his skid steer over to move the corpse. I stayed close to her for 3 days, making her smile, helping with chores and going into town. While we were at the house she carried the gun with her, I had my suspicions, but I didn't ask.
Late in the afternoon of the 4th day I was browsing my account on the deck. It continued to grow, and now wasn't even about me anymore. It was becoming its own little community of how to seduce your family member. I updated it to include the advice Openmindedcouple02 had given me and was reading some of the responses when a gunshot startled me.
Mom ran up the deck and hid the gun inside by the front door. "Ken, get a shovel. That bastard won't be scaring the horses anymore."
It was hot, not a cloud in sight and calm as fuck. I helped bury Hunter two years ago, but we didn't do it this fast. As if disposing of evidence mom threw her glove in and heaped dirt on them.
"Think we should bury the gun too?" I said.
She gave me a blank stare then put her chin on the shovel handle "Maybe dig it a little larger, we should get rid of any witnesses too." She gave me a smile and stepped behind me.
It actually unnerved me a touch, but I didn't get a shovel, just a hot sweaty kiss and hug.
Dirt and sweat streamed down our faces. I pulled my T-shirt off and kept filling in the hole. Sweat soaked her shirt and her jeans had blood on it. Giant dogs tend to need giant holes, and that was not a day to dig a giant hole and fill it back up.
"You can take your shirt off too, I wont mind." I said.
"Stop." she said and rubbed dirt into my hair. Her mood had changed, like a 180. Who says vengeance doesn't solve your problems.
It was dark by the time we showered. I decided to try cooking another chicken on the grill. She wore a white sleeveless sundress with sunflowers printed on it. Her hair was still damp from her shower. I planned on being outside at the gas grill for try number 2, so I wore a light t-shirt and cargo shorts.
The chicken sizzled inside the grill when she met me on the patio with two beers in her hand. She sipped hers while I swallowed half of mine.
"Just set the timer, we'll keep an eye on it from inside, I had enough of this heat." She said.
The living room was large, the TV was at the far end, opposite of the white kitchen with black marble counters. The whole front was a wall of glass filled with the fading light. We never entertained, but we had three large white leather couches, surrounding the square glass coffee table. It was mom's dream home and country living, while dad had his dream shop and expandable yard.
She sat on the back of the couch next to me as I turned the power on for the TV.
"Thankyou." She said.
The TV was left on the news and we were bombarded by talks of riots and shootings.
Mom looked over her shoulder and took the remote from me. "That's enough about shootings today." Her arms slid under mine and held me close. "I'm tired of this year." She sighed.
The warmth of her body warmed mine, it was soft, tender and soothing to hold her in my arms. I put my hands around her waist and caressed the small of her back, daring to touch the top of her glutes.
She stole a quick peck on my collar bone, then chin before smiling to herself. As she moved side to side her warm globes of flesh rubbed across me. I lost my breath, but I fought to catch it without showing her. She was just a lonely woman who had to bury her horse of 21 years.
My head had started to spin from hunger, heat and beer. So when our knees touched I thought nothing of it, until her calf slid up mine. Her hip thrust into my thigh and her weight pulled down on my shoulders. With closed eyes, she kissed me on the lips and a hint of warm moisture touched my bottom lip. She opened her eyes to look into mine.
My mind was still on the sensation of her soft skin touching my calf and if I had really felt the tip of her tongue. Her eyes darted from side to side and she pulled herself from my arms. She turned back to the couch to find the remote.
She had thrown down the gauntlet and I spit on it, I realized what had just happened. As she fumbled with the remote's power button I followed her curves from the back of her calves up her dress and to her shoulders. The thought went through my head. 'Okay, so tonight she'll get laid. She needs it.'
I stepped forward, took her hips in my hands and pressed my groin into her ass. She tried to turn to face me but I held her in place between me and the couch. Her eyes and mouth were wide open as she looked back at me with a flushed face. Then she felt my hard cock pressing into her ass. She closed her eyes, leaned forward and bit her bottom lip. Her hips betrayed her and ground against me.
My hands roamed her stomach and she ground her back against my chest. Again I crushed her into the back of the couch. Daring to go farther my hands found their way under the hem of her dress and stopped at the flimsy lace string.
She pushed my hand away and squeezed my wrist. Instinct took over and my hips thrust forward. Her nails dug into my wrist and she let a moan slip from her throat and nose as she bit down on her lip. Her body shuttered and she caught herself on the back of the couch.
The sound made my cock so hard it felt it would break inside my cargo shorts. It demanded release as it was kinked over in pain. With great urgency I pulled my shorts down over my hips and released it. Still it ached, like a swollen sprain that felt like it would burst.
She opened her eyes and looked down behind her, "Ken!" She panted.
I didn't stop, I knew she had some sort of mini orgasm. I would explain the card game later, but right now I would settle our lust for one another.
It was luck more than skill, like fate was on our side. Before she could recover, I lifted her dress up and guided myself along her slit. My cock was so hard it slid with ease down her wet slit and past the thin strip of her g string. When the tip found her soaked opening, it hit the front of her pelvic bone and glided up and in with little effort.
We moaned together. I had never entered a woman without a condom. I knew I didn't need one because I saw mom had continued using the pill after her and dad's divorce. Her warm slick hole gripped my shaft as I sunk inside as deep as I could. My dry cock could go only so far though.
She leaned away from me, and squeezed down on the back of the couch. When I slid out of her she relaxed as if I had deflated her. She clenched my hand and turned her head to glance back at me from the corner of her eye.
Our lustful gazes met and we stared into one another's eyes. Reasoning was still an option, to back out and not speak of it again. Instead our bodies made the choice, denied its pleasure, my hips bucked forward for a second plunge inside her quivering pussy. Deeper this time as my slick cock found greater depths. The string burned the sides of my cock, but I didn't care. Inside warm walls of soft flesh soothed it.
"Oh my god," I called out.
Her eyes slammed shut and she screamed in forbidden pleasure. She pulled my hips into her ass and lifted a leg up onto the couch. With my cargo shorts still around my knees I pumped in and out of her. But I couldn't get to my full depth or speed.
To kick off my shorts, I let go of her and pulled free. My cock popped out of her and she gasped. With a frown she turned around to see what happened, then waited and watched as I removed my shorts. Her chest rose and fell as her body struggled to keep up. Her thick thighs quivered like a horse being too impatient. She pranced from foot to foot as she slid out of her thong and kicked it to the side.
She leaned forward and smiled as I entered her again. But I still couldn't get deep enough. I wanted more, I wanted her to squeal and for me to feel my balls touch her body. As I pulled out I swung my leg on top of the couch and pushed her body down. With my new position I towered over her and plunged deep inside of her.
"AH fuck!." She screamed.
When I pulled out she inhaled through her teeth. I plunged back inside and she screamed again. Soon the screams turned to moans and she clawed at my shirt and arm trying to pull herself up. In the mirror I watched as her breasts swing around with each thrust threatening to come free of the dress. Like a game, I fucked her harder to see how much wider I could make them go and if I could make them fall out.
She forced herself up and flipped her head back. Her hair sailed up and over my face with strands sticking to my wet skin. A moan escaped her throat and she flipped her hair to the side. Her mouth stayed open as she panted and moaned with each thrust of my hips. Her dress rode up above her waist and from behind I could see the side of her bare breasts and her hourglass waist.
The sight of her bare upturned ass was too much and my orgasm threatened to end the fun too soon. I stopped deep inside of her and massaged her back. Feeling her damp skin with the palms of my hands. She arched and twisted herself on my cock. Without me moving in response, she pulled herself up and freed herself of my cock, nearly sending me over the edge.
The sudden release caused me to flinch and my cock twitched mid air free of its warm shelter. She turned around and tore my shirt off to explore my chest and abs. I hadn't thought of stripping naked, but now that our hands explored each other I found myself enjoying it and wanted more. In a single motion I pulled her dress up, eager to help, she lifted her arms and let it slip free of her body.
We admired one another for only a few seconds before we pulled each other into a lustful embrace. Her warm skin felt soft and smooth across my chest, stomach and legs. She couldn't get enough and rubbed herself on me. A leg wrapped around me and guided me back in as she slid her tongue in and out of my mouth.
"Fuck me." She said, she pulled herself up and lowered herself down on my cock. "Mmm you're so hard." She moaned.
From there I took over. I pounded her as hard and fast as I could. Her body wiggled and twisted on me, bucking into me, urging her own orgasm. With all her strength she clung to my neck and moaned with each thrust.
Without warning her fist slammed into the top of my shoulder and her other hand dug into my triceps. No moan escaped her gaping mouth. Her body tensed and her muscles showed through her skin. I bore most of her weight and she tried to balance on the back of the couch.
Her lungs gasp for air and her hips bucked into mine milking the last of her orgasm.
My own had come, and one deep thrust let loose a shot of cum inside of her. I moaned into her hair. For the one second we paused her pussy throbbed and milked my cock, pulling it inward like waves.
"Holy fuck!" I panted. Without control my hips rolled forward and began pumping in and out on its own. Each time my sperm shot inside of her twitching pussy.
Her fingers stroked my hair and arms as I had my orgasm, she smiled and looked on as I finished fucking her. Our hot damp skin clung to each other. Before I pulled away she wrapped her legs around me and held me close.
Her eyes got big and she slapped me on the back. "The grill, it's on fire!"
Fire spewed out from behind the grill and black smoke twisted up through the trellis.
I dropped mom and ran for the grill. Halfway there I realized my slick cock was flailing around bouncing off my hips.
Inside the fire burned over top the pieces of chicken. The top side looked raw, but the sides were charred. Grease burned out of control and I slammed the lid shut.
Mom slumped down next to me and had the sense to shut the gas off.
"Okay maybe we'll get you some BBQ lessons." She laughed.
We laughed together while the fire inside burned down. As the flames died so did her smile. She covered her chest and mouth while she gazed at my naked form and crusted dry cock.
Her voice cracked as she said, "Excuse me."
On a half run she grabbed her dress and ran up the stairs. Using it like a towel to catch the cum running out of her.
Unsure if I should follow, I stood there and watched her disappear upstairs. It was true, it felt normal to me, but I had time to adjust to the idea. In the end I decided I better check on her. The staircase never creaked as loud as it did that time. Each step I took sounded like thunder.
She dug through her underwear drawer with a towel in her hand. Her dress was in the laundry hamper. When she looked at me her eyes didn't look up to meet mine. A faint smile stretched over her lips and she closed her drawer.
"Mom?" I said.
"It's okay, what we did, we just won't talk about it, okay?" She patted me on the chest as she passed me. Hesitant to let go her fingers curled and scratched at my pec.
"It's okay, we're okay mom." I said.
She nodded her head and went into the bathroom and clicked the lock.
Out side her room I leaned over the rail and looked down at the couch we just had sex on. "Ah shit."
Hope you enjoyed part I, watch out for part II.
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It was two weeks since my mother and I had sex. We did our own thing, cooked separately and had simple conversations. My ray of sunshine had vanished behind a cloud and I wasn't sure how to bring her back. Her swimsuits and supplies were boxed up to make room for tablecloths and toddler clothes.
The small amount of time we hung out we laughed and helped each other with the two horses. But she couldn't look me in the eye like she once did. There was a shame our taboo sex had brought between us.
It was a cloudy day with off and on showers when I decided to make us lunch, but not on the grill. I hadn't used it since that night. Her hand reached out and brushed my back. The touch was so light I could hardly feel it. If it weren't for the reflection in the kitchen window I wouldn't have seen how timid she looked retrieving her hand.
I turned to look back at her. Her eyes darted away from mine and she held her hands together below her chin. A few weeks ago I saw her mercy kill her horse and bury the dog she blamed for killing it. She was a lively woman who brightened my day and now struggled to smile.
"Mom, are you okay?" I said.
She nodded her head. "Yes, I just wanted to ask if you needed help."
"Of course, I've been dying for food that has flavor. I need the house's master chef back." I said.
She smiled and stood next to me to slice the tomatoes. "Mayonnaise, just a spoon full and a drop of mustard." She gave me a smile and continued slicing her tomato.
She caught me looking at her and she brushed the hair behind her ear. She was haggard, and in general looked unkempt, her dress had wrinkles and she wore a light sweater over her shoulders. She didn't wear makeup, not that she looked any less beautiful.
In a gamble I put my hand on hers and held it. For the first time in weeks she looked at me and blurted out, "I'm sorry, I did something very wrong, I never should have kissed you."
"What? No, no that's not it, I was willing too." I said.
"You're a young man and I was throwing myself at you, I felt loved, I... you felt so nice holding me and I wanted to kiss you as a thank you for everything you helped me through." She ran both her hands behind her ears pushing back strands of hair. "Dammit, I didn't mean to, I don't know what I was thinking, then we were standing naked on the deck."
"Putting out burning chicken." I joked.
She had folded arms under her breasts which made her cleavage show between her buttons. The long sun dress she wore stopped below her calves.
She smirked and covered her smile with her hand. "Yes, putting out burning clumps of chicken."
I touched her on the shoulder and let my hand slide down her arm.
"Are we okay? Do I get my beautiful loving ray of sunshine back? That's all I want to have my loving mother back." I said.
She reached up and rubbed my cheek with her thumb. "I'm okay, really. But I'm your mother and we shouldnt have had sex, it was wrong." She turned away and let her hand slide from my face.
"Did I rape you?" I said.
Her eyes shot open and she jerked her head towards me. "No! No you didn't, but I took advantage of my own son! I'm supposed to be the mother." She pounded her chest with her fingers.
"No you didn't, I'm a grown man not some child. So what? we had sex, were not trying for a baby. We had amazing sex, we laughed together and then... Then I feel like I lost my mother, my sweet loving mother, and it wasnt because of the sex." I said.
She shook her head. Her eyes teared up and the bottom of her lip quivered. "You didn't lose me, don't feel..." Her voice cracked and a tear broke from her eyelid.
For the first time in weeks she let me hold her. I pulled her close and hugged her tight. Her arms were between us and her back muscles were tight, then she sobbed. Her arms broke free and wrapped around my sides. I rubbed her back and nestled her head into my neck.
She pulled away but didn't let go of me. She sniffed and looked down at the collar of my shirt. "No, I guess we weren't trying to have a baby." She chuckled. Tears ran down her cheek and her sobs mixed with her smile. "I've been mad at myself, if I had just knocked that night when we first went riding, none of this would have happened. My quitting, the divorce, these lockdowns then that fucking dog killing Bell... Now us, I've been feeling like such a terrible mother, who fucking does that to their..."
I pulled her mouth close to mine and put my lips on hers. It wasn't deep and I used no tongue. A second then I pulled away and kissed her forehead. "Stop, stop thinking it was bad. Did you enjoy it, did you enjoy being held by me?"
She stared into my throat and clung to me unwilling to move.
"We're both concenting adults and I have no shame in having sex. I always thought you were a beautiful woman, I just couldn't tell you even when I was young. But to me we've always been a loving mother and son, it's just a different level now. If you need me I'm there and when I need you, you've always proven yourself." I said.
Her face pressed into my throat and she sniffed her nose.
"I actually never heard you swear like that. I was kind of surprised." I said.
Her body flinched and she giggled and sobbed. When I looked down at her she smiled at me with upturned eyes.
"I missed you." I said.
"I missed you too." She wiped her nose and eyes.
I leaned down and kissed her on the lips. Her smile vanished and she swallowed hard. Her eyes looked up into mine and I leaned in for another kiss. This time the tip of my tongue grazed her lips.
When I pulled back her head followed mine, we broke apart and I smiled at her. "We're still mother and son, nothing can change that."
"You forgive me?" She whispered.
Her eyes had little radiating black lines that spread out through her light brown color. Her tears welled up on the sides and made her eyes glossy. They twitched back and forth eager to hear my answer. They are stunning, and filled with a vulnerability I had never seen before.
"No, because I don't regret anything, except knowing you were in pain." I said. I embraced her, pulling her close to my body. One arm around the small of her back and the other I rubbed her between the shoulder blades.
Tears soaked my collar. She sighed and began to scratch at my chest through my shirt. Her chest expanded with fast breaths. I moved my head to the side to give her access and she took it. Her nose trailed up my jaw to my ear and I felt her warm lips touch the side of my neck.
Her breathing was labored in my ear, the warm moist air tingled my skin and sent a surge of blood to my cock. Feeling it on her leg her hands wrapped behind me and squeezed onto my back muscles.
With one hand around the back of her neck I guided her face around to mine where her lips found mine. When they did, her tongue lashed out and let a moan vibrate up her throat.
My hands found the sides of her dress and I tugged and bunched them up by her hips.
She pulled away from me and looked me in the face. Those sad eyes were replaced with lust.
"You promise you won't regret this?" She said.
"Never." I said.
She cleared space on the counter and jumped up. Her legs wrapped around my waist and her slender fingers worked at the buttons on my pants. Her efforts were rewarded with a warm hard cock. Her one hand squeezed and slid up and down the shaft. The other she pulled her panties to the side and opened her pussy lips. With both my hands I pulled her back to the edge and onto my waiting cock.
She moaned and leaned down on me. She was hot and soaking wet, the more I glided in and out of her the more she coated my cock with her fluids. It wasn't frantic or screaming. We held each other and rocked against one another's bodies.
She bit into my shoulder as she bucked her hips into mine. The walls of her vagin tensed and she flipped her hair back.
"Cum inside, it's okay, we're safe." She panted.
A grunt escaped my throat. As if my orgasm was waiting for permission, my balls tightened and my glutes locked. Her nails teasingly scraped up my back as I poured hot cum into her. She held onto me tight and massaged my back. I did the same but slid my hand up her dress to feel her soft skin on my hands.
We parted and I helped her down off the counter. Her knees were shaky and her hands trembled as she straightened her hair and dress. A nervous laugh left her mouth and she shook her head.
I zipped my pants up and touched her arm. "You okay?"
She nodded her head. "Yes, just my nerves, oh my god we fucked again." She held her hands out, "I cant stop shaking." She laughed.
"Do you want to research it, learn about this? I know we're not the only ones." I said.
"Oh no, no I know, I've been reading non stop to see what was wrong with us." She said.
"Did you read about what was right about us?" I said.
Her back stiffened and she looked me in the eyes. "Oh sweetie, I didn't mean it that way. I don't know how I can feel so close to you, when everywhere you look it's wrong and taboo. But I'm most ashamed of leaving you outside and locking the door. I should have been there for you."
"Hey, no, you're not all to blame. I'm sorry too, you feeling this way was my fault I should have been honest sooner." I took a deep breath in. "I've had more time to deal with this than you and it didn't start on that day we talked while I was naked. It started years ago."
"Years ago?" She folded her arms on her chest.
"Do you remember chasing Hunter in the rain, with the neighbors? I saw you wearing a g string, it was the first time I saw a real woman wearing lingerie. At first it wasn't you, I just saw womens lingerie for the first time in real life. I wanted to see more, and after a while, I started to notice the woman who wore them was the most beautiful woman in town." I said.
My gaze didn't move from the tiles on the floor, I couldn't face her, because I was ashamed of what she might say.
"I put it out of my mind and tried to focus on the girls at school. But, when I had sex for the first time, I broke your heart when I didnt return the condom. I thought I was all normal again, until you and dad got divorced and these lockdowns started up."
I braced myself to receive a slap in the face. Instead she slammed into me and held me tight. We didn't say anything, just stood there in each other's arms.
It took several more days for her to return back to the way things were prior to the day we buried the neighbors dog. I had kept Openmindedcouple02 updated, but to hell with what I call 'the forum' it's really just a circle jerk of followers. Oh and Cali, I told her about how I made my mother moan, with a detailed write up.
Town had changed, once it was bustling with people, now it looked like a ghost town. Those who were out had masks on or kept their heads down. I helped mom drop off a load of table clothes to a wedding rental business and toddler clothes to a small farmers market style store.
As we walked down the street she wrapped her arm in mine and leaned in close. "They haven't a clue about us. Oh my god, the hay day these old farts would have with gossip like that." she giggled.
"You mean shooting the neighbor's dog? He has signs up, you know." I said.
She scrunched her nose up at me and nudged me in the side.
A middle aged man ran up behind us calling out my mothers name. "Sally, Sally. Hello I stopped by the dealership, they said you weren't working there anymore, is that true?"
"Hi, Bill. Yes I quit a few months back. I decided it was time for a change." She said.
The man smiled and looked at me and my arm wrapped up with hers.
"Oh Bill, this is my son, Ken." She said.
Bill and I exchanged smiles. He seemed relieved by the news.
"So what are you planning on doing, are you just working for Rick then?" Bill said.
"I've started designing and modeling swimsuits for my store online." Mom said.
Bill leaned forward on his toes and raised his eyebrows. He looked between me and mom then chuckled
Mom just kept staring and smiling at him until he said, "Ah, we'll good luck, I just figured I would see if the rumors were true, we were planning on buying a new truck. It was good seeing you again Sally." He nodded his head and took off in the direction he came from.
"So you still have those pictures right?" Mom said.
"Yes." I said.
We passed an older lady who smiled to mom. "Hello Sally."
"Hello," She said.
She snuggled up tighter to me and grinned ear to ear. "They dont have a fucking clue, I love it."
We pulled back into the drive to see one of the trailers parked in the shop with the bay doors open. Mom leaned forward in her seat and sighed to herself.
"Okay sweetie, I'll make supper." She leaned across the console and kissed me on the cheek. "I'll show you how to cook the chicken next time."
Five hours, under a tractor trailer in the heat, helping the driver fix a seal on the transmission. He knew what he was doing, dad hired ex mechanics whenever he could as drivers. This on the other hand was pushing his knowledge to the limits.
Mom strolled across the yard with two plates of food and called out for us. She wore "the" white sundress with sunflowers printed on it. Upon seeing it, my heart fluttered and I did a double take.
"Here you go guys, I figured you two might be hungry." She said.
Sam had a huge grin "Thanks Sally." He beamed. He didn't wash the oil off his hands or wipe before he dug in.
She paced and peeked in on the transmission as she leaned down. Her dress opened on the top exposing her two free breasts. They hung low on her chest and dangled like two round raindrops. Before I could take it all in, she stood up and crossed her arms.
"Don't worry Sally I'll be done with him soon, then he can help you with the chores." Sam said.
"Oh that's okay, most of the chores are done, there's just one or two more things to do." She flashed me a smile.
Sam licked his fingers, "Hmm you're sure lucky to have a mom like that, my mother boiled everything when I was growing up. Okay eat quick then we just have to get the bolts on and test it out"
Get the bolts on and test it out, sure. After another five hours we had the seal back on and fought with the housing to go back in place correctly. By 12 oclock we finished. I drank a gallon of water and peed once. Most of it stayed in my work shirt and pants. Oil, grease, dirt, sweat clung to every place on me.
Mom slept on the same couch we had our first time. It was the first time in weeks she sat on it. Damn that truck, a month solid with no work and suddenly tonight a seal needs to be replaced. I crept past her up to the shower, I'll surprise her after taking a shower.
At the first step she called out to me. "Are you done? Holy! No, not that shower, use the one down here." She sat up from the couch and put her tablet on the coffee table.
Ugh I winced, I had hoped to use the main shower with its multi heads. But once I was inside under the hot stream of water it didn't matter. The bathroom was smaller, just a common use for guests. A large walk in shower, but not fancy like the one upstairs. Brown tile, with a generic opaque glass door. I closed my eyes and let the stream blast me in the face.
The door beside me moved and through the blast of water I saw a dark figure move towards me. I jerked sideways and threw my back to the wall. Mom stepped through the stream and let the water soak her hair.
Her dark hair ran down her neck and halfway down her back. Her pale pink skin glistened with water. Her breasts hung like ripe melons, that had jiggle to them not so much they wobbled.
"I thought he'd never go home." She said as she wrapped her arms around my neck.
Her tongue pressed itself inside my mouth. Her body pressed against mine and she pinned her hips to mine with her right leg. My hands roamed over her back down to her waist. She twisted and slithered against me.
She pulled away and leaned her head back into the stream of water. Her mouth opened in a gasp. Water flowed down her neck, around her breasts and down between us. With one hand she flicked her hair back out of her face and inspected me.
I still had grease stuck to my arms and face. She leaned out of the door and rummaged through her shower basket. Staring at her round bubble butt pointed up at me, made my cock hard to the point that the shaft ached. I wanted to take her by the hips and thrust myself forward. The thought, Imagine putting something dirty inside of you. Stopped me.
I looked at my arms and leaned back admiring the view. She turned back to me with a scrub and fancy scented soap. She smiled upon seeing my cock pointing to her. She washed me, scrubbed my arms, neck and face. With slow deliberate circles, from time to time she ran her hand over my aching cock as if to taunt me. Satisfied she dropped the scrub and turned away from me.
She put her arms up on the top of the glass, leaned forward and looked back over her shoulder. I didn't need much more of an invitation. I pulled her hips into mine and guided myself in from behind.
Her back arched and she let out a moan. The muscles in her back strained with each thrust as she clung to the glass door. Water poured down our bodies, slapping and sloshing between us. Her breasts bounced up and down sending water spraying around the shower.
"Stop, stop." She cried. Her legs quivered and she pulled away from my cock. She clung to my neck with one arm and to the door with the other. Slowly she stood up and wrapped both arms around my neck.
I lifted one of her legs up high and guided myself back inside. She gasped as I slid my head past her lips with a pop. Her lust returned and she bucked forward, grinding her hips into mine. My ass and back rebounded off the wall behind me each time. Slapping my hips into hers.
My torso and thighs ached from the excursion, But my cock loved the feeling of hammering her pussy. Each hit pounded the air from her lungs and her whole body shook and jiggled.
Her abs tightened and she clamped down on my thrusts. Next her face tightened as she grit her teeth and squealed from deep inside her throat. Then a rush of air passed her mouth and she was ramming her hips into mine once more. She panted hard and her legs began to fail. She quivered and squeezed hard around my neck to stay up.
I broke her grip and slid her down my body. She crumpled to her knees beneath me, my cock pointed to her face. Eager for more she rinsed it off in the stream of water and took it in her mouth. Her soft tongue sent a wave of pleasure up my spine.
But it wasn't what I expected of her. I pulled free of her and laid down on top of her, spreading her legs before my cock. The stream of water sprayed over her face and body forcing her to close her eyes.
While she was blinded I positioned my cock above her pussy and lowered myself with a single slow stroke. She tried to open her eyes but couldn't. I held her by the hip and pumped my cock into her. Her breasts swung around in circles as she tried to brace herself in the corners with her arms.
"That's enough, enough, I need a break." She said. She pushed against my chest with weak arms. It wasn't just her, I was on all fours over top of her, panting away trying to catch my breath. I used my body as a shield to give her a break from the stream of water.
She looked up at me and smiled. Small droplets of water landed on her face and ran off the sides of her cheeks. "Take me to bed."
I helped her up and without drying, she led me upstairs to her bedroom. Her legs quivered as she climbed the stairs. I put a hand under her ass to help push her up. Our bodies were dripping wet as she flopped backwards on her bed. She brought her knees up and covered her nipples with her hands.
My cock waggled side to side as I climbed over top of her. She parted her legs and guided me inside. The tip of my head pressed into her slit. With one hand she rolled up and down her slit, then circled the opening of her vagina. Unable to resist any longer I thrust my hips forward, impaling her with my cock.



Her eyes and mouth flared open and she grabbed for my ass with both hands.
"Ngh, fuck me, yes, fuck me." She cried out.
Her pussy walls felt like silk wrapped around my cock. The pleasure was twice what it was in the shower.
"You feel so good." I panted into her neck.
Her legs bounced behind me. She tried to hook me with her heels, but her previous orgasms and efforts had robbed her of her strength. We both looked down between us and watched as my cock slid in and out of her.
Another orgasm took her, her body tensed and she twisted. Her hands clawed at the sheets pulling and stretching them out of shape as her torso convulsed.
I grit my teeth and hissed. The sight was too much, the warmth of my own orgasm erupted from my cock and my hips locked forward deep inside of her. As she arched her back her pussy clamped down on my cock. Her eyes shot open and she let out a silent scream.
My hips freed up and I nursed the last of my orgasm, spraying her insides with my sperm. The extra thrusts caused her to moan and pant. With her lungs free, she cried out, "Oh god!" and slapped me on my shoulder.
I held myself above her like a plank while we both panted to catch our breath. Her chest heaved up and down, her nipples touching my skin with each deep breath.
I pulled myself out of her with a slurp and pop then flopped down beside her. Our bodies radiated heat. The cool air felt great on my damp skin. The back of her hand flopped down on my chest.
"I got so many." She said, She swallowed hard and rolled herself up against my side.
We both woke up in the same position with the sun on our faces. Our bodies ached from the stiff nights sleep. But it didn't take long before she rolled up on top of me and impaled herself on my cock once more.
Seperating mother and son from sex was more difficult than I had pictured. The old saying of easier said than done played out. But together we worked on it. Through the honeymoon stage we just fucked, anytime, due to the free time.
To my surprise, she began interacting on "The forum". Advocating a mother son relationship and its benefits. As a young man I understood the theory of an open relationship, but maybe it was her maturity that made her take it seriously. Really surprising to me was how easily she accepted Openmindedcouple02, and even spoke with them on the phone.
She put rules in place, no sleeping in bed. At no time do we risk getting caught. Flirting was put to an end. Outside of the sex we treated one another as mother and son. The big rule, the hardest one, was limiting the sex time.
Like a date, we planned our meetings. During that time we were free to act out our carnal desires with one another, if both were willing. Because we had the freedom of time, it was every second day, 9pm to 10pm. Going late was an option, but never sooner. Except when she was having her period, then we took a break.
For the most part it worked well. We encourage one another in our pursuits. She paid for photography classes for me and even pushed me to meet an old highschool friend on dates one afternoon.
Sure enough with her modeling her own lingerie, she couldn't keep up to demand of swimsuits and lingerie. I didn't intend on learning how to sew, but I must admit, welding is easier to learn than doing a hem on a serger.
Things were quite normal for the two of us, until we got word Ellaine was expelled for being caught up in a riot that turned violent and would be returning home. Go figure, a hot headed, muscular girl who got her way all the time would get charged with assaulting an officer. While being on school grounds. Dad was pissed, and well mom and me, that just made our little game a whole lot riskier. I also foresaw a lot of blue balls.
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Mom gave me a smile and rubbed me from the shoulder blades to the small of my back. With a sigh she looked over the food and picked a small tomato from the salad.
"Wow, you two are lovy now?" Ellaine said. She strutted across the floor without socks wearing an overly small t-shirt and panties.
Mom shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. "Get pants on, you're not in your private dorm anymore."
Ellaine plopped herself down in a bar stool at the island and popped a cherry in her mouth.
Mom folded her arms and said, "You know if you're going to dress like that, at least help me out and wear some of my prototypes."
Ellaine eyed up another cherry and nodded her head. "Yeah I can do that."
Ellaine twirled around on the stool and followed mom into the guest room, which now housed three sewing machines, a giant slippery table and crates of lingerie. The garage was now our shipping center and the living room was my photo studio, along with part of the garage.
So where was the escalade and dad's new pickup during the last hail storm? Naturally on the driveway, he wasn't too happy about that.
A sigh left my mouth as I stirred spices into a homemade BBQ sauce. I was going to own that wood cooker hell or high water. Mom was supportive, but she started to keep frozen pizza ready at all times.
It was a moment of peace for me, stirring, mixing and tasting. Since Ellaine got back from university she was, well, a bitch. She was always hot headed, but now she was something else. She had picked up a chip on her shoulder, or she was having more issues than she wanted to admit about mom and dad.
Ellaine laughed at the top of the stairs, she wore a triangle bikini, close to a micro, with a brazilian scrunch for the bottom. I knew it well, I photographed mom then undressed her wearing the same model. Mom on the other hand had a thin short robe, over a purple baby doll. She adjusted the top exposing her chest before folding up the front and tying it shut. I already knew what she wore on the bottom and it wasn't much.
I leaned over the counter and looked down over the food. "Ah, fuck me." I hissed.
I grabbed the sauce and headed out to the deck, away from the two beautiful, scantily clad women. Last thing I needed was Ellaine saying "Mom, Ken has an erection... again." Tonight was steak, I figured I better give chicken a break.
Mom brought me a beer and seeing her in lingerie was an everyday thing now. Ellaine on the other hand, that was not an everyday event.
A year at university had filled her out. Her breasts were larger, her ass rounder and she had lost the too young appearance of a highschool girl. She was a very attractive woman now. That switch that once told me 'No' was turned off.
To my lustful pleasure she joined me and mom out on the deck, laying on the lounge chair and stared out into the dark town lights.
A light breeze swirled the smoke around the grill and the smell of spiced beef filled the air. That same breeze licked and played at the hairs around Ellaines breasts and face. Lost in thought she held the bottle to her lips.
Mom caught me looking and gave me a friendly tap on the crotch with a sideways glance. "Ones enough."
"Huh?" Ellaine said.
"Nothing, just teasing Ken about his beer." she said. She squeezed my back and said, "Pay attention to your steak, it's almost done. Let's eat outside tonight."
Ellaine looked over her shoulder at me with her head on the back of the chair. "I heard you started riding again."
"A little, I've been riding dad's horse, just to give mom company." I said.
"Hmmm, maybe we can all go when mom's new horse arrives?" Ellaine said.
I nodded my head and turned my attention back to the grill. It was hard to not look at her. Her stomach was flat and smooth. Her belly button wrinkled under skin and this was the most skin I had ever seen her expose. To my surprise, she seemed quite comfortable with it.
Supper was difficult, at this point even with me being used to mom's cleavage the two of them were too much. My eyes drifted and my mind wandered from the conversation. Eventually I resigned to staring at the corner of the table or lights outside until everyone finished.
My meal got complimented and we all retired to our rooms of choice. By 10 I was in bed, asleep, sated from a short relieving masturbation session. I didn't even need a video, the shower was fine along with memories of Ellaine and mom.
Still sleeping was a horor. Several times I woke up with the same nightmare each time continuing where it left off. The pale creature crawled over the log. At first only the top of its head showed, followed by dark hollow eyes. Its long slender fingers slid over the log and pulled its body up and over. No mouth, no nose, only eyes and a pale husk of a human corpse.
In an effort to flee I entered my old school. Ellaine wore a cheerleader dress, which was odd because she never joined the cheerleading squad. Without much thought I took her around the waist and held her. My cock was hard and it slid under her dress and between her ass. Still behind me that thing watched. Angered it followed me, I turned around and kicked at it.
"Hey, hey, Ken, it's just me." mom said.
Her voice pulled me from the dark dream, back into my room. The bed sheet was thrown, and the moon light lit the corner of my desk. My heart pounded as I tried to sit up in bed. A hot, soft sensation swallowed my cock and my hip flinched. At first I thought it was Ellaine, but as I came too I recalled mom's voice.
Mom straddled my right leg and held my erect cock in her hand. Her tongue traced the underside of my penis. Like hot coals her tongue felt tiny in comparison to her whole mouth. It grew chilled in the night air, exposed and wet. Then like a warm velvet blanket it was engulfed by her mouth.
A moan slipped from my throat and I fell back on to my pillow. Her warm skin crushed down on my leg and her crotch pressed into the top of my foot. Her two supple breasts flowed over my thigh, rising and flopping down as she worked my cock with her hands and mouth.
The sensation caused my legs to move, grinding into her body, and the other into the bedsheets. Our hands met and clenched each other on my abs. I convulsed and pushed my cock into her throat. Her hands tightened and she pulled up for air.
Still half asleep my cock was denied, but not for long. She sat up, pulled her teddy over her head and straddled it. As the tip entered her, she lowered herself down onto my hips in one motion.
"Fuck your so hard." She purred.
"Oh my god." I whispered.
In the moonlight her silhouette bounced on top of me. Her breasts accented as her hourglass figure girated. Her arms raised, I could only imagine the look of her face. Then a long moan as her stomach tightened.
Her body shuttered and her knees tightened together. In that moment of pause, her pussy tugged at my bare cock inside of her. She bit down on her index finger and hissed. Her thighs hardened and hips rose off mine.
The devious side of me woke up. I bucked my hips up into her and pulled her waist down into me.
She let out a surprised "OHhhh.." In an attempt to cut off her squeal, she clamped her mouth shut with her hand. The silhouette of her other hand stretched out beside her head as if she would slap me.
Whether she would or wouldn't didn't matter. I pulled her hips into mine, rubbing her pussy on my cock. Forcing her hips back and forth until she let out a muffled scream. Lust took over and she hunched forward, bracing herself on my chest. Her hips thrust forward, grinding her pussy into my cock.
"You're deep," she whispered. With that she bucked her hips into mine at a feverous pace, grinding out another orgasm.
Inside my cock shifted around, stirring her up until her whole body tensed. She threw her head and braced herself on my knees. Her breasts pointed up and away. I slid my hands up her narrow waist and cupped each one in my hands. Her nippled were hard, like thick firm pebbles. Warm to the touch and pliable.
I knew she had more, in her weak state I pushed her left knee over my leg so she straddled me at a 45 degree angle. The moon light cast a shadow of her toned back, the lines and muscles accented in a beautiful curve of her spine. Down to her ass which was hard and stretched wide with the position.
Before she could shift, I slid a hand between her breasts and cupped her throat. The other hand I wrapped around her bubbly firm glute. With the off angle position I pulled her down by her glute and collar bones, slamming my cock up into her.
Her hands clung to my wrist and chest. But I would let her fall forward. I kept her head upward with each thrust. Her mouth hung open as she gasped for air. The soft skin of her thighs caressed and soothed my ribs and legs. While her soft breasts flopped and rubbed on my forearm.
Our combined fluids poured out of her, leaking down my shaft and wetting my balls. Each thrust brought on the sound of slapping flesh and an exhausted grunt.
"Stop, stop." She panted.
My arm couldn't hold her up any longer and her body crumpled forward over my side, pinning my arm under her chest. Her round ass felt soft and smooth, as did the small of her back and shoulder blades. Feeling the softness of her limp body spurred on my orgasm.
I twisted to the side and my ass tightened, driving my cock deep inside of her. In her exhausted state she moaned into my shoulder and squeezed the pillow. Her ass tensed up and I pulled her crotch into mine.
With each spurt of cum I unloaded inside of her, I grunted and mashed our hips together. My whole body tensed up and I pulled her tight to me, feeling her soft smooth skin. Our legs were entwined, caught up in the bed sheets and one another.
Her back heaved as she panted into the side of my neck. A muscle in my side ached from the excursion of flexing and pulling her tight as if I had strained it. Enjoying the sensation of her insides as my cock softened I closed my eyes and stroked her back.
She giggled and whispered, "hmmm, you father never fucked like that, always had to be on top."
"Huh, I'm not surprised." I said. I stroked her back, running my fingers up her spine and ass. Her skin was so soft to the touch I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling of it on the palm of my hand.
With a sigh she slid off me, propped her head on my shoulder and took a deep breath. I closed my eyes and replayed the night's events over in my mind. Before I knew it my thoughts were carrying on with their own plot.
Mom threw the sheets off of us and loudly whispered, "holy shit it's morning!" still naked she slid off the side of the bed and searched the sheets for her underwear.
Startled, I rolled over half tossing her from the bed and off my body. She scrambled to cover herself with her robes but couldn't find the g string. Her robes hung open giving me a view of her shaven pussy, shapley stomach and round breasts. In a hurry she tied her hair up and wrapped her teddy underneath her robes.
She gave me a sour face. "I'm still leaking, how much cum did you have?" She touched herself and blushed. "Don't answer that."
Like a cat burglar she turned the knob and peeked outside. Without a sound she slipped out and closed the door. I flopped back onto the bed and shield my eyes from the rays of sun. 7:14 clicked over on my alarm clock.
"Wow." I laughed to myself.
Mom poked her head back inside, "Hey, did you forget your fathers working in the shop today."
"Fuck!" The covers flew off my body and my feet hit the floor on a run. With my cock swinging I headed for the shower with my clothes in hand and a towel. If Ellaine were to catch me, she would see moms fluids and my crusty cum dried to my cock.
By morning it was down to business. Running for months non stop took a toll on the trucks and all four were in the shop. The drivers went home to their families, while dad and I helped the service mechanic.
Dad stepped into the house while mom was making breakfast. Ellaine beat me down stairs still yawning. She was none the wiser, but she wore a short grey satin robe that had her ass and breast falling out of.
Mom on the other hand never changed. I couldn't even be sure if she wore anything under her robes at all. The eggs were beaten and she already had a pair of toast ready for Ellaine.
Dad stiffened and looked at both of them, while I quietly made my way down the stairs. I took a second look at mom's ass to make sure there were no wet stains showing.
"Ahm, someone broke the coffee pot out at the shop and didn't tell me. I was wondering if I could grab yours until I head back into town." He said.
Mom smiled and said "Here fill your mug, when we're done with the pot, I'll call." She lifted the pot up and poured him a fresh cup of coffee.
Dad frowned and leaned in to whisper something to mom, but I couldn't make out what he said.
"Ewww dad." Ellaine said.
"What, I just got back, I dont want to be interrupting her private life. I'm trying to be respectful is all." He stammered and stepped back.
Mom gave me a shy smile as I reached the bottom of the stairs. "No, just me and Ken." She paused and motioned towards Ellaine, "and of course Ellaine."
Dad nodded his head and raised his mug to her, "Ah, okay, um that will work, thanks. Ken, when it's eight we'll get to work on the trucks, the mechanic will be here at nine." He backed out of the door and headed to the shop. As he passed his truck he polished the dented hood inspecting it and shaking his head.
Mom handed me a plate of toast and gave me a wink. I gave her a disapproving glance which she smiled off. I couldn't believe she dropped a tiny hint to dad and Ellaine, while my cum was still dripping out of her.
After three long days, they were back on the road. Ellaine and mom were at each other's throats for most of it, so I was thankful to be out of the house.
On the fourth morning I peaked my head into Ellaines room. She sat on her bed with her phone in her hand. She wore a small pair of panties and a loose T-shirt. I averted my eyes and said, "Can I come in?"
Casually she folded the bed sheet over her lap and said, "yes."
I stepped inside and leaned on the door frame. Her and mom had a blowout the previous night and both were sulking. Mom was outside in the stable and Ellaine never left her room. I didn't know what to say, so after a minute I sat down next to her.
She leaned over and rested her head on my shoulder. "Why did they have to get divorced, I mean aren't you pissed at them? On top of that dad told me he's already got a girlfriend, he also wondered if she had a guy over the other night."
"Oh, that's actually news to me." I said. I wondered if mom knew or just Ellaine. The two of them were close, kind of like me and mom, or well, maybe not as close as me and mom, but close never the less.
"Oh..." she said.
"Sometimes we lose sight of our core relationship, the reason couples, or friends, or even siblings are..." I said.
"Core relationship, what do you mean?" She said
"Um, well, like me and mom, we're mother and son..." Fuck I'm not on the self help forum and I also said it out loud. My mind raced ahead of my mouth anyway it could.
"Um, I mean whatever happens, we're mother and son at the end of the day. Mom and I, when the lock downs started went through shit, there were fun times and bad. The horse and the neighbor's dog, that was a bad one, and just a bunch of other things. My point being I focused on just the mom son relationship."
My mind flashed back to the two weeks of awkwardness between us.
"So why would that test you two?" She said.
"There were other things that happened, I thought we would fall apart, have a huge blow out. But we found that core relationship and at the end of the day we both agreed to return to it no matter what." I said.
She laughed, "You two are so flirty now, it's weird."
"What? We don't flirt." I said.
She sat up and nodded her head, "Oh yes, you two are lovy with each other." She sighed. "It just kind of pissed me off, I could never seem to get close to mom outside of horses. Growing up you two were always laughing, or playing around, even when camping, setting up the tent. It's why I always got labelled, Daddys girl. But you know him..."
I smirked and nodded my head.
"Huh, maybe that's why they drifted apart?" She said.
I nodded my head again, "hmmm, you mean mom had breasts and not headlights?"
She swung a pillow at me and recoiled, "Ewww... but yes." and she let out a laugh. She shook her head and looked down to her hands. "Dad..."
I stood up and walked to the door. "You and mom have a lot in common, just stop being hard on her. She's gone through a lot of changes, with the dealership, her new business, which is a real one this time, and modelling! I've seen your instagram. Oddly, that's something you two have in common."
We exchanged smiles and I left her room. I met mom in the stables, gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and took over the chores. Two hours later all three of us headed into town. Mom needed to pick up and drop off orders while Ellaine was going stir crazy.
At our first stop, Ellaine grabbed her bag and jumped out of the Escalade.
"I'm going to meet some friends, I'll meet you back here when you're done?" she said.
Mom smiled and said, "Yeah, take your time, but be safe and wear your mask."
"Ugh, alright." Ellaine rolled her eyes and slammed the door.
Mom adjusted the rear view mirror and pulled back onto the street. At the next stop sign a mother and her son crossed the road, he looked to be in grade 11 or 12. Both were slender, and he looked familiar from my days in highschool, one of my classmates' little brothers.
Her and mom exchanged waves and brief smile.
"Mrs Woods, you remember her daughter, she was in Ellaines class?" she said.
"I thought they looked familiar, yes she was quiet, and sat alone at lunch. She was amazing at art." I said. Also had a nice pair of breasts hidden under a sweater, watching the mother walk across the road I could see where she got it from.
"So what do you think? Do you think he wants to fuck his mother too?" mom said.
"What? I don't know, she is attractive. And if he's like his sister, maybe. Why?" I said. To be honest as I watched her cross the road, she did have a nice ass too, if I were him I would be watching it at home.
"Just curious, I've been doing research, they think its as high as one percent incest intercourse. Which means, theres at least sixty other people in town whos fucking their son, brother, or father." She said.
Her eyes followed them as they crossed the road. Her lower lip slipped between her teeth and she bit it playfully.
"Did you ever do anal with your girlfriends?" She said.
My eyes bulged, my mouth hung open and I stared at mom. After a moment she gave me a confused double take.
"What? I was curious." She said.
I shook my head and said, "no, the option never really came up. I don't know, I heard it hurts, maybe that's why it didn't come up." Not that I had many opportunities. But still a part of me was curious after the things I had read.
"That's what I heard too, but I also heard it feels amazing, like fainting, mind blowing amazing." She said, She turned the corner and passed several closed shops with paper signs in the windows.
Half the town was closed, dark lights, and only a handful of people walked around. It was a strange sight to behold, normally our little town was quite busy this time of year. I was lost in the thought of years before when me and friends would walk up and down the street without a care in the world.
Mom parked in front of a small thrift store and said, "Do you want to try?"
"I don't know, I guess maybe." I said.



She gave me a smirk and motioned with her nose past me, to the store front we sat in front of. I must have been distracted because we had arrived at Frans old thrift store. Fran was an older lady, dyed reddish hair, glasses, in her 60's. But it was her new worker who mom was hinting at, a young girl between me and Ellaines age.
"Oh, oh um, ehm, that you mean." I said.
"Come on, ask her out, because this is the last time I'm delivering table clothes and end table covers." Mom said. She put her mask on and jumped out of her seat.
"That's what you said last time." I swivelled out of the SUV and met mom at the back. Indiscreetly I adjusted my partially hardening cock, hoping I wouldn't get noticed. As I watched mom get the boxes from the back I casually pulled my mask over my face.
Mom leaned forward into the back, the short jean jacket she wore pulled up and brought her shirt along with it. She had been working on her tan and the thin white strip of untanned skin showed where the micro bikini had rested on her hips.
Her black tights stretched over her round butt and thighs. It was a sight I was used to, we had cooled so to speak. Even when we did modeling sessions we both could control it. This time though, my cock slithered further down my leg, bending down painfully. The thought of something new was enough to cause me to lose control.
She sat up, handed me a box of plaid fabric and led me inside.
"Sally!" Fran said. She tossed her hands in the air. "Oh these darn masks! Give me one minute, it's in the back somewhere."
Mom and I both flopped our boxes down onto the counter. It was a shop made up mainly of old clothes. The rest of it was old lady items, end tables from the 60's, doilies, statues and other knick knacks.
I shifted my pants, giving myself an excuse to nudge my cock into a different position. The sensation of the head sliding out made it refuse to soften.
Mom casually looked around the store and sighed. Her hand slipped off the counter and cupped my cock. Feeling it through my pant leg. I twisted away in vain. Her hand followed, she squeezed and felt the head between her thumb and pointing finger.
Frans foot footsteps alerted us to her return. She pulled a flora mask up over her ears and said, "there, okay, lets see what I owe you." She looked down over her glasses and raised her eyebrows at the computer screen.
"Are they still in the same place?" Sally said.
"Yes dear." Fran said.
Mom smiled and picked her box back up. I was glad to make my escape down an aisle with a box covering my erection.
"Fran, where's that young girl you hired, does she have the day off?" mom said.
Fran looked at us, "Business isn't doing well, I had to lay her off. She really helped out too. But once things pick up I plan on giving her a call again."
Mom and I flopped our boxes down next to a shelf of other crafted items. Sure enough the fastest moving things in the store were mom's tablecloths and end table covers. Only here I thought. Oddly the few bikinis Fran had taken still sat on their hangers.
Mom bent over and rummaged through a box of goods on the floor, candles and carved wooden holders.
It was an opportunity for revenge, I reached out and put my thumb and finger in the groove of her ass and pinched her lightly aka, giving her the goose. My fingers no sooner started to drag over her and she jumped up.
She let out a scream and jumped away from my hand. She spun around with wide eyes and a grin.
"What!, what's wrong?" Fran stepped out from behind her counter and pulled her mask away from her face.
"A mouse." mom said. "I mean, I thought I saw a mouse."
"Oh dammit, I thought I got him, I'll be right back." She said.
Mom turned me towards the door. "No Mrs Fran, no I didn't see it, it was something else."
Fran had already taken off into her back room. "Oh okay!" she yelled from the back.
"Go, go." mom whispered. "Fran! we can settle up later, I'll tag you in a post and see if I can't get some of those swimwear sold."
Fran stepped back out and struggled to put her mask on. Mom ushered me through the door and back on to the street. "Bye." we said.
"Thank you," Fran called out.
I jumped in the SUV relieved no one saw my erection. Mom trotted around the front and jumped inside.
"You ass!" she laughed.
"Me, what happened to the rules of not outside? And a mouse?" I said.
She gave me a smile and shrugged a single shoulder. She put the SUV into drive and pulled out. Her speed was faster and she raced the stop signs more than usual.
"We should check in on your fathers house while were on this side of town, it'll save us a trip for later." She said.
A sigh left my chest as we turned down the street. It felt bitter sweet turning down our old street. Part of me wondered if they would still be together if we had never left our old home. Mom pulled into the drive and turned off the escalade.
"Okay, you check the furnace and water heater in the basement, I'll check on the taps upstairs." She said.
She took off ahead of me and half leapt up the front stairs. I followed behind, by the time I stepped through the front door she was already up stairs. Inside the house, dad was both untidy and OCD. The house had lost its feminine touch and looked rather plain.
No pictures, no extras and it had taken on an old house smell. Everything dad had was square, tidy and set in its own place. Yet his papers were sprawled out over his desk in the living room, and mud was tracked through the hallway. Something mom never would have permitted in the past.
Downstairs was a portal into the past, long before me it was more of mom and dads childhood. Old panel walls, wooden steps and a grungy old checkered couch that looked like white noise. It was too long to get out so they just left it in the basement. Dad was sure they built the walls and house around it.
Lost in memories I stared at the couch thinking of a cousin we have who flashed me as teenages. She thought I was Ellaine, but for whatever reason she lifted her shirt up and flashed her breasts. She turned bright red and ducked behind the couch.
I smiled to myself and checked on the pilot lights. "Ah, simpler times." I whispered.
Water ran down the pipes and I casually made my way out of the utility room and up to the main floor.
"Ken! Can you help me with this?" Mom called down.
I trotted up the stairs and into their old bedroom. She greeted me wearing only a large white towel, beads of water on her neck and her hair was tied up in a wet messy bun. Her clothes and purse were spread across the king sized bed. Still in shock, she pressed me into the wall and placed her lips on mine.
Her warm tongue darted out over my lips and her hands wrapped around the waist of my pants.
"Did you want to try?" She huffed.
"Try?" I said.
Her hand cupped my cock and pressed down with the palm of her hand.
"Come on, I'm horny" She said.
She pressed her body tight into mine. As instinct took over my hands found her smooth thighs and travelled up under the towel. She wore nothing underneath. Her skin was damp and cool from the water.
My cock hardened in her hand as she rubbed it through my pants. "I think that's a yes." she said.
She pulled away from me and let the towel come undone and fall behind her. Turning on the ball of her foot she spun and stood in front of the bed, presenting me with a shape of her hourglass figure.
Her torso leaned forward until she crawled up onto the edge of the bed. The hourglass turned into a heart shaped ass waiting for me. As she leaned forward my cock strained to stand up in my pants. Like a compass it pointed to what it wanted.
I threw off my hoodie and shirt. The buttons on my pants gave me trouble but I got it free and worked my thumbs into the waist.
She bit her lip and watched over her shoulder. A whisk of hair ran down her cheek and its tip rested on her shoulder. With large doe eyes, she looked up into mine then back to my chest.
Wanting to show off I flexed my shoulders more than needed as I pushed my pants down over my waist and hard cock. It sprang out free of its restraints, still the base ached as it moved side to side.
Her eyes half closed as she watched me undress. Like a feline beauty she licked her lips in anticipation. Her skin glistened with moisture, water or her own sexual desire, I couldn't tell. The tip of my cock touched her slit. Its slick feeling was that of her lustful juices.
Before I could enter, she pulled away and took out a small bottle of lube from her purse. She handed it back to me and said, "Not there, fuck my ass."
Her slit glistened, begging me to enter, but I wouldn't obey. My hip twitched and the base of my cock continued to ache from desire. With the lube in my hand I took her by the hips and slid inside of her vagina. As I thought, she was soaking and I glided right in without resistance.
She was so ready I couldn't feel her tighten around my shaft. Her back tightened and her moan was a rush of air. Content, my cock rested inside of her as I flipped open the lid of the lube.
But after four days of no sex, I just wanted to fuck her. I tossed the lube to the side and pulled her hips into mine with both hands. As I fucked her from behind she moaned and thrust back against me.
"Okay, fuck my ass." She said.
The lube was cold as it hit my cock. She squealed when I squirted a bead on her ass, then moaned and clenched the bedsheet. The tip of my cock touched her anus and she laughed before taking a deep breath.
"Are you sure?" I said.
She nodded her head and bit her lip.
The pressure was greater and her body resisted at first. My cock strained and felt as if it would bend in the middle. As the head pushed through, she shuttered and threw her head back like a horse rearing up.
Her hand pounded the bed and she took a deep breath.
"You okay?" I said.
"Yes!" she cried.
The lube squeezed out around her anus. But the position I had above her and from behind felt natural and my cock anged inside of her perfectly.
She let out a scream and hissed through her teeth as my cock reached her midway point. "Oh fuck!" She looked back at me with watery eyes.
"Okay, we have to stop, I think I'm too big for you." I said.
"Would you shut up and FUCK ME ALREADY!" She cried out.
Something deep inside turned on and for a moment I felt a hint of anger. My hands clenched her hips tight and I plunged myself inside to the hilt. Her feet spasmed and she screamed as she fell forward.
My weight pushed her chest and shoulders into the bed with her ass still up in the air. From the downward angle I rolled my hips forward dragging my cock up into her ass. A slow deliberate exit caused her to moan deeply as if she were imploding inside.
The muscles on her back tightened and she squeezed the bed sheets with both hands. "OHhhhh ffuuckkkk!" she moaned into the mattress.
Her anus felt so tight it pulled back the skin of my cock, stretching it as I pushed back inside. This time, my slow persistent entry made her scream less. Her hand reached back and dug into my thigh. "Holy! Fuck... your... hard...Mmmm, ahhh. Wait, just wait." she pleaded.
But I didn't, I pulled back and held her hips in place. She let out a long low moan and pushed herself up from the mattress. Inside I could feel her muscles tighten and shift, every piece of her insides gripped my shaft.
Her arms quivered and she fell forward unable to hold her weight. The change of angle I lost my balance slightly and came in faster than I intended. She let out a moan and panted into the mattress. Strands of hair covered her face as she struggled to take in air.
She reached down and touched herself, "I'm cumming, I'm cumming." she panted.
I hunched forward and put my hand on her and made her rub herself faster. She closed her eyes and grit her teeth. Like little waves, her insides tugged and milked my cock, buried hilt deep in her ass.
"Stop, stop..." she panted.
Pleading or not, I had to stop, my orgasm welled up in me already. Pushing myself up I tried to pull out before it was too late. But her ass convulsed around my cock and she rotated her pelvis with another mini orgasm. My hips bucked forward, grinding the shaft up into the top of her anus.
The hot sensation of cum shot through the underside of my cock. A full, giant load entered her and as it touched her insides she slapped the mattress. My hips wanted movement and I pulled back to give another thrust. She felt slick inside as my balls tightened and more cum poured out of me and into her.
My head spun and my legs grew weak. I pulled free with a slurp and a pop. As if I had been holding her up with my cock, she fell to her side. She sat up on her elbow and frowned at me.
"Already?" she shook her head.
Kneeling at the foot of the bed I squatted down onto my heels and shrugged my shoulders. "I, four days is a long time, and that is very tight."
A smile spread across her lips and she rolled her eyes. She pulled herself off the bed and stood up beside me. Before walking away she patted me on the shoulder and walked to the bedroom door.
She looked back at me and put her hand up on the doorjam. Cum ran down the back of her leg as well as stained dad's comforter.
"Are you coming? You might be done, but I'm not." she said then waited for me to get off the bed.
Her phone buzzed with a text message from Ellaine. "Sold four bikinis, when can we deliver them?"
Mom leaned in to read it, "Hmmm good news, but for now, I think you owe me in the shower." She reached her hand out and led me into the shower.
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CHAPTER 1 COULD THINGS BE DIFFERENT?
Fourteen hours on the road is a long time, a good travel companion is helpful to keep you awake. Mom had a nutrition and fitness course she wanted to take. George, her husband, didn't want to go, so he stayed home with my half sister and brother.
Mom, always the optimist, turned it into an opportunity for a mother son road trip. That and she didn't want to spend two weeks alone in a hotel. It didn't make sense to me why George wouldn't take time off. If mom was my wife, I'd be all over a 2 week hotel stay.
Mom owned a fitness and nutrition store back home with a small workout studio. She wasn't a toned athlete anymore, but she had a pretty hot body for being almost forty. She was half German, part French and a touch of Spanish. Which gave her a familiar yet exotic appearance. She had light brown hair boarding on blonde, light brown eyes, with large breasts and a nice round ass.
After she opened her fitness store she began working out and to all my friends delight her thick legs returned along with a nice round butt. But secretly I found myself admiring her too right along with them.
But that wasn't what made her a bit of a celebrity back home. Years ago she won numerous ice skating awards and competitions. She was even a serious contender for the US Olympics team, until I came along, accidentally. After that she settled down with George and worked a retail job, until she opened her own gym eight years ago.
My back, ass and eyes hurt as I watched the two young and very attractive hotel attendants bar our way to rest and comfort. Ordinarily I would enjoy the extra time watching them, but this time I'd rather just have a hot shower.
The two winced at mom and shook their heads. Mom leaned forward on the counter in a vain attempt to look at the screen. Three giant suitcases surround her, along with our night bags and my laptop bag.
Behind us the line of hotel guests piled up with their luggage. A pair of kids played on the large oval couch in the middle of the grand entrance which drew the ire of a door man. Two large golden chandeliers hung from the ornate mirrored ceiling.
"Eric then, Eric Muller, maybe she signed it under my son's name and she got the reservation number wrong." mom said, she looked back at me and sighed.
A man and his wife stood behind us with their night bags and scrolled through their phones. In the mirror behind the desk I could see his eyes drift away from his screen and discreetly towards mom's ass. Few would blame him, well maybe his wife would. Over the years, I got used to it, friends, strangers, hell even myself.
Mom wore a t-shirt and gray leggings which rose up as she leaned on the counter. Exposing the small of her back. The sliver of lightly tanned flesh drew more attention to her firm round ass, wide hips and shapely thighs. Even more enticing was the top point of her celtic tattoo peeking over the top of her leggings.
She didn't show it off or spoke of it other than, "one of my stupider things as a teenager." In an act of rebellion she got a "tramp stamp". Acting out against grandma and grandpa Muller, the "system" and by the sounds of it, anything to her disliking.
She had dark circles under her eyes, her long hair tied in a messy bun had broken loose in spots, but she still had a smile that was as wide as ever. Mom had a knack for keeping a smile during the worst times, it was comforting, beautiful and sincere.
The second lady shook her head, "I'm sorry Mrs. Davis, neither of you are in the system. I can get a hold of my manager and see if he can help in any way." The young woman walked off towards the manager's door.
Mom leaned in close to me. "What the hell, if they don't have our reservation I don't know what to do. They better have another room at least. Can you google other hotels, just in case?"
"Mrs. Davis?" A man called out. The man wore a hotel suit uniform, with 'Jackson, night manager' on his silver name tag.
"Yes." Mom spun around.
"You said you had a reservation with us, can I see the number?" He said.
Mom, despite growing up as technology was on the rise, hated the "New ways". She handed him a paper that she had written her reservation number on and he typed it in the computer once more. He took a deep breath and said, "Come with me to the side, I can take care of you there."
We hauled our luggage to the side terminal and waited for him and the first young woman to look up our names, a third time. The line behind us shuffled forward, relieved to be on the move once more.
"Mrs Davis, who did you speak to, do you remember?"
"Jenny took my reservation and told me that number, she sounded new, but I didn't think anything of it at the time." mom said.
The manager and the woman shared a glance. "Yes, Jenny, unfortunately she doesn't work here anymore. And unfortunately all of our double rooms are booked due to the convention and the construction. But this afternoon we had a cancellation for a single. Once things open up in a few days we can move you up to the two bed double, for the same rate, if that works for you?"
Mom took a deep breath in, she looked as though she would blow. Fourteen hours on the road, 9:30 at night and a month long reservation that never existed.
"To help make it up, I can make sure you have extra vouchers to our spa during your stay, which we do offer in room services too." He said.
Mom sighed and nodded her head, "Okay we can do that, will the cot be free?" Mom said.
"Yes, I can remove the cot fee," he said.
The attendant next to him stopped smiling and she looked at him. She shook her head and whispered in his ear.
He shook his head to the attendant and said, "How?"
The lady gave mom a shy smile and shrugged.
Jackson took a deep breath, "Ma'am, I'm sorry but it seems we are overbooked on that. The bed is a double, but I don't have any cots right now." he said.
Mom's smile had reached its limits, "Double? I haven't slept on a double since high school, let alone with my son." she scoffed
"It's okay, the couch or floor is fine for me." I said.
Mom looked at me and the three lines that had formed in the lobby. "Okay, I just need to get some sleep, we'll take the room, please keep me updated."
"Yes Mrs Davis, I will make a special note for the morning staff, and I will check on it myself come morning checkout."
The bell boy was quick to help us to our room which was on the second floor, no great view as promised from our original reservation. Still he had no shame in waiting for a tip, which mom hesitantly gave him. The hotel was nice, and everything about it was fancy, but deep down it was old.
Our room was narrow and rectangular with a long hall to make room for a very spacious bathroom. The double bed was in the middle, with a desk/entertainment center in front of it. A small love seat to the side and two end tables. It was dark and poorly lit, except for the bathroom. Which had a stand up shower, a separate tub and a large separate toilet room.
Mom flopped her luggage by the door and looked into the bath. "Wow, that's funny, I can almost see through the glass shower." Like a big kid she headed for the bed, pivoted on the ball of her foot and flopped down backwards on the bed.
I set my luggage aside and searched for the largest place on the floor. A narrow spot in front of the closet and corner of the bed.
Mom sat up on her elbow. "Reminds me of my old days in figure skating, without the bathroom. I think it was built at the same time." She laughed. She watched me unfold a blanket on the floor and sat up off the bed.
"No, ugh, you're not sleeping on the floor, or the love seat, you're too damn tall." She leaned in and wrinkled her nose at me. "Just get a shower and we'll share, it's just a night or two."
I was partially relieved, at the time of saying I'd sleep on the floor I hadn't actually thought about the fact hundreds of random people rubbed their feet on the carpet. As for the love seat, it was an oversized chair.
"Okay, but no peeking, I don't even think there's a lock on the door." I said.
She smiled and watched me unzip my luggage in search of my clothes. I didn't think much about how I packed and now finding my clothes was an issue. Mom leaned forward and rubbed my back with a smile on her face.
"I'm glad you were able to come with me, after my classes maybe we can go for walks or do some sightseeing?" she said.
I smiled back at her and held up my shirt and pj bottom. "Found it, and yes we can check out a few places."
Her warm hand slid down my side and over my arm as I stood. We shared a smile and I left for the shower.
In the shower I kept my ass to the door in case she walked in. Steam on the glass felt only so safe when it came to your mother seeing your cock hanging out. I closed my eyes and let the water flow over my face. The thought of her warm hand running over my side and arm returned to my thoughts. It had felt nice, nicer than I had expected.
We met each other at the door and I crawled into bed with my phone. While she bathed I listened intently for splashes and running water to make sure she didn't fall asleep. After her bath she looked like a different woman. Her hair was tied back in a pony tail and she wore a thin crimson nightie with a mismatched long blue satin robe.
She tried to be quick when she dropped her robes so as not to show her legs off. But it didn't help, my eyes caught her bare skin as she climbed under the covers. Once in she pulled them up to her chin and looked at me.
She broke into laughter and said, "It's going to be cozy tonight."
I nodded my head. Her foot touched the top of my foot and her shoulder was pressed into mine. "Yup." I added.
Mom looked at my phone on my chest and sighed. "You should stop looking, I'm sorry you two broke up a few months ago but it's not doing you any good to patronise her texts."
"It's just frustrating, she's already got a new boyfriend. We dated for three years, high school sweethearts, I even followed her to college. She wanted to wait for marriage, which I understood and respected. Then we break up and right away she's banging... ehm." I caught myself before finishing the sentence. Part of me had forgotten who I was talking to.
Mom smiled and rubbed my arm with a sad look on her face. As sympathetic as she looked, her eyes were red with dark circles under them. Across the room the loud air conditioner turned on. Her warm hand rested on my shoulder and she squeezed my muscles.
"I guess I'm just annoyed, friends told me she's already had two boyfriends since I left. I feel like I wasted the past three years just being a buddy, respecting her wishes." I said. I looked at mom.
Her eyes had closed at some point, she laid on her side a whisk of hair dropped over her forehead. With one hand I shut the light off and laid on my back. The bed was small and I could feel her body heat under the covers. My elbow touched her satin nightie on her breast, it felt... nice and I couldn't find it in me to pull away. Before I knew it I too drifted away in a dream.
A loud thump woke me from my sleep, my cock was hard and the last thing I recalled was cuddling with another girl from one of my college classes. I adjusted my cock in my PJ's and shifted my weight. Mom was on her back, one leg over mine and an arm out of the blanket.
It was a pleasant dream, and soon my mind picked up from where it left off. A cute girl from my old class was touching my cock and rubbing her breasts on me. Her petite body twisted side to side as she lifted her skirt and punched me in the nose.
Jolted from my dream I held my nose and stared off into the strange dark room. Mom's arm slid off my face and over my shoulder coming to rest on my chest.
My nose and eyes throbbed with a dull pain. Next to me the warm smooth skin of mom's leg rested on my thigh. My hard cock pressed against her warm thigh as I tried to shift her leg. I shifted beneath her and put my hand on her hip. Her nightie rode up past her waist and my hand touched a thin lace strap wrapped around her hip.
Growing up I had admired my mothers beauty, even swore to myself I would date women as pretty as her, which Nikki was in my mind. But I had never touched my mother, except for the occasional hug or bump in the kitchen. In the dim light she could be any woman.
As a teenager I got introduced to sexy women's lingerie, nighties, and even the occasional bikini. But those were only momentary glimpses or alone holding a pair of thongs imagining another woman in them. Never like this with warm soft flesh next to them.
She murmured and rolled off me, still asleep. My cock ached in my pants, for reasons I don't understand. I ran my hand over her leg, across her bare hip bone and down the side of her ass, while tracing the outline of her g-string with my thumb. Too scared to continue I pulled my hand back and closed my eyes.
I dreamt of many things that night. I woke to the sound of her alarm blaring on the other side of the bed. She had wrapped her arm over me and spooned me in the night. Coming to, she put her hand on her mouth and smiled.
"Hopefully that other room opens up soon." She said, She swung her legs out of bed and stood up.
Before she could adjust her nightie, I spotted the bare flesh from the side of her breast. My half asleep brain took in how it creased over her ribs, forming a globe of flesh that bounced as she sat up. The very edge of her light brown areola was visible but the nipple was hidden beneath the crimson satin. Her thighs were bare to the sides of her hips as she knelt down and quickly grabbed her robes. The sight made my hard cock twitch and I shook my head.
In the years past I had seen mom wear one piece bathing suits and her usual long gowns. I knew what to expect and thought nothing of it. But after last night, the sight of skin drew me in. Perhaps it was the lingerie or maybe it was the night of unexpected cuddling.
With great effort I put the thoughts aside and prepared for the day. Mom wore a simple outfit, a body fit polo shirt and khaki pants. The elevator bumped and she tried to hide a yawn, which continued on and on.
An urge took over me and I reached out, rubbed the small of her back and admired the features of her cheek and jaw line. Her back felt warm to the touch and her muscles were tight, forming a ridge on either side of her spine.
She gave me a shy smile and relaxed her shoulders, her chin lifted up. "Hmm we should have left a day sooner, I don't think I'm ready to start learning yet."
I wanted to agree with her, but for another reason. But if we had we may not have had such a night. The elevator stopped and we walked out into the lobby.
"I love Penny and David, but it is nice to have a day off." she laughed.
"Let George have a turn with the squabbling teens?" I joked.
Mom giggled and nodded her head, "Yes George can have a turn, I'm amazed he hasn't called yet to ask where the bread is." Mom put her arm around my shoulder and gave me a random one armed hug, rubbing my shoulder.
At the front desk the two same girls who checked us in gave us a smile and greeted us for the morning as we made our way to the restaurant. They had their car keys and coats ready to go.
While mom started her course I toured the community college. Prior to that the only college I knew was the christian college I had followed Nikki to. There the first year they were a bunch of uptight Christians. I had only made one semester before bombing out and just as I was leaving many of them had started to break down morally without their parents supervision.
CHAPTER 2, LUST
Lust can do many things, a hint of lust can make you think of things you wouldn't have normally thought of. Too much and it can make you into something you're not. Of course everyone has their limits. We're not complete animals, but we did come from them.
As I towelled off I stared at my reflection in the mirror. I had spent half a year of college trying to impress my high school sweetheart to have sex. So much so, that I bombed my first year of college. But I did get abs out of the deal and larger muscles, but not obscenely large, Nikki always said she didn't like huge muscles.
My hand stroked my cock which took little effort to harden, it wasn't a gigantic horse cock like a porn star but a nice size, in gym class I was never shy in locker rooms. Years ago Nikki saw it and almost, let me fuck her. But she said she was afraid it would hurt, and that was as far as it went.
I always meant to measure it but never did other than wrapping my two hands around it. Plus I had gained a bit of a reputation in the change rooms over the years. I closed my eyes and imagined Nikki face down on a desk, her new boyfriend behind her fucking her as she screamed. I was pissed, jealous and horny at the same time. My orgasm built inside as I thought of the guy impaling Nikki and how much better she would enjoy my cock.
A knock at the door broke my thought. "Eric, dinner is here."
"Okay!" I said. I jerked my cock, thrusting forward with my hips.
"Come on, it'll be cold and I'm hungry." She said.
Frustrated, I pumped harder but damn my orgasm, it slipped away from me.
"Oh and let's see if there's a movie on," she said.
I threw my cock to the side and panted from my efforts. Leaning on the counter I looked up in the mirror and shook my head at myself. I could feel my body flush from my efforts. I should have done it when I was in the shower, but it had been an afterthought.
My PJ's hung on the towel rack, below it was mom's old towel. The edge of a pink lace fabric stuck out, I moved it to the side and exposed her used panties. Before I would get caught I covered them back up. But the thought of her ass in them flooded my thoughts and my cock came back to life.
With a silly thought of showing off to my mother, I tugged on the pant leg of my PJ's and pulled them down into the puddles on the floor. The water soaked into the fabric, then as if I hadn't intended on it, I quickly snatched it off the floor.
While I had been loyal to a virgin, only her and guys had seen my cock. Now oddly I wanted validation, from any source that wasn't a fellow guy, or ex who was now fucking other guys.
With my soaked PJ's I now had regret with my half cocked idea. My cock refused to settle down, I tried to stuff it into my boxer briefs. Replaying images of horror movies, slasher flicks and car chases, did nothing. Half erect I slipped out wearing only my shorts.
Mom nibbled on her plate of food. "Wow, when did all of this happen? You were just a skinny kid in high school a year ago."
"Oh, um I hit the gym a lot, it helped me focus mentally I guess." I said. I twisted enough to hide my partial erection. She had showered before me and already wore her nightgown. In the air conditioned air her nipples poked through like little peas.
My cock responded to the sight of her feminine beauty. She had a sharp thin jaw that flowed down into her neck line. As she looked up and to the side at the TV her muscles in the side of the neck strained. She caught me staring and wiped her cheek with two fingers.
"Do I have something on my face?" She smiled.
"No, no, I was looking at the food." I said as I passed by her I showed off my patchy wet clothes.
She took another nibble of her roasted chicken and put her hand out in front of me. "Wait, look at you, I didn't know you got down to abs. I'm proud of you for taking on that challenge. Maybe we should talk about a part time job in the gym, until you decide what to do next year."



She stopped me with her hand and traced my stomach with her approving gaze. Until she reached the bulge in my crotch. She rolled her eyes and patted me on the stomach. "Come on get dressed, it's getting cold."
I rummaged through my luggage searching for new pj pants. I tossed folded clothes aside in an effort to find a second pair. Mom sat down next to me in the desk chair and set my plate on the end of the bed.
Five minutes ago I was entertained by the idea of being a cunt tease, now I regretted the whole idea.
"Come on, I see fit half naked men every day, sit down, let's eat." She turned on the TV and casually flipped through the channels until she found a home reno show.
I sat next to her with my plate on my lap. My "accident" had opened a new level of comforter-ability. At first we chatted idly about the show, she did her best not to look at me. But by the end of dinner it was mostly normal. My erection had calmed down and I could stand once more.
Several times I caught mom admiring me from the side, with my erection gone I didn't mind as much. It gave me a sense of pride in my achievements, something I had failed at miserably for the past year.
I tried a second time to find a new pair of PJ's with no luck. A visual memory popped in my head of a stack of clothes I had set down on my computer desk back home. Mom stood up and unfolded my clothes to inspect the wet patches. She hummed as she hung them on a hanger and put them up to dry. Her phone vibrated, with George's name on the display.
Mom flipped her hair to the side and put it to her ear. "Hello.."
"Hi honey, yes it was all good, easy things. But just the first day, the real training won't start until Tuesday." she said.
She looked at me and smiled. "No, still in the same room, that's fine, Eric and I are just having a mom and son experience."
A smile spread across her lips and she rolled her eyes. "It's on the top shelf, above the cups..." she looked at me and we shared a silent laugh, "You found them? Yes, Okay tell the kids I love and miss them too... bye." she pulled her cell from her cheek and hung up. "Ten o'clock already, my routine is all wrong."
The veins in the back of her hand protruded as she untied the belt to her robe and adjusted her nightie. It was the same crimson nightie from the night before. The nightie stopped at mid thigh, revealing her smooth long curved legs. From the corner of my eye I watched as she folded the robes and set them on the nightstand.
The satin flowed over her shoulders and back unbroken by bra straps. She leaned down and opened the bed sheets. For a second of two her two breasts hung free in the flimsy fabric. They were large, more than a handful each. In the faint light her perky nipples scraped the fabric as she smoothed out the sheets and loosened the comforter. When she stood they had grown hard and poke out the fabric like small pebbles.
My cock was nearly full, bent and kinked to the side. I gave up on the PJ's and before she took note, I slid into bed before her and hugged the edge of my side.
Before climbing in she gave me a smile and said "What's with you?" She looked down to her chest and covered them with her hands.
"Nothing, just giving room." I said.
She stretched out like a starfish, her leg rubbed mine and my cock twitched. "Ohhh, and I was looking forward to having a king bed all to myself." She leaned over and touched my back. "I guess whatever though, just a couple of days... Your tense, here let me loosen you up."
"No, I'm fine..." I closed my eyes as her thumb pressed into the long back muscle. It had kinked on me while driving and had been persistently knifing me as I turned my head in certain ways. Her soft padded thumb pressed into a center of pain that caused a pop in my muscles. In an instant the painful pleasure made me moan.
"See, you're all knotted up, when you lift weights you need to get the knots massaged out." She put both hands on my back and ran her palms up the side of my spine.
I closed my eyes and enjoyed the smooth warm skin of her hands. "Hmmm," my eyes bolted open from the sound I made.
Her hands rubbed my back in a circle and she giggled to herself. "Feel better? I think you fell asleep." she said.
The TV and her side of the lights had already been turned off. Still disoriented and confused I watched as she stretched over me with her breast dangling above my head to turn my light off. A sliver of light shone out from under the doorway. Outside the wind blew hard in the night whistling past the window. Mom, leaned down and kissed my cheek.
"Thanks for driving with me, I really hate flying and it would be so boring all alone." She said.
I turned and looked back at her, "I'm happy too, I just don't know why George wouldn't take the time off."
"Well, he's busy with the season, plus I missed you when you went to college. Besides, it'll do him good to spend some time with Penny and David," she said.
I laid in silence staring into the dark. Mom settled into her place, her warmth radiated under the sheets. A part of me wanted to cuddle up to her, hold her in my arms, but I resisted the urge.
"Do I kick and punch a lot while I'm sleeping?" mom said.
I rolled up onto my shoulder and looked down at her. "Yes," I laughed.
"George always said that, that's why we have separate beds. I guess I kicked him once, between the legs." She laughed.
I flopped back onto my side and rolled away from her, "I think I'll keep my back to you then." she giggled and reached back to put a hand on my thigh.
I don't remember falling asleep but the clock read 1:34. My shoulders and chest were cold from the bed sheets being kicked down to my knees. Mom's legs were sprawled out across the bed, her one arm above her head.
Her nightie had crept up above her navel exposing her smooth stomach and a dark red lace thong. As I watched her in the darkness I could see the faint outlines of her body. My cock was already hard and it ached to be used. The sight of a near naked woman made it twitch.
In an attempt to massage the pain away I stroked it with my thumb and index finger. But still it ached at the base where it bent over in my briefs. The sight of her nipples pushing through the nightie and no bra outline made my cock flex involuntarily.
My eyes couldn't pull away. Once I had cupped Nikki's breasts before she giggled and pushed my hand away. Before she pushed me away I had felt their hardness and noticed how they grew to the touch.
The curiosity returned and without thought I reached out and touched her. She did not stir and it felt soft to the touch. Just a bit, I thought. Soon I couldn't stop, the more I played with it, sliding my palm over it, it grew longer, straining on the fabric. Creases formed and soon it felt hard like a firm fleshy cylinder that I could move side to side.
I held my breath and my cock felt as if it would burst from the pressure.
She moaned and her arm shifted. Her legs came together and I flopped down on my pillow. I was out of breath and laid motionless. In the darkness atop her large breasts, her nipples stood out tall. I wanted to cum, to let out my lust. I wanted to see if I could make her moan again.
My fingertips touched her warm lace thong. Excited and light headed I continued through the mental haze until my index finger found a soft grove and I traced it down between her legs. The thong was soaked, her legs parted and she let out another moan.
She shifted her position and put her hands on her chest. We always joked she could sleep through a bus crashing into the house. With lust filled courage I slipped the thong to the side and felt her smooth soaked lips. My head grew dizzy as I touched her, I came so close to me fainting I had to shake my head. She moaned and lifted her leg.
I shrank back, fearful of her waking and for how far I had gone. My cock ached, still bent to the side in my underwear, in an effort to relieve it I pulled it free and pushed the waistband down past my ass. The relief was instant and I sighed to myself.
Ignoring the thoughts of lust I imagined a war scene from an old movie. Sleep did not take me, and I fought to control my imagination. But after what felt like hours, I fell into a fitful dream. Lust was dominant and when I woke I felt my cock in the warm soft hands of a woman.
"Hmmm, you're hard tonight." mom murmured.
The head of my cock touched her pussy and by instinct my hips bucked forward. My cock was so hard it had no flex to it. Her leg was above my hip and she positioned herself sideways to me like a T. With no effort I slid past her parted thong and inside of her soaking hole.
Her hand rested on my waist and her head was turned away from me. Part of me was horrified, the other part relieved sexually but still filled with desire. Her pussy pulsed, sucking on my stiff cock. The sensation made my hips flex and I slid fully inside of her. It was like nothing I had felt before.
She moaned and her body tensed up. "Mmm, It's nice..."
Another moan left her lips as I pulled back out to the very edge of her. Her warm soft legs caressed mine and her hand ran over my stomach. I could stop it, pull out and turn away, she wouldn't know what we did.
But, I didn't. Once more I sunk deep inside of her with my eyes closed, my hips and lower stomach pressed into her warm soft ass. Warm precum and her own fluid ran down my hips and balls. A third gentle thrust brought intense pleasure that I didn't want to end. Inside she quivered and gripped my cock with her walls. She moaned and dug her nails into my stomach. I paused to enjoy the sensation of her pulsing insides. To my surprise she wanted it the same as I did.
"Eric... Eric, Eric wake up!" she stammered.
My eyes opened to see mom looking at me, her eyes wide open. My hard cock slid out of her and she squeezed her eyes shut. Upon leaving her it popped and she grunted in her throat. We stared at one another in the dim light, motionless.
She threw her hair back out of her face and covered her mouth. "Oh my god..." she looked around the room, "Oh my god, I thought you were George." She flipped aside the covers and jumped out of bed.
She balanced herself on the side of the wall and made her way to the bathroom. I want to say I proudly laid back and enjoyed watching the woman I just fucked walk away, but instead I was horrified. At that moment I really thought she meant to have sex with me, that state between awake and dreaming.
The clock read 4:54, which I stared at in disbelief. I tugged my underwear up over my cock and ass. Earlier I was just curious to hear a woman's moan, like a game, I just wanted to know if I could actually turn on a woman. I had no intentions of fucking her. Now I questioned why I even did it to begin with.
The shower turned on in the next room and I scrambled to put on my old t-shirt and damp PJ's. It felt as if time stood still while I paced the room. I did so in the dark because I didn't want to see mom's face when she returned or her to see mine.
'I never want to see you again.' 'Get out of my room!' 'What the fuck Eric!' were all the phrases that ran through my head. When mom returned she wore a white hotel towel wrapped around her body. Our eyes met as she rounded the corner.
Instead of the scenes I had imagined she bit her lower lip, frowned at me and took me in her arms. I froze in them and when I heard her sniffle I wrapped my arms around her. Her tense body melted into mine and like a weight was removed she sobbed and leaned into me.
After a few seconds she pulled away from me and said, "maybe you should shower."
Without hesitation I went to the shower, it was a break from the tension, even though I was relieved she wouldn't disown me right there. In the shower I leaned on the wall. The first woman I had sex with was my mother. Fucking hell I never should have tried to make her moan. Or play with her the way I did. But she was beautiful, so beautiful, even as her son I could see that. How George ever married her I didn't know.
Mom was adventurous, sporty, athletic back in the day. George was a pharmacist who worked for another pharmacist, he was smart but he wasn't ambitious and always played it safe.
By the time I left the shower mom was dressed and ready for the day, minus her usual makeup and eyeliner. She wore a simple pair of jeans and a cream coloured shirt.
"Sweetie, I'm just going to eat breakfast alone today, and I'm okay to walk to the campus." She said.
I took a deep breath and nodded my head.
"Hey!" She called out to me and took a step closer. "I still love you, I just need to process this okay."
"Yeah, no, I know what you mean." I said.
She went to kiss me on the cheek, but stopped half way, then left our room. It was the longest day of my life waiting for her to return. Hour after hour dragged on. It felt like every minute I checked my phone, hoping to see a text from mom saying, 'It'll be okay.'
In comparison this was far worse than the days after Nikki broke up with me and when I found out I wouldn't pass the 1st year of college.
Finally, at 4:30 my cell phone vibrated with a message from mom. "Some of the other women are staying at our hotel, going to have a drink with them."
It was past nine when mom returned. She entered the room and removed her shoes. I met her at the corner of the room where we exchanged smiles for a brief moment. She stopped next to me and sighed then put her hand on my shoulder and rubbed it.
"Do you think..." she shook her head and turned away. "Um, do... you think, you'll be okay on the floor until we get another room?"
I nodded my head and she walked past me to get her change of clothes. She slipped into the shower and returned in record time, wearing a pair of gym shorts, t shirt and towel.
When bedtime came early the floor was hard and morning couldn't come soon enough, nor this trip. I even questioned returning home on a plane.
By morning she called the front desk as I folded up my makeshift bedroll.
"Hello, yes this is Sandra Davis, 213 I'm waiting for a room with double beds." she said. She held the phone to her ear and brushed back a strand of hair. "Okay good, tonight then, yes I can check everything in then."
I set the blanket down on the chair and picked up my pillow.
"No, if possible can we keep this room too... Yes that's fine just add it to the card, thank you, again, bye," she said.
"Mom, maybe I'll just head home, see if I can book a plane or rent a car," I said.
Mom looked at me with her pack in her hand. Her phone buzzed signalling her time to leave. She checked her watch and shook her head. "Um, we can talk tonight, but I have to go. I'm catching a ride with another lady from the course." She stopped at the door as if she wanted to say something. She didn't look at me and kept her eyes to the side, "I'm sorry, but it's okay." She shook her head and closed the door.
I walked the streets window shopping, site seeing and after a long few hours of walking I drove to the local airport to check on flights. As eager as they were to sell me a ticket, the best they could offer was a flight two days away.
I killed the rest of the day in the hotel room, packing my bag and preparing to leave. It just seemed easiest. When my phone rang it was mom, she was calling rather than texting.
"Hi, did you eat yet?" she said.
"No, I was about to order room service," I said.
"It's after seven but I have a booth on the balcony, it's quiet out here, come join me," she said.
I bit my lip and shook my head, "Um, I don't know. I was just packing my things."
"Come join me, this was supposed to be our little road trip, at least take me to dinner, please" she said.
I sighed and said, "Okay, I'll be right there."
My stomach swirled as I rode the elevator to the main floor and made my way to the outdoor dining area. Lights hung from the wooden trellis. Dark brown wooden rails lined the booths each with their own private table and lantern.
Mom waved to me and I took a seat across from her.
She smiled and slid me a coloured drink. She already had one half drank and the waitress had another set on the way. Which was unusual for mom to drink, but since we arrived she also ate twice after 7:00 pm.
"Are you ready to order?" the waitress said.
"I'll order for the two of us. We'll both have the grilled chicken salad, with garlic toast." she said.
The waitress smiled and took our menus. "Okay, I'll let the cook know and I'll check in on you two in a bit," she said.
Mom took a sip of her drink and smiled at me. She reached across the table and took my hand. "Don't go, this will pass, we'll get over it," she said.
The fruity drink wasn't to my preference, but secretly I enjoyed it over a beer.
"I'm sorry, I don't know what came over me, I'm the worst mother to do that to you." Mom blurted out. She squeezed my hand and her eyes were filled with tears.
The straw fell from my lips and I shook my head, "No, no it wasn't you, and no you're not, I love you, you're my mother." The word love sounded strange on my tongue and I realised I had never told her those words before.
She gave me a smile and the tears broke from her eyes. She sniffled and pulled away from me to wipe her cheeks.
"You're not disguised with me?" she said.
"No," I burst out, I looked around to see if anyone was close enough to hear me. I lowered my voice and said, "no, is that why you said you were sorry. No, I thought you were ashamed of me, and and,"
She leaned over and grabbed my hand and squeezed it. We gave each other a smile and looked away from each other. The pit in my stomach had stopped turning as I saw her smile return.
Mom looked out across the parking lot and smiled. Street lights lit the road and parking lots. Most people had cleared off the street, with the low din of the city it almost felt relaxing.
"You know, it isn't the worst thing imaginable when you think about it, just at the time it was a shock. Now looking back... it isn't really different from doing it with anyone else, is it?" she said.
I shook my head. "Maybe, I guess not."
She looked around at the empty tables and leaned in closer. "You know what's kind of annoying? Today the girls were getting pretty lewd at lunch, especially Beth. I guess because we're getting to know each other. I couldn't even brag about the largest cock I had when they asked."
I covered my face with both hands, "Oh my god mom... waitress," I said.
She swept her hair back and sat up stiff on her bench. The waitress greeted us with a smile.
"Fifteen more minutes, would you like a new drink?" she said.
"Not for me, but maybe he would like a beer instead." Mom said and gestured towards me.
Her elegant smile and politeness had returned, I wish I knew why. Because inside I still felt as if I were tied in a dozen knots.
"Sure, I'll be right back, which one would you like?" she said.
"Oh, um, whatever is on tap." I said.
She smiled and walked off with mom's empty glass.
Mom gave me a devious smile, she took a deep breath and said. "I just wanted you to know, yes it's weird, but I don't want this to ruin our road trip, because now that it's happened and I had time to think about it, and you don't hate me." She leaned in close and whispered over her glass. "Its just sex with another guy."
"Yeah, just sex..." I whispered. "Not like we killed someone or did a hit and run...hell, it was even with a beautiful woman." I scoffed and played it off as sarcasm.
I wanted to add, 'yeah just sex, with you, my mother. A beautiful woman with an amazing body and a round bubble butt, who's cleavage I'm now finding difficult to avoid with my eyes.'
Mom nodded her head and smiled. Her hands slid across the table and cupped mine, "we just need to get back to our core relationship." she said.



"Core relationship?" I said.
She squeezed my hand and let go so she could take a sip of her drink. "This, us, mother and son. Doesn't matter what we do or did, as long as we love each other as a mother and son in the end, or something like that, I think," she said
I straightened up as the waitress returned with a tall glass of beer. Whatever mom was drinking it hit hard, now I wondered how I could manage the beer.
Mom leaned her head on her hand and looked at the bubbly beer. "It even felt good..." She giggled and cleared her throat. "Maybe we should change the topic." She took a sip from her glass. "Should we see a movie this weekend, or just check out some of the shopping here?"
The breeze picked up as if to signal the arrival of another couple. They sat behind us and chatted idly about their day of shopping. The man nodded his head as the woman described the deals she found in a scented candle store. Their excitement seemed so extreme for such a small adventure. Behind them sat a mother and son who had sex, and their day was about a 30% sale on over priced candles.
Mom and I ate together, quiet, and oddly comfortable. She paid for our meal and as we walked back in the front of the hotel she wrapped her arm in mine and smiled at me.
"You know what, the new room is huge." She slipped from my arm and approached the front desk. "Excuse me, can we get help with moving my son's luggage from 213 to our new room, 524, it's under Mrs Davis. And is it too late to cancel the old room?"
She leaned forward on the desk and looked over. Her tight jeans hugged the curves of her ass and hips. Her shirt hid her waist line but showed enough to tease onlookers of a narrow waist.
The lady behind the desk nodded her head and said, "Yes, I will send someone right up to meet you there. No, but I would have to charge you for today."
Mom nodded her head and smiled as she curled her arm back into mine.
Mom was definitely drunk, I had to help her with the elevator and as we packed it was more of a toss in the luggage and slam it shut approach. Needless to say we were finished packing my room long before the help arrived.
Our new room was huge compared to the first room, two queen beds, and a large window overlooking the city skyline. The bathroom was just as grande with a giant Jacuzzi tub in the corner, again oddly overlooking an almost clear glass shower.
Mom had already claimed the bed closest to the window. She flopped down on the corner of her bed and bent over to remove her boots. Her shirt opened giving me a display of her cleavage. In the past I would naturally shy away. But now I was so horny I had to watch. Her heavy breast swung inside her shirt. They were two fleshy soft tantalising globes of sensual beauty that disappeared behind black lace.
Mesmerised by either the alcohol or her breasts she caught me staring, though I'm not sure if she noticed. She leaned back on her hands and kicked her boots free. "Okay you first, I plan on enjoying that tub for a long time tonight." She pulled her phone from her pocket and checked it discreetly.
She sighed and laid on her side to set it on the end table. With a huge stretch she lifted her knees up and rotated her hips to the side. Her breasts poked up and her stomach showed at the bottom of her shirt, exposing her belly button. My cock responded by giving away not to my mother but a beautiful woman stretching on the bed.
Having been there once it desired more than ever to jump on top and enter her again.
"Come on, I want to clean up too." She said and looked down at me from over her breasts.
Whilst hiding my erection I grabbed a fresh pair of underwear from my luggage and took off for the bathroom before she could notice.
Every time I closed my eyes my mind returned to the feeling of sliding into a woman for the first time. The warmth, the pressure and the slick feeling that lubed the shaft. If I had been faster I could have cum that night, as I nearly did until we both came to our senses. I forced my mind to Nikki and then imagined another guy fucking her from behind.
Disappointed and slightly heart broken I ended my shower, dried off and left the bathroom.
Mom met me in the hall. "Didn't you wear those all day," she said. She had her robes and clean nightie wrapped up in her arms.
"I did, I just wanted to search for something while you were out of the room." I said.
She gave me a smile and put her hand on my chest and rubbed it.
My luggage was a disaster. Not only did I tend to it terribly the past few days, mom's rapid packing and me opening it upside down had it spill out onto my bed.
She hummed to herself in the Jacuzzi tub reading a magazine. Back in the room she had left her phone face up and an alert vibrated. Casually I glanced over to see if it was mine. The display read "SALLY" from a private message app. I saw the word 'son' and bent down to look closer.
"Yes, after my son and I had a heart to heart we returned to normal. We focus on our core relationship of mother and son, but when we both need to have..."
"No, no not there, have... what?" I whispered. I wished for just a bit more of the message. My stomach turned. I wanted to tap her phone but the message would display and show read. Obviously she was chatting with someone.
I pulled up my phone and searched the forum it came from. I even had an account but I didn't dare use my real account. I made a new email and created an account as fast as I could.
Typing in the name I remembered seeing, I searched freakingoutmom?? With no luck.
Mom still had the jets turned on. I tapped her phone and entered her pin. I wouldn't snoop, I promised myself. If that mattered anymore after the other night.
Freakedoutmom89, I shook my head and searched the forum. One such user existed with a single post.
My heart thumped as I checked the door.
"Help me, I don't know what to do. My son and I had to share a bed. Last night we woke up having sex... I immediately stopped it, but I don't know what to do, I don't want to hurt him, please someone."
Freakedoutmom89
There were a handful of suggestions, most were either "HOT!" Or "see a psychologist", one even said "nothing is an accident lady."
"Ass hole," I whispered. But he was right, just not in how he was thinking.
Then a glimmer of light caught my eye. A single comment offering relief. Written by a user named 'concernedmother045'
"First just relax, I promise it will be okay, you're not alone. A year ago my son and I had the same moment. I thought I was the worst mother for seducing her own son. We talked and figured things out. Now we have a very close supportive core mother son relationship.
We're not freaks, we don't live in the swamps or isolated back woods. We're very normal, drive nice vehicles and have a local business. I have to admit my son is a handsome young man, and I do my best to take care of myself. I even do some modelling.
One thing that helped me was knowing 1% of the people around you are doing or have done the same thing. If you need help, send me a PM. If not, that's okay, but here's a page I have for mother's who have feelings for their own sons.
Good luck, just remember it's normal if you accept it as normal.
Concernedmother045"
Mom continued her long bath. My wet hair dripped down my back and I stood at my bedside in my underwear. Scrolling through the forum and investigating the blog page.
The bathroom had grown quiet, for how long I didn't know, but rollers on the door creaked to life. Quickly I closed my phone, and threw clothes around searching for an unused shirt or pants bottom.
"You still haven't changed?" Mom said.
My heart skipped a beat and I spun on my heels to meet her. We stared at one another for a moment as we both took notice of my partially erect cock. It had grown harder as I was reading about sex.
She had her head tilted and combed her damp hair. She wore the same long robes, but ensured it was together at her neck. Damp spots stained it and made the satin cling to her body.
"I think you need at least PJ's, we know what happened last time you didn't wear them." She laughed and gave me a wink.
My face turned flush and my cock at last shrivelled. It was embarrassing but her smile made it easier to swallow.
"Eric, let's talk." She set her comb down and sat me down next to her on the bed.
"Okay, so, it happened, um I didn't expect it, but we had sex. That night, did you know you were having sex with me?" she said.
My stomach turned upside down and my head grew light. Her hand touched my bare back and she rubbed it in a circle. Her warm smooth palm pressed into my muscles and warmed my cold skin.
"I thought you were Nikki at first...or well another college girl." My mind stalled, at first? At first! Why?
"At first?" She said,
"It felt good, then I started waking when I heard you say, you feel so hard, by then I couldn't stop, like I was half dreaming but not fully awake until you shouted at me." I said.
She stopped rubbing my back and stood up, "oh." she said. She smirked and covered her eyes with the palm of her hand. "Oh my god, I kind of remember that, I was actually amazed and thought, wow George can get it up tonight."
"Get it up?" I said.
Mom sat down across from me on her bed. "George and I have been having some troubles, I guess its been so long since we had sex I just felt... something when we were beside each other."
She rubbed her thighs and laughed it off. "First time in six months and it was with my own son, ha. Oh, I'm sorry, I didn't mean anything, it's just not what I expected, you felt really, really good, and you're attractive, I just mean, mother and son. If you weren't." She rolled her eyes and looked away with a smirk on her face. Her cheeks turned red as she looked around the room.
Her eyes bolted open and she blurted out, "Shit, don't tell him I told you!"
"I think that secret is safe with me, I'm not too sure how I would work that into a conversation about fly fishing, golf or pharmaceutical companies." I said.
We laughed together and she patted me on the knee. "Yeah I guess you're right. Anyways what I mean is really, we're not different people, it was only sex, it wasn't a crazy out of the world thing we did. I'm probably nothing compared to those young college girls you hung out with?"
I nodded my head and gave her a thin smile, "Yeah." I looked down to the floor and could feel my face heat up.
She leaned across the aisle and rubbed my knee in a circle as if rubbing away a painful fall. Her smile melted away and she stared at my face. "Oh no, Eric was I your first?"
My spine straightened, and I looked her in the eyes. "No!"
A sigh deflated my chest, I don't know why I lied. Her big brown eyes pierced into me and it pained me to lie to her, had I done it out of my own embarrassment or to save her?
"I mean, yes, but that's okay um, yeah..." I said and tried to chuckle it off.
She sniffled and knelt down in front of me to embrace me. Her warm arms wrapped around me in a full hug and she pulled my head down to her cheek. My cheek and chin rested on her soft warm skin, her wet hair smelt like a pleasant flowery shampoo.
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry I took that from you." She whispered into my ear.
My lower back strained, but I didn't want the hug to end. I wanted to fall into her, hold her, be held by her, like a child being comforted. At the same time, I didn't want to see her hurt. My arm got around her waist and I held her tight to my shoulder. Her whole body felt warm and soft. It didn't feel sexual, just comforting. Maybe this was what that core relationship 'Sally' had mentioned.
She rubbed my back and whispered, "I'm sorry."
I shook my head, "No, don't be, it's okay, we're okay."
CHAPTER 3 PANDORA'S BOX
During my short stint at college, I had taken a single course in human behaviour. At the time I thought it might help with getting Nikki into bed. It did not, but I learnt about how the mind works. As we do and experience abnormal acts we become adjusted. Even great atrocities can become normalised.
At first it was easy to ignore mom's beauty. A beauty I once appreciated and was thankful to have in my own DNA. Supposedly my father was also attractive. But, he wasn't much of a father, more of a sperm donor, to mom and five other women. Last I heard of him, he married the sixth one.
Over breakfast in the restaurant I realised something. The warm comfort felt days earlier had turned sexual once more. As I gazed into the opening of mom's blouse I realised I was staring into Pandora's box.
She had reverted to a mother who tended a small child, as if she was trying to make up for a wrong. She was loving, caring and her usual self, but I think she was carrying guilt, which unfortunately wasn't hers to carry.
In turn we ended up competing to care for one another, cleaning, ordering food, and making each other laugh. She had her first weekend away from arguing teenagers, her business, and the course she attended.
Both Saturday and Sunday we enjoyed the spa to its fullest. But on day two I vowed not to return after getting a rather stubborn erection in the middle of the massage. The poor woman massaging me tried to ignore it, as well as my mother, and her masseuse. I made a vow to never get another massage again.
Afterwards mom's little kid side showed up, and teased me mercilessly for the remainder of the day. By Sunday evening we had seen the small city and what it had to offer. Mom from time to time checked her phone, once I saw the name "Sally". Which she promptly swiped away, but with her first moment alone was engrossed in reading.
By the time we arrived back at the hotel it was close to 9:00. I showered first, at mom's request and flopped back on the love seat, exhausted. Keeping up with mom was tough and so was tending to her. It was starting to feel like a week-long date with no end in sight.
While mom showered I flipped through the channels on the TV until I found something that might hold my interest. Fails and bloopers played through a number of motorbike fails, but what really caught my eye was the stripper fails up next.
Mom entered the room with a hairbrush in her hand and her robes tied shut. It was a long red nightgown. Since that night she only wore long robes. Not that it changed much, the thin fabric clung to her hips and waist teasing one's imagination. As she walked her legs opened the front giving flashes of flesh with each stride.
On the screen a woman twirled on a stripper pole.
Mom paused to watch the TV, "Oh I did that," she said.
Back on screen the woman slipped and fell on her head making mom wince. "But not that."
"You used a stripper pole?" I said.
Mom smiled at me and nodded her head. She took a seat next to me and combed her hair to the side. Unsupported, her breasts hung like two tear drops on her chest. Which served only to make them appear larger, fuller and more enticing to the eye.
The sway of her breasts as she combed her hair drew my attention more than the women on screen failing at stripping. Most paled in comparison to the woman sitting next to me, and I wondered how good of a dancer she was.
"That's it?" I said.
She gave me a smile and turned away from the TV. "A few years ago, when you were still in middle school, George really started having issues, so I figured I would learn to strip, I thought it might help."
She pinched the collar of her robes and fanned herself. She wore no visible bra under the robes, which was thin. In the cool air away from the warm water her nipples hardened and pointed through the fabric as they jiggled with her movements.
"And that's when I started wearing these kinds of night clothes. I thought it would help, it kind of did, for a while," she said.
"What do you mean? Are you two okay?" I said.
She shrugged her shoulders and put the comb down on her lap. "We're okay... well, I don't know, we're starting to feel more like roommates," she said.
"Oddly, I think I know how you feel, Nikki and I dated, but now I wonder if we were ever boyfriend and girlfriend." I said.
"Right! I mean there's feelings, but nothing deeper after the new love feeling is gone. Actually at first I thought maybe I wasn't sexy enough, that I had lost it," she said.
I shook my head at her comment, "you never lost it."
The comment made her smile ear to ear and she squeezed my thigh. She shrugged it off and continued. "It was the reason I expanded the store to have a fitness studio, secretly it was for myself, you know get paid to work out." She stiffened her back and gestured to her stomach.
I nodded my head and admired the view.
"But that didn't do much, eventually I just figured he got bored of it, but we still love each other and there's Penny and David." She smiled and looked at the floor.
A moment passed and she looked at me, "Oh, and you, I didn't forget you," She smiled at me and brushed back some of my hair around my ear.
She let out a sigh and stared off into the room, "I don't know if he just can't get aroused anymore or if he doesn't want to. At first I thought maybe it was me, then as years passed it got worse. Now, it's down to once every few months. We tried everything, porn, toys, exotic dancing, he just gets embarrassed when I dance though." She said and covered her smirk with her hand.
"I don't remember you sneaking off, when did you find time to learn to strip?" I said.
She laughed and raised her eyebrows, "It was your grade 10 year, night classes, and not stripping, exotic dance. I had to drive out of town to do them, under the name Roxy Ferguson." She smirked to herself, lost in memory.
"But I felt proud and when I was done I put on a show for him, wore the sexiest outfit I could buy and nothing, limp as ever. I don't even know if he cares about not being able to fuck or not. After that I put my effort into the store," she said.
She slumped her shoulders and said, "I never told anyone at work about George." Her smile faded. "I guess I was ashamed, Sandra, former prom queen and ice skating champion, Can't arouse her own husband."
I rubbed her shoulders and back and she gave me a shy half smile. Beneath my hand I could feel the muscles in her back, the warm flesh covered by satin fabric. The outline of her shoulder blades was void of any bra strap.
"Know what the worst part was? All the secrecy of taking the class didn't matter, during the first class I got recognised by a customer of mine. She asked if I was going to start stripping in the studio." She covered her face and snorted.
Her snort made her laugh harder and I couldn't help but join in. The crimson robes slipped free from the pressure of her bouncing breasts and exposed her cleavage. She gave me a shy smile and covered her chest.
Her snort made me chuckle but the sight of her bare chest between her breasts drew my gaze. In a vain attempt to avert my eyes I turned away. But the image remained in my mind and my cock grew with the thoughts of the nights before.
"Thank you," she rubbed my knee with her hand, "recently, I haven't been able to talk to anyone, I don't know why, I just feel embarrassed. Married and can't get laid!" She said and smiled at me.
The head of my cock pushed out of its skin and down the inside of my PJs. Its own sensation spurred on its growth. The less I tried to think of it the more my mind focused on it.
My throat was dry, "Why?" I croaked.
"Getting a man hard, I don't know how to explain, but not being able to get a man hard, is like a man... not being able to get hard... I think." She scrunched her face up and raised an eyebrow at me. "That doesn't make a lot of sense, um it's like..."
Her eyes drifted downward to my crotch, perhaps out of thought or to visually confirm the growing bulge. Either way it was the worst time to glance at me. The warm head unwrapped itself against my leg. My face grew hot as she stopped talking and stared.



"I've been feeling guilty about that night," she said lost in thought.
I shook my head, "no, no don't. I'm just as guilty. I should have just stayed on the floor." Part of me wanted to admit touching her but I was too afraid.
In a timid voice she said, "Did you like how it felt?"
My lungs felt as if the air was stolen from them. I didn't say a word, caught off guard I nodded my head.
Her chest heaved as she took a deep breath in. The sight of my erection aroused her and her nipples grew. Like small balloons being blown up I watched as they grew harder. Just like that dark night. We sat in silence, neither of us dared to look the other in their eyes. Her hand still rested on my thigh, her fingers twitched and picked at the fabric.
Without warning she sat up on the edge of the love seat and untied her robes. Like a shiny crimson curtain they parted to reveal the light coloured skin between her breasts, down her flat stomach and parted ways over her bare, beautiful legs. The only break in her light skin was the black lace strings of her micro thong. A black triangle of lace and sheer. Her large wondrous breasts remained wrapped in the satin, hidden away to be unveiled later.
"I stole your virginity, I can't give it back, I'm sorry." She said and slipped off the front of the couch onto her knees.
Her hand ran over my rock hard erection. She smiled and pulled back her hair admiring the bulge in my pants.
My heart thumped in my ears, deep down part of me protested. But I didn't dare move or say a word for fear she would stop. As her slender fingers pulled down my waistband and released my bent cock, it sprang up straight. Her eyes lit up as she admired its size in comparison to her outstretched hand.
"Did Nikki at least give you a blowjob?" She said, her hand ran the length of my penis as she inspected its full length, measuring it with both her hands. It seemed to be a common technique. Her eyes were cross eyed as she admired its length.
I shook my head and said "no." Her warm hands pulled down on my cock revealing its mushroom head and I accidentally moaned from the pleasure. For the first time since she sat down she looked into my eyes and a smile spread across her lips.
The room began to spin and her warm hands moved back up my shaft, exploring its length before pulling down again to expose its head.
She positioned herself between my knees. The movement caused her robes to slip from her shoulders and hang off her elbows.Her breasts opened up showing their round full droplet shape. Her two perky nipples stuck out like oversized pencil erasers.
Her breasts jiggled and bounced as she jerked my cock up and down with one hand. The other hand fought with her hair to keep clear of her face.
Eager for more, I lifted my ass off the couch and pulled my underwear and PJ down past my knees. She stopped for a moment and helped pull them off completely. My cock was so hard it ached, the sides felt as if they would burst from the pressure.
"Fuck your so hard." She said, with that she leaned forward, her warm breasts fell over my knees and her mouth opened over the head of my penis.
"Oh, my..." I panted. My head became light for the last time. The urge to fuck had taken over. My hips bucked up off the love seat, driving my cock deeper into her mouth.
It felt hard, soft and hot all at the same time. My tip slid over the roof of her mouth, while her soft hot tongue slid under the mushroom head. Until it could push no further.
But she did not choke, instead she sucked hard and jerked the bottom half. Unable to fight it I leaned back and held onto her arm and head. Caressing her bare skin and her long silky hair.
She too had grown hotter. The way she straddled my foot, her soaked pussy rubbed on my ankle and shin. The warm smooth skin of her torso caressed my legs. In turn I pressed the top of my foot into her making her moan on my cock.
I leaned down to pull her up on top of me, but she dug in, looked me in the eyes and shook her head. "No, just this."
In agreement I nodded my head and laid back enjoying myself as she pumped my cock into her mouth. After a minute I looked down to admire her as she worked. She laughed to herself. "You enjoy watching?." She said,
I nodded my head in approval. Her cheeks sucked in and bulged out. The muscles in her neck strained as her head bobbed up and down. The longer I watched the harder she ground herself into my foot. Wanting to repay the favor I curled my foot up as high as I could to put pressure on her.
After a deep breath she took me in her mouth again. Both hands roamed my thighs, abs and privates. I let out a moan and twisted under her weight, feeling my bare skin on hers. The surge of skin on skin made her moan and she cupped my testicles and pumped my cock in her mouth.
Spit and pre-cum glistened on her lips and hands. Hot and cold sensations flooded my mind as she pulled away to take a breath. The cool air chilled my wet penis. Then a wave of pleasure and warmth upon her return.
"Is it okay? Does it feel good?" she said.
My voice cracked "Yes... ehm, yes..." I said.
That simple fact gave her confidence, suddenly her hand pumped faster, and harder. She put her mouth over the head and sucked harder than she had before. She slurped and popped as her head bobbed up and down. Her hair flailed at the sides, tickling my thighs and crotch, but in a pleasant seductive way.
I wanted it to last forever but all too soon my balls tightened and my hips yearned to thrust forward. Filled with lust I thrust my hips into her waiting mouth. My foot pressed up into her and coiled forward, grinding her crotch into my ankle.
She lifted her head from my crotch and said, "It's okay, cum for me." Then her mouth returned, engulfing me in warm tight pleasure.
The pleasure I felt was released in a surge along the underside of my cock. I moaned and held her hand tight.
"I'm cumming, mom I'm cumming." I exclaimed.
She snorted and laughed, but held her lips around the head of my cock. My hips thrust up, squeezing cum out into her waiting mouth, only after I had relaxed did she remove her mouth. Cum and spit ran down her chin and she feverishly pumped my cock trying to coax more from it. She studied it as it oozed over her hands and ran down the sides.
She smiled at me and held my cum in her mouth. Her eyes closed and her throat tightened, but she shook her head at me. When she opened her eyes, she looked onto my cock and casually stroked it, massaging the cum into her hands until I softened.
With a smile on her face she stood up and walked back to the washroom. I laid back and proudly watched the beautiful woman who just sucked me walk away.
Before she returned I pulled on my PJs and tidied up the area. Cum had run down my ass and stained the couch. My hands and knees trembled as reality returned, I had just cum in my mothers mouth.
In the bathroom she rinsed her mouth and fixed her robes. When she returned she had a warm wet hand towel. "I thought I could swallow, but that was a lot of cum. Do you feel better?" She knelt before me and pulled down my pj's. Using the warm towel she lovingly cleaned me with a shaky hand.
"How do I answer that?" I said.
"Was it good? Does it make up for your terrible first time?" She said.
"Yes, amazing." I said.
Her cheeks grew flush and she smiled to herself. She continued to clean my limp cock playing with it as it flopped side to side from thigh to thigh.
"Before, it wasn't terrible." I said.
"I yelled at you to wake up and pull out, then I ran off, that's pretty bad for a guy's first time," she said.
"Don't forget the moan you made when I pulled out," I said.
She stared at me with a blank face then burst into laughter. Finished with the towel she tossed in on my stomach, stood up and wrapped herself in her robes, "you noticed that, huh?"
I nodded my head and cleaned the cushion. "What about you?"
"I'll be fine, it's late, let's get some sleep, this is all behind us now, okay?" she said.
I smiled and nodded my head before the two of us crawled into our own beds and turned the lights out. After a minute of staring into the dark ceiling she giggled.
"You okay?" I said.
"Yeah, I'm just remembering how you announced 'mom I'm cumming'."She said
My face grew hot and I wanted to crawl deep under the covers. Maybe motherly intuition could see in the dark because her next comment took it away.
"I'm laughing because that's not a usual thing mothers imagine hearing their son cry out. it was... I don't know, oddly special... put it out of your mind, we need to get some sleep," she said.
"Are you going to be okay? What about you?" I said. Of course I was concerned about her, but I also wanted to get laid.
"I'll be fine, don't worry about me, I'm used to it, good night." she said.
I laid my head back on the pillow and stared into the faint light. "Good night."
But she wasn't alright, she tossed and turned through the night, kicking the sheets off, only to gather them up again when she grew cold.
More to come in part 2...
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CHAPTER 4 REPAYING A DEBT OWED
I owed her, or so I told myself. Truth is after getting a blowjob I wanted more. I was caught in a "Taste but Don't Swallow'' situation. Throughout the night every time I woke from a dream I could feel her soft skin rubbing on mine, her warm lips sucking on me and how her moans drove me on. Only to realise I was alone in my bed, with cool sheets rubbing across my naked skin. 
By morning the alarm clock beeped between us. It must have squawked at us for a minute before mom rolled over and hit the switch. Her hair was scattered, her robes had pulled free, exposing a breast under the blanket. After last night she was very casual about it. Her legs swung over the edge putting her whole body on display. Without tying her robe shut she stood up and patted me on my morning wood, which formed a tent in the covers.
"I thought I took care of that last night." she croaked.
Things had changed with us, not in an uncomfortable or strange way but somehow we had become comfortable with each other, like a friendship had blossomed on top of being mother and son.
As we got ready we touched each other, on the arm, the small of the back and shoulder. Nothing seductive or lustful, just two people who were comfortable with each other in a tight area. Our core relationship had definitely changed to include casual flirting, but not in a horny weird way.
Which was all fine until we stepped out of the room for the first time. Early in the morning we crept in to the restaurant as if the whole world knew our secret. But after two waitresses greeted us and took our order we shared a glance. Our glances turned to snickers and eventually she caressed my foot with hers under the table.
The restaurant was full of people going about their morning without a care of what we had done the night before. We were part of the 1% and no one knew our secret. The more people walked by without a second glance the more relaxed mom became. She spoke louder, smiled more and laughed out loud during our conversation.
Breakfast was relaxed and pleasant, though she was a coffee fiend who had dark circles under her eyes. Mom nearly chugged her first cup of coffee then savoured the second, by the time we left breakfast she had bought a to go cup.
When it came time for her to leave, a lady met us in the lobby. She was toned, younger than mom, maybe early thirties. Light tanned skin with short hair. She was adorned with full makeup, a giant diamond ring and numerous pieces of jewellery.
"Good morning Sandra, who's this handsome young man?" She said.
Mom beamed a giant smile and gestured to me, "This is Eric, my son."
She gave me a big smile and said, "Good to meet you Eric, I'm Beth."
The beauty of her face and appearance shocked me for a second and I nodded my head to her, "Hi."
She turned to mom and said, "Ready?"
"Yes," mom said, she pulled me in for a kiss on the cheek and I patted her on the small of her back.
"Wow, look at you two, I wish my sons would let me do that in public. Since grade two neither of them couldn't be seen with their mom! Now that they're teenagers its even worse" She laughed.
Mom looked at me, "Yes, we have a special one." she waved to me and took a step towards the door smiling to herself.
As the two walked away, another man in the lobby strained to keep his attention on his phone sitting next to his girlfriend. I did not, I admired both their asses as they left the front. 'Condoms, I need condoms' I thought.
Throughout the day I cleaned the room, watched a movie and ordered room service. After lunch I snuck out and bought condoms from a store. Eight blocks away due to the paranoia of meeting a hotel staff member, as if they would know what I was buying them for.
Tonight was the night I would seduce my mother. I had it planned out, a light supper, a scented candle from the spa, and a clean neat room. I even got a reddish tablecloth to go over the table next to the window.
By 5:30 the supper was on its way for 5:45 and I was dressed to impress. Both her and Beth showed up. They carried large piles of papers and books. Her hair was a mess and she wore sunglasses to cover her eyes. Both mom and Beth stood in the hallway and admired the room.
"Wow you're lucky, When I get back, I'll have to clean up after the kids AND husband. Then I'll be in the bathroom studying these tonight. What a son."
I raised my hand and said, "Hi."
Mom gave me a smirk, "Yeah... well that's the usual case back home, but this trip has been different alright."
Beth held her books up and said "Okay, I better get back to my room and start these, after I order something for them to eat and clean up a bit." She rolled her eyes. As the door closed Beth looked at me, winked and gave me a thumbs up. I'm pretty sure she didn't intend on it meaning anything sexual, but due to the situation...
Mom flopped down on her bed with the books on her lap. "How was your day?" she said.
"Good, boring though. I have supper on the way, it should be here any minute." I said.
A tired smile spread across her face and she removed her glasses. Dark circles lined her blood shot eyes. She got up and hugged me before she cleared a space on the desk and looked at the table.
She turned to me with a smile and pointed to the table. "Did you set this up?"
Before I could answer, a knock at the door interrupted me. "Supper, and it'll finally happen before seven." I said.
I tipped the man five and brought our food into the room. "Well I figured you'd be tired so I wanted to make you comfortable. I just wasn't expecting the homework."
She took a seat and said, "Neither did I."
Mom admired me as I set up the plates, food and drinks. We didn't speak much but we ate a pleasant grilled chicken, and fettuccine pasta. Shared a few glances and her foot came to rest on top of mine. She patted it with a slow rhythmic beat, as if she was playing a song for herself.
After we finished she retired to her bed and opened her books. But within the hour she passed out on her bed. Outside the sun had set and the street lights lit the dark city. She slept through my cleaning and even when I took her manual and papers off her chest.
The urge to fuck had passed as I watched her sleep, instead she was my mother once more. I gathered my PJ's pants and headed for the shower. It took some time but I relieved myself, though not as pleasant as a blowjob or someone else's hand.
When I returned I wore only the bottom and was greeted by my groggy mother, sitting on the side of the bed. She smiled and stood up.
"I think you better just get some sleep tonight." I said.
She yawned and nodded her head, "It's almost ten, what time did I fall asleep?"
I helped her up off the bed, "About seven thirty maybe eight." I said.
She staggered to the bathroom with her nightie in her hand. The shower turned on, rather than her long usual bath. She wore a black night gown, past her knees and far less sexy than her crimson. But her perky nipples betrayed her, she turned out the lights and crawled into her bed.
We said good night and fell asleep. By eleven o'clock I woke with a raging hard on, face down and a damp spot on my PJ's. At first I thought I had cum, but it was just pre-cum. Mom shifted in her bed, her arm shot out and flopped down on the pillow. I imagined George took a number of those before wanting separate beds.
Her long thick leg hung out of the covers, her nightgown rode up past her waist exposing a matching lace thong. In the faint light I watched her chest heave. Her nipple was erect and uncovered by the blanket.
Eleven o'clock became eleven thirty, then twelve and at twelve ten as I stared at the clock. She moaned, kicked the bed sheet from herself and laid silent. My cock refused to soften and each time it would, I would open my eyes to find it hard again.  
The sound of two guys thundering down the hall and laughing made me sit up. Under the door shadows streaked by and a man's voice loudly whispered at them, "People are trying to sleep, get inside, mom has to wake up early!"
I thought mom would wake but she continued to lay there motionless. I swung my feet out of bed, adjusted my cock and stood up. The view of her exposed hips and waist was not helping the situation. I reached for the sheets and pulled them up over her feet. Like a thump in my chest I remembered that night, then the condoms I bought.
She said she hadn't had sex in half a year, that she felt inadequate to arouse a man. Yet she was a beautiful woman, fine long hair, pretty face and a busty curvy figure. It seemed idiotic that she had begun to think that way.
The old videos and pictures of her in her ice skating outfits were amazing. Even I would stare at them from time to time, admiring her physique, her smile, her hair. The women in her club always had amazing legs and asses, but unlike them, mom also had a full round set of breasts.
My gaze traced the creases where her thigh met her hips and thong. Suddenly the head of my cock unsheathed itself, pushing against my PJ's. She was wrong, she was blaming herself for George's lack of ability.
George was a nice guy, helped raise me since I was two, but I always felt like I was just, mom's son. David and Penny were his son and daughter. Presents were always given with more enthusiasm or homework was encouraged more strongly. I suppose it afforded me freedom growing up.
Mom had repaid me with a blow job, but I felt I needed to do the same for her. At least she could get some sleep.
"The biggest cock you had felt?" I whispered. On the end table between us was a tiny wall light that gave off just enough light to see between the beds. I flicked the switch and admired her beautiful face in the faint light.
She moved her feet, but nothing else. I knelt down next to her and pulled her nightgown away from her breast. I could hear my heart pumping in my ears, I dare not breathe as to wake her. I would get her hot and ready like the first night, then fuck her.
On porn the men would suck and lick the nipples and the woman would go wild. It was the best I could hope for. I lowered my lips to her chest and slid the black fabric away, exposing an erect nipple.
The surge of panic and thrill brought on a mini panic attack. But lust once again saved me from fainting. As my tongue touched the rough flesh my head cleared and the base of my cock ached with pressure.
Freeing my cock from my pants I ran my tongue over her nipple. A moan left her throat, her legs drew together then relaxed. Frozen in place I  kept my tongue flat on her nipple, I could feel it growing against my touch, hardening under my tongue's pressure.
Bent over with my cock sticking out the pressure inside caused a dull pain. A simple stroke soothed it but only temporarily.
She stirred and rolled to her side so she was at a 45 degree angle away from me. I was reminded of when George took me fly fishing in an attempt to bond. I hated fly fishing, but I remembered something. "Don't slap the bait, tease them, lick the top of the water four or five times then gently land the fly on the water top".
I was so inexperienced at sex, I was taking advice from a fly fisherman. The same fisherman who was married to the woman I was trying to fuck.
Her breast was still exposed but I had to crawl up to her. I lowered my tongue and flicked the erect bud with the tip of my tongue. Once more she moaned and her top leg shot down. A second quick flick was all I dared. Fear started to consume my lust.
But the sight of her lace thong and her bare leg was too much. I reached down, touched her fabric and ran the tip of my finger over her hip bone. She moaned and turned her head from me, her arm was back up over her head. I studied her face watching for signs of her waking.
Her frantic flailing, the same ones George got pissed about for waking him up, "were they sexual?" I thought. Growing up she used to always have a romance novel, it was her favourite pastime. But for the past few years she had moved onto a tablet, which sat on her end table beside us.
"George, you're an idiot." I whispered.
My eyes turned back to Sandra's body. I told myself, 'I'm going to fuck you, with the biggest cock you've had.'
Her skin felt so soft, smooth, and warm. Her stomach was soft but as I travelled down lower than her belly button she grew firm to the touch. Over her hip bone to the edge of her lace. She felt warm through the thin material, the slit hidden below had grown moist.
Like a rush of cold water my chest forced me to inhale. My fingertips slid down the damp material, she moaned louder than before. Her leg rolled up and before I could withdraw crushed down on my hand. My fingers were caught between her legs and she had rolled up to my side of the bed.
Horrified, I stared at her face on its side expecting her eyes to open wide and catch me touching her. Before she woke I had to free myself or push her over the edge. Now my plan felt as if it was unravelling. Until her hips rolled up, grinding my fingers along her slit.
A sense of confidence returned and told myself, 'I've already had my cock in her once, and just last night she of her own free will sucked my cock and made me cum."
My fingers slid past the thong between the damp folds of soft skin. She was shaven clean with no stubble, soft silky skin greeted my touch. I fumbled searching for the hole then slid my middle finger inside.
Her hips twitched, her thighs tightened and her pelvis turned up into my hand, gliding my finger deeper inside. She let out another moan into her pillow and her hand found mine between her legs. It was all or nothing at this point.
Without looking at her face for approval I pulled the nightie to the side and latched my mouth onto her exposed breast. Her hand clenched my wrist and she let out a muffled laboured moan.
"Eric!" she huffed.
Withdrawing my hand enough I slid both my index and middle finger inside her soaking pussy. She tried to pull away but like a clamp on her pelvic bone, I held her in place. They went deep inside where a small, round, soft organ greeted them. Whatever it was inside I pressed on it which made her thrust her head back and stiffen her legs.
"It's okay, cum for me." I said. The words had helped me, I hoped they would work the same on her.
Her hand found the back of my head and guided my tongue and mouth to the other breast. My fingers pressed inside to my knuckle and turned inside her. I stirred and massaged the inside of the pelvic bone.
Her back arched and she hastily pulled her nightie up to her neck exposing her gorgeous, firm torso to me. The thin straps of her thong were all that covered her beauty. Her silky legs rubbed together bare to look upon.
"Amazing," I whispered.
She kicked away the last of her sheets and rubbed her calves and feet on the mattress, grinding herself into my hand. She purred for me while I moved from nipple to nipple, giving both equal attention. The more I circled her insides the more she stretched her toes out, twisting about on the mattress.
The tip of my cock thrust into the side of the bed. A shot of pain jarred me from the base reminding me of its neglect. I pulled away and stood, revealing a hard cock dangling before her. As I stepped out of my underwear she slithered across the edge and took it in her mouth.
The warm embrace of her mouth and tongue made the pain go away. But still I wanted more, I thought of the condoms hidden in my luggage, but I didn't want to leave her for fear she would turn from the lust.
A moan left my mouth, which only turned her on more. Her legs squeezed together and her lips clamped tight. With each moan I let out she ran her hands over her bare skin caressing herself from her breast down her waist and to her thigh. Condom or not I wanted inside and from what I could tell, she wanted it too.
I pulled my hips free of her mouth and she looked up at me with lustful eyes, about to demand a reason. With a firm hand I tried to pull her to me by the knee, but she stopped me.
"No, just this." She said, She made room for me and led me close beside her.
But she didn't just mean for me to get a blowjob. Her mouth engulfed my cock and she guided my shoulders and head down between her waiting knees. As I drew lower she helped my one leg over her head and spread her legs for me.
My cock was willing to fuck anything at this point. While it was not the hole I wanted, I moaned and was betrayed by my body. She lifted her head sliding it deeper until my hips thrust forward and I lowered myself onto her.
Our bodies pressed into each other and I got the hint. I was eager to try it, I had seen porn with 69's and heard the talk of a woman's sweetness. Her thighs wrapped around my head and I slid my tongue into her slit.
Sweet but not tasty, it was like mucus on a cold day. But the moan that vibrated around my cock as it was in her throat, made me lap faster and harder. I pulled her thong free and she kicked it off. Lapping sounds of spit, moans, and smacking mixed with the sound of the air conditioner kicking in.
Outside someone passed by our door, unknown to them a mother and son were engaging in taboo sex. What would their reaction be? would they accept it? For sure mom's beauty would affect their decision.
Our secret hidden by a thin slab door in the middle of a hotel. Had I passed by a door or driven by a house with only curtains to obscure their secret?
She cupped my balls in her warm hands and I wrapped my arms around her round ass and hips, pulling myself tight into her.
My mouth was filled with a mixture of saliva and her fluids. I couldn't bring myself to swallow, and the longer I refused the more it filled my mouth until it poured off my tongue and onto her gaping slit. She let out a moan and arched her back.
My hands roamed her soft thighs and hips. The more I did the more she slithered her body against mine. It wasn't about the pleasure of my tongue or her mouth, it was the whole experience. Our skin to skin across our whole body, the way we came together caressing and rubbing. It was nothing like masturbating or even her blow job she had given me. It was more, it was as if we melted together in a flood of mind numbing pleasure.
I fucked her like I would have if we were in the missionary position. She held onto my cock at the base to prevent me from going too deep, but like an expert licked, sucked and slurped, at times she took a break to rub it on her cheek and neck savouring its hardness.
I was horny and the thought of her swallowing my cum caused an orgasm to build. Caught in the pleasure I pushed away from her to admire her body. I angled my hips up and sunk my cock into her throat. She could sense my orgasm and tilted her chin up to give me access.
But I didn't want it to end and pulled away from her open mouth. Before I could escape, she reached up and pulled me back towards her with both her hands on my ass. Overtaken by the urge I thrust forward, her throat bulged as my cock slid deeper than before.
The firm walls of her throat tightened around the shaft and head. Her hands caressed my ass and thighs, urging me on. At her guidance I pulled back and watched her throat return to normal. She took a breath and guided me back inside. Each time I tested it, going deeper until the whole shaft was in her.
Pleasure took over and I became lost in watching her throat bulge. She tapped me twice, and pulled her head to the side to take a gasp of air. Pre-cum leaked out and mixed with spit around her mouth.



She looked around the side of my testicles and admired my hard body planked over her. With a quick eye to eye glance she took my shaft in her mouth again and swirled the head of my cock inside. I was so close I thought I would cum over her face, and was willing for such an end.
Before I could she pulled me free, gasped and took several breaths. "Oh, fuck its big."
My balls tighten, and I grit my teeth fighting off the orgasm that burned inside. It was so close any touch would set it off. I was wrong about cumming anywhere. I wanted to cum in her, to feel the pleasure. Her hand guided me back in, as her tongue glided over the topside of my cock I felt myself go.
"Oh my god I'm close," I moaned.
Instead of pushing me away she grabbed my ass with both hands and pulled me in tighter. Her throat gurgled as I slid back inside. The whole shaft entered her throat and caused her to bulge. Above her my whole body tensed up as I looked down between us. My muscles burned but I wanted to see it.
The warm sensation of my orgasm flowed through the underside of my cock and my testicles tightened. I moaned as I injected a shot of cum down her throat and into her stomach. My arms and legs spasmed as another surge sent more cum down into her. She reached around and massaged my tight testicles with the palm of her warm hand. A low long moan left my lips and my body quivered from the physical strain.
She tapped my ass and pushed on my hips to roll to the side. Fearing I had angered her I rolled to the side. My cock slid out with a gurgle and her back arched as she expelled me.
Afraid she was pissed I and looked down at her face. She continued to grip my cock but looked away and took a giant breath of air. With a slender finger she brushed back sticky, wet hair and opened her mouth.
With cum still oozing out, she guided my cock back down her throat. The orgasm had weakened but the sensation of her throat muscles made my testicles tighten one last time. With her warm soft hand on my balls, I felt it spasm, my hips buck forward, forcing the tip down her throat.
I squeezed her breasts and arms, gritting my teeth and as my body tightened she sensed the last of my orgasm.
She tilted her chin up and I felt myself slid deeper down her throat. With the lust gone I was afraid I would choke her and tried to pull up. She wouldn't allow it, instead she held me down by the ass until I pumped the last of my sperm into her. Her throat tightened and relaxed as she swallowed. When I was done she tapped my ass and pushed up.
Cum and spit soaked the sides of her face and hair. With one finger she cleaned her lower lips of the sticky mixture. "I haven't done that for a while." she laughed.
"Did you get yours? Because I have condoms." I said.
"Small ones, but no sex, just oral. I think I'll be okay." She pulled her hair up to the side and pulled her soiled nightie over her head. "I Finally got to have a real sixty nine, George hated giving oral but loved having it." she chuckled.
My competitive side turned on, while I had mine I wanted to prove myself. In a fluid motion I pressed her knee to the side, lowered my face between her legs and slid my tongue inside of her pussy. The muscles strained to push out as hard as I could, with my nose and lips mashed against her.
She lifted her chin, gripped my hair and spread her legs further apart. Her sweet slick fluid covered my tongue. Its tip flicked up out of the hole and over a small bud. Her back arched, thrusting her belly up and her hand clenched my hair. The muscles in her thighs hardened and she kicked her heels into the mattress.
The hairs on my head stung as she squeezed, then she let out a moan and gasped, "Fuck!". Her body quivered and shook from the sudden assault then subsided. When the wave passed her, she fought to catch her breath.
I lost track of time as I lapped, fingered and sucked on her. I gave her everything I could think of and when my tongue grew too stiff and tired I used my fingers. One at first, then a second. A third was too tight and she pulled my hand away.
"I'm close... faster... faster!" she called out.
She squeezed her breasts with one hand and rubbed the front of her slit hard and fast with the other. Doing as she commanded I slid two fingers in and out of her as fast as my hand could. Then like she had been struck by lightning, she jerked back, raised her knees, squeezed her legs together and rolled to her side.
With my hand trapped inside all I could do was swirl my fingers in a circle. We looked one another in the eyes and I watched my mother have an orgasm. Her mouth opened, soundless at first while she clenched my forearm for support.
As if released from invisible restraints, she gasped and heaved to catch her breath. She gave me a smile, relaxed and threw her forearm over her forehead. As she regained her strength, I licked and sucked on her nipples. Like a queen being attended to, she laid on her back and stroked the back of my head with her finger tips. Coming down from bliss she purred to herself.
"Thank you," she whispered.
After a long while we got up and showered separately, I had hoped for more, but by the time I finished my shower she had fallen asleep in her bed. I crawled beside her still naked and she snuggled up to me with a smile.
The following morning we behaved as if nothing happened even though we both woke naked in each other's arms. Our core relationship had turned sexual, but it was true we were still mother and son, but the uneasiness that once was between us had vanished, replaced with a sense of intimate love.
In the lobby we ran into Beth who waved to us. She stood with three men, who I presumed to be her husband and two sons. They were taller than me and skinny. They looked like they were in their senior years, roughly the same age as Penny.
"Hey, John, Reg, Lou, this is Sandra and Eric. These are my boys." She exclaimed.
Both mom and I smiled and said hello. Beth wore thin black leggings which showed a thong line going around her waist. For sure these two guys were sneaking into her dresser I thought. A host on scenarios ran through my mind as I nodded my head with mom's words.
"Yeah, that's okay, right Eric?" Mom said.
My mind snapped back and I searched the five sets of eyes on me, had they noticed my day dream, what I was staring at or even thinking of?
Beth laughed, "Can I get a ride young man?"
"Yes! Yes of course, sorry I was just trying to remember names." I said.
Her husband John shrugged his shoulders and nodded his head, "Okay we'll maybe on second thought I'll take the boys out to the amusement park today, then we'll all go next Saturday again."
Beth's smile faded and she nodded her head, "Okay, have fun guys."
John leaned in and gave her a quick peck on her cheek. "Okay see you tonight."
"Bye mom," Her two boys said simultaneously.
After they vanished around the corner outside, I smiled at Beth and ushered her to the front door.
Beth rummaged around in her bag and pulled out a small folded booklet. "Oh Sandra, here before I forget, the catalogue we spoke about."
Mom blushed and smiled at me. She took the booklet from Beth and slipped it into her bag of books.
Beth sat in front with me, mom gave me a wink as she insisted Beth take the passenger seat.
She sighed as she spotted her family. "I don't know why he won't wait, its not like he enjoys going on rides with the boys. Now they're going to see everything and I'll probably end up on the roller coaster alone."
"Huh, Eric and I have been looking for one last place to visit before heading home. He loves roller coasters. Maybe we should go there this weekend, say..."
I looked back at mom in the rear view mirror and she wrinkled her nose at me with a wink.
"Say, ten o'clock Saturday morning?" Beth said with a smile.
"Yes, I think that's about the time we had planned on getting out and touring the city," Mom said.
The light turned red and I stopped the vehicle. I looked at the two women's faces next to me and shook my head with a grin on my face. "Okay, ten works."
Beth and mom laughed together and discussed their planned surprise encounter on Saturday.
I dropped the two women off at the campus and said goodbye, admiring them as they walked away for a second longer than I should have. Beth glanced back and caught me lingering. I turned away and acted as if I was checking the mirrors.
Back in the room a note was sitting on my pillow. The single page of paper was folded into three with my name written on it.
"Eric, our first night freaked me out and I searched online for help. I found some and I'm sorry I didn't share it sooner. But a woman named Sally reached out, she told me it would be alright and that she and her son have a similar relationship.
She compared it to a game. When we play a game we take it out of the box, set it up and play, after the winner and loser cleans it up and puts the game away. Life goes on if all the players act maturely and understand it's a game.
She told me about the "Core Relationship", in the end, we're still mother and son. Not husband and wife or lovers or coworkers. You're my son and I love you, but we need to be safe.
She said her and her son both know it's not to start a family or end in marriage. It's for pleasure and when it's done we return back to mother and son.
I like our game, but we have to be careful.
Love mom.
PS maybe call me Sandra when we play the game, mom still kinda creeps me out :)"
I opened my phone and texted her, knowing she would be sitting next to Beth. "I can have a board game setup for tonight if you want to play?"
Seconds passed and already the display showed her typing a reply.
"I'd love to, but clean up the room first. Would you like me to invite Beth?" mom said.
I stared at the screen un-moving, was it a test, what the fuck was that question?
"JK, next time you stare, don't make it obvious. Oh if we're going to do this more often, don't hesitate to reach out to Sally" mom said.
I rolled my eyes and went to set my phone down, before I could turn away it buzzed and displayed, "'MOM, shared a contact, SALLY"
CHAPTER 5, TASTE BUT DON'T SWALLOW.
The roughest roads can be worn smooth if you travel it enough. After a week it had become natural, simple and enjoyable. But I saw a side to mom I didn't think existed. Over the week she only "Played the Game" twice. But throughout the evening when we were alone, she wore only lingerie.
Beth, her new sexy friend, also became a frequent visitor. Joining us on suppers and study dates. Of course mom wore her clothes then, but it didn't help the sexual frustration that was building inside of me.
Another thing mom liked to do was open the blinds, all the time, even when we played "the game." She also enjoyed being a cock tease, flirting, wearing only lingerie then shutting me down with a smile. Uncle Fred once told me she had all the guys chasing her back in their days, before she came back pregnant with me and settled with George.
Our last weekend was spent with Beth and as predicted by her, her family was afraid of the roller coasters. A light rain soaked the seats and all of the park's visitors. But the lines were short and the only ones bothered by the rain was Reg, John and Lou. Except when both mom and Beth were soaked to the bone. Then her sons perked up and took notice in a number of ways.
I had become the substitute adventurous son, but mom wasn't one to be left out. Whenever there were 3 or more seats we all went on a ride together. It was like being on a date with two mature models, at times I nearly forgot my mom was my mother.
Once mom jumped out of line and sent me and Beth alone together on a scenic thrill ride called the tower drop. Beth covered her face in embarrassment when we saw her two sons ogling mom from behind as she looked up at us. When the seats fell she let out a scream and grabbed a hold of my pant leg.
All in all, that day was a blast and mom and Beth parted ways like they were old friends. Beth and I met once more that night, by coincidence picking up takeout. We chatted while we waited. Before she left she slipped me a quick kiss on the cheek and whispered thank you.
If we had more time, mom might have been right about me fucking her. My last night was filled with lusty dreams, dreams mom promptly dealt with, several times.
On our last day mom pulled the curtains back to reveal a dull overcast morning. She held the phone to her ear, wearing nothing but a red thong and bra and stood in front of the large window looking up at the sky.
"George it'll be okay, it's just rain... Has it been raining for four days? Eric and I have been having fun, I guess I lost track of time." She stuck her tongue out and discreetly picked a hair from her mouth, discarding it on the floor.
Mom gave me a wink as I pulled my underwear up.
"Yes, we'll be home tonight, we'll drive safe, okay love you too." she flipped her hair to the side and disconnected her phone.
"Come on, I took care of you already, but we have to check out. I guess some houses and roads are flooded back home. Might be a long drive." mom said.
"Are you sure you're okay?" I said.
Mom smiled at me and picked her jeans up off the bed. "Yes, I'm okay, I just wanted to take care of you one last time before we leave." She bent down and slid her leg into her pants.  
"I'm just saying, it wouldn't be our first time, if you need relief too." I said.
Her jeans slid up over her round lush ass, cupping her glutes. She beamed a smile towards me and sighed, "It is tempting, but no this was fun, I enjoyed our time together, but we're going home. We better get our heads back in order, okay?" She held me by the shoulders and looked me in the face.
It was difficult not to look down at her ample sized breasts concealed in a flimsy red bra, with two semi hard nipples jutting out... I may not have avoid staring as much as I thought I did. "Yes, I understand."
Mom pulled a shirt over her head giving me the final glimpse of her bare waist and stomach. "You know Beth kept inquiring about you, I think she has a bit of a crush on you." she laughed.
"Mom, she's married." I said.
"Hmmm, so, to some that's okay. It sounded like her husband goes on frequent business trips..."
Reluctantly I pulled my pants up and buttoned it. It felt like the end of an open story, nearly there but no closure.
"So what would you think of her visiting our town?" Mom slung her day bag over her shoulder and tossed back her hair.
"I don't know, I guess if you want to compare notes with her on your businesses." I pulled on my shirt and picked up two suitcases.
"Hmm I thought you'd like that, I mean every morning you came down we could see you watching us as we left. And yesterday well it was like we were giving you boys a wet t-shirt contest" Mom gave me a little wink and wrinkled her nose.
The skin on my cheeks burned as I stared into her eyes.
"Don't worry, I don't think she minded." mom said and elbowed me in the ribs. "We're going to be late saying goodbye, they're down there right now."
We hauled our luggage through the elevator and in the lobby where Beth with her family waited. She gave us a big smile and waved us over. Her and mom hugged, I nodded to the guys behind her. Yesterday in the rain the two boys couldn't keep their eyes off mom. So that was fine. I couldn't keep mine off theirs.
"I'm sorry about yesterday, I didn't think it would be raining all day." Beth said.
"Again, it's okay, we had a blast. It was wet and cold, but fun. We were even talking about it this morning," mom said and wrapped her arm in mine.
Beth looked back at her family and smiled, "So did we,"
We both checked out and said one last goodbye. When Beth bent over to grab a bag, the oldest boy, Reg, watched her ass, longer than a glance. I smiled to myself, I felt for him.
"Reg, you said you play a lot of COD, would you mind sending me your profile name so I could send you a friend's invite maybe we could hook up one day?"
Reg gave me a big smile, "Yeah that'd be cool, here I'll text it to you." He swiped his phone and sent me his contact info."
I looked at the screen and said, "Got it," Little did he know it wasn't just for a few rounds of COD but an anonymous link to a blog I thought he might find interesting.
"You have finals to focus on, so no long nights." Beth smiled. She waved to us and followed her family out of the hotel and into the rain. Beth let out a little yelp and laugh as the cold rain splattered across her shoulders.
Mom and I smiled at one another and took a deep breath. Together we grabbed our bags and trotted through the parking lot straight to our SUV.
CHAPTER 6, IT MUST BE FATE.
Mom was right about Sally, I had reached out to her through her blog. She had a way of making it seem alright, that it was normal. She texted me something that stuck in my head. Reading a second time I looked away from the rain and windshield wipers.
"By the sounds of it you and your mother are going to be okay. But remember, don't rely on your hair or muscles, don't swagger around like a peacock. Just smile and talk with her, be her son, listen to her when she needs it. If the two of you need more, be open about it with each other and be clear of why. You have my blog link if you need help focusing, I'm also sending your mother two copies of the book I mentioned"
Ahead of us blue lights sparkled in the dusk rain. A man wearing a yellow reflective rain coat and sheriffs hat approached the drivers side door. My stomach turned with worry as I imagined him picking us up for the things we had done to each other back in the city.
Mom rolled the window down and the officer leaned in shielding his face from the rain.
"Evening ma'am, where are you headed?" the officer said.
"Hello officer, we're going home, Crystal Hills." Mom said.
Rain splattered on the open window. The droplets built up on the arm rest with a number of them soaking her shirt or landing on her bare arm.
The officer looked towards the road ahead of us, then back to mom. His eyes dipped down for a quick instinctive check of her cleavage. In an attempt to avert his stare he looked me in my eyes and gave a thin smile. He was young but older than myself, maybe late 20's early 30's. He leaned back and used his flashlight to look at the luggage piled up in the back.
Looking back at my mother he said, "They closed the bridge ahead, a mudslide washed trees up into the bridge almost two hours ago and the water is washing out the edges, I cant let anyone through. If you came from the city you might have to wait it out behind us in one of the towns, I can't say how long this will be."
Mom bit her lip and squeezed the steering wheel. We were at the halfway point, at an obscure little bridge on the highway.
"Is there anyway around? Another road with a bridge still open?" mom said.
"The bridge south of here was washed out before the slide. The only other one close by is an hour and half north on 87. It's a small town that has a bridge and it's up above the slide. Bright Valley I can show you on your GPS if you like." He said.
Mom nodded her head and opened her phone to her map app.
"There, 20 minutes back, an hour and a half north and you'll see the signs, once there follow the secondary west to the main highway again." He said.
Mom gave him a giant smile and said, "Thank you."
He stepped away from the door and waved, "No problem ma'am, drive safe, we've had our share of ditched vehicles due to visibility."
Mom checked her mirrors and pulled the SUV around. Using her hands free she called George with her cell phone.
"Hello, where are you guys?" George said.
"We're at the bridge about eight hours in, it's washed out, we're on our way to a detour. Where's Penny and David?" Mom said.



"Watching a movie downstairs, want me to get them?" He said.
"No that's okay, I'm just touching base with your guys that were going to be a bit later than I thought." Mom said.
"See I told you, you should have just flown, you'd be home by now even with the 30 minute drive." George said.
"I hate flying, I'd prefer to drive you know that, plus it was a chance to hang out with Eric after his year in college." Mom smiled and checked her rear view mirror.
"Well technically it wasn't a full year, he was going to flunk anyways. I'm just hoping he learns something from blowing our twenty thousand because he was chasing a girl." George said.
Mom's smile faded and she took her eyes off the road to look at me. I cleared my throat and said, "Hi, George."
My voice caused a long pause in the conversation before he said anything. "You have me on speaker?" he said.
"Well I'm driving George and I didn't think we'd get into that conversation again." Mom said.
"Since it's out, I'm just going to say it. Eric I think it's time you pay rent or find a place, if you don't think you'll need your college funds we can move it into Penny and Davids." George said.
Impotent prick, limp dick, broken dick, were a few names that stopped on the tip of tongue. I just managed to hold them in, more from shock and anger than etiquette.
"George, we didn't discuss that in full and this isn't the time for it. Eric we're not taking your college away, I didn't agree to that in any way, but maybe rent will teach some responsibility. And! I can use another person at the studio so getting a temporary job would be easy." Mom said.
"I'm just saying it should be out there and why waste the money, it's just logical is all." George said.
The leather on the steering wheel creaked from mom's grip.
The look on mom's face was enough to set me off and my anger took over, "Yeah, that makes sense. Um I always kind of knew, I was just the kid that came along with the pretty girl." I said.
"Eric." mom said in a meek voice.
I had hoped for silence, but mom had broken that, so fuck it. "Since we're on truths... I can pay rent, it's best if I stay there. If I moved out, breakfasts, lunches, school and suppers for Penny and David would all fall on to mom's shoulder. Since you leave at 8:00 and hang around later than your shift requires for Jerry's Pharmacy."
"Eric." Mom interrupted.
"You know what, it's been seventeen years and you're still just, 'Oh your Sandra's husband' so I guess in a way we can relate with one another." I said.
"Eric, stop! George when we get home... George... That fucking prick hung up!" Mom squeezed the steering wheel hard. "You didn't need to escalate that!"
"Yup I know, rule number nine, don't escalate, we'll fuck that, I  was about to add, don't worry I could probably start doing porn to earn cash, I've been told I have a giant HARD cock." I said.
Mom took a deep breath in and shook her head, "Oh lord."
"I'd tell you who told me, but I promised her we'd keep it a secret." I said.
She held a finger up to me and shook her head, "Don't, don't, that's behind us, that stays in the city."
Water crawled across the side of the window like a meandering river. "So in the future if there's another course in the city do you want me to come along?"
Mom glanced over to me and sucked her lower lip between her teeth in thought. "Maybe... no, no we're not discussing this, maybe lets just turn on some music and cool down."
The officer had told us two hours, but between the rain and side roads we arrived in the little town of Bright Valley after four hours of driving. Mom and George had a conversion, one which I wasn't part of and resulted in mom getting soaked outside. I wasn't complaining, the woman could win wet t-shirt contests if she joined any.
The town was small, for what we could see of it. Ahead of us, across the river lights lit up the other side of the bridge. Amber road blocks blinked in front of the bridge.
The office was an older man, heavy set and down right miserable.
He stood back from the side of the SUV and shook his head, "That was hours ago, things have changed, the old bridge lost its support, it's just hang'n there. You'll have to return to the edge of town, there's a motel there, Charlie and Grace can put you up for the night." He said.
Above us the roar of water poured down in a torrent. Its heavy outburst pounded the vehicle and flattened the officer's hat down around his head. He muttered under his breath and jogged back to his car.
Mom closed the window and looked behind us. Her hair and clothes were soaked, hair dangled down her face. Driving at 20, the wipers could hardly keep up, both of us strained through the windshield to see the lines on the road. Through the down pour a reddish neon sign guided us off the road. A big 'Vacancy' sign lit the parking lot entrance.
Only up close to the office could we see the old motel, a time capsule to the 70's. Brown wood siding, faded red signage and orange doors. We pulled in close to the office and ran inside.
Inside it continued to show its age with the original decor, yet lovingly kept. Green carpet, a dark wood desk and yellow stain glass lamps decorated the front desk. An older woman in her 60's greeted us followed by her husband.
The old lady clapped her hands together "Wow what an entrance, you two are soaked! Come on, we'll get you a towel" she said. "Charlie, get them some towels."
Mom pulled her shirt away from her chest and wiped the water from her eyes. "Yes, it just hit as we pulled up to the bridge, I hope you have a dry room to go with the towels, the bridge is out." she said.
"Oh I know, been all over the radio. Fortunately for you, due to the weather we have a few vacancies, up until last week we were all booked for the bird watching meet." She chuckled.
Her husband smiled and handed us a pair of white clean towels. The lady flipped open a big ledger and handed mom a pen. "I'm Grace by the way, this is my husband Charlie."
"I'm Sandra, this is my son Eric. Bird watching? You get much of that?" Mom said with a smile.
"Yes, twice a year, spring and fall. This year we were a bit late but oh well, it's always fun. Oh, would you like two rooms?" The lady said.
"No, my son and I are good with one, do you have any with double beds?" mom said.
Charlie reached for the keys hanging on the wall behind him. "Here, room fifteen it's our closest available room. You can just stay parked there until morning, it's not hurting anything."
Mom took the keys and smiled "Thank you."
"Our rooms are ninety dollars for a night, free cable TV and we do offer free breakfasts made by the deli across... ah maybe we won't have that, but we'll see what we can do for you." Grace beamed a smile to mom.
"That's okay I'm sure there's something to find on this side of town. Oh what's the WiFi password?" Mom said.
The older couple looked at one another. "I'm sorry dear, we don't have WiFi in the rooms, but we do have internet here in the office if you need it."
"Ah, no that's okay, thank you. Can my son start unloading our stuff in the room?" Mom said.
"Yes, Charlie, can you help him? I'll finish here with...." The lady squinted to read the credit card mom handed her, "Mrs Davis." she smiled.
Mom held her hand out to stop Charlie and said, "Oh no, Eric and I can do that, we're already wet. Eric just get our big suitcase and phones and we'll be okay."
Charlie jumped up, grabbed a yellow raincoat from under the counter and smiled at me, "No worries, come on this way young man, it's just right down here."
"How old is your boy?" Grace asked with a big smile on her face.
"Oh, he's 19, my oldest." she said.
"He's a handsome one," Grace said as she gave me a smile. 
Once long ago, it was easy to see, Grace would have been a looker. Still for her age she looked good enough to fuck. Shocked by the thoughts in my head, I shook them off and opened the door.
Mom looked back out at me with a big smile on her face. She replied to Grace but the torrent of water slammed down around me, drowning out all other noises. Under the cover of the hatch, giant drops pounded the tailgate as I jerked the luggage free and slammed it shut. Charlie led me through the rain towards the room and opened it up for me.
"That's a hell of a downpour you guys arrived in. Get dried off, I'll let your mother know where to go." He yelled.
Before he could make it to the office mom met him halfway. They smiled at one another and she scooted past me at the door.
Inside the curtains were thick yellow drapes, with reddish brown carpeting. It had a stale smoky scent, panel boards and yellowish ceilings.
"Oh my god, it's like a nineteen seventies movie set.'' Mom giggled. "Wow, I forgot what stale cigarette smoke smelled like." she covered her nostrils with her index finger.
"That's what the stink is?" I said.
She wrinkled her nose and nodded her head. Her shirt clung to her breasts and showed her red bra underneath. Her nipples were chilled and hard. It was difficult to not stare and she didn't stop me. Instead she clawed at her wet shirt and peeled it off her body exposing her full figure.
"Can you unpack some of this mess? I just hope we have something clean, I'll go shower real quick then you."
My clothes were dripping on the carpet, I pulled my pants and shirt off and stood over the open luggage searching for something folded and clean.
Mom had finished in record time, and stepped out of the bathroom. She wore a white towel with her hair tied up in a small towel.
"Did you have anything?" she said.
"Nothing yet." I said.
"Okay, I can call them and see if they can do us a favour and let me use their washer. Go grab a shower in the meantime." she said.
I grabbed an old PJ bottoms. Mom leaned forward to look at the phone, her bare legs tightened and the towel lifted above her stretched out hamstrings. The crease below her ass showed and I thought of Georges inability to service her. He might have been tough over the phone, but reality was, he couldn't satisfy the most beautiful woman in town. Discreetly I tossed my pj's on the bed and headed for the bathroom.
I left the door open as I peeled off my briefs and showered. I soaped my entire body talking myself up to step out into the room naked. George had failed her, she hadn't been laid in months and who knows before that.
Mom had said our experience was in the past, to move on. But I had seen Sally's name pop up twice on her phone as we drove home. I acted as though I ignored it but I kept an eye out. The other was Beth who periodically checked up on us. They were already dry back home eight hours ago.
Days earlier I had offered to help her and she nearly accepted, but after a moment of hesitation she refused. Tonight she was pissed at George and still in good spirits, tonight would be it, I would service her the way she deserved. From behind, fucking her as hard as I could.
My cock strained at the desire and thought of her bending over. I slammed the water shut and as if I had hit the switch to the power I went blind. I knew my eyes weren't closed but I almost couldn't tell if they were open.
"Oh my god now we don't have power." mom said in the other room.
I felt around the wall and pulled back the curtains, the slight light from the hallway gave me something to feel. "Okay Beth, I gotta help Eric, I'll call you later." Mom turned the flashlight on and held the phone out to me. "Do you need it?"
"Yes, just for a second." I said. In the light I grabbed a towel and wiped my face.
My cock strained under the weight of the towel. Water dripped from my hair and ran down my shoulders and chest. Mom had her back to me, her phone lit the entrance to the bathroom.
The towel fell to the floor and I said, "I'm okay now, thank you."
"You're sure?" She said, Her eyes looked down as her attention was grabbed by my naked body.
"Yes."
She pulled her phone back and walked back into the main area. On the balls of my feet I followed her, naked, my cock pointed towards her. At home, in school around town she was so tame. A well respected business woman, conservative, simple, but still stylish. Then there was the tattoo and the things she would allow me to do. She was skilled in ways most wouldn't have imagined.
Until now I had been offering to help, perhaps it was another version she desired. She had seventeen years of meekness after all. Bold was the other option.
"So much for using their washing machine, I'll call them and let them know we'll figure something out." She said,
Seeing her silhouette from behind and knowing she was naked under the towel I wanted to fuck her. I ran the plan through my head, 'pull her towel off and suck on her breasts, then bend her over and slam my cock into her from behind.' At least that was the three second plan I had just arrived at.
With a firm hand I took her waist in my arms, spun her around and pulled her close. The knot on her towel came undone and my hands slipped in to pull her nake body into mine.
"Eric!" she said. Her feet skittered between me and the bed. She lost her balance and fell back on the corner of the bed.
Free of my grasp she sat on the corner, my erect cock pointing straight at her face. Like a trained pet she cupped my cold testicles in her warm hands and pulled my cock into her open mouth.
Within seconds my three second plan went sideways. The warmth of her soft tongue glided under the shaft, in one gulp she inhaled my whole length down her throat and paused.
My knees grew weak and my head fell back. I let out a deep long moan and let my body lean forward. She gagged for a second then began slurping and jerking my cock. Her hand clamped down on my shaft so hard it felt like the head would pop. With the twist of her wrist she guided me sideways and down onto the bed.
Obediently I side stepped and laid down on my back. She straddled my legs, her breasts dangled next to my hip and her round beautiful ass pointed up high in the air. The arch of her back swayed low and as I admired her body as her mouth engulfed my cock once more.
She fingered herself as her head bobbed up and down on my cock.
"I can fuck you if you need it," I said.
She lifted her head and looked at me, "No sex, just this." She wiped her lips and inspected my cock in her hand. "Hmm, I can't believe I'm proud of your size," she giggled.
Satisfied with the view she continued. But as nice as a blow job felt I wanted me. I flexed my body as I helped pump my cock in and out of her mouth. Her eyes looked over my stomach and she dared to touch them. Her fingers traced the ridges and centre line above my navel.
I shimmied closer and put my hand on her smooth calf muscle. She tensed up and sucked harder on the head of my cock. One hand slid over her hamstring and up close to her pussy but she pulled her hips away from my touch. In response I shifted closer and ran my hand over the top of her ass.
I hadn't touched her like that since the night of our 69. Her skin was smooth and soft like warm silk over gel. Her muscles tightened and loosened underneath the skin. Her breasts swayed and bounced with her efforts. Lost in the sensation of her smooth skin and the feelings of her muscles moving I felt the beginning of my orgasm.
"Please can we?" I said. With one hand I slid my hand under her breasts and cupped it. The hard long nipple rolled around my palm.
The sudden attention caused her to moan. Her throat vibrated on my cock and she lifted her head to catch her breath. She looked at me and bit her lower lip. Just a little more I thought. I rolled her breast around in my hand, moving the nipple around in a circle.
Her eyes rolled up and she spread her legs. My fingers found their way under hers and inside her vagina. This time she didn't pull away, Mentally I told myself, "Be assertive, fuck her hard' I thought with a smile, 'harder than George ever did.'
Inside she felt mushy and slick, She moaned and took the head of my cock inside her mouth. She sucked so hard it pulled at the sides, her hand jerked my shaft frantically. I let out a moan as her other hand left mine and cupped my testicles.
My eyes rolled back and my fingers inside her clamped down on her pelvic bone. She moaned and pumped my cock as fast as she could.
"No, not yet, please," I pleaded. 
Wanting more I tried to pull away from her, but she pinned my hips down and squeezed on the base of my shaft exposing the entire head to her hot mouth. The shock of pleasure released and my mouth opened and my legs stiffened. My body's instincts thrust my hips up into her mouth and my whole body tightened. Cum blew into her mouth, as my testicles tightened and relaxed on their own.
Her slender fingers pumped the base of my cock in sync with my glutes flexing and relaxing. The pleasure of it made me moan and arch my back.
Used up I laid on my back. Mom finished me off and rolled to her side and looked down at me. She closed her eyes and swallowed my cum and massaged her throat and collar bones. Cum and spit ran down her chin and dripped on her round full breasts.
Seeing each other naked had become easier, but also because of our own confidence. She gave me a smile and admired my flat stomach caressing my obliques with the tips of her fingers.
"I can give you pleasure too, I feel like I owe you" I said.
She smiled and shook her head, "You owe me? Oh no you just want to get laid." She slapped me on the bare thigh and stood up from the bed.
My insides turned and I stammered for words as I admired her body in the dim light of her phone.
"Okay you got it twice today, go to sleep we have to get back on the road tomorrow." She said.
She went to the bathroom and brushed her teeth while I crawled under the sheets. I had hoped for her to return and crawl into my bed but instead she passed me and went to hers.
CHAPTER 7, PERSISTENCE HAS ITS REWARDS
The clock on my phone read 1:04 am. Outside the wind whistled by and trees behind the motel scraped the concrete wall. The room was cool and muggy without any circulation, but nevertheless mom was half uncovered and sprawled across her bed.
My cock was hard with the thought of fucking her and I was certain I had no sleep. Slow to move I slid out of my bed and into the aisle between us. Sure I wanted to get laid, but so did she. We had done it once before and she had given my words thought. She just needed more encouragement.
With one hand I slid the covers off her body. Her round breasts looked inviting on her chest. Her brown nipples were half erect from the cool air. She stirred as the sheets slid down her body. I trembled and my knees shook from the anticipation.
In the dim light of my cell phone I admired her naked body. My head swirled when I lowered my lips to her nipple and latched on to it. My hard cock swung painfully between my thighs as I knelt forward.
The small bud grew under the warm pressure of my tongue. Enjoying it myself I ran my tongue  over her areola and up the underside of her nipple. At the tip I gave her a flick with my tongue. Her chest pushed out and she turned her head to the side. But this time I didn't shy away. My tongue traced the edges of the swelled nipple, it was thick and puffy like a cylinder. The skin of her thighs rubbed together and she turned her head the other way.
A slight moan left her throat and she threw her hand up over her chest. It bounced off the side of my head and I moved my attention to the other nipple. I moved my knees up onto the bed next to hers, holding my weight with my arms so the bed wouldn't shake too much.
Kneeling forward at her side like a T, I slid my fingers between her legs and paused as she murmured something. Her thighs parted and I slid lower until my fingers touched a warm wet slit. Her chest heaved from my touch and her breathing increased.



My own breathing was laboured from my efforts as well as holding my breath. My fingers slid inside and felt around. I lowered my mouth back to her breasts and gave them a hard suck. The nipple filled and grew to its full length inside my mouth. Inside her vagina my fingers found a little round globe and played with it. Flicking it side to side and rolling it around in her slick fluids.
Her back arched and her thighs tightened together. She moaned and twisted on the mattress. "Eric!" She panted.
I ignored her and flicked her nipple around in my mouth while I continued to play with the fleshy globe inside her.
She squeezed the back of my head with her hand and arched her back. Her other hand gripped the bedding's and she let out a squeal. She flopped back and looked down at me with lusty half open eyes. It was now or never to fuck her.
I pushed myself up from her and pulled her by the knees to her side. She looked down at my cock and said, "You're hard again?"
I nodded my head and positioned myself over her knees. She hesitated to part her legs but stared at my cock. I took her hand in mine and made her touch it. A small moan left her throat as her fingers traced its hard ridges, and finally her knees parted.
In a plank position above her my body grew hard and my stiff cock pointed down at her spread legs. Her hand still on my cock she guided me towards her. The tip touched the wet slit of her vagina and she rubbed it up and down the smooth lips. She shook her head and held me tight. But looked away from me as she paused.
Face to face I looked her in the side of her eyes. With a deep voice I said, "Sandra, I'm going to fuck you like a bull."
She turned her head to look me in the eyes. Through her half closed eyes lust had taken over her facial expression. Her grip on my cock softened and the muscles in her thighs relaxed.
The tip of my cock stabbed into a solid wall of flesh, with the flick of her wrist she angled it down. The pressure strained the shaft of my cock and I thought it would bend in half. But as if a dam burst, she opened up, my cock sprang forward into her warm wonderful body and she let out a moon next to my ear. We melded together and our skin warmed each other.
Her thick long thighs tightened around my waist in an effort to draw me in deeper. Her insides were soaked from my fingering and half my cock slid inside of her in a single stroke. My natural instinct to fuck set in and I pulled back and sunk myself to the hilt, Inside I could feel the tip touch a firm wall.
She hissed and loosened her grip on my waist. The lights came back with a flicker and the A/C vibrated with fan blowing cool air over our damp bodies.
She patted me on the back of the shoulders, "Fuck your deep, ohhh, just wait," She caught her breath and held me in place.
Between us our bodies warmed each other. The soft skin of her chest, stomach, arms and legs rubbed against me. With a coo and a murmur we embraced one another feeling each other's bodies. The closeness and warmth of each other was more pleasurable than the sex itself.
But as the loving closeness grew, our bodies demanded its lust be satisfied. Her eyes were narrow and she had her lower lip between her teeth. We looked into one another's eyes, but we didn't turn away. I shifted my weight and her eyelids fluttered, her eyes rolled up and her mouth opened. Her thighs squeezed me tight and her insides pulsed on my cock.
"Slow," she whispered.
I did my best to slide in and out of her not wanting to hurt her. She winced with each stroke and soon the winces turned to cooing and huffing.
"Hmmm, okay fuck me with that young cock," she said and wrapped her arms around my neck.
The urge to cum built up and I had to pull out of her. Any movement felt as if it would push me over the edge. My cock twitched with my heart beat, I fought back the desire to cum but a small amount slipped out and dangled from the tip.
Denied of my hard cock moms hips thrust up into the air and she gave me an angry glace. She let out a gasp and pulled my head down into the side of her neck. "OH just fuck me already!" she hissed.
With the urge to cum gone I was happy to oblige. With the bit of cum still hanging on I sat up to admire her body beneath me. Her insides were soaking wet, tight and firm. With a hand on her knee and the other on my cock, I guided my dripping cock back inside.
Her eyes rolled up and her mouth opened wide. The muscles in her stomach grew taught and showed a hint of her abs. Delirious with lust, she looked down at me and grabbed me by the elbows. "Harder!"
The harder I fucked her, the more her breasts swung in circles on her body. Her hair broke free of the bun she had tied and her hips thrust up to meet mine. We were skin on skin and I was fucking her with my bare cock.
Our hips slapped together. "Harder, fuck me with that big hard cock! Gngha I'm so full." Her hands pawed at my back, pulling me down into her with each thrust.
She was known for her figure skating where she was graceful, elegant and posed. But off the ice she was fierce, when she coached the up and coming girls she was loud, fiery and spirited. As she clawed and screamed at me I wondered why I had never heard her and George fuck like this.
As she demanded, I slammed my cock into her. The corner of the bed absorbed the impact and her legs bounced above my ass. Her smooth warm hands roamed up and down my lats squeezing the long tight muscles.
Beneath us the bed creaked and groaned. The old springs compressed under our weight as I slammed down on her. Her eyes rolled back and she huffed with each hit. The sound of the bed and my hips slapping her thighs made me moan out loud. Soon my face felt hot and my moans turned to huffs of breath. My heart raced and I opened my mouth to catch my breath. To her disappointment I took a short pause to give my ass and back a break.
"Don't stop, I'm close!" she dug her nails into the small of my back and I slammed myself down.
Her mouth opened, the outline of her abs tightened and she pulled her body up into mine. With her face into the side of my neck she gasped, "I'm cumming! I'm cum....." The muscles in her neck strained as her head fell back into the pillow. Her ass and back tightened their hold desperate to pull me deeper.
The weight of her body made my arms collapse and we fell into the bed. My ass tightened and I curled up into her driving my cock as deep as it would go. Her body quiver under me and her walls spasmed around the shaft of my cock, pulsing with muscles being flexed and relaxed. I moaned into her neck from the pleasure and physical break.
Mom let out a long low moan then looked me in the eyes. She tightened her grip, gasped for air and fell limp. We laid still for a second, then with a single deep breath she tightened again and bucked her hips into mine.
"Don't stop, fuck me, don't stop, keep fucking me like a bull!" she shouted. She hung onto my neck with one arm and pulled at my ass with her other hand, urging me faster and deeper.
At a slight angle her breasts bounced up and down, her hard nipples caressing my chest. Her thighs and ankles rubbed and spurred at me like a horse. After cumming twice that day I felt as if I could go for hours.
I gave her everything I could, Using my strength I picked her up and flopped her down in the middle of the bed. She was on her side with one leg over my shoulder. Spread open and vulnerable to my cock I guided myself inside. Too eager to plunge in, I missed the hole and slid up and down her unable to find the hole. With the tips of her fingers she stopped my cock and slipped me in.
My cock plunged to a depth we hadn't felt. Both our mouths opened in pleasure and together we let out a moan. Hers louder than mine, she grabbed the bed sheets and twisted them in her hands. I locked her leg against my chest, with each thrust my ass, balls and thighs rubbed over her inner thigh pinned under me.
"Harder, come on fuck me, fuck me harder..." Her mouth opened and her insides tightened around my shaft. She hammered my thigh with her fist then squealed once more. As her orgasm passed she panted and huffed pulling at my hips with her hand.
"Oh my god Sandra, you feel amazing, so smooth and warm," I whispered. I paused for a moment to admire her face and catch my breath.
She smiled to herself and ran her hand over my hard chest muscles. She rolled her hips around signalling me it was time to keep going.
Her ass and breasts shuttered with each thrust of my hips. We filled the room with moans of ecstasy and the sound the old bed made I thought we would break it. Her body stiffened and she tried to pull her legs free. Her face became rigid and she held her breath.
In a giant gasp she fell back onto the bed. Her body was limp as I slid in and out of her, lifeless she had no more energy. She looked up at me and touched my thigh with her hand. 
With my own orgasm on the verge I held her down and thrust as deep as I could into her. Her round bouncing breasts mesmerised me with their pointed nipples erect and full. She struggled to lift her hand up to pat me on the arm and pull her leg down.
I let her leg free and slid it down beside me. Still between her legs I laid down over her as she welcomed me into her embrace. Our wet hot skin touched each other. Sweat dripped over my sides and back. Her body radiated heat and felt damp to the touch.
She smiled and whispered "Cum inside, I want it inside" Her lustful gaze travelled down my face to my tensed up chest and shoulders. 
Fuck condoms! I imagined my cock shooting white cum deep inside of her, mixing her with juices, covering the walls of her vagina. Exhausted I wanted it to end and like I had imagined, the underside of my cock pulsed and burning pleasure flowed through my cock. The strength in my arms faded and I lowered myself head first. Our foreheads met and I let out a moan of relief. My back bent forward like an arch and my hips thrust forward forcing my cock deep inside.
My cock pumped and tightened deep inside of her, pouring out cum. "I'm cumming." I said. It was short and weak but I had finally cum inside a woman.
"I know, it feels warm." she whispered between breaths.
We rocked together, gliding our legs over each other, caressing and milking the last of my erection. She slid herself out from under me and struggled to stand up. After passing the bedside she fell into the corner of the wall and clung to it with weak legs. As she slid along it towards the bathroom she giggled to herself and looked back over her shoulder at me. I admired her ass, the ass I had just fucked for real this time.
She reappeared with a wet body and a wet small hand towel. Water ran down her chest between her breasts and over her stomach. Leaving the bathroom she flicked the light switch to the bathroom light. In the dim light from the street outside she returned to bed. Using the towel like a sponge she ran it over my chest and shoulders down to my abs and over my crotch.
She hummed to herself with a smile on face as she cleaned and admired my body. Once finished she tossed it to the floor and laid down next to me.
"I'm tired." She said.
Her body was soft and warm. A welcome feeling in the cool air of the air conditioner. As I thought of turning it off I found myself in a deep sleep embracing my naked mother.
Rain pattered on the window and the wind blew trees against the wall out back of the motel. An hour or two had passed and our exposed skin had grown cold. Mom still laid on her side where she had fallen asleep. Her hip raised up high and her waist dipped down. Her curves were beautiful feminine lines. The sight made my cock grow hard and I stroked myself with the intention of waking her with it.
Admiring her I rolled her over onto her back and gently got up above her. With one knee I spread her legs and lowered myself between her. My cum was still dripping from her shaven pussy.
She was such a sound sleeper I could fuck her like this. Instead I wanted to surprise her. I held my cock at her entrance and massaged it with the tip. After several passes between her warm fold, I bit my lip to fight off the urge not to plunge myself inside.
She moaned and stirred and still her eyes remained shut. With one hand I circled the head of my cock inside her entrance as she had done. Her legs kicked out and in confusion her eyes opened to see me above her. At that moment, I plunged myself inside her soaked sloppy hole.
My cum was still inside her and it was not like our first. Instead to my surprise I slid all the way inside of her without resistance. She felt loose, slick and accepted all of my cock in one go.
Her eyes opened wide in shock, then rolled upward and closed. Her head pressed into the pillow and she let out a guttural moan. Her hands pawed at the bed sheets that were tangled and wrapped around her hands and legs.
With one knee on my waist I pulled her into me tight. I looked down between us to watch our stomachs tighten, then started fucking her faster. Her soaked pussy sloshed as my cock slid in and out of her.
"Again?" She huffed.
I shrugged my shoulders and continued to admire my cock and her body.
"Mmmm I love this young cock of mine." she whispered.
Awake now she pulled me in tighter making our hips slap together.
We bounced on the mattress thumping the wall. The old bed groaned and creaked as I fucked her. I felt as if I could go on forever without cumming. Her nails playfully scraped across my arms and back.
In my mind I was making up for lost years for the both of us. My upper body ached and my legs burned from the strain. Through the pain and the pleasure I let a moan out so deep and loud it made her squeal with me.
Her legs clamped down and held me deep inside, as if comforting me she caressed my back, following the muscles of my spine. Sweat dripped from my forehead and my heart felt like it would beat from my chest.
Her hair was a mess, frayed and scattered across her flush face. The tips were damp with sweat but she gave me a smile and pulled my face to hers and slid her tongue inside. My cock and tongue rolled inside of her at both ends.
"From behind." she said and pushed me up.
Her body quivered as she knelt in front of me. She reached down between her legs and pulled me forward. 
Her round firm ass poked up, and the curve of her spine glistened with sweat lit by the street lights outside. At the same time we looked to the open window and paused. But throwing caution to the wind she rolled her ass around my cock and lunged back into me. I tried to fuck her hard but slipped out several times before she looked back at me.
"Just relax." She guided me back inside. She pressed herself backwards and gyrated her ass into my crotch once more.
Her ass and waist rotated in a circle swirling my cock around inside of her. The hilt of my shaft stretched against her lips. If it were not for the earlier orgasms I never would have lasted this long.
Her movements were tired and her body glistened with sweat that made long strands of hair cling to her back and shoulders. Inside I felt her walls tighten on my shaft, her back muscles tightened and her ass and hips twitched. She clenched the bed sheet then relaxed.
My hands roamed over her ass, feeling her hips and her quivering muscles. She let out a deep breath and looked back at me with a smile. I gave her one last deep thrust and her eyes rolled up.
With a moan she rose up and lifted her arms up to allow me to explore her body. I cupped her breasts, twisting and massaging her flesh. Her back pressed into my chest sticking our skin to each other.
With a hand on both sides of her hips I laid backwards letting her sit on my cock in a reverse cowgirl. Eager to ride me she ground her hips into my cock. Her hair clung to her back as she leaned forward and rested on my knees.
"Fuck... its deep!" she hissed, she inhaled through her teeth and moaned. "Oh fuck me!"
I held the muscles at the side of her ass as I admired her back and spine. Her bare skin felt warm to the touch now and her body flexed and relaxed as she thrust herself on my cock.
But it wasn't me who was doing the fucking. Her body pumped forward, grinding my cock deep inside of her. Her body grew rigid and stiff as her muscles tightened for a few seconds. Exhausted, she slumped forward and looked back at me. She panted through her mouth and her forehead dripped with sweat.
"I can't, I can't anymore." She rolled off onto her back.
My own orgasm was close. It had taken a lot but now it emerged just as she tired. With my cock dripping with our fluids and bouncing between my legs I positioned myself between her.
She looked over me and stared at the cock positioned between her legs. Her exhausted eyes rolled up admiring my glistening body until she looked me in the eyes. Together we struggled to catch our breath. In a drawn out tone she said "More?"
Out of breath and low on energy I didn't respond. The clock above our heads blinked four eighteen, I didn't know if we had been at it for hours or minutes. The wild passion we had earlier had left us, now it was a marathon of sex to squeeze out the last hours together.
My cock slid inside her waiting hole and I laid on top of her limp body. She clung to me with weak arms, her legs flailed at my sides and she grunted with thrusts. My orgasm was elusive and I focused all efforts on the feeling of my cock inside of her. Then as if comforting me, her hand stroked my hair until the warm pleasure surged through my cock in a weak orgasm, maybe it was difficult to tell if I actually came or not.
Neither of us remembered falling asleep, but when we both woke the power was off again. I fucked her a third time. But both of us were mentally and physically exhausted. I felt her insides pulse once and she grit her teeth. As for myself I couldn't cum anymore and only enjoyed the closeness we shared. My cock was still hard when I slipped from her and fell asleep.
"Come on lover boy, wake up." mom said. She laid on her side and stared at my face. Her hand played with my semi hard cock. "Its past ten, we better see if we stay another night or if there's another way home."
The lights had returned and the faint sound of a hum or buzz sounded in the background.
Large dark circles underlined her eyes and her hair was a scattered mess. She used the washroom and before turning the shower on opened the door. With a twisted stomach I snuck inside and joined her in the shower.
She said nothing just moved aside to make room as she soaped her body. The sight of her wet body streaming with beads of water and soap made my cock harden. Without pause she took it, lifted her leg up and pulled me closer.
As willing as our minds were, our bodies couldn't respond. Joined as lovers we leaned on each other letting the water pour down on top of us. She nodded her head and wiped the water from her face.
"It's okay, we made the most of our time." She laughed and wiped her face again.
If it were tears I couldn't tell, her face and her voice cracked as if it was. She stepped out from the shower leaving me alone with my semi hard erection. The cold porcelain wall chilled my back but my body couldn't move. Not that it hurt, I just happened to be numb, mentally and physically.
By the time I left the shower mom had the small coffee maker on the go, which both of us powered through. It seemed that no matter what we did we couldn't recover our energy. But we were light hearted and flirty with one another. We had fun packing, cleaning and the curtains were open to reveal a light drizzle.
We wore our previous days clothes, dried over the air conditioner fan. In a way they did get washed by our day at the amusement park.
"Shit I forgot my charger somewhere, I'm going to check the SUV and see if there's a restaurant somewhere on this side of town." mom said.



"I'll join you, I think we need more coffee." I rustled the empty coffee wrappers and headed for the door.
She grabbed the keys and threw on a pair of sunglasses. "Do you hear that? Or is it just me?"
I listened to the quietness of the room as both of us stood still. "Yeah a humming sound, no there's a tune to it." I said.
Mom looked around the room with her hand on the door knob and rolled her eyes, "Oh my god, I think that's the bonanza theme song, your grandma and grandpa always watched it, they used to think I would enjoy it. Must be one of the bird watchers."
"Ha, if that's the case they got more of a show than birds last night," I said.
"Yeah and that's your fault, I was content with sleeping... both times." she said.
Mom brushed back her hair and proudly exited the room, flying high on last night's pleasure. I put my hand on the small of her back and guided her out the door. Outside the parking lot was empty except for our white SUV and a reddish brown sedan from the 80's parked on the corner of the office.
"I guess they're all early risers?" I said.
"Just like your grandfather." Mom said.
Casually I glanced up at the number 16 on the door as we passed, the sound where the TV was left on. The next door was the office where we were greeted by Grace, whose name mom found out was Mrs Miller, Grace and Charlie Miller. Their names were posted on the local town newspapers hung on the walls. Frequent bird watchers and even their local officer was part of the club by the looks of it.
Mrs Miller gave us a smile that faded. "Have you come to check out?" she said.
Mom gave me a sideways glance, then turned her attention back to Mrs Miller. "Ah no, we'll unless the bridge is open?"
Mrs Miller pulled her necklace out from her blouse and knitted sweater, a small silver cross, she leaned back and called out to her husband, through an open door at the side. "Charlie, what did sheriff Chris say about the bridge this morning?"
My face flushed and my stomach turned upside down staring at the door in the side of the office. The TV could be heard, turned down low, the sound of horses and cattle running across the ground played in the background.
Charlie emerged with a remote in his hand, "Oh he said no way, it'll be days..." Charlie looked both me and my mother in the face and cleared his throat. "Yeah, a couple days for an engineer to come up." Charlie nodded his head and returned to his TV program in the next room.
"Um... yes we'll be checking out, is there anything we need to sign?" mom said.
"No, just drop the keys in the box out front." Mrs Miller took a deep breath, "There's a late check out fee and a cleaning charge."
"Ah, we didn't make a mess of..." mom looked into Mrs Miller's glare and nodded her head. "Okay, will cash be good? I have two hundred on me," Without waiting for a response mom left the money on the desk.
Mom turned on her heels and ushered me outside. She covered her face as she passed the window of room 16. The sound of the TV could be heard through the thin window.
"We're the only ones who's fucking here." Mom's hand quivered as she dug into her pocket, "Get the car, I'll grab our bags."
My heart pounded, a part of me expected the police to be rolling in with Sheriff Chris in the lead. The sound of the SUV starting made me wince and slowly I pulled away, like I was sneaking out of sight. Mrs Miller looked up at me, her mouth moved but I couldn't understand what she said.
The last I saw of her was her shoulders and back shivering as she walked into the room next to ours. Mom didn't bother to zip up the luggage. Instead, she hastily flopped it down on the seat in the back and jumped in the passenger seat.
She buried her face in her hands and moaned, "Oh my god, we're the only ones here. Just go, go out the way we came in."
Broken twigs and leaves covered the roads, nothing major but enough the street had green leaves and broken branches scattered about. Mom stared out the side window and giggled to herself. She reached into her pocket and threw the motel key on the dash. "I stole their key. Ugh I don't want to go back. Maybe I can mail it to them, remind her about the mother and son couple that stayed there once."
"That's not funny." I said. I checked the rear view mirror in case a cop car pulled in behind us.
She smiled at me, "Hey, relax, if someone asks, you were watching porn in the bathroom while I was fast asleep."
I rolled my eyes at her and shook my head.
Mom flopped back in her seat and searched the console for her cell.
"So where am I supposed to go? Back to the city?" I said.
She bit her lip and looked out the window. She gave me a devious smile and squeezed my arm, "We are on a road trip... lets go, north."
Eric and Sandra will continue... but with a new adventure.
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My last epic night out with my friends before they all headed off to college bombed. While they talked about going off to college or university I stayed quiet. In my silence I regretted my decision to delay one year. I was eighteen, free of school and ready to find a girlfriend, so I thought. But before the party was done I found myself wandering up the street towards home.
Mom's minivan was still gone, her and dad were out celebrating mom's new promotion to principal for the new school year. Dad got a new office a month ago with his own secretary and Isabella started her third year of engineering in robotics. Then me, Cory, an eighteen year old job hunter with a single page resume.
I tossed my keys on the counter and went to my room and changed. The drinks I had tripped me up as I took my shirt off and tried to change my jeans for boxers. In an uncoordinated flop bounced off the side of the bed and onto the floor.
In a burst of laughter I shook my head, "I guess I am drunk." I said to myself.
My hand caressed the carpet of my room, the numbness in my toes and the night's failure drifted away. "Fuck it, its a new day tomorrow."
I pulled my boxers up over my ass and headed to the washroom down the hall. While I washed my hands I stared at my face in the mirror, I realised my pecs had grown, along with my shoulders, arms and neck. The results of doing push ups, chin ups, running on the spot and crunches in the basement for the past few months.
A smile crept across my face while I admired my results in the mirror. Still horny and prepared to get laid for the night I lowered my boxers. My erect cock sprang out and I ran my hands over my abs and stroked my cock.
Sideways in the mirror I measured how far out it stood. I thrust forward pushing the head out well past my thumb and index finger. "Huh I wonder how large I am?" I whispered to myself.
My mind imagined the pussy of a woman, specifically an old classmate, Julie. How she would squeal from my cock, her round ass in jeans. The image of her laughing with one of my friends about going to college returned. Along with my glum mood.
Behind the door a crumpled up black ball with a thin tail caught my eye. I recoiled from it like it was a mouse with a long black tail. It sat there un-moving for a few seconds so I pushed it to the side with my bare toe and flayed it across the floor. My stomach sank and my chest felt like a weight had been placed on it. It was a pair of my mothers lingerie.
For years guys at school wanted to know, they even attempted to sneak into the change room when my mother was coaching the women's volleyball team. By the time Isabelle and I reached senior high it had become a strange bet passed on from year to year. Did Mrs Peregrine wear bikinis, thongs, g strings or nothing while teaching?
Mom taught at the local school for fifteen years, so how it started and why it was allowed to continue was unknown. It had become an underground myth passed on from seniors to juniors team mates or older brothers to their younger siblings. While glimpses of her bra and breasts were somewhat common her bottom half never had an outline or wardrobe malfunction. Even by the girls who tried to get in on the bet.
When I came along of course I was their inside man, the mole, the greatest hope of all for the pervy sporting teams. It was the reason I stopped playing team sports and only hung out with the geeks at lunch. But for a while I got caught up in the challenge.
Once I got caught sneaking in their room looking for "a pencil". The second time I got to the drawer only to find, tightly packed, organised row after row of various types of lingerie with no hint other than colour.
Hesitant to pull one out and disrupt the whole arrangement, Isabelle caught me looking over the open drawer. Soon after that a lock was put on their door and mom had a little chat with me. She knew about the rumours, the ongoing challenge and claimed it had saved her more than once from vicious rumours of sleeping around. Plus it was none of the students' business what she wore underneath.
But now to all their envy I held up a Y shaped, black lace micro thong. It had thin lace straps on the sides with two small triangles of shiny black sheer fabric. My cock strained from the blood pressure of holding a pair of women's lingerie.
I had a fledgling masturbation channel that I made some advertising money on the side with, a few dollars a month and nothing more. Mostly just to show off my cock and get paid to masturbate, which was something I was doing anyways. Doing it to this lingerie would give me a huge boost in views.
The front door clicked and clattered, keys jingled and I heard my mother laugh. I threw the thong in the corner, shut the lights off and pulled my boxers over my cock.
My erection stood out, I was shirtless and the party I was so proud of going to was over before midnight. I dreaded being patronised by them so I hid in the washroom and listened for my opportunity to slip back in my room.
"Grace? What are you doing?" Dad said.
Mom giggled and dropped her keys on the counter. There was a silence then another muffled laugh.
"Here?" Dad said.
"Kids are gone, Cory will be out most of the night. Let's make use of our night together." Grace said.
"Fuck," I whispered to myself. My head swirled and my heart pounded in my ears. As embarrassing as it was, I had to step out and show myself but my cock refused to settle down. I focused on other things to get my cock to go limp, if I got caught with an erection now it would be worse.
I looked to the ceiling and thought of a car chase, a war movie, a shitty comedy I hated, then I tried them. My own parents having sex, it worked the pressure in my cock eased off as I thought of their bodies mashed together. Her round firm breasts, with long legs and a trim waist. The imaged of her hip bones protruding above her thighs with the string of black lace over them.
"Fuck your hard. We haven't had sex in almost a month," Grace said.
My cock twitched and like a balloon straightened into a rock hard erection. I pushed the image of mom's beautiful naked body from my mind and thought of a memorable match I had playing a video game.
"It's been that long, time flies when the kids are home doesn't it?" Dad said.
A moan from mom told me it was too late to just 'pop up' and say hi. The darkness in the bathroom made it hard to tell if my eyes were open or closed. I turned the door knob so slow it felt like it wasn't moving and opened the door. I had to escape to my room and hide. The sound of clothes being undone came from the living room.
My heart was pounding and I held my breath. Instantly I was sober, my balance returned and I moved like a sloth across the hallway. In the living room mom let out a moan and my cock responded against the loose fabric. I winced and grit my teeth. The image of her body wearing only the black thong popped back into my head.
The sofa creaked and groaned from their weight. I had a two foot gap where they could see up the hallway at my door. I felt like a spy on a mission, peeking around the corner before running for cover. But with my door closed I would have to slowly open it once more.
Mom was a tall woman, proud and confident she always dressed professionally while teaching. Tonight though, she would have been in everyone's wet dream, including mine. She wore a red dress that stopped at her knees and fit tight to her body. Small straps ran over her shoulders giving a good view of her shoulder blades and strong shoulders.
Her medium dirty blonde hair was tied in a bun to show off her long neck and strong beautiful jawline. The muscles at her sides strained and popped as she tilted her head and smiled.
She rarely had to get angry as everyone of us was eager to please her and do what she asked. So when she did get mad it was a terrifying experience to witness. But the normal was how many of my classmates would get lost in her beautiful deep hazel eyes, coupled with sleek curving eyebrows and long lashes.
Dad sat on the couch while she stood in front of him. I froze locked in place as one eye looked on them. One wrong move and she would notice me. Her arms crossed her shoulders and she slid her dress down over waist revealing her body to both me and dad.
She was not toned like the models you see in magazines, but her stomach was flat with a slight bulge below her belly button. A pink tiny lace thong rested high on her wide hip bones drawing my attention to her narrow waist line. Her matching bra was too small for her and her breast pushed over the top.
It was the most I had ever seen of her body, even at home she dressed the same as school, professional, long sleeves and loose fitting dress pants or dresses. Suddenly there she was on full display, with an amazing feminine body.
My heart skipped and my head thumped. Disgust and lust tore at me, my logic told me "That's my mother" but my horny teenage mind said "holy she's hot."
She reached down and pulled her thong to the side. Unexpectedly she lowered herself on to my father who I could only see his head and part of his bare chest.
Her mouth opened and she tilted her head back. The muscles on her neck strained and tightened. My cock hardened and I was lost in the show.
"Shit slower, Ouch, just wait," Dad cried.
She looked down and paused, "Oh I'm sorry." She said, she brushed back strands of hair from her face.
"It's okay, just go slower." he said.
My cock bent to the side constrained in my boxers, my hips wanted to thrust forward but I refused it pleasure. After all it was my parents, sexy or not.
Mom smiled and lifted herself up and sunk back on his cock. The two of them moaned together and she began bucking her hips forward.
"You're soaking wet." Dad said.
Mom laughed and pulled his face into her chest. Without removing her bras she flipped it up over her breasts and let them fall out. She lifted her chin and moved his head around as he licked and sucked on her nipples. She closed her eyes and bit her lower lip. The faster his head bobbed and shook the faster her breathing grew.
She pulled away from him and slammed herself down on to his thighs, "Fuck me hard! Oh god I needed this," she hissed.
In all my eighteen years I had never heard my mother swear, even that time Nick hit her ass with an elastic fired paper wedge on purpose. Without missing a stroke mom reached her back and undid her bra. Dad grabbed it from her hand and threw it behind him. The plastic clasps clicked on the ceramic tile and the sofa creaked from her renewed assault on dad.
Strands of hair broke free of her bun with each thrust. As the bun loosened her hair bounced and flailed to the side of her face, while her breasts lifted and swirled on her chest. The large round glorious globes with hard long nipples excited me.
Hunched over my cock was free to grow inside my boxers. The skin was so hard it felt like it would burst the shaft from pressure. Unable to control it any longer, my hips thrust forward and it took everything not to grab my cock.
"Fuck me from behind," mom said.
Just as I was getting into her body gyrating above him, dad obediently flipped her off his lap. She held onto the back of the couch kneeling on the cushions. He got behind her and with one hand he pulled her thong down to her knees and kissed the top of her ass. Her eyes closed and her mouth opened with a moan.
Dad positioned himself behind her and guided his cock into her. Her hair bucked forward while she clenched down on the back of the sofa. His body strained as he squeezed her ass muscles and slammed into her from behind.
Mom's eyes opened wide then shut tight. The sides of her jaw tightened and she gave the back of the couch a death grip. She moaned into the cushion. "Ahh fuck!... harder! Fuck me harder."
For years students had dreamt of witnessing this, my friends teased me for photos and I was always embarrassed and grossed out. But now as I watched the ecstasy of a beautiful woman I couldn't help but be turned on. I grabbed my cock and squeezed it hard to deal with the pain from being over pressured. Pre-cum stained my underwear. My imagination put me there behind her as her body shook with each violent thrust.
Dad grabbed her by the shoulders and rammed into her ass, "You like fucking hard?"
"Yes, fuck me harder!" mom yelled.
The sound of dad's hips slamming into her ass grew faster. He panted hard and his body tightened up. The force pushed mom forward and her long thick nipples scraped over the back of the couch. Her back arched and she moaned at the ceiling.
If she were not as beautiful as she was I would agree with the masses and fled in disgust, but her curves, her beautiful face, those large full breasts and her fair skin. It was all too much for my moral compass. Over the years I had developed a secret crush on her listening to the talk behind her back and seeing her everyday in person.
The sound of mom's long moan made my balls pinch. I couldn't help it, I stroked my hard cock once with amazing pleasure and relief. My teeth clenched down on my lower lip to keep silent and I squeezed the base of my shaft. An orgasm hit me and I squeezed my cock as hard as I could.
I wanted to pump it out, shooting cum into my boxers, but that would be impossible to explain if I was caught now. My hips bucked forward and more pre-cum squeezed out from the pressure. It was a painful and un-pleasurable orgasm as the cum felt like it went back inside my body.
Dad's ass tightened and he held her tight against his hips.
"No, Dale... not ... yet." Mom cried between his mini thrusts.
"Oh fuck Lori!" Dad's face tightened up and his pelvis slammed into mom's ass with one hard hit.
The two paused, the strange name made me loosen my grip on my cock. The house grew silent. Mom pulled away from him with a pop and dad bit his lip. Still in the middle of his orgasm his cock thrust forward into the air and twitched. Cum spurted out from his tip as he tried to squeeze it off.
"Oh my god Dale." Mom said. She flopped her ass on the couch and turned to him.
His hand caught the cum and he pumped twice, the sticky fluid ran over his hand and dribbled onto the floor, "It was an accident, I don't know why I said her name." Dale said.
"Were you were thinking of her while you fucked me?" mom said.
"No! we just... ugh because of the promotion she's just one of my employees now, I call her name a hundred times a day at the office." Dale said.
"You cried out her name as you came inside of me!" mom's voice cracked.
"I'm sorry, but its not like I'm fucking her," Dale said.
Mom's fingers stretched out in frustration and she ran her hands through her hair, "No, but you did once," mom whispered.
"And back then we both agreed to try, it didn't work out and I haven't done that since. But I told you if you have to sleep with another guy, Kevin would be willing," Dale said.
My breathing increased and I covered my mouth to hide the sound but it didn't help. I looked away and slunk into the blind spot beside the wall.
Mom laughed in disbelief, "Holy shit, I cant get caught fucking another guy, I wish we could go back in time is what I wish. And... and Kevin... well he's ten years older and got his desk job now and, yeah no, we can do a hard pass on that."
Dad cleared his throat and tucked in his stomach which had grown soft over time.
I mouthed the words, "what the fuck."
Frozen in place going from lust to fear I couldn't make it to my door or back to the bathroom. I touched Isabelle's door knob. The lock clicked and I closed my eyes to brace myself to see them thundering down the hallway to investigate.
"If not them, anyone? I'm okay with it if it makes us normal again, maybe fuck a senior, one of the older ones who turned 18, they'd be more than happy too," Dad said.
Mom gave him a shocked look, "That's my job and they're still my students!"
"Okay, okay, bad idea I just thought maybe because of your fantasy to fuck a college student after coming home." Dad sat down next to mom and rubbed his hairy thighs, mom gave him a dark glare.
"Okay, the truth is Lori and Kevin asked if we would like to come out again. Tom and April will be there too." dad said.
"April! April is going to one of their parties?" Mom said, "Does she know what that means or is it just the out for drinks party?"
Dad took a deep breath and bit his lower lip, "it's their fourth one."
My heart pounded in my chest, my stomach turned and I needed to get out, anywhere anyhow. Mom was a swinger? She was always so conservative, polite and upright. As for dad, well. I rolled my eyes and pondered on my internal thoughts.
Mom's face sank, "She never told me, she didn't say anything or, Oh my God, she's been asking if we can all get together."
"Grace, maybe we should rethink it. If your friend April and her husband Tom are in, it'll be easier for you. Kevin and Lori swear by it, it's why we tried once before, you used to like the idea before and our first night we were both excited. Maybe now it can be different with the kids grown up," he said.
Mom sat up on the couch, "You knew already, that's why you've been asking about April lately," mom said.
Mom glared at dad, it was the same face I got when I failed science class, dad knew it was coming too. He twisted away from her and adjusted himself on the couch.
"We tried it because you wanted it! I wish I never confessed to you that myself and some of the other teachers find it hard to work around those young men at times. Then you confessed you got hard thinking of me fucking another guy, and I stupidly went along with their party invite. Just whatever, I don't know, if you want to join them then do it, but I'm finally a principal. It wouldn't matter what I wanted, imagine if we were caught. Do you know what that would do to my career if we got caught? On anything you suggested?" Mom sat on the edge of the couch and motioned out past the front window with her hands. "That would be the end for my career, everything I worked for."
"If you want, we can do it out of town, go into the city, you can fuck another guy to get even for Lori, they have clubs," dad said.
Mom jumped off the couch, pulled her thong up and grabbed her dress, "Holy shit did you hear a word I said? But you really fucking want this don't you?! How many do you want me to fuck, maybe I should go to Isabelle's school and fuck the whole frat house!"
"Holy shit Grace, I'm just saying." Dad lashed out.
"Just saying what? I know what it is, its not seeing me get fucked you just want to fuck other women," mom shouted.
The blood left my head, my breath couldn't catch up and I felt like I would pass out. The whole house swirled around me.
"God dammit yes! You were my first, but you, you had other guys back then. Its been over twenty five years with just you and Lori felt fucking great, excuse me for wanting to know what another woman felt like, at least you had other cocks in you."
Mom grabbed his clothes and threw them on his lap, "Get out of our fucking house!"
Dad muttered under his breath and picked his clothes up. I was too afraid to rush into my bedroom, for fear of making a sound, it made no logical sense to stand there but I couldn't move. I just waited and hoped they would go somewhere else in the house and give me the time to escape into my room.
To my horror Mom rushed around the sofa and looked up at me. Her mouth fell open and our shocked stares locked with one another. She was naked except for her thong. My half erect cock still created a bulge in my boxers. Why on god's earth it was still erect I couldn't tell you but it refused to go down.



She looked back at dad and covered her mouth, her lips quivered and her eyes filled with tears. Her lower lip sucked in between her teeth and she raced to me, took my arm and walked me into their bedroom. When she closed the door behind us I tried to say something, but she held her hand over my mouth.
Her hand was soft and warm on my lips. She stared at me, her eyes filled with tears. Outside the keys scraped over the kitchen counter top and jingled. In ten minutes I had witnessed my parents fuck, then I came to the sight of my mother and watched their marriage crash down or what ever the fuck that was. I was in shock as I stared at her.
She looked into my eyes and shook her head, her lip quivered and I felt my throat tighten. I couldn't remember the last time I hugged her, but it was before I started going to school. Overwhelmed by emotions I pulled her naked body into mine. The skin on her back felt soft and warm. Smoother than anything I could imagine. Her muscles around her spine formed a soft warm valley that my palms explored.
Her naked warm breasts pressed into me followed by her stomach and thighs, her warmth reminding me I wasn't wearing a shirt. It felt wondrous and I wanted it to last forever. In a flash the thought of her freaking out in the classroom broke my fantasy.
To my relief she embraced me back and pressed her face into my bare neck. The smell of wine was on her breath along with perfume. My cock found itself pressed against her lace covered crotch, the pressure and warmth of her body made it come to life. The front door slammed shut and my hips thrust forward. Lust still clouded my mind and in a second it wanted to see both our desires to fuck fulfilled.
"Why were you in the hallway?" her voice cracked.
"I got home early, I hated the party, and... and I heard you two come in when I was in the bathroom, I panicked and couldn't make it back to my room." I said. I took a deep breath through my nose, "Julie went home with Alex..."
Her eyes moved back and forth scanning between mine, "Are you okay?" she said.
I nodded my head and ran my hand up her back. "Ahm, yes, yes I'm okay, don't worry about me."
Her hands squeezed the muscles in the small of my back. "Hmmm I'm sorry I was never close as a mother, I was worried you would be bullied at school."
Her hand moved from my shoulder down my arm and around to my side. The sound of our skin rubbing each other excited me creating images of warm trails of pleasure behind.
"That wouldn't have changed anything. The hottest teacher in school was my mother so all the boys wanted to be my friend," I smirked to myself, "I was always more pissed that I couldn't have the student and pretty teacher fantasy come true..." The two of us stopped moving and I blurted out, "thinking of it, it was the girls that were the problem." I said.
Mom continued to hold me but pulled away to look at me, "the girls?"
I shook my head and shrugged my shoulders, "Hard to explain, jealous of you, afraid of you? Either way I just could never get close to any of them, so I never dared to ask anyone on a date." I shook my head, "I thought I had a chance with Julie."
Mom huffed and gave me a pity look, "aww, you're a handsome young man, smart." Her hands squeezed my lats, she wrinkled her nose at me, "and fit. Ugh Alex, I hope she uses protection otherwise she'll regret that choice down the road,"
"Mom,"
Mom shook her head and said, "Sorry."
My hands glided up her spine, over her shoulder blade and back down to the waistband of her thong. She was the first naked woman I held, let alone embraced. Fear stopped me from grabbing her ass. My head grew light with the thought but my cock pressed on her hip bone.
Enjoying my touch she rested her chin on my shoulder and smiled, lost in thought. Her warm hand ran down my back to the waistline of boxers, the tips of her fingers slid under the band and over the ridge of my tightened obliques. Her warm damp breath caressed the side of my neck as she exhaled.
The sensation caused me to clench up and buck forward into her. Her hips rotated up to meet my thrust and we moaned together as the cold wet stain on my boxers touched her skin. She lifted her head from my neck and we realised what we were doing. She cleared her throat and pulled away from me.
"Did you hear much?" She said.
"Um, no, not really, I was stuck in the bathroom for most of it, only the end when I tried making it to my room."
Her face turned flush, "so all of it?"
It's why I didn't bother lying to her, there was never a point to it. "It's okay, I'm not a kid anymore, you two are adults, I just," I took a deep breath in, "are you two getting divorced?"
She rubbed my arms and shook her head, but she wouldn't look me in the eyes. My stomach turned and the desire to throw up returned.
Her arms wrapped around me tight and we held each other in silence, the hot water heater hummed in the garage and the neighbours dog gave a single bark. Minutes passed and our skin grew clammy against each other.
When my body stopped shaking, mom smiled and pulled away from me. She nodded her head and folded her arms over her breasts as she walked to the bed. With her arms crossed in front of her she had an hourglass figure like a cartoon silhouette, an amazing round ass with long smooth legs. The pink lace formed a Y shape and embellished how her hips swayed as she walked. Above the line in the small of her back two dimples formed and a strong ridge along her spine.
It was a body I tried to ignore all my life but there it was on full display, no knit dresses, no long sleeve blazers or blouses. Just a voluptuous feminine body. My cock twitched at the sight of her bare back and the side of her breast under her arm. She fumbled with her dress untwisting it and pulled at the tangled straps.
"Mom, are you going to be okay?" I said.
Mom looked back but not at me and nodded her head. She sniffled and cleared her throat. "Yeah I'm okay, just give me a minute," she looked down at the bed and shook her head.
Her hands trembled with the dress, the faster she tried to untangle it the worst it got. She twisted it into a ball and hurled it into the pillows, "He wants me to fuck another man because hes tired of us? Fucking ass hole!" She sniffled and put her hands on her hips.
She took a deep breath in and looked up at the ceiling. "I should just do it to see the look on his face when I tell him."
Her beautiful long body stretched out and her chest heaved with a sob. In a gamble I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my boxers and dropped them. The head of my cock glistened with my premature cum. By the looks of her hours ago she too had set out to get laid and just like me the plan went sideways. As I saw her body twist to turn back I had instant regret.
Panic kicked in when she covered her breasts and turned her waist to look back at me in slow motion, "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have said..." She paused and stared at my naked body, her eyes lowered to my long hard erection. It was all out there to see and I was all in, cum dripping cock ready to fuck.
I didn't know what to do from that point, I had seen porn, read erotic literature and played adult video games, but as she looked back at me standing in the door way I shrank away. Excuses popped up in my head then a surge of confidence blew through my self doubt.
Her lips parted and a tear broke from the rim of her eyelid. During the pause caused by the shock I laid on the table, if I didn't I was afraid I would faint in front of her. My eyelids nearly closed and everything turned dark until all I could see was her. A colossal fuck up on my part thinking she would have sex with me. I stepped forward out of fear of passing out rather than lust. She caught me in her arms and we fell onto the bed with her under me.
"Cory! Hey Cory it's okay," she said.
A panic attack crept in and my mouth opened as I fought back the impulse to hyperventilate. I panted above mom and held myself off her as my vision returned. The warm soft fabric of her thong rubbed on the head of my cock and my hips thrust forward into her.
Her body jumped and tapped me on the shoulder. "Cory, we can't."
My senses returned, her warm hands pressed on my shoulders and our bare legs rubbed against each other. "Why not? to hell with him." I said still partially out of breath
Our eyes refused to meet one another, instead we focused on each other's hairline, ears or chin. Her soft smooth thigh grazed mine and my head spun. She placed her hands on my chest and held me off her in a weak protest.
Instead she held my hardened pecs, her thumbs caressed the edges along my sternum.
"Cory, I'm your mother." She said, but it was just words, she didn't push or crawl out from under me.
My dripping cock was next to her warm slit, in mini convulsions my back arched eager to thrust inside. The tip touched her soft lace and my body lost control, my hips thrust forward and I moaned with frustrated pleasure.
Mom's back arched off the bed and her eyes fluttered back, in a moment of weakness her hands slid to my side letting me fall. Our hot bodies touched and my hip pressed down. My cock slid along her wet grove until the tip touched the bed sheets behind her ass.
We both let out a sigh as our warm bodies touched. Her chest pressed into mine and she wrapped her arms around me.
Seconds passed then she whispered, "Cory we can't, we can't." She pleaded one thing but her body said another. One of her hands moved between her vagina and my cock. At first to stop it, but as she touched it with her delicate hand she moaned and gripped the shaft.
"Oh my god, it's so hard" she pumped it twice and turned her head to the side. Her hand left my penis and rubbed over her slit up to her belly button. "Cory... we shouldn't.'
"Shouldn't" It was a word she always told her class was weak, that it meant the person wasn't committed to the subject at hand.
In my head I told myself, 'Its just sex, she wants it too, just fuck her.' my cock thrust into her crotch. My shaft ran down her slit pulling back the foreskin. Her hand pushed between us and rather than pushing me away she pulled the thong to the side and allowed our skin to touch.
Her shaven pussy was smooth, hot and slick. Her back arched and for the first time looked me in the eyes. We shared a gaze, her eyes were half closed and filled with lust, she bit her lower lip. We were panting together our chests heaving with anticipation, I was going to fuck the most beautiful woman I knew.
She shook her hand and pulled away from me. Digging her heels into the mattress she slid out from under me, putting distance between her crotch and my cock. She sat up on her two elbows with her knees at my ribs. Her chest rose and feel with deep breaths. Lust still filled her eyes as she looked at me.
Her lips parted to say something but nothing came out. Her eyes traced over the muscles in my shoulders as I held myself off the bed. My cock pulsed as the tip touched the bed sheets.
Her lust had nearly boiled over and now I wanted to see it if it could go all the way. Back in school there were always rumours. Because mom was flirty with the seniors, she had a tell. When she liked one she leaned further down when they asked for help. The lower she bent the more she showed her bra off.
It didn't take long to figure out who she liked and who was just a student. But during my school years I was never one of them. Typically it was the quieter students who got her attention, but they were fit guys who were into sports with broad shoulders and trim waists. Of courses as hard as they all tried she never fucked anyone. She was just a giant, beautiful cock tease who was now naked and on the verge of boiling over.
Her beautiful full breasts fell to the sides in deflated ovals, unlike the porn I enjoyed where they stood up straight. Her nipples were long and full as she panted to catch her breath. Without thinking I leaned forward and latched on to her left breast with my mouth.
My tongue flattened out over the side of her breast. Raising my head I pulled my tongue over the rough brown surface of her areola. Her nipple moved to the side as the pressure of my tongue touched it.
"Cory," she moaned. Her head fell back and she swung one hand up onto my shoulder. She squeezed my shoulder muscle and tried to push me away.
A second pass my tongue flicked the end, it had grown long and thicker. I didn't want to leave, I wanted to make it grow, to see how large it got.
Her knee rose up around my sides. She tried once more to resist but the shock of pleasure caused her to hesitate. I locked my lips around her breast and sucked on it. Like a tiny balloon inside my mouth it swelled.
She let out a moan and threw her head back. Her arm gave out and she laid back down on the mattress. The thrill took hold as I sensed her intention, I didn't want to let up now. My tongue swirled around and still it grew. It flicked and bounced to the sides as I played with it in my mouth.
Her hands took my head and pulled it to the other side, eagerly I lapped at her chest. Licking and sucking to make her nipples as full as I could. Her warm soft hands roamed my neck and shoulders.
I thought of all the classes she taught and all the students who had grown up and moved on. If we fucked we wouldn't even be a rumour. My thoughts slipped from the mind to my mouth and I whispered, "No one will ever find out."
She let out a gasp and pulled me up by the shoulders. With a hand at the back of my head she pulled my face down to hers and touched the tip of her tongue at the entrance of my lips. I opened and let her inside, our tongues touched tips and all the strangeness I had felt vanished.
Our tongues touched each other and swirled around. Our tongues danced with each other feeling each other's tips and sides. She moaned and reached down to her waists. Her eyes were closed as we swirled around each other's mouth. Her ass lifted off the bed and she pulled down her thong. Past her reach she wiggled beneath me and kicked at it with her feet freeing it with one foot. With it still wrapped around one knee she brought her legs up and wrapped them around my hips.
Her warm hand cupped the back of my ass and pulled my forward. Every part of me wanted to be inside her, now. Like an amateur I plunged forward. After several failed attempts she reached between us and guided me in.
As I pushed forward her warm hand was replaced by warm wet flesh that pulsed around my cock. Her opening spread open like wet rubber, its warmth took the head of my cock in and massaged the curves and shape of it.
Half way and my dry cock caught on the lips of her vagina. She winced and rotated her hips in a circle. I pulled back till only the head stayed inside. She raised up to meet me and I slid inside, deeper than my previous attempt.
We moaned and I let my weight fall on top of her. Our warm bodies pressed on each other and she sunk into the mattress. It was unlike anything I felt, warm, soft, wet and pulsing. Each movement caused a burst of pleasure.
"Cory," she moaned. Her voice woke me from my lustful pleasure and suddenly I realised it was my mother I was fucking. A regretful feeling turned my stomach and a small part wanted to pull out and run away.
"Oh my god you're big, hmmmm." mom murmured. A smiled curled up at the sides of her lips and she closed her eyes.
Her words took all the doubt away and all I wanted to do was prove to her I was bigger than my own father. A sick desire to be her biggest one caused me to thrust my hips forward. Instincts turned on and my hips started moving on their own, demanding the pleasure of movement.
She was soaking wet and I glided inside to the hilt. Her eyes opened and she slapped me on the shoulders, "Out, out!"
I got off her and pulled out with a pop, she gave me a smile. I must have been panicked or scared because she laughed and touched me on the cheek.
"It's okay, slow though, be gentle." She said.
She brought me back down and I stabbed her pelvis bone, a second try the tip slid down her ass, then the bed, my third attempt I hit her pelvic bone again and slid up over her hip. She reached down and guided it back between her slit. The head found the groove and small indent of a hole.
"There, just relax, okay now move" she said. Her hands held my hips and guided my pace.
I wanted to be the man for her, but instead I was just a student, a lowly useless student that she had to deal with for years. I found my way back inside and her warm body welcomed me. My back arched and I started humping her again. She let out a little moan as my cock slipped from her a second time.
"Fuck," I muttered. I looked down between us to see her naked breasts and my cock swinging between her legs. I thrust my hips forward but missed again.
"This is your first time?" mom whispered.
My face turned red and nodded my head as I didn't want to admit it out loud. My face felt hot as I tried to guide myself back inside with one hand, but couldn't find her slit.
Mom pushed me up and looked me in the eyes, her eyes were watery and she had a little smile on her face. "Easy, just relax," She took my hand and together we guided my cock back inside. "See, it's right here."
She just couldn't help being the teacher no matter what it was. Her tender touch released my fear of being a fool. I watched as her eyes rolled back the deeper I sank inside of her. Her smile turned to a silent moan and her hands ran up my sides.
We glided together, her insides closed around my cock and made squishing sounds as I slid out and back inside. I realised it was dad's cum inside of her that was squishing out. For a moment the thought turned me off sex. She let out a moan and ran her hands over my lats.
Brought back I curled my abs and slammed myself into her. She grunted and cried out, "Yes! Like that, fuck me."
With one arm around her neck and the other on her hip I held myself above her and humped as hard and fast as I could. Until suddenly the orgasm that hung on the edge since we started burst free.
Sensing it she pulled me down into her neck and held the back of my head. The skin of her neck was warm to my lips, and I moaned into her ear. I was on the verge and about to admit defeat, but I wasn't sure if we were safe.
A smile curled up around her mouth and she whispered, "its okay I had some small ones," she closed her eyes and purred as she rotated her hips under me, "cum inside."
Our time was too short and I tried to squeeze it off but my body wanted it. I held her tight and my body curled up, my muscles tightened and my sperm burned through my cock. Pleasure warmed my balls and cock, causing my abs to curl in even tighter.
The sudden urge to release forced the doubt from my mind and I let out a loud moan. The muscles in my back and torso tightened pushing me deeper inside of her. Cum pumped into her as my muscles twitched and tightened. During a brief pause her insides pulsed around my cock urging me deeper. In a long deep moan I pumped the last of my sperm into her.
It had lasted only minutes, I closed my eyes, and saw mom's disappointed face in my imagination as she realised she was going to be left unfulfilled a second time for the night. She didn't cry out or huff in frustration. Her warm hand held the back of my neck and scratched at the base of my hairline.
We held each other, not saying anything, or moving. We were frozen except for my cock which softened and slid out followed by a stream of cum.
When I opened my eyes she stared up at me and smiled. Her hands roamed over my body and she purred to herself with half closed eyes. My cock stayed hard inside of her and I made up my mind to leave her satisfied.
"Fuck it, you want a young stud?" I said.



Mom opened her eyes and looked at me. "It's okay, you're done, and it was nice."
"You want it hard?" I said and pushed myself up, flexing my chest and abs. My cock was still half erect. The sight of her body and the thought of her being fucked made it pulse. I gripped the shaft and stroked it between her legs.
She looked down at my chest and ran her hands over my shoulders and arms. Her gaze stopped on my glistening hard cock between her legs and watched as it came back to life. Without raising her head she looked up at me with lust filled eyes "Yes!"
With one hand on her shoulder and the other on her hip, I pulled her into my cock, impaling her as deep as I could, by sheer fluke. Her mouth opened and her head fell back into the mattress. The tip of my cock drove in deeper than before.
Without the impending urge to cum I could feel her insides part as the tip went inside. Deep at the bottom the tip touched a wall and her body grew stiff. Her mouth and eyes opened wide and she dug her nails into my arms. Her legs swung up and wrapped themselves around my waist, locking me into her.
With brute force I broke free of her legs and slammed into her again. She hung on with both hands and legs. Air was forced from her lungs and she tried to twist away from me. The bed creaked and groaned under the assault. Their head board thumped and banged the wall. After a while I slipped out and lost her hole. Without missing a beat she grabbed me and guided me back in.
She pulled me down to her and wrapped her legs around me to prevent me from fucking her. Taking over her torso tightened as she humped up into me. Our wet privates slapped and slooshed against each other. She was so wet I couldn't tell if my cock was hard again or not.
The soft warm skin of her cheek rubbed against my neck as she buried her face into my neck and shoulder. "Oh, Cory, fuck me, fuck me harder. Your so fucking deep!" she cried out.
The muscles in her arms, legs and torso strained as she curled up humping my suspended body. My own muscles burned to hold both me and her weight.
Her finger tips squeezed my shoulders and back. They slid down to my ass pressing into my flesh then clamped on to my ass.
We found our rhythm and the two of us worked together to drive my cock up into her. She lifted her chin and grunted with each thrust. Her own hips rolled up to meet me and locked in the air. Her body vibrated and she moaned through grit teeth.
My testicles tightened and my legs locked me forward. With my muscles used up my thrusts became laboured and simple. My fine control had vanished, replaced with a brutal slamming. The shock of the impacts caused her body to shutter and the bolts in the bed groaned.
She threw her arms up on the head board and hung one. Her wedding finger had a large wedding band and I found a sick desire and joy in fucking a married teacher. It gave me renewed strength and I grunted with her as we slammed into each other.
But the brutal fucking brought on another orgasm for her. Her hair broke free and tangled around her face, neck and pillow. Flush with effort her skin was shiny and damp. Her makeup was smudged around her eyes.
A moan left her throat and she flopped around the mattress under me lost in ecstasy. Her toes curled up and she dug her heels into my hamstrings. The muscles in her torso tightened and she grabbed at the bed sheets with one hand and clenched the head board with the other.
When her eyes rolled up into her head her mouth opened wide and she froze. Her torso shuddered and convulsed. The muscles in her arms and shoulders flexed and strained as she twisted the sheets in her hand.
It sent me over the edge and a mini small uninspiring orgasm made my testicles tighten. But I dug my toes into the bed in an effort to push myself deeper. I moaned out loud and let the orgasm take me. With its release my body relaxed and the relief I felt was better than the actual orgasm.
Her body relaxed and flopped back into the bed. Her smooth hands ran up and down the ridge of my spine. It was nothing like masturbating or even fucking a pillow. Her warm body, caressing hands and words made it so much more. Her body laid limp under me as we caught our breath.
My testicles relaxed and tightened with instinct to pump a small amount of white hot cum inside of her as if she were any other woman than my mother.
With my lust gone, my senses returned, I looked at her and my stomach turned. I looked around the room in a daze and tried to get up.
"Cory, Cory, it's okay." She touched me on the face and held me in place with her legs. A smile spread across her face as she looked up at me, "it's okay, shhhhh, just relax we're okay."
I smiled and rolled my hips forward sinking into her one last time with my shrinking penis. She purred and rubbed her soft foot against the back of my calves. We laid together both catching our breath. She stroked my neck and shoulders as I watched her chest rise and fall.
Her soft thigh rubbed on mine and the cum that stained her body and sheets grew cold to the touch.
She gave me a squeeze, "We're okay, we did nothing wrong from a scientific point of view. We're not trying for a baby, it's just pleasure so we're okay. Are you okay with that?"
Her eyes were glossy and she didn't look at me directly but I nodded my head. "Yes," I said.
She smiled and gave me another squeeze. I had known her all my life. She was doing her best to convince herself of what we did while trying to protect me.
She gave me a smirk and snickered to herself.
"What?" I said.
"No, nothing, I just had a thought." She said and fought to regain her composure.
Before I could press further the front door creaked open, we both froze and stared into each other's eyes before mom gave me a shove. My heart exploded in my chest and I scrambled off the bed, followed by mom. She jabbed me on the back and pointed to their bathroom suit.
Without taking a breath I grabbed my boxers and scurried into the dark bathroom. Mom wiped her face and crotch with her dress then tore the bed sheet off the bed and wrapped herself in it. She waved me into the bathroom. Before slipping out she bundled her hair up and tied it with a band.
"Dale, what are you doing?" she called out and closed the bedroom door behind her.
I strained to listen at the bathroom door, My mind raced as I debated if I should go out or stay hidden. My arms and legs quivered with adrenaline, and I found myself smiling in the dark. "Holy shit, god dammit." I whispered. Outside all I could hear was muffled words between them. The house grew silent after the front door squeaked and slammed shut.
Curiosity got the best of me and I opened the door to listen, but they spoke in low voices.
"That's not what I meant, I was wrong, I was caught up in the moment. I was jealous of you for being with other men before me, but I always thought I was lucky to have ended up with the beautiful Grace Garcia, the most popular girl on campus." Dale said.
"Dale, it wasn't like..." mom's voice trailed off too low for me to hear.
"It's not just having other women, I want to see you have pleasure too, to have your fantasies we used to talk about, I want you to have them, it turns me on." dad said.
"Dale, Dale, shhhh...." mom lowered her voice into a whisper.
I stared into the dark hallway straining to hear anything, but all I could hear was the murmurs of mom and dad's conversation, then I heard his keys jingle.
"I know, I'm okay with however long you need, I promise nothing will happen until you say so," dad said.
The front door squeaked open and mom said, "We'll be okay, I just need a bit of time to clear my head, A LOT of things happened tonight, I just need time process, but we're okay."
After he left, the house grew silent and a minute later dad's SUV turned on and rolled out of the drive. I crept out of the room and down the hall. Mom sat on the love seat staring at the sofa. Her eyes were wet with tears and she looked up at me.
My heart wanted to say something but my mind couldn't think. We had just had forbidden sex, I lost my virginity and we cheated on dad. He was giving her permission but he probably didn't have his own son in mind.
Maybe it was how I looked at her, but mom nodded her head, "I told him, we're okay and he said he'll sleep at the office tonight, he has a sales trip and will be back at the end of the week for when we cool down."
"And us?" I said.
She looked away from my face, down to my crotch then away from me entirely. She took a deep breath and looked me in the eyes, "Your father wants to have sex with other women and thinks having an open relationship would be good for us,"
She stood up, her hands trembled as she straightened the bed sheet around her thighs. With a shy glance she gave me a smile and walked past me.
"But us?" I said.
She stopped next to me and looked at me, "We're both adults and, and your father sort of gave permission. I'm going to accept his offer in the morning, But no one can know, and I mean no one, ever... you aren't just my son, you were also once my student. Do you understand?"
"Yes, of course, I know." I said. I wanted to reach out and hug her, when she gave me a reassuring smile. Fear kept me in place and I only stared into her loving eyes.
She touched me on the arm and lingered for a moment. She wanted to add something but smiled to herself averting her eyes from mine.
Before her hand slipped away I caught and squeezed her finger tips.
She paused with her arm stretched back at me. "I shouldn't have been your first, for many reasons, I'm sorry."
"Why should you, everyone I know wants their first to be with you. You're beautiful, sexy, graceful..." I said.
She laughed so loud to interrupt me and covered her mouth with the back of her index finger. The bed sheet pinned under her one elbow slipped free of her left breast and side. The sight of her oval breast hanging free sent my heart into a flutter.
She rolled her fingers free of my grip and took me by the hand. She bit her lower lip and looked down over my body, "if you want I'll tell your father yes in the morning." she looked into my eyes and awaited my answer.
Maybe it was too eager but my stomach turned in anticipation at the question, "yes!"
She laughed again at me and nodded her head. "Okay," she led me down the hall and paused at her bedroom door. She looked at the bed with multiple dark stains on the sheets and instead opened my door.
My bed was only a double, just enough for two people to sleep in. The idea of sleeping next to my mother as a grown man turned me off. The thought passed as she pulled me tight into her chest and wrapped a leg over my hips. Within a minute she was asleep, her beautiful big eyes covered behind closed eyelids and long eyelashes.
Her soft skin felt like warm silk as I traced the outline of her ribs, waist and hips. I thought of various positions to fuck her in, how to wake her and how she would look as she had her orgasm.
While she slept I reached over to grab a little book off my bedside table. It was a red book, with a golden dove in the bottom left corner. Written by "Purple" titled "Community Art of Sprigland". It had no price, bar code or ISBN number.
The little book was handed off to me by a friend who got it off another friend he had met in the city. If it weren't for the website and the red book of tips as I called it, tonight would have been different. All though without them, I probably never would have thought of doing what I had done. But why had she?
Mom had passed by the book, even inspected it upon seeing the title. After reading a few pages criticising its poor writing, spelling errors and strange art. All the while she held a book that spoke of taboo sex between a mother and son.
I put it under her side of the pillow and wrapped my arm around her with the intention of fucking her a third time. But before I knew it, I was asleep in her arms with my cock between the cheeks of her soaked ass.
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Chapter 1 PANDORA'S BOX.
Once again, that hint of Spanish blood showed through in my mother despite being mostly German and French as a firm round ass. The red lace lingerie clung to her wide hips and narrow waist as she posed in Sally's latest catalogue, teasing the viewers of few parts that were hidden beneath.
At her request, she had the top half of her face hidden by the fold of a page, a clipping of another photo or cut from the camera angle. Along with her were the owners of the lingerie and swim line Sally and her daughter Ellaine.
While I stared at mom's body on the page, I admired Sally's body too. An attractive mother of two with a fitness model's body. If it wasn't for knowing her as Concernedmother045 I never would have known she was also fucking her son. Just like the thousands of other viewers who looked at the three beautiful women showing off lingerie and swimwear.
But unlike Sally and her son, my mother and I returned home from our bonding road trip, where we agreed we had our fun and life should return to normal. The obvious reasons being my half siblings and her marriage with George. But true to Sally's advice, our core relationship pulled us through and we were stronger because of it.
We had a confusing situation, we cheated on George, but I was her son. I was our home wrecker or was mom? It was probably me. None of it made much sense to either of us. On top of it, George wasn't fucking her so make of it you will. It was just something we felt would be best if it was left in the city and never happened again.
To help mom I started working at her gym and supplement store. We would spend all day together and returned to the same home. We had our disagreements, but we always worked it out after a short time, unlike years before.
She and George seemed to drift further apart. It didn't help George was pinching pennies wherever he could and mom's gym, which was dying a slow death, was an obvious place to start. George saw it as the best place to make the largest savings, or a way to increase the households earning power with a job.
She didn't disagree with him. Selling the store and getting a job seemed the logical choice. Jerry was George's boss for 20 years and owner of the local pharmacy. He offered to buy her inventory and store, but when he offered a job at his son's new gym as an instructor, mom lost it.
She and George didn't speak for a week and mom became more determined. Putting up sales, offering memberships deals, posting daily on social media, even hosting her own workout classes. In the end, mom's past fame couldn't compete with the large box store across town or the workout facility and sporting store next to it. It was a large amount of effort for a small gain.
But it wasn't just mom's store, it was all of downtown. A lot of the old store owners were on the town council, but as they sold their businesses, they didn't care what happened and allowed Jerry in with his big box store, killing off the same people they sold their shops to.
Mom's determination faltered when Beth told her she was closing her doors. Every reason Beth had for shutting down was true for mom's store as well. Only mom had a mortgage and not a lease.
The thing about our core relationship was it had already turned sexual once. In that dark moment with no direction, we lost ourselves. In the storage room, in the middle of the afternoon while no one was in the store.
Maybe it would have been the last time, just as we had promised four months earlier. But we had accidentally made a sex tape on mom's security system. It would exist for only 48 hours then vanish, wiped out by a mundane recording of the store.
Which was a shame. The way she moved and twisted on top of me would have made an amazing porn video. To see the way her muscles flexed and her hourglass figure gyrated, it was more erotic than actually fucking her. Even her light brunette hair bouncing in the small of her back made me hard as I watched the recording.
The years of figure skating grace and exotic dance made for a show many people would pay to see. Only they wouldn't know it was her son she was fucking.
After she showed me her discovery, we laughed about it. But within 48 hours we had a second one, ensuring a sex tape existed for a few more days, this time in the office. We had opened Pandora's Box and our promise of abstinence wasn't just broken, we outright trampled it into the ground.
By the following Monday, things had changed because of it. As if a burden had been removed from our household. With mom's smile back, it was like our whole lives were back to normal. Penny and David were preparing for their day in class, plus Penny was stressing over prom. George did his best to ignore everything and read his fly-fishing magazine at the breakfast table.
Mom wore a short light blue satin robe that morning. Her belt was tight around her waist and showed her hourglass figure. She hummed and smiled to herself as she prepared breakfast. I watched David to see if he would react. Either he didn't or he was stealing glances of her bare legs.
Penny didn't look up from her phone long enough to notice the difference but mom's good mood was contagious. By the time she ushered the others out the door they headed off to school and work on a Monday with a smile.
Before Penny and David could reach the sidewalk, mom turned and gave me a smile. "Hey, did you give that website any more thought? Because I couldn't help myself and made a model account. You only need a single video with ten thousand views to start earning ad revenue"
I set my coffee cup down on the table and looked into her eyes. "You made an account at a porn site?"
She set a stack of dirty dishes down and smoothened out a dish towel on the island. Her cheeks turned a shade redder and a grin spread across her face, "Um actually, I already sort of posted a video."
My stomach turned and I blurted out in a loud whisper, "Of us?"
"No!" she shook her head. "No, I changed my mind about the security camera. Instead, I used my phone, kept my face out of the shot and used one of Beth's toys." She laughed, "I have thirty-eight fans with 8,000 views already. Now I'm curious how much a person can earn with this."
I stared at her in an attempt to tell if she was joking or being honest about her entering the world of porn. I too wanted to show off a bit, again to catch up on what I thought was lost time, but to do it with my own mother?
"What?" she laughed. She walked over to the table and sat on the edge with one cheek. Her toned thigh broke through her robes and exposed her bare skin to the very edge of her pantie line. "It's easy to do. In an hour I had my own video. I filmed myself with just my cell phone, did some editing and posted it. We can film it, edit our faces or wear ballroom masks. No one would know just like now. I'd just be a milf getting fucked by her young stud."
"You're really serious about making these?"
Mom let out a laugh and shook her head, "Well we're already fucking and George..." she shrugged her shoulders and crossed her arms, "I don't know, it seems exciting something new for a change. It'll be like when we had our first breakfast after your first blowjob and when we were racing away from that little hotel." She covered her face with both hands and laughed.
Her eyes turned lusty and she touched the back of my hand. "Plus, you once said maybe you could do porn. Remember someone once told you, you have a giant hard cock?" she smirked.
I smirked to myself and thought of the video and her idea. It was different watching her. Part of me even wanted to show off the woman I was fucking, plus my own hard earned body. Maybe it was the cunt tease in me, which I seemed to get from mom. Or the three days of no sex surrounded by a sexual mother and half-sister I couldn't take my eyes off of lately. Either way, I wanted to blurt out "Yes!" but held back.
"Do you want some practice before we go to work?" Mom motioned to the hallway with her eyebrows and a grin.
My cock was hard thinking about her all morning. In fact it had been hard just watching her move and get the others out the door. I nodded my head and she grabbed my hand like a schoolgirl and led me to her room.
Her room was the master bedroom, with a queen bed and a big fluffy pale blue comforter. She had an on suite bath with a small walk-in closet. It would be the first time we could fuck in private with a bed since the hotel. She was giddy and giggly as she led me to the side of the bed.
My stomach turned and my nerves were as bad as if I was going to fuck her for the first time again.
She grabbed her phone, pulled up the camera and set it on the end table facing the bed.
"Now? You mean that kind of practice" I said.
She gave me a huge smile and nodded her head, "yeah," she shook her hands, "nervous?"
"I think so," I said.
"Me too, but I think it's just the excitement," she chuckled and tried to untie her robes with shaky fingers. She let the knot go and pulled me in for a hug, running her hands up my back. Our bodies pressed into each other. Her firm, wide hips rubbed my erection and she ground her pelvis into mine.
We caressed and held each other for a few seconds before she kissed my neck and collarbones. "We can test the waters with a short one. Now get ready to fuck me hard, it's our debut."
The initial nervousness had gone after she rubbed her body on me, replaced with lust. I gave her an approving moan as her torso swayed and slithered side to side. With each pass, her hips rubbed on my cock. "Hmmm fuck me with your nice big cock." with one hand she pushed me back and untied her belt.
Mom nibbled her lower lip as she rolled her shoulders back and let the robes slip from her shoulders. Before it fell off her hanging arms, she caught it and threw the robes to the corner of the bed. She had a flesh coloured pair of lace lingerie. The low cut waist showed her hip bones and hugged the contours of her round, shapely ass.
Her stomach had the faint outline of abs, with an hourglass shaped outline at the sides. A pleasant improvement from all the extra classes she hosted. I pulled my shirt over my head and flexed my torso to show off my abs and chest. If people were going to see it, I figured I might as well make the most of our first video. The sight of my body made her smile and she licked her lips.
Mom crawled onto the bed with her ass in the air and waited for me. She watched over her shoulder while I lowered my cargo shorts over my waist, revealing my erection for her and the camera. She gave me a devilish little smile and wiggled her ass for me. Camera or not, I was going to fuck her. I wanted to fuck her harder than in the hotel that night.
The camera showed my chest and abs with my erect penis behind her. The way she knelt on the bed, her breasts hung down and showed her cleavage. What it did not show was the amazing waist and wide hips with a defined spinal ridge along her long, beautiful back.
The desires of my cock made me forget the camera and thousands of potential viewers. I became lost in the beauty of the goddess I was about to please. I wasted no time and jerked her lace panties down to her knees. With a gasp, she threw her head back as I buried my face in her ass and ran my tongue over her slit.
Her pussy lips were soaked from her lust and needed no help. The idea of fucking on camera had her so hot I didn't need to do much more than fuck her. I stood up and guided my cock into her.
With her face down in a doggy position, my full length slid inside. Expecting some resistance, I was caught off guard when I sunk in all the way and had to support myself on her hips and back. My hips slapped into her firm ass and made a loud slap sound.
She let out a squeal of pleasure and I couldn't help but release a howl of pleasure as her warm wet insides flexed over my whole shaft. In the camera I could see her mouth open wide and she gripped the comforter. We paused and she let out a devious little laugh as she caught her breath.
"Wow," she said.
Overcome with pleasure, my body pulled away from her to rub its cock on the pleasurable thing it had found. Eager myself, I gave it what it wanted and plunged myself back into the silky hole.
Mom's mouth fell open and her breasts swung up in an arch. The tight muscles around her wide hips and ass shuddered from the impact and her breath was taken away. I didn't want her to recover, I wanted her to beg for a break.
With both hands on her shoulders, I pulled her into my waist hard. Her long hair draped over her right shoulder and strands of wild hair covered her face. In the camera's view, each hit made her breasts and hair swing wildly.
In to it now, I wanted the entire world to see how I fucked. How I could service a mature, beautiful woman like her. My hands slid down her back to the clasp of her bra and tore it free. The small metal clips pulled apart and she looked back at me with a half furious, lusty glare.
With one hand on the side of her hipbone and the other on her shoulder, I slammed my cock into her. She let out a moan and reached back to grab my hand on her hip. Using the force of my thrust, I pulled her up by the shoulder to give the viewers a full view of her stomach, breasts and thighs.
Her broken bra fell from her body and the straps caught on her wrist and elbow. Her large globes of soft flesh hung like fruit free of its restraints. She threw the bra to the side of the bed and tried to fall forward on all fours.
But I wouldn't let her. I held her in place as I rolled my hips up into the underside of her ass. Her stomach tightened and her ass rippled out to the sides with each thrust. It was like a game of how much I could distort her body and make her moan for the camera.
Her light brown hair covered her face and chest in a mess of wild strands. She tried to keep them out of her face, but with the constant assault, all she could do was hang on and breathe between strokes.
Her grip tightened on my hand and she let out a high pitch squeal. The muscles in her back flexed and her stomach sucked in. Then she slumped forward with all her weight. Before she landed face first on the bed she caught herself with quivering arms.
I sunk myself deep inside of her and took my first break.
"Oh fuck!" she gasped and twisted her hands in the comforter.
Sweat dripped down my chest and landed on the back of her ass. We huffed in unison while I gathered up her hair in one hand to give the camera a full view of her low hanging breasts.
The walls of her vagina pulsed around my cock and my hips twitched up to grind my cock deeper inside.
"Wow," she laughed and let out a deep breath.
But I wasn't done with her. I pulled her hair back like the reins of a horse and held her hips in place with my left hand. Steering her body, I lowered her towards the bed just enough to make her long nipples touch the fluffy, cool comforter.
Her eyes closed tight and she let out a long moan as her nipples grazed the fabric. With the sound of pleasure, I was off to fuck her again. I watched the camera carefully, guiding her with each thrust to swing her nipples just over the tops of the comforter.
It was a precision fucking, not our previous marathon wild fucking. This time, I could feel the insides of her body tighten and twitch with each stroke. Her silky insides milking me to my orgasm. She tingled inside and gripped the comforter with both hands. Her mouth hung open, but no sound came out. Then in a big gasp of air, she took a deep breath and continued moaning.
The sight of her body from all angles and the feeling of her pulsing inside was too much. In a final stroke I let out a loud moan and pulled her tight into my cock. She swallowed hard and arched her back so her body could accept my sperm. But she was weak and without my grip on her shoulders, fell away from me.
My knees hit the edge of the mattress, preventing me from following her. Before she pulled me out, I swung one leg over the top and laid down on her. The added weight broke her strength and she collapsed facedown into the bed.
Like a victorious beast, I arched my back and lifted my chin high, driving my cock as deep into her as I could. The warm pleasure of my cum left my tight testicles in a wave and flowed through my cock. I let out a moan into the ceiling that echoed down the hall.
Mom moaned into the comforter and twisted her hands up into a tight ball. I knew I had a full load of sperm for her. I imagined the surge of white cum entering her, filling her insides with thick white cum. My body tightened a second time. I looked down to admire her shoulder blades and my own cock disappearing between her round beautiful buttocks.
My abs and torso tightened to curl my hips up into her, my pelvic bone crushed her ass muscles out around the edges, desperate to drive deeper. But no matter how much I tried, I couldn't. Not that it would matter, as the tip of my cock already touched the end of her.
I moaned for her as my hips quivered, letting her know her body gave me carnal pleasure in return. My testicles tightened and relaxed, pumping the last of my cum into her. The final few strokes were by instinct alone, the body's built-in program to ensure all sperm was deposited into the bred female.
Exhausted, I rolled over and flopped down on my back beside her. My soaked cock grew limp and slumped over the side of my hip. She lifted her head and propped herself up on one elbow.
She took several deep breaths in and laughed, "What was that?"
I gave her a smile and put my hand on her wet hot thigh.
"Mom!" Penny yelled and slammed the front door.
Mom's face dropped and we bolted off the bed, she grabbed her panties around her knees and pulled them up. She nearly stumbled when her feet hit the floor, but the surge of adrenaline kept her standing.
"I was halfway to school when I realized I didn't have my gym bag. Do you know where it is? I've got practice right after school today." She called out.
Mom threw her robes over her shoulders and covered herself up without her belt. I held my breath and grabbed my clothes off her floor.
Mom fixed her hair over one messy shoulder and rushed out the door. "Penny hi! I left it by the back door next to the dryer. Yes, right there, that one."
"Are you okay? You're out of breath?" Penny said.
My stomach turned inside out and I scrambled to pull my shorts and shirt back on.
"Yeah, just been running up and down the stairs. I'm late getting in the shower." mom said and closed the door.
"I thought you already showered? Okay, I found it. Thanks mom." Penny said.
"No, that must have been your father or Eric, okay you got it? See you when I get home tonight." Mom said.
The front door slammed shut and mom crept back inside. She covered her chest and laughed, "We have to be way more careful than that next time."
She still wants a next time? I thought to myself. I probably should have said what I thought out loud, but I was afraid of losing what we had and just nodded my head.
Mom brushed back her hair and walked over to her phone. Her robes opened, revealing a glistening body, erect nipples and cum running down her thighs for the camera. She grabbed her phone and shut the recording off.
She held the phone in front of her chest. I sat on the bed, still naked and admired her body through the opening that showed her stomach and navel with her inside thighs. Her sheer robes hid her full breasts, but the two erect nipples showed through.
"You don't have to do this if you don't want to, it can be just ours." she said.
Like hell, I put my soul into that performance. Not only did I want her to see it on her site, but I imagined Nikki seeing it and fantasising over some anonymous cock she could have had, Beth too, and Karen from Mom's gym members. Then a nagging thought entered my mind, 'You're making porn with your mother... your mother.'



I tried not to dwell on the final thought and blurted out, "we're just playing the game. I'm okay if we do this, it's kind of like the open windows at the hotels."
Mom gave me a dirty grin. "That turned you on too?"
CHAPTER 2, BOILING A FROG
They say a frog placed in water and heated to a boil will adjust, remaining in the water until it's too late. True or not, when it comes to humans, we often mentally sit in a pot of boiling water. But unlike that frog who in reality jumps out, we don't and instead we rationalize the rising temperature. We convince ourselves it's okay, especially when it's fun, even a little naughty.
Our first video "Fucking My Stud After my Family Leaves" didnt just get a few thousand views it sky rocketed over half a million. Along with it, mom's enthusiasm for her new hobby, a second income stream and my education into digital online marketing.
To my horror, mom left in the end as we scrambled to get dressed after Penny announced herself. But mom may be a marketing genius, the fans believed she was a real mother, fucking a young stud because of it. Until I watched it, I hadn't noticed she wore her thick wedding band throughout the video. Which only added more realism to it for both the fans and myself.
The comments below were filled with, "I need a stud like that.", "HOT!!", "More", "Do you fuck fans?" But it wasn't just the comments that hooked us. In fifteen minutes and a few hours of editing, she earned enough to pay the store's utility bills for the month.
The following month she had lights, an entry level camera and a tripod. Our videos improved, which brought in more fans, which brought in more money, which improved editing and filming gear. Mom also bought exotic ballroom masks, which removed the need to blur out our faces and allowed the fans to see our facial expressions. Immediately we saw a jump in numbers.
Not only did we earn a surge of money on new videos, but older ones kept generating views which kept growing larger and larger as our numbers went up.
It was simple to tape ourselves fucking at first, but the more fans we attracted, the better quality they demanded. Mom was natural at it. She could pause and change camera positions, then keep fucking as if nothing happened. A slight annoyance to me, but it was beginning to be just business and the idea of her being my mother was washed away.
After a while coming up with titles and descriptions becomes the hard part, there's a real art to picking what thumbnail works best. But really with mom's body, all we had to do was make sure it showed her off fucking and people would click on it.
My own personal channel proved much more difficult, a spin off so to speak. It paled in comparison to moms and I had way more trolls than hers. But they just drove me to work out harder and invest in even more supplements.
Which had added benefits and some disadvantages, such as hot flashes, a $200 monthly bill in supplements and fucked up dreams. I once dreamt I fucked my best friend's shoulder blades and cam on his neck hair. But my muscles were larger, my cock turned rock hard in a moment's notice and I fucked like a crazed bull. Which actually benefited mom more than me. As a result, our videos stopped getting camera changes for a while.
Mom laid on her back in the small twin bed we had set up at the back of the store. Her legs were up around my shoulders and I held onto her thighs. We looked each other in the eyes, our faces hidden to even each other. She could have been any other woman other than my mother which helped us forget our true relation to each other.
She wore a black mask with large black feathers at the side. Fake diamonds surrounded her eyes. Her beautiful brown eyes looked up at me through the eyeholes. I wore my favourite mask, a silver expressionless roman mask with the bottom half removed and enlarged eyes. It was me who 3D sculpted it and printed it on a 3D printer I bought, mostly from paranoia of wanting an untraceable mask.
The cords in the side of her neck strained and she pressed her head back into the pillow. "Oh Fuck! Stop, you're too deep!" Her nails dug into my forearms and chest.
But I couldn't stop, my testicles tightened and my orgasm came on. I held her tight and flexed my muscles for the camera. She winced and gasped for air. I could see the panic in her eyes as she tried to inhale. She slapped my chest and grabbed a handful of my pec.
The pain of her nails and my orgasm made me moan like an animal and squeeze her legs tight into my torso.
With a burst of air she let out a moan and cried out, "Oh god!" she caught her breath as my cum poured into her quivering vagina.
With all my cum emptied into her I let her legs go and she wrapped them around my waist. Physically exhausted from my performance, I let myself fall onto her and rested my forehead on hers. We panted in tandem, inhaling one another's hot breath.
She held onto me as I rested my weight over her, crushing our sweaty bodies together. "Happy birthday," I said.
She laughed and rubbed the muscles in my back with her hands. Against the rules of Purple's manual Sally had sent us she smiled and kissed me on the lips. Her tongue lashed out and slid inside to touch the tip of mine.
We hadn't kissed for months after reading the small red manual with no ISBN number, a deceptive title and small golden dove in the bottom left corner. Inside it was filled with poorly written pages detailing the amateur art of a community art gallery from a town no one heard of which was spelt wrong on the title.
"Community Art of Sprigland" was a cryptic rule book for people like us. Sally said it was written by another woman she knew who went by the name of Purple. It was her who had inspired her to make her own blog.
The manual made the owners feel like they belonged to a secret club, when flipped like a flip book the art pieces spelt M-O-T-H-E-R-S and T-A-B-O-O. It was Purples' hope that if anyone should spot a book and say 'Mother's taboo', they would be connected through an unspoken bond.
"You're a week too early. It's next week." She said.
I knew that, but she didn't know I knew that. In fact, I had a surprise for her and the fans. "Shit, I thought it was today." I said.
She rolled her eyes and laughed, "You're lucky we're not married, then I'd really be pissed." Lost in thought, she traced the veins in my forearm with her fingertips. Massaging and moving the veins side to side.
We stayed connected for as long as my cock stayed hard. When it became limp, I stood up from the bed and helped mom to her feet. With the removal of our masks, we returned to being mother and son. It was a tip we sent on for Sally, who said she too tried it with great success. The tip even made it into her blog and forum. It even earned mom a personal first name only introduction from Mrs Purple, Lisa.
"Okay, we better clean up and get the gym opened up. We ran a bit longer than I planned for." she looked down at my cock and smiled. She wrapped her hand around it and gave it a tug and stroke. "Mmm wish we could just do a road trip again."
"You should look into other courses you need driving too," I said and gave her a wink. She smiled back at me and walked away.
I wiped my cock with a wet towel and watched her ass and waist sway side to side as she walked off into the showers naked. Recently, the gym had become more of a porn studio than a gym. Memberships were down, along with sales. To George's disbelief, mom's revenue kept steady. It was almost like he was rooting for it to fail.
But it wasn't just holding, mom actually had to launder the profits of our videos, not from the government but his watchful eye. Buying our supplements in cash at full retail, surprise freebies for customers which we paid for later out of the cash.
She also hired me as full time, but I spent half my day working out. She said it was an investment. Mom also billed out a lot of imaginary private clients for personal training. She was paying taxes twice to commit some weird twisted fraud that benefited the government just to ward off Georges nagging.
As the supplements sold, swimwear and lingerie made by a brand called "Sally's Swim and Lingerie" filled the racks. George didn't pay much attention to the catalogue, with Sally posing in lingerie and swimsuits when mom showed it to him, but it vanished shortly after David came home from school.
Sally was amazing, built like a fitness model who had a narrow waist and thick full thighs. She had no shame in modelling her own products alongside her daughter Ellaine. From time to time I wondered to myself if she was also fucking her brother. She even inquired if mom would be interested in a modelling job herself.
Before the first customer came in, Mom had already finished editing the video and stared at the screen.
Mom bit her lower lip and tapped the keyboard with her nails. We stared at the blinking cursor and I said. "Just name it. Stud fucks his birthday milf."
Mom sucked her lower lip in further and typed, "40 year old mother gets a birthday fuck from her stepson."
Before I could protest, she hit enter. The page turned black and flashed video uploading. My stomach sank and my lips parted. "What are you doing?"
"No one will know. You've been a delivery boy, a student, a tinder date, a peeping tom. The funny thing is we're sort of telling the truth this time and no one will believe us." she laughed.
I stared at the thumbnail of her kneeling on the bed, her abs flexed with her arms held back by me. Her breasts dangled in front of her in full view of the camera. Like a teaser, half her face was exposed, just enough to show her open mouth as I first entered her. Above it "40 year old mother gets a birthday fuck from her stepson." She was right. It was like we were confessing and no one would believe it.
"I've been thinking. I think it's time we change up the channel, do more roleplaying, try different locations or even do a hotel road trip like you said? It just seems like we need something different after making almost sixty videos, and most of them are filmed here." She said.
"The Fans loved the DP video. But they got a little upset it was just a silicone dummy on the bottom." I said.
She looked at the closed door behind me to the small storage room. "Yeah, views dropped off once the "second" guy showed up. Oh well, paid for the doll. And you got another first." She covered her mouth and shook her head. "But you are not going back there again. I thought I was going to split."
My cheeks grew red but secretly my pride swelled up inside. "So what other changes can we do? That's not the location. Fans have been asking for an extra to join in." I said.
Mom bit her lower lip and studied my face then the screen. "An extra as in Beth?"
I looked at mom, "Well I wouldn't complain, but how would we invite her into this? Hey Beth, Eric and I were thinking we could make promo videos for your toys like Sally and Ellaine do with their lingerie." I joked.
Mom gave me a smirk, "no nothing like that. Use your little channel and inquire later that you could use a first female male couple video. Plus, you'll get a boost your numbers."
"Ah, well there's also the other way too and we find a not silicone second for you." I said. My stomach felt like a lump and I held my breath after saying it.
We had done more than a few double penetrations and our entire channel was pretending to be with other people than ourselves. When she donned her mask she was Alexia and I was any number of other men but Eric. But on screen, I never had a name. I was a faceless individual who showed up to fuck the married and bored house wife Alexia.
Mom's smile vanished and she looked over my chest and stomach. Her lips parted and she bit the inside of her lip. Lost for a moment, her eyes stared through me.
Had I made a judgement error? The longer she remained silent, the tighter the knot grew in my stomach until words fell out of my mouth, "Or we could film you at amateur strip clubs, do a tour or whatever they do."
Mom covered her face and laughed, she flopped back in her office chair. "Become a travelling stripper fucking fans on the side, to supplement my failing gym. George would love that." She gave me a grin and lifted her foot up to my crotch, "mmmmm I guess there would be a lot of hotel time with my cameraman." She smiled and let her foot down as my cock hardened in my pants.
Her eyes stared through my stomach once more as her toes caressed the top of my foot and shin. She sighed and said, "Maybe it would be too much of a risk, unless we spotted another couple with the red book, because Lisa and Sally said there are others. We just haven't met anyone yet."
"I suppose that's an option. Do as she said and leave the book out on display." I said.
Mom tapped her index nail on her front teeth and looked up at me, "Do you think Beth knows? Because Sally spoke with her on stocking swimwear before she closed her gym. You still play games with Reg, did he ever...?" she shrugged her shoulders and tilted her head to the side.
I chuckled, "Given the chance, I think Reg would fuck anything. I guess he gets to try all kinds of male masturbators for research that his mom and another woman is designing. Her name is Brianna over in Northview Peaks, definitely has a crush on her. Probably like the crush he has on you. You know he asks about you from time to time."
Mom blushed at the mention of another young guy crushing on her. "Beth mentioned her, The Secret Drawer. Kind of made me question officially going erotic adult store for this location, George would flip though." Mom said. She huffed and nibbled on the top of her finger. Her eyes drifted off the screen that displayed our fans and recent videos. "Okay we'll give it thought, I kind of like your stripper idea. Maybe I should hold a class here, get someone in from out of town, quiz them a little bit."
CHAPTER 3, CHANGE
Change can make the mundane exciting. Like everything that grows older, the mundane becomes the norm. Eventually, the norm turns into a single day stretched over decades. The past month was anything but mundane, but not for the reasons I had fantasized about.
Making porn with a family member was a bit like selling drugs. It starts out small and you can spend the cash easily on small items, things you wouldn't normally buy with your tight budget. But if you catch a few breaks, you have to get inventive on how to spend it or where to hide it.
Mom created a small company, Alexia's erotic studio and paid me out as a contractor for production and film editing. That way if anyone came around we just had a creepy business relation, not an actual incest acting position. It wasn't millions of dollars but mom had to hide the sudden influx of $40k without admitting it came from ad revenue on a porn site. Which George might want to see.
When our mundane exterior view of family life changed, it wasn't even me and mom's secret but Georges' secret that did it.
Mom slammed her hands down on the kitchen counter, "You bought what!"
George ran his hands through his hair and stammered, "It was a sure deal, Benjamin said it would protect us from inflation and all our savings would be safe. So I moved our money into bitcoin,"
"How much?" mom growled.
"Ben kept saying buy the dip it's going bounce back even stronger and you'll miss it again like 2019. We did everything right, but then another dip happened and another and it wouldn't stop. But he said it's going to come up, we'll get the kids college money back and it'll be all good again. We just need time." George said.
"Do I have enough to get upgrading this year in college?" Penny kicked at the wood flooring with her toes and folded her slender arms over her chest.
Penny wore her old school sweat pants, dark blue pants with our white school initials across the ass. Nikki used to protest them being on the ass, she thought it was immoral to have them draw the attention to a woman's ass. But my sister could wear it better than she did. Her slender build and small white t-shirt made her ass look larger with the initials on it.
The German side of her showed through much more on her than mom, with a sharp nose, hazel eyes and blond hair. Her skin was lighter than moms but she had the same large eyes and chiselled chin.
George let out a sigh, "I had to keep buying, when it bounces back and goes up like Ben says we have enough to pay all of your schooling and the last of the mortgage, plus we have our savings back with extra." George said.
It took a second or two for the fuse to hit mom, but that silent awkward second or two lasted for ages. "Fucking hell George! All of it, what is with your god damn love of those fucking Smiths. First you think your gay and now this!" mom screamed. Mom's face turned neutral and the room went silent.
All of us stood in silence. Prior to the multiple bombs, it was an innocent family discussion of colleges and funding. It was like we were shell-shocked, sea sick and being lost rolled up into one big pill. Above us, the hum of a fluorescent light in the kitchen was the only sound the house made.
It began so innocently by Penny announcing she needed just one class for upgrading at the local college and didn't want to use her student loan for it. George was oddly resistant to the idea and since I was a "lost cause" I gave in to George's original request and offered my remaining portion to Penny, I may have added a "fuck it" after breaking rule #9, but I didn't think it would make the whole place fall in.
Although it's hardly fair to blame just my comment when the stage was set during the end of the pandemic and the continued frenzy of crypto investing.
"You're gay?" Penny whispered.
Mom lowered her head and leaned on the kitchen island. "Fuck, I'm sorry it just came out," she muttered.
George looked like he was either going to melt into the floor or implode. Either way things started making sense, at least from my fucked up point of view. The only way our family could get worse was if David admitted he was secretly married to a goat.
I pointed a finger in George's direction, "The eyes," I said in a low voice.
"What?" he said.
"I just never acce..." I stopped myself at the sight of David and Penny. To me George was George, but to them he was dad.
Penny looked whiter than she normally was, her lips had lost their colour and she looked back and forth between mom and George. Both their futures and safe zone were shattered in the last five minutes.
"Are you two getting divorced?" she said.
Mom and George looked at each other. Mom shook her head and ran her hands through her hair. "No,"
George gave a sigh of relief, "Funny thing is your mother and I still care for each other, just not," he motioned back and forth between the two of them, "Like that, well sometimes we do that. Um but we have you, and we have an arrangement for your mother."
"George?!" Mom huffed.
"An arrangement?" David said.
"You mean like a boyfriend?" Penny said.
David's face sank and he looked at Penny and me. Penny lifted her chin and refused to cry but a tear built up in her eye and she casually wiped the corner with her finger.
Mom shook her head, "Dammit Penny."
"I'm an adult now not a child. I can read between the lines and know it means you're fucking someone on the side." Penny snapped back.
"Hey, calm down! Rule nine, this is why we have it," I shouted over the others. When the room went silent, I touched Penny on the elbow with the tips of my fingers and nodded towards David who was white as a ghost with pale lips. Penny gave me a glance and sucked her lower lip in.
Mom broke the silence first, but her neck was still flush and her words were a struggle. "No we're not getting divorced, all you need to know is your father and I aren't getting divorced we're dedicated to this house, no matter what happens in the game, when the game is done all the pieces are put away and it goes back on the shelf. When things calm down we can discuss it more." Mom said.



"What does that mean, a game?" Penny's face curled up into a sneer.
Mom shook her head and ran her hands through her hair. "Ugh, I don't know. I just... another time."
George cleared his throat. "Well it's kind of all out there, might as well share the whole thing and be up front with it, rule number four? Tonight wouldn't have happened if we just did that a year ago."
I took a step back and stared at them. Oh rule number four would fuck this right up. If only he knew who her boyfriend on the side was, he wouldn't have brought up that rule.
Mom glanced at me with glossy eyes. She squeezed the rag next to her hand as hard as she could. Penny took several deep breaths, like she was going to pass out. I grabbed her around the waist and held her upright. She was nearly as tall as me, with a slender body and a petite bone structure.
She nodded her head and sniffled, "I can do student loans. I'll just start applying for more and I can work a job for that one year, I don't need your guy's money."
I took a step away from Penny and mentally braced myself. No way was I going to join right in on rule four, but there was an opportunity. Which seemed start at the time.
"I started making porn and earn about three thousand a month from it. That's why I don't need my college fund, not that we have it anyways. But I can pay for Penny and just move into the garage, if that works?"
All eyes were on me, but somehow I felt like I owed my family that. Plus, it took the heat off mom and she didn't have to pay double taxes or explain the second stream of income from a porn site. It could be rolled under my name.
"It's not gay porn is it?" David said. He had a bit of a quizzical look on his face that turned a shade redder as everyone looked at him.
"No, but I think I have a lot of gay viewers, but no, not gay." I said.
"Okay, I think that's enough sharing for tonight." Mom said.
After a minute of grumbling and awkward steps away from each other we all retired to our separate areas in the house, but after five minutes David knocked on my door. He slipped inside and closed the door, "what if I'm gay?"
I looked him up and down and shook my head, "You're not gay." I said.
He nodded his head and opened his mouth to ask another question then nodded his head a second time.
"You stole mom's lingerie catalogue from Sally's store and I've seen your laptops "secret" file folder with all the anime girls." I said.
"Yeah, but dad and mom, then all of a sudden..." he said.
"Don't worry about it, it doesn't just happen out of the blue. George just, I don't know. But if it takes your mind off it we can play COD later, I'll see if Reg wants to team up." I said.
He shook his head, "No last thing I want is to be at the bottom of the list and you two in the top 5 like usual." he paused and looked around the room towards the window and bed. "So... do you fuck many girls on your channel?"
I chuckled and shook my head. "Um, just solo stuff on my channel. I think that's enough, go polish up on 1 vs 1 and I'll kick your ass tomorrow."
He smiled and nodded his head before he stepped out of my room. I flipped open my laptop and checked my meagre amount of fans, 2105. "How the fuck do I get that up to the other channels quarter million?" I whispered.
Penny opened the door unannounced and looked at the thumbnails of my naked body without a head stroking my cock. "Oh my god, I'm sorry I should have knocked, I heard David and I... yeah um."
My chest caved in and I slammed my laptop shut, "That's me, I'm not watching guys masterbate, I'm checking my view counter thingy."
Half way out the door she nodded her head and checked the hallway. She glanced down at my body and looked to the side. Her pale white skin turned red and she bit her lip. "You're big," she laughed and shook her head. "You know Marie has a huge crush on you if you ever want me to set you up?"
"That's okay, I don't think now's the time to be dating. You okay?" I said.
She slipped inside and sat on the side of my bed next to my office chair. "I don't know, dads gay moms fucking someone on the side and is mom going out of business? I know dad thinks the world of the Smiths, but they're trying to own the town and Jerry's been offering to buy mom's building. Why doesn't dad see what they are? And oh my god what was with that game thing?"
I got off my chair and sat next to her on the bed.
"Okay first, let's not worry about them. When mom and I went to the city we sat in on some self-help sessions in our spare time. They talked about focusing on a core relationship. Take me and you. We'll always be brother and sister no matter what happens. It's an anchor to remind us of that bond. One person compared it to a game, you play a game win or lose you both put the game away and return to the core relationship, get what I mean?"
"Sort of," after a second shook her head. "Not really," she said.
I looked at my laptop then back to her, "Okay you walk in on me making a video you see me at my peak I'm even cumming. You'll blush, get embarrassed, maybe freak out a bit?"
Her cheeks turned red and she gave me a smirk, "where are you going with this?"
I leaned back on my hands and hardened my abs then sighed in defeat. "I don't know. To be honest, the class was filled with swingers and they were talking about sex with other people. Having fun with sex is like a game. After you're finished playing the game, you put it away and return home. You don't marry or fall in love with the game pieces, they're just pieces used to play a game."
"Oh my god!" Penny laughed. "You went to a swing club?" she whispered.
"No, it was class at the hotel. We went silent when we realized what they were talking about and the minute it was done we snuck out and didn't return. But! The ideas they had about having an anchor made sense. No matter what happens, you return to the core relationship. Of course, both are consenting and in the end they return to their focus of being husband and wife. It kind of works the same after fights or other things between mother and son, brother and sister and best friends. That's what mom and George are doing, their returning to their core relationship. They can do things outside, but their real focus is here at home."
Penny looked at me sideways and lifted an eyebrow up at me.
"Huh that's a lot easier to explain in the context of sex." I said.
Penny turned away from me and rolled her eyes. "Oh my god."
"Anyway. They've been through some shit and yet they're not getting divorced. At the end of the day whatever their doing is working, minus the whole bitcoin issue. Second, no moms not going out of business, and third, yes, your older brother is a porn star, but I need actresses so maybe I should meet Maria?" I said.
Penny rolled her eyes and shook her head. A smile cracked at the edges of her lips. "Ugh, now I know why you've been so perverted lately." She stood up and headed for the door.
"Better?" I said.
She shrugged her shoulders and looked back at me with her cheek on the side of the door slab. "I think so, thank you,"
"Wait, can you close the door for a minute? I don't actually make as much as I said I did. I just wanted to piss your dad off." I said.
She put her hands behind the small of her back and leaned on my door, "Oh."
I couldn't meet her gaze any longer and looked to the floor. "It's not thousands, it's hundreds. Rule number four," I said and shrugged.
Penny nodded her head and used her fingers to put a strand of hair behind her ear. "yeah," she smirked to herself. She looked me over and bit her lip, "maybe you can send me your link, if it's like tik tok and youtube I can share anonymously and give likes to it." She let out a laugh and blushed, "I won't watch, I promise." she covered her face and shook her head then slipped out the door.
My heart thumped in my ears as my room grew silent. In my head I had seen her as a fresh 18 year old model to appear in my channel. I'd be fucking a mother and daughter, but what would mom think of it? I may not have had the smoothing charm Sally did for converting, but I had been planting seeds, seeds which might one day grow into something more.
For an hour I spent my time studying a dozen other masturbating mens channels in an attempt to secretly impress a potential new fan plus see if I could fake $30,000 income with my 2k fans and 57 videos.
A knock at the door broke me from my thoughts and I closed my browser. "You're not gay go back to COD." I said.
Mom slipped inside, closed the door and frowned at me. "What are you talking about? Hey, I should have come clean months ago. I knew about George after the convention, we had a talk. He knows I have a man, just not who." she whispered.
She took a seat next to me and I nodded my head at her. "It's okay, I think you tried to tell me a few times."
She giggled and nodded her head, "Oh yes, I just didn't know how. Never seemed like the right time, and the longer it went, the worse it felt."
"George is gay, lets fuck. Believe me, I would have gotten over it real easy." I whispered and shrugged my shoulders.
"Not in the house." she gave me a fake glare. She took a deep breath in, "actually he and I started having sex two three times a month since he found out I have a boy toy."
"Holy shit," I said and leaned forward in my chair.
She laughed and covered her lips with the back of her hand. "Yeah, I confessed I found someone and he started getting hard and curious. I offered to let him fuck me in." she lowered her voice "with your cum inside me. We never had sex like that before, even when we first started dating."
"He's not gay, he's a cuckold." I said.
"No he's gay, it was the idea of another mans cum he was fucking inside of me," mom snickered. "I was actually relieved when he told me. He thought I'd be mad, but like you said, it makes sense. In a weird way, I still love him and we focused on our core relationship." She smiled and put her hand on my knee.
"I had a feeling already. I just didn't accept it. Does Beth or Sally know?" I said.
"Sally does. She put me in touch with another contact of hers and suddenly made our situation seem normal. So George and I decided we can live like that. And Beth, she might have suspicions after I bought a strap-on from her," mom said.
"Okay, okay, maybe TMI." I flopped back in my chair and rolled my eyes up to the ceiling. "Wait a minute, that's been you two sneaking around at night." I said.
Mom snorted and turned red. "Dammit." She muttered through her snickering, and nodded her head. She composed herself and looked around my room.
"What do we do about college funds? I checked crypto from a year ago where I think he bought it. It's not good from what I can understand." I said.
"Is it bad?" she said.
I nodded my head and she took a deep breath in.
"What pisses me off is he didn't tell me, I just trusted in his investing and taking care of the bills. No more I tell you, I'm taking over control of the finances. He's the one with an allowance and budget now." Mom said.
"Okay, that would make the second stream of revenue easier to avoid." I said.
Mom gave me a smile and sighed. She rubbed my knee hard and said, "So we're good? Because you just announced to the family you make enough to put an eighteen-year-old girl through a year of schooling as a porn star."
"Yeah, I have a pretty good co-star so I think I can manage the tab." I said.
Mom's eyes opened wide. "No, we need to get your little channel up to the main one in case anyone looks into it, considering you're now the front man of our little studio. You have to look like you're actually earning that money."
"But we would have twice the amount," I said.
"Invest it somewhere. He doesn't need to look at your books." Mom stood up and motioned towards my crotch with her hand. "So lock the door and get filming. You need more numbers. Our main channel is now suspended." She paused and looked back at me from the door. With a wink she gave me one last smile, clicked the lock and shut the door.
"Dammit," I whispered.
CHAPTER 4, HARDWORK OR MARKETING?
When we put our minds towards something with the determination to succeed it doesn't always happen like so many positive thinkers claim it does. The god's honest truth is, you'll probably die half way up the mountain. The real smart one is the person who stays in camp then interviews the poor dumb bastard who actually made it to the top and sells their story.
After 30 days and 30 videos I earned an extra $200 and gained another five hundred fans. Of the 30 videos, only one of them broke 40,000 views and accounted for the majority of the $200.
Meanwhile, the channel with mom grew by another 50,000 with no new videos and covered my ass to pay Pennys tuition. The garage had become a film studio, Alexia's Erotic Studio was cannibalized from the gym storage room and put up in the garage. And with it, the smarter one at the bottom of the mountain.
I stood in the corner of the office as mom typed in the title to my last video. She pushed her glasses up her nose and looked over the screen. "Next time, flex your abs when you cum and make sure the shot is going to hit your chest like last time. It also looks bigger if you wait 3 days between videos."
She took her glasses off and swivelled in her chair, "Done, 'Muscular stud shoots massive cumshot over abs' is uploaded. I think Beth will like this one."
In a sheepish way, I nodded my head like an obedient child getting his shoe laces tied for him until her words sunk in. "What?" I sprang off the wall, "You're shitting me right? You told her about me?"
"She makes sex toys in her basement and sells them online. She's not a prudish woman Eric, who do you think was asking about the largest cock we've had, or number of toys we owned and such," Mom said. "Plus, I kind of wanted someone I knew know that my son has a nice large cock." She gave me a devious grin and bit the tip of her glasses with her front teeth.
"So did she say anything to you, maybe tips or something?" I said.
Mom gave me a little smile. "No, not much. But it's time for your workout. Get changed and start hitting the weights, three hundred crunches and fifteen minutes on leg raises. Then first group of power lifts, you have three days before your next video. Let's get your testosterone up."
For a brief moment after our family nearly imploded, I felt like the man of the house, but the reality was mom took charge in a way none of us could. A long time ago she was nearly an olympian. Had she not been stopped halfway up her mountain, she probably would have been one of the ones to make it.
She let out a deep sigh and stood up from her desk. She ran a hand over my chest and bit her lip. She had cut us off from sex in an attempt to get me to make more videos. At first it didn't bother her, but after nearly two months, the denial was wearing away at her.
Some days were worse than others. Today she looked as if she would tear my clothes off and fuck me on the counter, but I kept her honest to her word. That afternoon she did an extra workout, lifting heavy and slamming weights around in frustration. She had gained extra muscle and her body had become toned as a result of her abstinence.
It was as if she was taunting me, hoping I would break instead of her. But I refused to as I got an idea of how to satisfy her in a way she deserved.
At the end of the day back home in the garage I opened a small box I had for her gift that I couldn't give for her 40th birthday. A thick black collar with a silver leash. Something I had planned for her birthday before the accidental outing of George.
I opened my cell and clicked on the contacts named "Dean", a friend of mine from college who I had stayed in contact with. He was also my gym buddy. We used to train together, run the campus and in general hang out. He was my wingman after Nikki, attempting to get me back in the saddle after we broke up.
"Hey," I said.
"Hey, are you thinking of hooking up online?" Dean said.
My nerves wanted to back out and just say "yeah, meet in ten?" I looked around at the two tripodes, my bed with a backdrop and my "film set". The cold shiny chain jingled in my hand and I took a deep breath. This was business and I was an amateur porn producer, so it was time to step up.
"Um no, actually I have a proposition or should I say an acting gig, pay is a thousand dollars for one hour maybe two..." I said.
The line was silent for a few seconds before he spoke. "I'm not an actor."
"You don't have to be. I started a porn studio and I need an attractive guy to play one part who I trust. I thought of you." I said and opened my laptop while holding my cell to my ear with my shoulder.
"Porn, you're making porn and you thought of me," he laughed.
"I'm sending you a link to the actress you'd be with. She wants to start including a second guy, a fuck a fan sort of deal. Pay is a thousand, plus because it's you I'll throw in your ticket. As you can see all anonymously, no one would know it's you." I said.
An audible ding sounded on his end and he said nothing as he clicked his mouse.
"Plus, I could do twenty five percent of the video revenue for one year, again because you're my friend, which could be worth a few thousand extra if all goes as planned. You could buy a new gaming PC or get a VR set," I said.
"I'd get to fuck her?" he said.
I laughed, "Well with me around, we'd be giving her, her first gang bang in a hotel. But I could see if we could do two videos, same deal for the second couple video, if she agrees to it."
"When?" Dean said.
"Before next semester begins. While you're still out for summer. I'll have everything setup and give you the details for the shoot." I said.
There was a second or two pause. He was a bit like me, awkward around the girls but obsessed with them. "Okay, yeah I'm in, but you and I don't touch."
"No, nothing, just her. I'll give you more details once we're set up to shoot, and remember, this is a surprise for her. It's like a prank game we play on each other." I said.
We said our goodbyes and I looked out the window for mom's headlights. After an hour she pulled into the drive and I met her outside the garage. She was tired and still had on her workout clothes. A cream short sweater with brownish leggings. Her hair was a mess and she had dark lines under her eyes.
"Tired?" I said.
She gave me a meek smile and rubbed my shoulder. She stopped next to me and leaned on the siding of the garage. Behind us the lights were out in the house. In the distance, a single vehicle revved up their engine and sped off.
"I was researching the value of the gym equipment. I'm done with the gym, even with the revenue from the site, it's like I'm working for free just to pay the bank its mortgage and the upkeep. One person new to town came in to look around and complained about the lack of machines, and said my membership price wasn't worth it compared to Ben's place, Invigorated." She sneered. "It was right in the middle of my class."
I took her in my arms and rubbed her back. "Maybe I'm just being pissy about it, but it's like volunteering my time and the people just don't care, yet none of them would have the balls to do it. And the Smiths are trying to own everything. It's the only reason I haven't sold the place."
I leaned in close to her ear and whispered, "sell the gym, then we move Alexia Erotic Studio back into the store and you sell erotic lingerie. We build the porn channels together."
Mom pulled away from me and looked me in the eyes.
"I already admitted to Penny I wasn't as large as I said I was. That's why she took a job as a cashier at Jerry's store." I shrugged my shoulders, "Rule number four."
"Secrets inside of secrets?" mom sighed. "We already have secrets to cover up other secrets, now the secrets have their own secrets."



"You prefer us to tell them? The whole truth? You sell off most of the equipment and start that adult store. Jerry and his fake morals won't touch that world and George won't openly go near it. You and I, it's just business actors earning an income when the masks go on," I said.
Mom bit her lip and looked around at the dark windows of the neighbourhood.
I gave mom a back rub through her shirt. "You know Beth's been asking for us to visit her. Maybe we can both use a road trip and have a break? I'll give you time to think about the gym, I'm sure Penny can look after it, at least she would be earning money from you and not Jerry." I said.
Mom looked me in the eyes and smiled. Through the exhaustion there was a glimmer of light that her pleasant welcoming eyes had with a smile that set everything at ease. "One or two beds?" she whispered.
"You can choose, but we're using an app this time." I said.
"Deal, I'll message Beth." she said.
CHAPTER 5 Small World.
The world is as small or large as you make it.
It was the nicest hotel the city had, a four-star with nine floors. We had the eighth. Below was a large parking lot with lights and parked cars. The hotel was the tallest building the city had and from our view Beth could point out her house, or at least the green canopy of leaves in the neighbourhood.
Inside, we had a single King bed, a spacious room with a desk table and two lounge chairs. My phone buzzed and my hand shook as I tapped the screen. It wasn't the fact that I was planning a gang bang from mom but the fact Dean was getting nervous and nearly backed out.
The shower in the bathroom masked the sound of me gently opening the lock. Dean slipped inside and shook his hands. He undressed and covered his cock and took several deep breaths. I handed him a mask and a condom. "Put these on, go wait in the corner next to the bed," I whispered.
He looked at the camera with a tripod and the two ring lights set in the corner. Next to it was a stack of hundred-dollar bills. He gave me a nervous smile and stepped into the corner to put his condom on. He jerked off to his phone, trying to get hard, but his cock refused to cooperate. I slipped my mask on and stripped down, exposing my rock hard erection.
The idea of having her fucked by two cocks and moan in pleasure was enough to fill my cock with blood. In fact, half the day was spent getting random erections at the idea of giving her a gang bang.
The shower ended and I grabbed my phone, the leather collar and a special mask I made with removable eyes. I opened the door and stepped inside. She had the towel around her waist and her mouth opened to protest, but she saw the camera, mask and collar with a metal leash.
Eager to play our game, she grabbed the black mask with diamonds and pulled it over her face. Her fingers felt the eyeholes and the pieces of black inserts used to block her view. She laughed and said, "What's this for?"
I said nothing and wrapped the collar around her neck. Her smile turned to a devious grin and she lifted her chin to allow me to fasten the buckle. Her shoulders shrugged off the towel, it slipped from her body and crumpled on the floor. While I led her through the room to her bed water dripped from her toned body.
Dean was like a wild animal cowering in the corner. But the sight of mom's naked body being led into the room. Water droplets ran down the creases of her muscles and made his half erect cock pulse in his hand. His panic-stricken eyes locked on her abs and waist as she felt around the bed. Droplets of water rolled off the tips of her large nipples as she bent down.
The months of training had toned her body. Now she had firm curves with muscles that added to her sleek silhouette. Her body glistened with water and the chain dangled between her breasts. I guided her onto her back and laid her down. The chain ran over her firm nipple and she let out a moan.
It was a suspicion of mine that she wanted bondage. She was not into pain. in fact she was the reverse of, it but what she did enjoy was being rough, a firm hand on her throat and a hard fuck was enough to give her multiple orgasms.
I glanced over at Dean and watched his cock straighten out. Mom's nipples grew harder at the touch of the cold metal and she ground her back into the bedsheets. She reached out and grabbed for my cock. With the palm of her hand under my cock she stroked it and laughed.
"A condom?" she whispered.
"It's a change." I put my hand between her soft breasts and pushed her back onto the bed. Using my knees, I spread her legs and laid on top of her to lick her nipples. The cool chain wrapped her left breast and dangled at the side of her ribs.
Massaging her chest and arms I held her hands above her head and latched on to her breast with my mouth. The tip of my cock rested on her slit and without using my hands I rolled my hips up and teased her opening.
"Fuck me," she whispered.
I had never worn a condom with mom until now. But I had to keep up the charade for Dean of being just fuck buddies in porn. The base of my cock could feel the wrap dig into the skin. Through the latex I could feel her warmth, but not her moisture.
She squirmed under me, grinding her hips up into mine desperate to impale herself on my cock. My tongue licked and flicked her nipples. In my hands, she twisted her wrists and clenched her fists in an attempt to escape my grip. It took all my strength to contain her lust.
"What are you doing? Just fuck me." She whispered and bit into the air with her teeth.
A long moan left her mouth and I thrust forward, impaling her with my cock. She squealed and laughed then pouted after I pulled out. I teased her for minutes until I felt I could no longer contain her. The chain slipped from her body and coiled around her neck beside her.
The muscles in her neck and shoulders strained against my grip and my cock ached to fuck her. I plunged myself inside of her and she let out a loud moan, not caring who might be in the rooms next door. The shaft of my cock felt her insides pulse with a mini orgasm and we gasped together.
"Fuck me, fuck me hard. I want it." She cried.
I looked back over my shoulder and gave Dean a nod and whispered, "Okay, get ready then."
I let her go and pushed myself up off the bed. My cock popped out of her and she growled in frustration. To Dean's shock, I grabbed him by the wrist and pulled him towards the bed. She didn't have long to get upset. He needed very little encouragement and crawled between her legs. In his mind he wasn't fucking my mother, he was fucking a gorgeous milf who I seduced.
It was a strange moment to see another man mount my own mother. I wasn't sure if I would be considered a cuckold or not. But I suppose I was in a sexual relationship with my own mother so in a weird way, yes.
With Dean's attention on mom, I pulled the condom off and stroked myself admiring how her back arched to receive a stranger's cock.
At first, mom didn't notice she was just happy to have a warm beating cock back inside of her. When his hips touched her after a short stroke her hands found his chest and she felt his muscles. She opened her mouth to say something, but he laid down and began fucking her fast.
She bit her lip and around the mask I could see the muscles in her face turn to a frown. She was uncertain, but not willing to say anything. She had a strange cock inside of her, but blind and horny she wasn't 100% sure.
Dean's hips slapped into the underside of mom's thighs and pelvis. His ass tightened with each thrust and his torso curled up into her. At the pace he was fucking her he would be done too early.
Mom bit her lower lip and clenched onto his neck. The two of them fucking each other without fully realizing what they were doing. Driven by pure lust, their naked flesh slapped each other and their skin grew flush with the efforts of their pleasure.
Neither of them wanted to say a word or utter a sound. It was like they were fucking in silence, with only the sounds of their naked skin and bed to fill the air. As they fucked away, their breathing became laboured and their skin glistened, but neither said a word or changed position.
After a few minutes of awkward sex, I decided I better re-enter the scene and crawled on the bed and slid my tongue inside her mouth. She scrambled to feel my stomach and chest, then her hand found my hard cock dangling between my legs.
"I found another fresh young cock to fuck you. No more dildos or plugs. Tonight you are going to have your first real gangbang." I said.
She swallowed hard and tried to lift her mask, but I stopped her and slid my tongue back inside her mouth. Our lips touched and our tongues fenced with one another. I broke from our kiss and sat up to present her with my penis.
With my help, she found my shaft and gripped it.
Dean lifted his chest off her and looked on the woman he was fucking. The black collar around her neck showed off her protruding collar bones and toned shoulders. Her full, round breasts swayed and rolled with each thrust. Still she was unmoving, with her hand on my cock and her legs at her side. She bit her lower lip and tried to sit up but I held her down.
"Oh, my god you're so beautiful, you feel amazing," Dean said in a low voice.
Like ice that had melted the corner of her lips curled up in a smile that she tried not to show. I pulled the two black tabs off her mask, allowing her to see. Her big doe eyes looked up at me through the feathers and gems, then down to the strange man fucking her. A young college student half her age.
Dean was fit, but having to focus on his business degree he didn't have the same time I did to hit the gym. His abs showed through with each curl and the muscles in his broad shoulders flared out from holding himself above mom.
Mom lifted her legs up and wrapped her heels around his waist. Dean let out a loud moan and sunk himself as deep as he could and remained still. He caught his breath and the two shared a moment looking into each other's eyes.
Her mouth opened and she let out a small moan. Her hand gripped my shaft tighter and she curled her fingers into the bed sheets.
He looked up at me and laughed. "She just came for me."
Mom huffed and puffed and thrust her hips up into Dean. She reached up and felt both his pecs with her hands. "Fuck me harder, come on fuck my pussy with your hard young cock, make me cum again."
To my surprise, Dean could hold his own. He took her by the waist with one hand and rested on his other elbow. The two slammed each other with their bodies until he had to stop and catch his breath. Mom let out a long, loud squeal.
"Harder, don't stop fucking me!" she demanded.
Dean looked up at me with sweat running down his brow. His chest was heaving as he was breathing through his open mouth. Like two wrestlers tagging out, I positioned myself next to Dean and he stepped aside. He wiped the sweat from his brow with the bedsheet and stood up.
Mom was filled with an unquenchable lust that even the two of us couldn't satisfy. Before I could guide myself in, she grabbed me and pulled me forward. Her tongue slipped through my lips and my bare cock penetrated her low at the same time.
Giving Dean a rest before he came too soon wasn't my only goal. My cock ached to be used. Inside her gaping hole, her warm silky flesh wrapped around my cock. The lubrication of Dean's condom and her natural fluids squeezed out of her and ran down my testicles.
I held her tight in my arms as I slammed my hips down into her. "Yes, yes, fuck me like that with your hard young cock! Harder, harder! Oh god I'm..." Her eyes rolled back and she gasped for air then continued bucking her hips up into me.
She strained and held on to my neck and waist moaning and gasping for air between thrusts. The bed thumped on the headboard and Dean unknowingly stroked himself to a mother and son fucking each other.
My orgasm welled up and before it burst, I switched off with him once more. For thirty minutes we switched off with each other. Like two competing rivals doing our best to fuck her harder each time in a different position.
I knew some of the viewers would say she was just being used for pleasure. But we all were, mom fucked us back just as hard until her body grew weak. She rode me to another orgasm and slumped forward to catch her breath the chain dangled between her breasts. Her abs tightened and she tried to sit up. Her breasts heaved with laboured breathing and she stared into my eyes without the same vigour she had earlier.
"Holy fuck she just came again, how many was that?" Dean said.
She shook her head and whispered, "I don't know. I stopped counting."
She was empty, her eyes blank, and she struggled to catch her breath. Her sweat soaked hot body was a limp pile of flesh. Even her pussy was stretched and limp with no tightness to give my cock much pleasure.
I pulled her down onto my chest and presented her upturned ass to Dean. Using one hand, I waved him over. "It's time to finish it." I said.
Dean grabbed the jelly off the end table and applied it to his cock. He got behind her and slathered her ass. Mom looked back over her shoulder and watched as he took her by the hips and guided himself inside.
"Do you like that Alexia?" Dean said.
"Yes," mom whispered.
"Just relax while I fuck you in the ass." He said.
Her shoulders tensed up and she held her breath, but her torso relaxed. I could feel his cock through the thin membrane of her inside enter her. The deeper he went, the more air she exhaled until his hips rested firmly on her ass.
"Holy fuck, you're so tight, yes oh my god I'm fucking your ass." he hissed.
He bottomed out and paused. He was balls deep in her ass while I filled her pulsating vagina. The three of us caught our breath and just enjoyed the full feeling. Dean's warm sack touched the little exposed section of my cock. But neither of us cared at this point.
Mom had been thoroughly fucked in all but her third hole. Pre-cum, sweat and spit glistened around her mouth and neck. Sweat beaded on our bodies and the slight pause we shared gave our muscles a rest.
Mom was the first to give in. She let out a moan rolled her eyes up and gyrated her hips grinding our two cocks inside of her. With the rotation of her hips, Dean let out a loud moan and began fucking her from behind.
His hips slapped her ass and each time he bottomed out, she grunted and squeezed my shoulders. All I could do at the bottom was hang on as Dean hammered her from behind. A hard cock joined her soft mushy insides like a foreign object that rubbed and massaged my own hard cock.
Mom turned to look back over her shoulder. "Take it off, cum inside my ass." mom panted.
Dean wasted no time and pulled out, he tore the condom off and dove back into her gaping anus. Mom slapped me on the chest and let out a hefty grunt. The muscles in her torso hardened and her hips curled forward. The cool chain rested around my chest and neck and the collar kept mom chin extended out, tall and proud.
She grunted and fucked our cocks. With both of my hands on her rib cage I held in place on top of me while Dean held her shoulders so she stayed firm on his cock as she humped us. Neither of us moved and both of us winced through our orgasms, fighting them back.
Once more, with renewed strength Mom was wild with lust and she squealed with pleasure as she made both of us cum.
"Fuck I'm cumming!" I yelled.
Those three words set off a chain reaction. Dean relaxed and thrust forward with a loud grunt. He and I came together, filling her with alternating jolts of hot sperm. Halfway through, she let out a squeal, squinted and mashed her chin into her collar. The flesh around her neck dug into the collar while her whole body locked and convulsed with another orgasm.
Dean fell forward, pressing her sweaty hot body flat on top of me. He pumped out the last of his orgasm and knelt, huffing over top of us. Mom let out a gasp of air and went limp. The only movement she made was her chest heaving to catch her breath.
Dean pulled out of her and flopped back onto the bed. Warm fluids ran down my cock, thighs and balls. Mom hardly moved. Her finger tips picked at the sides of my shoulders as she laid on my chest and stared out the window.
"Holy shit, you two fuck like this all the time?" Dean said. He looked over her limp body and stared at her wedding band then looked me in the eyes.
"Only when my husband's away." She giggled but remained still on my chest.
I rolled her off of me and onto her side. She was exhausted. Her eyes moved to look up at me and touched my chest with her hand. It slipped from my side and fell limp on the bed. Her thighs quivered and her rib cage rose and fell with deep breaths.
"Is she going to be okay?" Dean whispered.
Mom grunted and nodded her head.
The camera light blinked at me and I checked the time on the readout. The timer was on for over an hour. I looked back at mom's naked body, still on her side with her back to me. "Better get dressed, money is there. I'll get things finalized with you tomorrow."
Dean pulled his pants up and nodded his head. "Oh tomorrow, do I, we have another shoot or video, um whatever you call it, fuck a fan?"
Mom rolled over on her elbow and looked over at us. Her eyes roamed over Dean's half naked body and she judged him. She looked into my eyes and nodded her head. "Yes, I can do that at nine in the morning. We'll have the morning sun come through the windows."
I gave Dean a shrug who was all smile, "Okay nine tomorrow. I'll have papers and the same deal as this time."
Dean left with all smiles and mom flopped back onto the bed with her arms spread out. She still wore the mask when she closed her eyes. "Happy Birthday," she whispered with a smile. It took her fifteen minutes to recover and take a second shower. The next morning she was at it again with Dean, this time just the two of them.
I had stayed up late, unable to sleep. Deep down, something had me unsettled. Before, it was just a mother and son, now it was as if we entered the world of swingers. The core relationship theory was being put to the test and the red manual somehow gave me comfort.
The breakfast lounge was filled with patrons from the hotel. The morning sun lit the large room and a waitress poured a cup of coffee for me. I held the book in one hand and my cell in the other. During my insomnia, I had edited the video and posted it. A single night and it already broke 100k views.
The waitress was young, fit and pretty. She wore a black and white uniform with a snug white blouse and open button on top her dress pants fit around her thighs and rounded ass, but I didn't care. The smile she gave me was pleasant and welcoming. "Are you staying at the hotel?" she said
"Yes, business trip." I said and set my phone down and took my coffee cup. "Thank you."
She lingered for a moment and gave me a smile, then moved onto another table. I played with the book tapping its edges on the table reciting the lines inside on letting go of jealousy. Originally the book was adapted from a swinger's manual according to Sally, convenient for them they had a second partner they could turn to. Sort of a barter and swap deal not just pro bono.
"Excuse me." A woman said. The woman was tall and wore a blue pencil skirt with a matching blazer. Her blouse was undone just enough to see the top of cleavage. She was strong and confident but she had tender eyes. She looked around the room then to the book in my hand. For a moment she appeared meek, uncertain and she looked away from me.
"Mothers," I whispered.
She looked back at me and brushed her blonde hair back behind her ear. She didn't say it but whispered it so low only her lips moved. "taboo."



We stared at each other, sizing another up while both of us froze in disbelief. My heart pounded in my ears. She was wild and flighty, like a wild horse found in the forest. She had no ring, but her skin had a slight tan line where there would be a wedding band.
"It's okay, I'm Eric. It's good to know I'm not the only one who had to read through the spelling errors of this thing." I held the book up with the title to her.
She smiled and gave me a light laugh. A roll of her eyes and a nod of her head was enough to say yes. "I'm Grace." We shared a smile and neither of us felt alone. Eight floors up I had a friend who was fucking my lover/mother in who knows what way, but I suddenly didn't care like I once had.
Outside in the hall, Beth looked in the hotel restaurant and scanned the room looking for us. I looked away from Grace and Beth spotted me, she gave me her famous large smile with a wave and stepped inside. Still built like a fitness model, she had nice firm breasts, short brunette hair and Mediterranean tan. Unlike before, she had on a pair of tight jeans and navy blue spaghetti strap crop top.
Grace looked back and spotted the new woman approaching. She reached into her small purse, pulled out a card and hesitated before handing it to me. "It's okay, we're not alone." I whispered and tapped the book.
She looked down at me then to the card in her hand. Grace Peregrine, something high school. She took a step back as Beth grew closer and excused herself around a table who was getting up from breakfast. Normally I'd be excited to see her, but I wished she would have showed up late.
"It's okay, don't worry about it." I whispered.
Grace looked down at me over her shoulder, then to the empty table behind me, she gave me a smile and opened her lips as if to say something. Her cheeks turned flush and she lost her words as Beth passed the group of people between us. With a shaky hand, she slipped the card back into her purse and walked away. The heels of her shoes clicked on the ceramic tiles as she walked away with long strides.
She wasn't built like mom or Beth. She had larger bones and didn't have a tiny waist. But with wide shoulders and hips, she had an amazingly strong silhouette.
Beth caught me staring and gave me a smile, "Hi, who was that? Does your mom know you're trying to pick up older ladies?"
I gave her a laugh and shrugged it off. "My new unicorn." I thought to myself.
"No, just..." I looked down at the book in my hand and set it down with the front cover up. "She stopped to say she has the same book."
Beth sat down on the bench and frowned at it. "Oh, I never seen it before. Community Art of Sprigland. Do they mean Spring Land?"
"Yeah, that's what started the conversation," I said and gave her a smile. I looked to the door to see Grace leave the restaurant. She glanced over her shoulder and we shared a final eye to eye moment, then she was gone. "Unicorn," I said.
"Unicorns, is that what they paint in here?" Beth joked and paged through the book.
Mom entered the front lobby from the opposite side and fluffed her hair in front of the restaurant window. My phone vibrated and I checked the message. "Wow, I feel bad taking your money for that, but if you ever need a guy for another video I'm in," Dean text. I flicked the message away and watched mom as she entered the restaurant.
"Small world." I said.
"Isn't it? Sally called me this morning and said she's going to come in this week personally for my delivery. I guess both your mother and I have deliveries, so she'll deliver both my order and meet us personally. Huh, that's odd, page fourteen. The writing is different. Core relationship..." Beth frowned at the page and her voice trailed off, oblivious to mom's arrival.
My stomach sank as I looked at Beth's face and watched as her eyes scanned the page side to side. Mom glared at me and the book in Beth's hands. She gave a big smile and said, "Beth, hi!"
Beth set the book down and stood up with a big smile. "Hey," she got out of the bench and wrapped her arms around mom for a quick hug. "Did you know Sally is coming in?"
"Yeah, I got the call when I was finishing up to come downstairs." She said.
"Did you eat yet? Because I haven't had much," she gave me a sideways glance with a grin on her face.
To hell with jealousy. Now I was just curious what exactly went on in that video. I looked over at Beth and gave her a smile. After all, the world is as large or small as you make it. I decided then to explore this tiny world I had.
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My step father Louis gave me one year to find a job, get a place to rent, and move out. I was 18, it was time to be a man, he said. It was his go to phrase when he wanted to convince me and my half brothers to do things.
Problem was in a dying town no one was hiring, even when family was involved. Louis tried to get me on as a helper at his shipping company but the owner was struggling to keep his current list of employees as is.
So I wandered the town in search of a job surrounded by dozens of places to rent. It was an excuse to run again since I no longer had football practice and the local gym was across town. I figured if I was spotted running a local business might be more open to hiring me if they had seen me a few times.
During the summer Jr and Allen were at camp and Louis worked a desk job at his shipping department. He used to drive a truck but a back injury prevented him from driving. Along with doing a lot of things around the house.
Our old ranch style house was built in the 70's. The upstairs was renovated to modern decor but downstairs was like stepping back in time, brown panel board, shag carpet and an assortment of old, miss matched furniture.
There was a book with a red cover and a web page called "How to Pick up Women Fast" that changed my life mostly because by the time I was out of high school, I learned it was a great "What not to do" book.
Surprisingly I learnt that because mom caught me with it. It was her who told me most of it was garbage. At first it felt strange being taught by my mother how to meet women but after a while it was normal.
Over time my freedom from school, practice and homework led to late night browsing. While online I found a webpage and the way I saw my mother changed.
At first, it seemed strange but I was drawn back to it over and over. Perhaps if my mother didn't have big brown eyes with long natural lashes, a big beautiful smile, and a cute little round nose I would have stayed away. She was a mature woman but still looked like the girl next door.
Many of our friends considered her cute even at thirty-nine. She always kept her wavy light brown hair just past her shoulder blades. Blessed with a naturally small waist line and full breasts and a wide but sexy ass. She was "The mom" everyone else dreamt of, but she wasn't just a milf, she was on the edge of being a pawg.
At games, she cheered on the whole team, sometimes both teams. Once I saw the whole bench of the opposing team stealing glimpses of her. As if my teammates needed more fuel for the milf jokes she always drove a mini van.
Because of this it was hard not to imagine her in the situation when the people on the website spoke of sex as if it was a game, something every consenting adult could do.
Not only that but it seemed as if the forum was filled with mothers. They had many reasons for having sex with their sons. Some were curious, others did it to protect their sons, and some just found it thrilling.
Until then I never imagined a woman could think of their son in that way. Then inspired by lust and curiosity I tested the theory and advice from the forum.
For months I had started applying the very same techniques she had been teaching me. They were as simple as listening to the woman. Give them your fullest attention. Plus taking a genuine interest in their lives, noticing a change in hairstyle, a new bracelet or when they were in a good mood.
The good mood was important because the person's mind was open to a light touch, a mild flirtatious joke or a simple greeting that could become more.
Bad moods were a time for comforting and good moods were a time for flirting. It was hard not to think of her advice in the same context of Louie's advice on reeling in a fish.
Being in sports I was always athletic but over the past few months I had turned up the pressure. I lifted heavier weights, ran five miles three times a week and learned about supplements.
Then there was Louise. In my mind Louise was impotent and fat and mom was wasting her prime years as a woman on him. Even looking back at his younger years in pictures I always questioned how someone like him could have a beautiful woman like her.
But she wouldn't leave him, probably because of us boys. For years they had been growing apart. It started after his injury. They began sleeping in separate beds eventually it became separate rooms. Which was the reason I had to move downstairs in my senior year.
About the same time, mom stopped hairdressing and got a part time job as a librarian assistant. She said she always dreamed of working in a library even if it paid less.
Late at night she sat in front of her laptop writing romance novels, a secret I had stumbled upon one night in the kitchen, when her laptop froze. When it came back on it returned to where it was left and she blushed. We laughed and ever since then it was our little secret.
Somewhere along this time she began to morph, she began eating healthier, the sun dresses she wore were more provocative with lower cuts revealing a toned shapely figure, and her step had a bit of extra bounce.
Reading the forums and all the mothers testimonies and advice my hormone filled brain concluded mom was over sexed and under serviced.
The more I thought of it the more I became convinced of it. Then one Sunday my efforts all came together.
Sunday was a running day and today was exceptionally hot.
Louis sat in his recliner with a beer in his hand, his light blue button-down shirt was undone on top and the underside of his gut was exposed. He looked up at me and nodded then returned his attention to the game.
Sweat dripped from my brow as I trotted down the stairs into the basement and opened my bedroom door to see Mom kneeling at the side of my bed. Reaching under the bed, the cream thin sun dress she wore followed the crease of her round heart-shaped ass.
Upon my arrival she shot up, her light brown hair hung over her face as she turned to look back at me.
"I stopped keeping my porn under there years ago." I said.
She rolled her eyes and smirked at me. "I don't care if you have porn anymore. But your room is a mess. When was the last time you cleaned it?"
My wet shirt clung to me as I pulled it over my head.
Mom stood up and playfully slapped my stomach with the back of her hand. "You can at least wait until I'm out of the room."
"I hit some bugs or something and they still feel like they're crawling around my neck and hair." I said.
Mom leaned in closer and brushed her hand over my shoulder. She paused and admired the muscles I had packed on the past few months. Then let her fingers drift over my chest. "I don't see anything." she cleared her throat and looked away from my eyes, "Just grab a shower, you're all sweaty anyways."
The way she looked at me made me think back to a comment made by one of the mothers. "A woman needs sex just like a man, even mothers."
I nodded my head and headed straight for the shower. But the thoughts and phrases from the website wouldn't leave my mind. It was a fast shower and when I stepped out I didn't bother to dry off hoping it would help me cool down.
Through boredom and pent up lust I decided to step out wearing only a towel.
Across the hall mom never noticed me as she held her phone in front of her.
Her thin floral sun dress hugged her waist and crease of her ass. On the table in front of her was a laundry basket filled with multicolored strings and lace.
She hummed to herself on her phone in the laundry room. Her sandals sat in the hall and she scrunched her bare toes in the shag carpet and relaxed. Her knees were tight together with one knee bent so she could rub her calves together.
Quietly I stepped closer to get a better view of her. The sight of her made me stop and admire her figure through the dress, her narrow waist with wide hips and shoulders.
Her knees rubbed together and her toes curled into the carpet, the table she worked at had thongs, bras and g strings, some rolled up and the rest heaped in a pile on the table.
She bit her lip and scrolled one page over. Her hand trailed down from her chin, over her collarbones and breasts. The hem of her collar caught on her pinkie and tugged at the top button of her dress. She continued down over her stomach and returned her hand back in the same motion.
As I watched her, my cock hardened. She was so engrossed in the story she didnt notice me. The game upstairs on TV masked the ambient sounds down stairs. She was oblivious to it all as she touched her breasts through the cotton fabric. Her nipples grew hard and pressed through her thin bra and dress. Her index finger swirled around the tiny lump until it grew into a large pea sized lump.
A low quiet moan left her throat and she paused. I was frozen in place as she was masturbating or doing something of the sort. With that I was more convinced that she was over sexed and underserviced.
As my mind accepted that my cock filled with blood and the weight of the towel made it feel like it would bend and break.
She looked up as the music broke and another can was cracked open. In a casual glance she looked back over her shoulder with large glossy eyes.
Fearing she would spot my erection I stepped forward and put my hand on the small of her back pretending I had seen nothing. She jumped and let out a high pitched yelp.
"Sorry, I didn't mean to startle you. I was just going to see what you were up to." I said.
She covered her chest and laughed, "That's okay, ha, you caught me, I was just reading some reviews of mine." Her pupils were full in her large brown eyes. Her face and chest was flush. With one hand on her shoulder I massaged the muscles in her neck with my thumb.
Her body tensed up then relaxed in my grip, it wasn't uncommon for me to rub her back. But other times I hadn't caught her silently masturbating or with her lingerie laying around the table. Also not when I had an erection which I was carefully trying not to stab her with.
Her eyes closed and she let out a low purr of pleasure.
"All good reviews?" I said.
"Yes," she said.
I let out a small laugh, "You know eventually you're going to have to share some of your stories with me, I'm old enough to know what romance stories are about."
Her face turned flush and an embarrassed smile spread across her face. "Ha, I don't think they're the kind of stories a young man like you would want to read."
She put her phone face down and leaned forward to scoop the pile of lingerie into a hamper next to the table. Lost in thought I didn't side step her and my cock pressed between her ass as she bumped into me and paused. She caught me flat footed and her sandal caught on the back of my heel. To brace myself I grabbed her waist in both hands and shifted my weight forward.
It was only a second but the both of us paused.
Then my lust took over. The spinal muscles on her back tightened and her warm flesh radiated through the dress's material. With pure lust my hips flinched, grinding my cock into the crevice of her ass. My other hand found the thin strap of her thong and held her hip in place.
"Christopher," she said.
She looked back at me over her shoulder with flared eyes. 'Christopher?" she pushed herself upright and half turned around to face me. With an ice cold glare she looked into my eyes. What she saw looking back at her was pure lust. The icy stare broke and her previously lusty eyes returned for a moment.
It was a glimpse into her true desires. But just a quick she shook it aside and her sternness returned. "Christopher," she whispered loudly.
With my hands on her hips I ground my crotch into her ass and impulsivity bumped my hips into her. She let out a gasp and for a moment lust filled her eyes. A mere 30 seconds had passed since she was touching herself, because of that her hormones would still be firing at full speed.
Before that moment passed I spun her around and held her tight with one hand on her back and the other on her hip.
Through brute force she pushed herself up and turned to face me. Her hips caught my towel and pulled the knot free. My hard cock felt the soft smooth fabric of her dress and I moaned out loud.
The sound made her jump and anger turned to fear as she looked to the ceiling then to me.
In her attempt to turn her body to face me one of her legs became trapped between my thighs. Her crotch pressed into my flexed naked thigh and her sexual instincts took over as she bucked forward.
Not wanting to lose that momentum I pulled her sun dress down over her shoulders and popped her breasts free from a rose pink lacy bra.
The long engorged nipples poked out in the cool basement air. Her body radiated heat and she tried to pull her dress up. Before she could, I swooped down and ran my tongue over the large cylinder of flesh.
She squealed and covered her mouth with her hand. The whole length of my wet hot tongue ran over her thick nipple. Her back arched and she slapped the back of my shoulder.
"What are you doing?" she tried to pull my head up with both hands. I moved with her and sucked on the skin between her collar bones then along her neck under her ear. If I stopped now I wasn't sure what would happen to us. It was all or nothing at this point and I couldn't allow it to fall off to nothing.
Before she could protest further I did another unthinkable act and pressed my lips to hers. My hands slid behind her, over her ribs and to her back. Her smooth soft skin radiated heat as her lust came back to life. She pushed on my chest but didn't remove her lips from mine.
Betrayed once more by her body I pulled away to test if she would follow me. Driven by lust, her head stretched forward to stay with me. For a second we broke off our kiss, her eyes were wild and yet she was annoyed or angered by my pulling away.
It was all I needed for confirmation and I eagerly returned. My hands cupped the back of her head, the fingers deep in her hair felt the back of her skull. My lips parted and I pressed the tip of my tongue against her tight lips, signaling my desire to go further.
In a last effort of morality she held me at bay with her hands on my chest. I flexed my pecs but didnt pull her tighter. Just like fishing I had to reel her in with just the right pressure or she would snap the line.
Seconds felt like hours then like magic her body relaxed and she squeezed my chest. Her warm hands cupped my muscles as I flexed my chest for her again. Her lips parted and let my tongue slip inside. We touched tongues, the first real woman's tongue I ever felt. The hot, pointed tip darted around and teased my own unskilled tongue.
Generally ignored by my parents, I had secretly bought a half silicone doll for practice for this very moment. But silicone to her real flesh was already much different. My cock was hard and it ached to be used.
She pulled from my lips, "Chistopher! We can't, why are you doing this?" She huffed.
"Because you need it," I said.
She looked into my eyes, shifting between the left and right one. I fantasized about her for years, and wanted to see her satisfied to her deepest core, she deserved better than what she had.
Lost in my words or her own internal thoughts she looked down between us to my bare cock pointed towards her. I had sacrificed snacks, and endured pain to sculpt my body. To tone my abs, grow my muscles and become as sexually appealing as I could for this moment when I revealed it to her.
Truthfully when I had been fantasizing about it I never actually expected it to reach this point. But here we were.
Things were happening fast and she was caught in a state of shock. My cock twitched and my body tightened, my hormones were out of control and now my whole body wanted progress. She took a deep breath in and at first moved to touch it, then shook her head.
"Chris," she whispered.
With both hands I lifted her up by the ass and set her on the table.
"And because you deserve a hard fucking," I whispered in her ear.
Like a wave I moved over her, in an attempt to escape she fell back into the pile of lingerie. My tongue found her nipple and I sucked on it.
At first she didn't want to touch me, her hands were up above my shoulders and her nipples had shrunk since I last licked them. In an attempt to warm her up again I used the tip of my tongue to roll and bend the cylinder of flesh. The more I sucked and licked her the harder they grew.
"Chris, I'm your mother... and Louis is in the house..." She whispered. Her back arched and her knees tightened around my waist. "Chris we can't, ugh." her hand balled up into a fist and her thighs clamped tighter for a second.
Her words said one thing but her body said another. She flattened her back and thrust her hips up into me.
In a last effort I gripped the cylinder of firm flesh between my front teeth and clamped down with gentle force. Enough to deform the flesh but not do damage. She let out a yelp and covered her mouth by biting her index finger. Her free hand came down on my shoulder and squeezed the rear delt.
Another nibble, brought her knees up around my ribs. The soft warm skin of her inner thigh rubbed over my torso. Her back arched and she twisted under my weight. It was her weak point, the nipple grew longer. The more I nibbled and sucked hard on her, the faster her thighs moved at my side.
"Chris, Chris we're..." but her protests didn't come. Instead after a minute of panting, she grabbed my head and moved me to the other breast. Being left out the nipple was softer, with a bit of attention it grew in size.
My cock was over pressured and felt as if it would burst. The back of my tongue ached from the efforts and my back muscles strained. But I didn't want to leave her. She ground her hips into my stomach. Her dress still covered half her body and it kept riding up over her breasts as she wiggled.
I sat up and grabbed the straps of her dress, not wanting to spend the time undoing all the buttons and jerked them apart. The threads on the buttons popped, little buttons clicked and bounced across the table top.
Mom gasped from the sudden change of rhythm. Rhythm was a term used by one user on the forum to help advise young men on how to fuck better.
The soft flesh of her breasts bounced from the violent force, a second tug broke the remaining buttons on the bottom leaving the sun dress wide open. Her micro thong was a matching pair to the light pink bra. Small pink roses covered the straps to form a matching pattern between the tiny strap and see through the triangle of lace covering her entrance.
Her skin was smooth and flat, no abs but a well contoured body. My bare cock pointed at her as I stood between her legs and admired her. My cock throbbed and pulsed with anticipation of fucking the beaufitful female body before me. She sat up on her elbows and pulled her knees up. The straps of her thong cut into the flesh around her hips and waist.
She looked down at her near naked self, My long hard cock pointed at her covered lips, barred by only a thin strip of lace and fabric. It was only a taste, a hint for her of what could be. I pulled her up, the straps of her torn sundress still hung off her elbows.
Denying her my cock, I leaned forward and kissed her neck and collar bone. Giving her only a touch from the tip, her warm moist skin was nearly too much and my own teasing backfired on me as I lurched forward and pressed the tip into her pelvis.
The forums were right, our bodies didn't care. Our ideals were subjective, based on obsolete rules of pregnancy and prevention. I had no desire to breed her, only to service her in a way she deserved.
"Chris," she whispered, her hands gave way and slid to my back, her face nestled into my neck. But still a hint of reservation held her back. Her hands slid back to the front of my shoulders and gave me a gentle push.



Nearly there she pulled herself from the brink of our taboo act. With the gap between us I grabbed my cock guided myself forward. With the other hand I hooked the fabric to the side and the tip of my hot cock touched the soft glistening lips of her shaven vagina.
The months of daily practice with the silicone torso paid off and the tip found its mark. With a circle I found the hole and pressed forward. The head of my cock broke the tensioned ring around her opening. She hadn't been used for so long she had grown tight, like a rubber seal her entrance constricted around the contours of my cock.
"Holy shit you're tight." I whispered.
She squeezed my shoulder and opened her mouth. Her eyelid fluttered and her eyes rolled back. I leaned forward, impaling her with a slow steady thrust until my foreskin felt like it would tear away.
Her thighs tightened around me and she opened her eyes to look at me. Half way inside my cock pulsed with warm blood. An involuntary twitch of my cock made her chin shudder upwards.
Unlike silicone she was alive, her insides twitched and betrayed her. The tug from inside triggered my own instincts and I moved my hips to slide in and out of her. Covered in her fluids I impaled her to the fullest. The sudden pleasure of warmth over my entire shaft made me moan as I touched her deepest point.
Her nails dug into my shoulders and pulled me into her chest. I pulled the tattered sun dress from her arms and ground my hips into hers. She clung to my neck unmoving as I rolled my thrusts up into her.
She didn't speak anymore, neither did she moan or whimper. She just hung on and huffed as my hips hit her thighs. Had I raped her? I pulled out and took a small step back, her fluids dripping from my cock.
"I'm sorry," I said.
She tightened her grip around my neck and shook her head. She shimmied forward and stepped down onto the floor. "Fuck me from behind," she whispered.
She turned and leaned forward over the table. Her small hands gripped the edges and she looked back over her shoulder one last time. With her consent I stepped forward and guided myself back inside of her. The head found a smooth silky hole, in a single stroke I slid inside of her sopping wet hole.
The entrance tightened around my cock and pulsed as I drew deeper inside. The feeling of real flesh paled in comparison to a condom or a cold silicone doll. The muscles in her back tightened and her hand squeezed the edge of the table.
The long slow thrust made her head drop and her mouth fall open.
At first we moved with each other slow casual thrusts, both of us glancing at the staircase and listening for footsteps across the floor. It was casual nothing crazy, but I wanted it to be memorable for her other than being fucked by her own son.
The blogger I read spoke of rhythm so I focused on that. I moved in and out of her like a train starting out. Long slow strokes, enjoying the full length of her insides. My cock disappeared and reappeared inside her nice round heart shaped ass. She smiled and let out a low mumble with each thrust. Her large breasts swung freely below her with each bump of my hips.
Without warning I changed the rhythm. I grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her harder and deeper into each of my thrusts. On the fifth one I slammed my cock into her. Her face scrunched up and her whole body shuddered with the impact. Her dangling breasts swung up and she let out a squeal.
She tried to look back at me, but a second one sent her hair flying over her face. My hips slapped into her wide full ass, the flesh rippled with each hit.
"Oh!" she covered her mouth and fell forward into the pile of lingerie with her finger between her front teeth. Everything she had folded was a mess and with each thrust pieces shuffled towards the far edge.
Above us the music thumped to a popular pop song, while her ass slapped on my hips. The sound of wet flesh slapping filled the laundry room. She tried to cling to one edge but it wasn't enough, with her left hand she gripped the bottom of the table and the other hung on to the top edge.
"Oh fuck," she groaned.
Her breasts squeezed out from under her like two crushed balloons oozing out from the sides. Each thrust made her grunt and moan and even I began to worry about Louis hearing us. On her left ring finger was a large diamond wedding band. The thought of him made me fuck her harder.
Like an enraged barbarian I held onto her by the shoulders and slammed myself into her. Her muscles tightened to resist me and my new assault. Each compression pried her upper body off the table, bending her back up into an arch.
She slammed the table with her hand and her feet rose up off the floor curling up around my legs. Her firm muscles in the backs of her thighs flexed and she let out a long low moan that threatened to expose us.
"Oh my god wait, wait!" she pleaded.
I grabbed a handful of lingerie and stuffed her mouth with it, she accepted and bit down hard. The pause in rhythm allowed her to rotate her ass around my cock, grinding the sides and discovering new depths. I stood back and caught my breath while I admired her torso twisting and rotating to grind my cock inside of her.
Inside the head of my cock pressed on a firm wall of lumpy flesh, her grinding and circling stirred her insides like a mixer. Her heels came up to my ass and her torso humped itself on my cock. The sight and the pleasure brought on my orgasm, before I popped I jerked myself free of her.
She grunted and collapsed, her gaping hole twitched and her hips dry humped the air. She looked back at me with a glare, red and black lingerie between her teeth. She spit them out and hissed, "I was cumming!"
Ignoring her I pulled her from the table by the waist. Her legs gave out and she clung to my neck with one arm and braced herself on me. Our skin was damp with sweat and the heat from our bodies burned the flesh where we touched.
We swung around to an old solid coffee table where I laid her down on her back. The old coffee table was from the 60's made of solid wood and passed down to Louis from his parents. Decades ago when he was playing board games on it he could never have imagined his step son would be servicing his wife on it.
With her legs spread wide I straddled one and lifted the other up over my shoulder. I towered over her with my cock pointed at her gapping slit. The folds of her shaven pussy were spread out revealing her glistening hole. My balls dangled from the base of my cock. Full of sperm I planned on depositing inside of her.
She pulled the thong to the side and propped herself up to watch as I entered her. In a slow descent I drove down into her, the two of us watched as my cock disappeared inside of her gaping slit. The muscles in her neck strained and poked through as she grit her teeth and let out a long hiss as I filled her.
Resting my hips on hers I was balls deep, inside she gave way to my rock hard shaft. She looked up into my eyes and her smooth stomach tightened. Before I could even move she had an orgasm. Her insides pulsed and milked my cock like tiny ripples.
She sneered at me with lust and whispered, "fuck me, fuck me hard."
Above us the recliner clamped shut and the heavy feet of Louis walked across the floor squeaking the boards at the other end of the house towards the washroom. Balls deep inside my mother we both froze and watched the ceiling. Her insides twitched making my hips grind upward into her. We moaned together and I started to slowly fuck her again.
"Oh my god its so fucking hard, oh my god I'm going to cum again," she whispered.
The announcers came back on and the halftime show was over, it didnt feel like it but we were fucking for twenty minutes.
The break and pauses by the announcers made us freeze. Sweat beaded on mom's forehead and her skin glistened with sweat. A droplet of my own fell from my eyebrow and landed on her stomach.
Inside my bare cock felt her clamp down on me and she bit her lower lip. Her eyes closed and I couldn't help but grind my hips harder into her. Her hand squeezed the side of the coffee table and her stomach rolled and thrust back into me.
The floor squeaked and the recliner thumped on the floor, like our own starting whistle had gone off I gripped her leg and fucked her hard. Our wet flesh slapped together and she clung to the sides of the coffee table to prevent herself from being pushed off.
Her body rippled and her breasts swung around on her chest. Unable to hold herself up any longer she leaned her head back over the end. The muscles in her chest and neck stretched out. She reached up for my hand and I grabbed it and pulled her limp body back upright.
She huffed and grunted, then her face twisted in ecstasy and she let out a moaning whimper. She let go of me and bit down on one of her fingers, as her torso and stomach twitched. Her legs stiffened and her toes straightened out. Inside she pulsed on my cock, then went limp.
She tried to hold my hand but the energy had left her. The momentary panic of Louis discovering us had given me a second wind and my own orgasm had resided. Eager to pleasure her to the max I continued to fuck her limp body. After years of limited sex she was exhausted, unable to keep up with my youth.
Her body had turned as lifeless as the dolls I owned and trained on. Her lifeless eyes looked on as I fucked her body and her hand rested on my thigh. I thought of emptying myself in her and the surge of warmth built inside my testicles.
Balls deep once more I grunted, her insides twitched again and she let out a low moan, closing her eyes and rolling her head to the side. Every muscle burned, sweat poured off me and my heart threatened to explode in my chest.
The hot surge of pleasure ran through the underside of my shaft. My body desperate to go deeper tightened my ass muscles. Hot sperm poured out of me and into her twitching vagina. I grunted and moaned as my testicles tightened and relaxed a second time.
Fatigued or not, my torso found the energy to pull back and thrust forward in a crude manner pumping my sperm into her until I had been drained. Exhausted, I rolled off her and sat on my ass beside the coffee table.
Mom laid on her back panting. Her legs flopped down without my support and she rested there on the hard cold slab of wood. Beads of sweat trickled down her forehead and her body was flush.
It took us five minutes to recover our strength. We didn't speak or look at one another, she changed into a clean lingerie and sundress. Before she left she touched my arm and said, "was it okay?"
Upstairs the whistle blew and the announcer shouted touchdown.
Louis shouted "God Dammit, pull your heads out of your asses!"
Both of us rolled our eyes and she turned on her heels to leave. Before she got away I grabbed her and held her tight, "yes, what about you?" I said.
She leaned back into me and patted my arm, "We shouldnt do this anymore, your brothers will be home soon, so just this once, it'll be our secret."
All that planning for over a year and now that we had done it, my concerns turned to my two younger brothers. Reluctantly I nodded my head.
"Okay, I still love you, but... we cant," she pulled from my embrace and climbed up the stairs with labored steps. She paused and looked back over her shoulder at me then continued on up.
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Several days had passed and she said nothing of our incident. Saturday was quiet as mom spent the day shopping and did not return until late at night. When she returned she gave Louis a kiss on the forehead as he watched TV and gave me a smile. Her finger traced the back of my hand as she passed me to enter the kitchen.
Beyond that, she said nothing. Sunday was much the same. She spent her day tending the garden out back. I helped her but once more she didn't say more than she had to. The backyard had a gazebo, a stone pathway, multiple flower gardens and large weeping trees surrounding the fence. Their large trunks showing their age with deep cracks and worn bark.
By night I ached, my skin was scraped and my hands felt rough. I crawled into bed and pondered how I would seduce mom a second time. She hadn't said a word to me since friday afternoon.
I had thought the build up to seducing her was tough, but it seemed harder after having sex and shutting it off. It was all I could think of when I saw her. Each day dragged on and the simple fix of masturbating did little to curb the desire.
Was it a one time thing? An accident on her part? I decided I would continue to show my affection for her, touches, kisses and helping around the house just as I had already done, perhaps she would come back around.
The thought of fucking her from behind as her hair flew made my cock hard. I slipped out of my underwear and thrust my hips up into the comforter imagining it was her. But the rough dry fabric paled in comparison to the real thing now. Before it excited my imagination but now it was what it was, a dry piece of lifeless cloth. I stroked myself and returned to thoughts of what to do.
After all, now that we had sex it didn't seem as horrible as many people had described. The two of us both enjoyed it. She left on favorable terms and in good spirits, but what had changed? Fear creeped back into my thoughts as I drifted off to sleep.
In the middle of the night a black figure loomed over me as I slept. The shadows of an outline cast a silhouette against the faint light through the crack at the bottom of the door. My heart came to life as a shot of adrenaline surged through my body. Panicked, I kicked myself back to escape the giant figure before me.
Mom's voice broke the darkness, "shhhh, it's okay." Her warm soft hand touched my chest and felt the contours of my muscles. She paused over my heart and felt it pounding in my chest, "shhhhh, relax." she whispered.
A long thin robe cast shadows like a haze around her silhouette. Her warm hand traced the outlines of my stomach. Her touch made my cock pulse with blood. With each thump of my heart my cock ratcheted upward. But the weight of the comforter held it down. The tips of her fingers touched my trimmed public hair and she twirled her fingertips through it.
Unimpeded by a lack of underwear she purred with pleasure as her fingers found the base of my cock.
The wet tip touched her wrist and she flicked the comforter off. She gripped the shaft in her hand and gave it a twist feeling it at its fullest. In the darkness she purred to herself, pumping and twisting her hand around it.
"You're so hard, and young," she huffed. Her warm hand slid under it and cupped my testicles. "And full. I know what I said, but I need your cock in me, fuck me, fuck me with that hard young cock again."
I moaned at her touch, then she removed her hand and stood up. I was about to protest when the haze around her dropped to the floor. She crawled onto the bed and over top of me. Her soft thighs wrapped around my hips and she positioned herself above me.
Only a bra covered her breasts, a thin lace bra with little support. Her bottom half was naked and smooth.
With one hand on my cock she straddled me like a horse, guided herself down and slid the head of my cock into her sopping wet hole. She was so wet with lust she lowered herself in one try. Overwhelmed by the sudden surge of pleasure that engulfed my whole shaft I let out a moan.
Something that had bothered me after our previous time together was a condom. "Shouldn't we use a condom?"
Her warm ass and thighs came to rest on my pelvis and sides. She paused as we adjusted to one another. Inside she twitched and pulsed around my cock.
Her hair flipped to the side as she shook her head, "No, we're safe, you can cum inside." her hands left my chest and traveled up her stomach to cup and massaged her breasts. "I was trying to write a sex scene but all I could think about was this," she said.
Her body shuddered once and she bucked her hips forward. With a loud gasp she curled forward and grabbed my pecs with both hands.
"You feel amazing," I moaned.
Her hips rotated, swirling my long cock inside of her like a stir stick. Her warm soft hands grabbed my chest and she curled her stomach in and humped me. The bed rocked and creaked under her assault. Her hands roamed back to her body massaging her flesh as we had forbidden sex, right under her husband.
The pace that she humped me at increased, grinding her pelvic bone onto my hips faster and faster. She paused for a moment then took a long slow curl forward with a deep growl as she stared into my eyes. Her mouth opened and she let out a long gasp.
"I'm cumming," I whispered.
"Not yet," she hissed and dug her nails into my chest.
It was over too soon, my sperm erupted inside of her, The hot flow of sperm rushed up my cock. With her weight over top of me, my body's desire to thrust forward and pump her full of sperm was hindered.
Sensing my orgasm she curled her torso forward, milking me and giving my body the release it needed.
My hands clung to the side and top of the mattress as she grunted above me. Thrusting her hips forward and back. Rather than short waves of hot pleasure as I pumped my hips this position drew out my orgasm into one long one. My feet and toes stretched out and my skin became ultra sensitive to touch.
Desperate to get hers, she hung onto my shoulders and continued to grind her pelvis into mine, grinding my cock deep inside of her, stirring my sperm and her juices together. She grunted and moaned until her hips locked forward and her body vibrated. She was using me like I had used her days earlier.
Inside, my half erect cock felt her insides pulling me deeper with spasms. She let out a long sigh and slumped forward bracing herself on my chest.
"Fuck, mmmm, I cant believe I needed a real cock that bad," she panted. She leaned down and kissed me on the forehead. "But you owe me a longer one."
"What are we doing?" I whispered.
She got off me and grabbed her robes to throw over her shoulder. My comment made her giggle and she sat on the edge of the bed. "We're just fucking, I guess theres more of us than you think, its basically normal. Maybe some of the women at work even do it. But this has to be our secret," she whispered.
Her hands massaged her thighs as she purred to herself.
"I thought you were mad at me, for the other day?" I said.
She shrugged her shoulders, a long moment passed before she replied. "No, not mad, just well shocked, confused, curious, proud. A lot of things, but don't worry." She stood up with shaky legs and kissed me again on the forehead. "But not mad, okay."
Keeping close to the wall she made her way to the door and wrapped herself up as she left. Beside me where she had sat I touched a slick, cold, wet spot where my cum had leaked out of her.
It took some time to fall asleep with ideas rolling through my head, but after I settled on one I fell into a content slumber.
Monday morning brought everything back to normal in our household. Mom made breakfast as she prepared for work. Before Louis could finish, work called and said a truck rolled over. Without barely saying bye to mom he grabbed his keys and left.
Allen and Jr would be home this afternoon from their ball camp. I had one last try if not to make this a permanent occurrence. But just in case I set my phone up and hit record. Mom wore a knee high gray dress. The thin fabric formed to the shape of her ass and hips. Without support her ass jiggled as she walked around the kitchen. Something Louise never even noticed.
But it wasn't the reason I was hard. I wore no underwear and a loose shirt with gym shorts and planned on fucking her when we were alone, Louise leaving early was a bonus. I admit it wasn't a sexy outfit but I could slip out of it fast.
While Mom put the dishes in the sink and I pulled my clothes off. Before I could make my move she caught me, with my cock out, the tip dripping with pre cum. She looked over my naked body and checked the door to see if Louis' truck was gone. Seeing the empty drive she slipped a shoulder strap off and pulled her arm free of the dress.
Like a new sex crazed couple we were naked and fucking on the kitchen island. I sucked, kissed and pawed at every inch of her beautiful body. When I finally entered her, I made a show for the camera, flexing and moving my body in a way I hoped would turn her on.
It was a side on view, with her face down on the counter. The flesh around her hips and thighs molded to the corner while her large full breasts squeezed out from under her. She clung onto the sides as I fucked her as hard as I could from behind. It was loud, hard and hot.
Her gorgeous round ass deformed with each hit. My attention focused on the two dimples above her ass where a drop of sweat hit her. After five minutes of varying speeds her back glistened with sweat.
"Fuck me, yes, oh god yes just a bit deeper." she moaned.
My breath was starting to run out so I buried myself as deep as I could inside of her and pressed her into the countertop. She moaned and rotated her hips to grind my cock inside of her.
The tip touched and rubbed on something inside of her. "Oh fuck," she gripped the counter and took a deep breath in, "Yes! Of fuck me."
In all my years I never heard her talk this way, of course I never watched her have sex either. Her insides pulled at me and made my body want more of her. With all my strength I started fucking her. Pulling her back as I threw my hips forward. The hard impacts took her breath away and filled the room with loud slapping sounds.
Between the grunts and moans she managed to cry out, "Fuck! Ugh, god fuck me harder!"
I was starting to relate to her in a way I hadn't before. It felt as if I was even naive about my theory of her being under serviced. I had been denied sex for mere days while she had endured years.
It was likely the very reason she so willingly accepted what I had done. Had Louise been different or if she was more like him then I would have been confronted with a much different outcome, one that many would have considered normal.
Not even twelve hours had passed since we both had orgasms. I felt as if I could fuck her forever. Problem was my muscles felt differently about that idea.
My arms, back and legs ached. I tried to do as she commanded, but all I could do was slam myself into her with crude rhythmic thrusts. My heart pumped so hard I could hear it in my ears, and my chest burned screaming for oxygen.
Mom turned and rolled out from between me and the counter. She patted it with her hand and said, "get up here,"
After all my hours in the gym I struggled to hop my bare ass on to the counter. Like a sex crazed cat she crawled overtop and guided me onto my back. With my soaked and erect cock beneath her she straddled it and impaled herself on it. Like a cowgirl she smiled and squealed as she humped my cock.
I had planned on fucking her lifeless, but she had new vigor. Her body gyrated on top of me, her breasts and hair bounced and jerked around with her as she ground her pelvic bone into my hips.
But she too was feeling the strain on our bodies. Her breasts, shoulders and stomach glistened with sweat. Strands of hair clung to her cheeks and neck and her skin radiated heat.
Her round ass burned the inside of my thighs as she fucked me harder than I had fucked her. "Oh fuck your so hard," she panted and dug her nails into my chest. "Oh god I love this."
Just as if she froze in place she curled her abs one last time and stared down at me. Her white teeth bit down on her lower lip. Her body was tense locked forward in mid thrust. With a big gasp she relaxed and started her humping again. Her attention on the window and door she smiled to herself as a car drove past the house.
"Wow." She let out a smile and kept grinding her hips and vagina into me.
"Cum inside, fill me with your cum, I'm close... Let's cum together. Harder, I'm close, fuck me harder!" she hissed.
She grabbed my hands and placed them on her hips. Exhausted, I just wanted to cum. It took all my strength to help grind her hips into mine. My arms and chest burned and she dug her nails into my hard pecs.
I came before her, but that didn't stop her. Outside another car drove by, neighbors going to work. The idea of us fucking made her smile, her body lurched forward and her back arched. She clung to my hands on her hips and opened her mouth.
It looked like she would pass out as her eyes rolled back and her body shook. I braced her up fearing she would fall off the island. I dreaded the idea of trying to explain to the medics and family how she got hurt.
Her whole torso shuddered and convulsed. Her nipples stood out straight, her hair in a mess around her neck and shoulders. She had been well fucked. As her body relaxed she let out a long moan and slumped over me.
I held her in my arms. Being young I had imaged her as a mature woman with old skin that was wrinkly and tough. But she was not, the skin on her back was soft and smooth, down the contours of her spine and long muscles. The small of her back had two little dimples at the backs of her hip bones. My lust was gone but I became lost in feeling her beautiful soft body.
We laid there longer than we should have, exhausted and satisfied she got dressed and checked the clock. She gave me a long kiss sliding her tongue inside my mouth. "Hmmm quite the send off, wish we could always do that. Only problem is I have to go shower again."
She took only a few minutes, I had barely enough time to regain my strength and get dressed when she came back through the kitchen in a fresh set of clothes and a simple ponytail.
I watched her leave and look back at me with a smile as she slipped out the door. Before she closed it, she looked down next to the counter where a red micro thong was crumpled up on the floor. "Better check for more and clean yourself up, your brothers will be home soon,"
I grabbed my shirt and her thong then remembered to stop my recording. In haste I edited the video, made a shared folder with mom's account and sent her a message with the link to the video. It was the stupidest thing I had done and my nerves turned my stomach.
The sound of the front door interrupted me from deleting it and I jumped as keys jungled in the swinging door as Allen and Jr burst through it. My heart skipped a beat and I slapped my laptop closed.
Being identical twins, which one was which I had no idea. Even after sixteen years when they got their haircut the same way they looked and sounded the same. Their slight changes in personality was the only hint at times. Yet mom somehow always knew which was which.
They were a little shorter than me, carried a bit more muscle and had darker hair. Being half brothers we were more like cousins than direct siblings.
"Were you watching porn?" Allen laughed.
He couldn't even imagine how close he was at guessing that, "No I was job hunting." I said.
They had their gear in large bags and smelled like stale sweat. In good spirits they tossed them down.
"Hey, is mom not home?" Jr said.
I had a hard time looking at them, I had become the homewrecker they were so concerned about. "No, she's at work."
As if nothing happened they grabbed some glasses and poured themselves some orange juice. They sat around the island and scrolled through their phones where two hours earlier I had fucked our mother.
Jr, hit Allen and showed him a picture on his phone, "Hey Mike sent us this link, its our new principal this year, she's hot. Looks like you missed out Chris, she's also the new grade 12 homeroom. History and oh my god gym, holy shit!"
"Hey language," I said.
My phone buzzed with a text from mom, "Is Allen and Louis home?"
"Yes," I texted back.
A minute passed as Allen and Jr huddled around his phone, "She cant be single, no way I think she is, no guy pictures." Allen said.
"Yeah you wish, she's got a ring like mom does," Jr laughed.
My phone buzzed again, tagged Mom sent a link, "hey found this for you, a place to rent."
My stomach sunk into a pit reading mom's message, it meant one of two things. The video was too much, shit did I ever fuck that up, I never should have done that.
Allen laughed, "I don't know, worth a try right Chris?"
"I don't know," I said.
He held his phone up to show me her face, but my lack of enthusiasm seemed to anger him. "What's with you, you used to be all over Mrs Eberly when you were in school and she wasn't half as hot as this Mrs Green."
My phone buzzed again, mom sent me another text, "Oh and the place is only a block away from the library, do you want to look at it tonight? I know the landlady, she said I can have the keys to check it out, maybe we can try it out... ;) PS no cameras!"
I nodded my head and gave the two of them a smile, "Yeah she's hot, definitely worth a try, but you don't have a chance. Hey I'm gonna head out now that you guys are here, I have to go find a real job."
Just like mom said we tried it out and signed the papers the next day. After that we took a break for three days to heal up.
Our taboo affair lasted a little over a year during that time mom taught me everything about pleasuring a woman. Somehow through her writing she even got noticed by the community leaders on the forum.
We stopped our taboo rendezvous after I met Jenny in my first year of college business classes. Mom was happy I found someone and went to college. Like some of her new friends recommended it was time to send me off. While Jenny was unknowing she definitely reaped the fruits of moms labor.
On the other hand I felt guilty after her and Louise filed for a divorce, it felt as if I had left her alone. Until I saw her and Mrs Green having a coffee together in a park. Each of them had a small red book with a golden dove on it.
They were coordinating their travel plans for a convention in Vegas, just the two of them. I had seen Mrs Green from afar during Allen and Jr's graduation but up close even in her late 40s she was very pretty and well dressed. She had a voluptuous body but with a hit of athleticism mixed in.
After that I noticed two prominent names rise through the ranks on the forums. Ashadeofgreen and Romancewriter.
To this day, thanks to the rules set out by someone called Purplesecret we have a very good mother son relationship. But once or twice a year we find time for a very "aggressive game of chess" between the two of us.
Why do we call it chess? Because after Jr followed in his fathers footsteps as a truck driver he caught mom asking me for a game during Christmas supper. In a panic mom blurted out chess. The following year he bought mom a fancy glass set for Christmas. It was a bit awkward when he asked us to try out a family tournament, but I suppose that comes with being a mother fucker.
It was a bit embarrassing when he beat us hands down and asked if we knew how to even play. But it did open up a new tradition between mom and I. Now whenever we get together, we share a glass of wine and play a round of chess, the winner takes top. Just as I suspected that bit of advice started floating around the forums.



This ends this series, but you can find Jackie the romancewriter in other stories in the future.
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Rain pattered off the shingles on the roof, outside the BBQ sent up a whiff of smoke filling the garage with the smell of smoke and spiced meats. Both my step father and I took a sip of our beers.
My mother married Richard ten years prior. He had two older daughters. Both were finishing college while I was finishing off my first year. One could consider him an attractive man, barrel chest, brown hair and medium height.
Thanks to him I learnt alot about weight lifting, women and sports. He loved sports and was always willing to train me. He was a mentor more than a father and he made sure not to blur the lines which also went for his daughters.
"Do you want another?" Richard said.
"No, I think three is enough for tonight. I'm getting a little fuzzy," I laughed.
Mom burst through the door with her hand over her head. She wore a white sundress, her blonde hair was soaked and clung to her neck and shoulders. The wet dress clung to her body and revealed a toned figure.
She had the perfect hourglass figure, narrow waist, wide hips and firm perky breasts. A thin light strap stuck out around her waist and hips. It had a darker pale color than the white frilly dress. Matching colored straps around her rib cage and shoulders dug into the flesh.
"Oh my god, I was half way back when that cloud just opened up." she said.
Beads of water ran down her neck, face and cleavage. She had a beautiful, slender face, large eyes and sharp pointed nose. One could say she was dainty but she had a firm body with wide shoulders and defined arms that showed otherwise.
Lines of toned muscles in her calves and thighs showed through her smooth soft skin as she walked across the floor and handed Richard the bag of condiments.
As she walked the wet sun dress clung to her waist revealing the round tops of her glutes, the creased Y of her thong vanished between her ass. The sight of her made my cock snake its way down my leg. I had no control over it as it built up momentum when the head pulled back. I knew she was my mother but for some reason the sight of her athletic body made my cock respond to her.
But was it her body, our open upbringing or the fact that I couldn't see her body and my mind was racing to fill in the blanks?
While vacationing a few years back for my oldest sister's graduation we went to Europe. There I saw my step sisters, step father and mother all naked. Comfort about sex talk and nakedness opened up after that as it broke the ice so to speak. But that was the last I would see of her, she returned to sun dresses and tight fitting jeans. So her body was shown but never revealed again.
I remember Kristine and Jewel seeing me naked, they giggled and whispered to themselves. Mom set them straight and so did Richard, but that summer I stopped playing so many games and took up weight lifting. A year later the school coach noticed and asked if I wanted to join the track and field team, so I did.
Mom and Richard were both a bit of adrenaline junkies so our vacations were always exciting, unique and sometimes unpleasant. Now that I was in college and out of town I missed those days.
Richard looked me in the eyes, I stopped reminiscing and pried my gaze away from her ass. My heart raced as fast as my mind and I gave mom a smile as she turned around to look back at us.
"I'm going to go dry off and get the salad made, did Kristine and Jewel text you yet?" mom said.
Richard nodded his head, "yes they're stuck in the city and wont make it tonight they'll come up tomorrow. I guess some bridges were washed out last week so they'll go the long way."
She gave me a smile and looked at Richard, "Oh, I guess it's just us then, I'll just clean up and get the salads going." she said and closed the door.
He checked the temperature on the grill and took another sip of his drink. "I guess your mother got caught on her way home."
"Yeah." I said.
"Being wet really shows off her new body doesn't it?" he said.
My stomach turned and my heart sank, did he notice me checking her out?
He laughed it off, "Hey I get it, she's a beautiful woman, it's just an example of how she can turn anyone's head, hell recently I saw another woman in the grocery store check her out."
It wasn't uncommon to talk about girls and sex with Richard, over the years he was very open to it, even commenting on his own daughter's appearances.
Once he caught me jerking off and acted like it was nothing, told me it was natural but it was best if I waited for the girls to be out of the house, and "For the love of god don't use your sock your mother does your laundry."
I cleared my throat and shifted my weight, girls was one thing but mom was another. The thought of her ass in her sundress popped in and thinking of the image made me cock start to move again.
"The Smiths came for a visit a few months ago, Joan and your mother started talking about fitness. She mentioned her and Andy took up swinging and they started working out more frequently. Since then your mother has brought it up a few times about us swinging," he said.
With my stomach already turning there was nothing left but to have the air sucked out of my lungs. I stared at him in silence with my beer in my hand and he stared back. In the past he always gave me women advice but this felt different.
The silence was deafening and I stupidly opened my mouth, "what did she say?"
He cleared his throat and took a sip of his beer, "she hummed and hawed at first but one day she brought up a name and we set up a date. Ever since you moved out, she's been much more daring to say the least. She's adventurous... toys, a swing, some bondage items, we even recorded ourselves. That was when she started really working out."
I looked down from his face to his shoulders. A small part of me wanted to know more and cleared my throat, "you set up a date?" I said.
"One of her nursing friends," he checked the window and lowered his voice. "We had her over a few times but I can tell your mother is wanting more."
My heart throbbed in my ears and what little air returned to my lungs had been sucked out once more. The thought of mom grinding on one of her nursing coworkers' legs made my cock warm. Her round firm ass wrapped in a black little thong. Part of me couldnt believe she would suck and fuck another woman.
"Sarah, you remember Sarah dont you?" he smirked to himself and nodded with his eyebrows.
Of course I remember her, thirty five, long legs, long hair, beautiful face and giant smile plus recently divorced. She might have had smaller than average breasts but her ass and thighs, oh my god. The mere thought of her when watching porn could override what I was watching at times.
Jealousy bubbled up inside of me, he got to fuck her and he's sleeping with someone like mom, possibly even Joan. Meanwhile the past two years I've been just trying to keep my foot in the door of dating.
Bragging bastard I thought. "Lucky," I said and took a sip of my beer.
"Yeah," he chuckled, "um only she has been hinting at having her turn. I don't want to be selfish and I agreed to this so I need to find a guy now."
Veins in my forehead throbbed and my stomach turned. The second or two of silence droned on and I found myself holding my breath. I wanted to tell him to get to the point and why was he telling me this shit.
"Feels strange sharing your mother, but recently when we have sex, she keeps talking about another guy. For whatever reason I thought of you," he said.
This had to be some sick elaborate hoax. A trick to fuck with me, but why? what was he getting at, what if I said yes? What if I said no?"
"No, wait, what?" The words that came out as unorganized as my thoughts. "I... um, what exactly are you asking, I mean why are you asking this?"
"You could be our third, you're clean, no threat of falling in love and I can't think of anyone else to top it. Like a once in a lifetime opportunity, for all of us," he said.
He checked the window and added. "And why not? it's just sex, she's beautiful, sexy and wanting to try another guy. She has a list and you check off all of her wants. You're also not some random guy off the street or from an online forum so she'll be safe."
My heart beat in my chest and I found myself holding my breath. I wanted to be offended, but I wasn't. It was as if my upbringing told me to be offended yet my desires wouldn't allow it. On top of it, going through college without a girlfriend was a bit like going to the food market on an empty stomach.
"I've seen you watch her. That time we went to Europe, you checked my daughters out, but it wasn't until your mother slid her black lace thongs over her hips that you had to sit down." he said and checked the window. "Join us, she wouldn't know, it would be our secret."
The grill sizzled and the rain outside continued to patter on the shingles above us.
"If you need time to think about it then take your time, but soon she's going to want someone. I'm pretty sure she's hinting at Mike, our new guy at work. She's come around and flirted with him a few times."
Fear and anger flared inside of me, Mike Bauer, Fuck me! Better not be him. Pompous high school sports star. Played baseball and basketball in our senior years. He was a year older than me and graduated with Jewel. It wasn't as if he bullied anyone or me, he just had a way of looking through you as if you didnt exist. Yet all the girls seemed obsessed with him.
"Hey, you dont need to answer right away, just think about it. I can send you a link to a site I found. It's an offshoot of a swingers site, they talk about sex, incest and how sex can be like a game if you let it." Richard pulled out his phone and scrolled through it. A few seconds later my phone vibrated in my pocket.
"Keep your mind open when reading it, I just figured you would want the chance to try after watching us have sex at that beach resort a few years ago." Richard said.
My neck, cheeks and top of my head turned hot and my head felt light. I thought I was well hidden as I watched mom gyrate on top of him, her naked long body twisting and flexing above him. The sides of her lats and back muscles flexing with her effort. How the hell did he know?
"Hey I was young once too and horny as fuck, but its different times now so its all cool. Let me know either way." He said he took the last of his beer and set the can on the workbench. "All of it, it's our secret."
I didn't dare take out my phone but I wanted to, if it was still a test I didn't want to seem too eager to jump at the chance. Not only that but the thought of Mike fucking my mother burned inside of me.
The rest of the evening was quiet. Richard finished cooking and mom made the sides. Before we sat down I excused myself early to use the bathroom where I checked the link out. It was a forum, its banner had a picture of a red book and a small golden dove on it.
It was a strange site, the community was mostly made up of mothers and sons with a few other family members thrown in. Some spoke of advice, others sought meetups. Then there were the obvious trolls.
But what I noticed was civility combined with an almost eliteness specifically from a few user names. They seemed like a ring of mothers and contrary to saying "Yes do it!" Their advice was the opposite.
Many who admitted they had relationships with their sons advised not to unless certain rules could be followed.
The first and most important one was "Sex is like a game, once the game ends the pieces go back into the box and everything returns to normal."
From there the rules expanded mostly in how to put the pieces back. Such as no kissing on lips or limited use. No home wrecking, no cheating, set boundaries and never public displays of affection.
At the end of a blog written by a prominent member she says "Remember you are not creating a family or a life. In the end you are still mother and son enjoying intimate encounters with one another."
The words she chose were so well written I could see why Richard dared to bring it up. We sat at the diner table as if nothing happened, ate our meal and talked like normal.
It was true. The side of her neck seemed more toned, when she reached for things, the cords and muscles at the side of her slender neck showed. The muscles in her arms and shoulders flexed and her waist seemed smoother.
She was beautiful and I found myself lost in her appearance, something that didn't go unnoticed by Richard. I cursed myself for losing my restraint and avoided looking at her the rest of the night.
When bedtime came and the house was silent I was unable to sleep. Laying in bed naked I consumed everything on the site I could. Half searching for reasons to turn him down the other half slowly growing more comfortable with the idea.
Several times I clicked on his contact name and hovered over the text only to back out. At 1:05 am I gave in and texted him.
'Okay I'll do it, but she'll know it's me.' My gut swirled as fast as the send icon did, only unlike the icon it didnt stop turning, then I set my phone back on the end table.
A minute passed as I stared up into the ceiling, I tried to close my eyes and think of something else. But all I could think of was fucking her and the advice from the website. For a second I imagined fucking a beautiful blonde woman with long hair, she moaned and the bed springs creaked.
My cock was rock hard and held down by the sheets. I gripped it in both hands and pulled back the head of it to relieve the throbbing pressure.
My first girlfriend refused to fuck me on account of it, said she was scare it would hurt. Later after we broke up I found out she fucked some guy on their first date. Just before college we ended up at a party together. They had broken up and she tried to give herself to me, but I turned her down for another girl. Still, to this day she hints at getting back together.
The head of my cock extended past my two hand grip and I couldn't close my fingers around it unless I squeezed hard. But up until that point because of Kristine and Jewel giggling about it I thought I was small or grotesque.
The head was sensitive to the rough sheets and I kicked them off. After a few thrusts of my hips I could feel my orgasm already. The image of moms smooth toned back turning and twisting came back to me. As if she could sense it I flexed my abs and shoulders to imagine impressing her.
My mind was so unfocused I imagined her in multiple ways, dressed up for work in a tight pair of black dress slacks and matching blazer, her fingers twisting the buttons on her white blouse. Her hair done up in a bun that showed her long neck, diamond earrings and a flirty smile.
My heart raced from my mid sleep jerk off session and my imagination changed one more time, this time she was bent over a picnic table and her pair of tight jean shorts wrapped around her knees. The bottom of her loose white T shirt flipped over the small of her back, her long hair draped over her face.
With both hands on my cock I thrust up and pulled down but too soon cum flew from the tip.
A second passed and I clenched my glutes hard, holding my ass off the bed. Then like a slap in the face a hot heavy blob of cum hit my cheek and neck. More spurted over my chest and stomach but the idea of giving myself a facial made me stop jerking and turn to my side.
Still wanting to finish, my body thrust my hips forward into the mattress and more cum oozed out onto the bed sheets. I grabbed a tissue and wiped it from my face, neck and stomach. "Shit." I whispered. It took several tissues and a few minutes to fully clean up.
With a cold stain at the side of my back I stared up into the dark ceiling. The lust had gone and common sense had returned. "Fuck!" I whispered. I grabbed my phone and tried to unsend the message. To my horror I had an unread message.
In disbelief the message had a tag 'read, 1:57 am' next to it. At the top of my phone the time was 2:26 am.
"I told her I found someone, she wants to meet up this weekend. She's just cleaning up in the bathroom. I'll go over the plan in more detail later." the message said.
Between the panic, anxiety and many plans of how to get out of this situation I didn't fall back to sleep until 6:00 am. The next morning, I was greeted by Mom and Richard. Mom wore a purple short robe with her hair still done up in a bun.
Richard was already dressed for work and was finishing the last of his breakfast.
"Good morning!" mom said and gave me a quick peck on the cheek. "So I saw Andy is back in town too, did you know that? you should call him and see if he's busy this weekend." Mom said.
Richard took a sip from the last of his coffee cup and gave me a wink. "You mentioned he wanted to go camping this summer, if you like you can use our gear."
The muscles on her hips showed through the light material. There was a thin bulge like a string curled up over her hip. Her nice round breasts jiggled as she returned to the kitchen and took a blender from the top shelf.
The robes opened revealing a soft smooth line between her breasts. Her thigh revealed even more of her fair skin. Her hamstrings flexed and she lifted herself up onto her tiptoes.
All my speeches of getting out and all my fears washed away with the tide of lust. "Yeah I can call him, we were planning on camping this summer at the lake."
She pulled the blender down and paused. After a second she turned and gave me a huge smile, "Great! Bet you two would have fun."
Richard stood up and pulled on his jacket, "yeah just grab any gear you need and we can pull it out of storage."
Mom gave him a glance and smiled.
He gave me another wink and said, "Okay see you after work."
We said our goodbyes and mom hummed to herself while I made toast. Her chest and face became flush as she put her bowl of frozen fruit, milk and protein powder into the blender. As she moved her nipples hardened and showed through the robes as large pea sized bumps. The more she moved the worst it got and the harder it became not to stare.
Unknown to her I knew she was imagining having a new cock in her, she just didn't realize the cock she was fantasizing about at that moment was mine.
As she walked away with her drink she took a sip, the small finger lifted as she tilted the glass up. Before I left for college she was slender, now she had toned legs and an athletic build. As I admired her, three thoughts popped into my head.
First, sex is like a game.
Two, Richard got to fuck her and Sarah and will likely get to fuck Joan.
Three, I was going to ruin every man for her who came after me, including Richard.
Chapter 2
In the five days of waiting I didnt have much time to think about the fact that I was going to fuck my mother. The goals I set kept me busy and when anxiety hit me, I read the forum.
Everyday I ran more miles and lifted heavier weights. I ate no bread and consumed more strawberries than I ever had in my life. On top of it I watched dozens of hours of porn and read every "how to" post on the forums about pleasuring a woman. I was no virgin but she was having sex for more years than I was alive and I wanted her to remember it.
The forum was filled with mothers, sons and some daughters who posted advice, mostly about if it was right, wrong or how to seduce the other member. But I only sought advice from the mothers to other sons about how to pleasure a mature woman.
One mother posted a thing called rhythm and how to control it, sense it and bring the woman to new heights. How to change it, how to vary it and most of all know when to fuck her hard.
Andy jumped on the idea of camping and mom had the gear pulled, cleaned and ready before I could even confirm the campsite.



When the time came as planned I excused myself from the campsite, returned to the city and cleaned up. The hotel they rented was fancy and at the far end of the city but on the side of our campsite. The lounge was dark with shiny black tables and red leather seats. A pianist played a song in the far corner of the lounge. Not the usual place for a college guy to hang out. But it wasn't a usual thing I was about to do.
Damn that Richard, it was not the type of lounge one would show up at wearing a black sweat pants and T shirt but I had taken his advice so I could sneak into the room.
The blood in the tip of my finger reddened from the white cocktail napkin I had twisted around my finger. I took a deep breath and felt my fresh short haircut. It was the least I could do to throw her off, after this I planned to get a buzz cut to throw her off even more.
At the last minute I realized the percentage of men who had a big cock was in the single digits. But so were men over six foot. Would a change of hair styles be enough? My stomach turned and dropped inside.
They were details I hadn't thought of right away due to being consumed by a single goal, but now in the final minutes my stomach turned and swirled. I clung to the small bag Richard had left with me, 27 minutes ago. It contained a small ball gag and a key card to room 629. A corner room on the 6th floor.
The bartender, a middle aged woman with brunette hair, smiled at me. "Nervous?"
Horror filled me for a second as I thought she knew what I was about to do. "No, just a long day." I said.
I picked up my glass and slammed the last of my drink. I had hoped a second drink would calm my nerves but it didn't.
"Thank you," I said and left a twenty on the bar. I knew damn well not to use my debit card there. I even 'forgot' my cell phone back at the campsite.
The first time I had sex I remembered being excited, nervous and scared. This was five times that with a touch of dread and a whole lot of paranoia.
In the elevator I thought of his words to calm me. "She wont know, trust me the mask will work, just wear the ball gag. It's all in the advice from the swingers clubs for keeping it anonymous."
The door at the end of the long dim hall read 629 in brass numbers. Just as he said, I removed my shoes then swiped the card at exactly 9:20 and lifted the handle up. He said it made less sound if lifted.
Inside the room a small folding stool greeted me. A few condoms and a package of wipes sat on it. From deeper in the room a speaker played music but also the sound of sex, not too loud but just enough to muffle sounds. The hall and main room had dimmed lights but it was still bright enough to see clearly.
A large king bed sat in the back middle wall. A large wooden headboard and big white fluffy blankets. A large lounge sofa and grand chair sat next to the wall of windows. A fancy desk was in the corner and a big screen TV was mounted inside a dark wood cabinet. On the screen a muscular man was fucking a well know porn star. One who I could almost liken to mom.
My stomach turned in fear as I peeked around the corner. Thoughts of her not wearing a mask and seeing me filled my mind. Richard had his ass pointed to me, his cock and balls hanging low. He had a fit body but not cut or ripped.
Mom still wore a black bra, a lace garter belt and a black lace thong. The straps to her garter belt dangled at the side of her creamy thighs and the bra was pulled down revealing her big perky breasts.
Mom laid on her back and squirmed under Richard. Her arms were stretched out, restrained by small chains that disappeared under the mattress. The thick black leather straps around her wrists matched their masks.
Both of them wore black masquerade masks. Moms mask was different and her eyes were concealed behind opaque lens. With the mask on if I didnt hear her speak she could have been any other beautiful long legged woman I was about to fuck.
"Is he not here yet?" she moaned.
"Ten more minutes," he said. He checked the time then looked over his shoulder at me.
She let out a moan in frustration and pulled on her restraints. The muscles in her stomach and arms flexed and she twisted her torso into the comforter.
"See we should have waited." she protested.
My cock jumped at the sight of her but my head swirled as I pulled my shirt off. Richard nodded his head and returned to sucking on her nipples. A hint of jealousy came up as part of me wanted her to myself.
Richard got between her legs and without removing her thong slid his cock inside of her.
"I thought we were going to wait?" she said.
"Just a little bit to warm you up." he said and gave her three gentle thrusts before pulling out.
"Oh my god you're soaking wet," he said.
The bed creaked and mom let out a murmur, "more."
Between the mask and hint of jealousy growing inside I had forgot she was my mother. My cock grew inside of my sweats and I pulled the band over it and down past my thighs. My long hard cock sprang out and swayed back and forth as I pulled my legs free of the pant leg.
As silent as I could I returned to the door.
"Hmmmm fuck, just a little more... oh god, oh that feels good." She paused and took a deep breath in, "can you check your phone in case he messaged you?" mom said.
"He'll show up, just be patient." Richard said.
Without a sound I tore open the condom and rolled it on to my cock. The lube tingled and felt cool to the skin like a strong mint. Then I slipped the ball gag over my head and returned to the main room.
Both of them let out a grunt and the sound of flesh on flesh. Richard held onto moms waist while he fucked her. Her arms stretched out above and her bra pulled down made her soft white breasts swing up.
When I wasn't watching he had pulled her thong off but it was still caught and twisted on one of her ankles.
"Oh fuck," she grunted.
Richard looked up at me. He paused and stared at my cock swinging between my legs. He hadn't seen it all those years ago or he didn't pay attention to it. If he had known its size he might not have asked what he had. But I also might not have accepted it if it wasn't the size it was.
For a second or two we stared at one another. Mom ground her hips into his and pulled her on her restraints. Her lower lip sucked in and she bit it with her front teeth. I knew I was suppose to fuck this woman in front of her husband but I wasnt sure how to proceed.
"Don't stop," she said.
Richard snapped out of his trance and motioned me back, then climbed off her. "I'll check my phone."
He met me around the corner and gave me a once up and down. Back on the bed mom rubbed her thighs together and squirmed in the bed. Her long torso twisted on her restraints as she adjusted her position.
"Any messages?" she called out. She kicked her foot free of the thong.
Richard put his sweaty hand on my shoulder and nodded his head. At first I was eager to join in but as I rounded the corner my insides swirled.
Mom turned her head and looked at me emerging from the hall. I hesitated and froze mid step, certain she was going to scream and call out my name.
"This was why I didn't want to start early." she huffed and tried to blow back a feather that tickled her cheek.
Up close moms mask was much more elaborate. The masquerade mask was nothing like I had seen before, completely custom made by Richard. Its detail and practicality made me question his honesty in how long he had planned this encounter.
Dozens of small shiny gems lined the rim and eyes with a gold inlay. Her eyes were masked by opaque lenses, enough to allow light through but prevent her from seeing any details. Through the lens I could see her eyes move, looking me over. She frowned at me and tried to adjust herself on the bed but the restraints prevented her.
The mask fit perfectly to moms chiseled cheekbones and nose. At the bottom corners of her eyes small black lace traps ran down her cheek where it connected to a dainty black choker around her neck. Another smaller strap went up her forehead and vanished in her thick dirty blonde hair which prevented the mask from being pulled down.
"Did he message?" she said.
I couldn't answer her both because of my voice and the ball gag in my mouth. But neither could Richard. The only thing I could think of was to rush to her and get between her legs. My cock sensed the impending sex and swelled up so tight the base ached as I walked.
With one knee on the bed I crawled over the discarded lace thong towards her. My heart raced and I found myself holding my breath like it would give me away. With one hand I spread her knees apart.
Her slit was shaven clean, the naked skin around her opening glistened with moisture. It was all going as Richard had described though I still wondered if he had any regrets standing behind me after seeing the size of my cock.
Her eyes darted around behind her mask. But she really couldn't see that it was me. She wanted a clean, athletic, young man, with dark hair and a slight tan according to the list. When Richard told me, it sounded an awful lot like Mike's description.
I didn't have the dark hair or the light tan but I did have a bigger cock than Mike and Richard. So I figured 3 out of 5 wasnt bad because of it.
"Well?" she whispered.
I swallowed hard and grabbed my cock with my free hand. It was like being a virgin all over again only this time I knew how to have sex. The sight of her naked body made me light headed.
The difference was this woman was my mother and mask or no mask at this point wasn't going to change that. 'It's just a game, she also wants a different cock. I'm here now and she'll get suspicious if I suddenly back off. So the only way out of this is forward' I told myself and lined the head of my cock up to her opening.
While my head was battling itself my body wanted one thing, sex.
The head of my cock found the opening and with one flick, I angled it up. Her vagina stretched to accept me and I slid the head in with ease. As I entered her, all the anxiety and dizziness vanished.
Half way in she stiffened and gripped the chains with both hands. Her mouth opened and her head pressed into the pillow. For over ten years she had become accustomed to the same cock. Her mind and body was confused, like tasting a drink and expecting it to be something else.
I leaned forward and sunk down onto her using my weight to push deeper into her. She felt tight and wet. Her warmth enveloped my throbbing rock hard cock. With each bit she took in the sensation of it bursting or breaking vanished.
Her body resisted me, her stomach tightened and curled forward and she pulled on her restraints so hard the corners of the mattress lifted. Unable to use her hands she tried to bring her knees up to stop me. But the new angle only let me sink deeper.
Expecting me to bottom out her mouth opened wide and she let out a panicked shriek. I had likely passed the depths Richard could reach.
She tried to pull herself up and away but I curled my hips forward and pulled myself along with her.
"Richard?!" she cried.
"That's not me," he said while stroking his cock. It was so hard it appeared as if it would break when he pushed it to the side.
With the last few inches left I tightened my abs and curled my body up into hers. The tip of my cock pressed into a soft but firm wall and she let out a squeal.
The mattress flopped down and she tugged on them again. "Oh fuck," she cried.
By now she knew it wasn't Richard, but I didn't want her to think about it. I slid my hands under her smooth warm back and gripped her shoulders. She was an old woman in my eyes but her skin was soft and smooth like the college girls I dated.
Suddenly she seemed half her age and the idea of a woman being old at 40 disappeared. So did the idea that she was my mother. Now she was a woman I was determined to pleasure with every bit of ability I had.
She wanted a youthful fucking so I decided I was going to give it to her. My stomach relaxed and I pulled my cock out of her, stopping just before my head. Tightening my abs and grip on her shoulders I pulled myself forward. Her neck strained to push her head deeper into the pillow and her arm muscles tightened.
Her mouth opened wide and she let out a squeal. "Oh fuck!" This time she knew when it would stop and the panic was replaced with pleasure.
The muscles I held onto in her shoulders hardened. With each thrust she grunted, the warm moist air forced from her hit my ear and cheek. We were face to face, but with mask on she couldnt see the man fucking her was her son. But had I not known what I was doing I too might not have realized it was her.
Long, smooth legs wrapped around my waist, warm flesh warmed the soft satin stockings. The muscles in her bare hips flexed as she pulled me in tighter. Her obliques and lats tightened and she twisted her torso trying to grind out every inch of my cock.
"Fuck your so big, oh my god... Yes!" Her torso tightened and her hips curled up off the mattress. "Ohhhhh god!" her body shuddered several times and she took a deep breath in, "Oh my god fuck, fuck me hard!"
She was completely oblivious to the fact that her own son gave her a small orgasm. With that my confidence soared. Our naked bodies heated up between us and I pressed my forehead into hers as an extra point to brace my height on.
"Yes, fuck me with that young big cock, oh my..." Her body shuddered and her abs tightened, "Oh my god, oh my god, wait, wait." she panted.
The word "'Rhythm" popped in my head. I slowed my pace and enjoyed the soft insides wrapped around my cock as well as her soft warm skin on mine. Was I fucking my mother harder than Richard ever did? Secretly I had hoped I was. Like a train coming to a stop, I slowed down and held myself deep inside of her.
Her body relaxed but her walls quivered on my still cock. I groaned and ground my hips onto hers. I couldnt sink any deeper but my body mashed itself into her as hard as it could. With that we were off again. She bucked her hips into mine and we grunted with our efforts.
The muscles in her body strained and all she could do was repeat "oh my god."
She turned her head and her lips touched my cheek, a burning hot tongue lashed out and licked the side of my lips. Having licked the ball she huffed her disapprovement.
Until that point I had almost forgotten about Richard. He knelt on the bed side close to her head. He cock was bare and he presented himself to her. I pushed myself away and knelt between her legs.
"Do you like getting fucked by him?" Richard said.
"Yes!" mom gasped and strained against her restraints. "Oh my god I love it."
"Come on fuck her, fuck her hard," Ricahrd said. He pawed and squeezed her round breasts kneading them like firm round blobs of dough.
She wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her ankles together. It was a vigorous fuck we had and I was afraid it would make me cum to soon. Taking a breather I paused and watched as Richard guided his cock into her mouth.
The muscles in the side of her neck strained and her cheeks sunk as she sucked his cock into her mouth. The muscles in her slender jaw and cheeks stood out. She was a beautiful woman and with the black leather mask on I could easily forget she was my mother.
For years I could never have imaged her doing what she was doing. She was always prim and proper, never swore, left the house unkept and dressed in business attire when she worked the reception desk at the hospital.
Richards cock made her throat bulge and she pulled away with a gasp. The muscles in her abs and side flexed and her torso gyrated on my cock. Her heels dug in and her hips rolled. Deep inside of her a wave of flesh pulled gently on my cock. I moaned again and Richard flashed a glare at me.
He gripped her bra and tore the clip free releasing her beautiful round globes of flesh. They fell free to the side and jiggled with each thump and quiver.
I crushed my tongue into the back of the ball as hard as I could to make some sort of pain come out. But her hot skin and bare hips pushed me closer to cumming.
It was my turn to try and escape and I had to pull free of her iron leg grip. My cock popped free of her and she let out a gasp. Richard leaned down and sucked on one of her long hard nipples. The one he focused on grew in size to nearly double the length.
She moaned and twisted against her chains. Her hips bucked up into a cock that wasn't there.
I knew If I didn't get back in he was going to take over. So I guided myself back inside of her.
"Yes!" she cried, "Oh fuck me, fuck me hard this time."
As commanded I gripped her by the waist. The muscles in her hips hardened and I slammed myself into her. Richard held onto a breast and sucked and slurped while I fucked her. My cock well soaked now popped and slushed with each thrust.
Her free breast swung around on her chest and she threw her head side to side. "Oh my god, fuck me, harder."
Already I felt my orgasm coming and I had to back off. Quick on the opportunity Richard eagerly took my spot. His bare thigh and hand touched my body as he edged me out. A pinch of anger flared up inside as I gave away. He got to have two women against his body while I had to share one with him.
Mom smiled to herself and purred, she was being mauled by two men and she was loving every minute. This isn't a fantasy all to myself, I had to share it with her. But normally this never should have happened.
I had to remind myself this was her fantasy threesome and it was to be fucked and ravaged by two men. In this situation the best thing for the woman is two guys working as a team. But it would seem a competitive side also existed, one that resembled fighting over a woman. I suppose in this case everyone got more out of it than two idiots swinging fists.
Richard hunched over her and guided himself into her. He grabbed her by the hips and set to fucking her harder than I had.
His face tightened and he slapped his pelvis into her hips as hard as he could. He was fresh but more worrisome to me was that he was out doing me.
Damn that bastard, despite being surprised by my cock he had outsmarted me with the ball gag long ago. I couldn't lick, suck or kiss her. But he was free to do all of that. All I could use was my cock and he knew full well cocks have limited use.
Moms breasts rippled and flopped as he fucked her frantically. Sweat beaded on their foreheads and their bodies grew heated. Mom looked at me and tried to reach out. All I was left with was my hands. I took her hand in mine, her slender fingers interlocked with mine and she squeezed my hand.
"Stop, unchain me, let me out." she said.
Reluctantly Richard sat up and grinded in and out of her twice. He panted and huffed, his face was red. Fit or not at 48 fucking like that seemed intense even for my age. He leaned forward causing her to moan and grind her pelvis up into him.
Hidden behind a strip of leather was a clip to the chains. He undid them and released her from her bonds. She still had the black leather straps on but she was now free. She gave him a push urging him to roll off of her, then gave me a devious grin.
Nearly falling off the side she pushed me into the mattress and climbed over me. Straddling my cock she guided herself down onto it. The long shaft vanished inside of her and she squealed with glee as she gyrated her hips above mine.
Her hands roamed her body, pinching her nipples and cupping her breasts. She squeezed her thighs together and curled forward. Her mouth opened and her body shook several times. After a short pause she straightened up and her torso shivered.
With one deep breath she started grinding her hips into mine. Her hip muscles flexed and her thighs hardened. She wasn't riding my cock like in the porn videos, she was swirling it around inside of her like a big stir stick.



Mom grabbed Richard and pulled him to her, shoving her tongue inside his mouth. The two made out above me, once she was finished she pushed his head to her nipples. His bare cock stabbed me in the neck and shoulder.
Was he expecting me to suck him off? We hadn't discussed that and I hadn't thought about it despite agreeing to a male male female threesome.
I did my best to ignore the penis radiating heat next to me as well as my impending orgasm. There was no stopping it. Mom rode me too hard and too fast. I bit down hard on the ball and closed my eyes. I pulled her down into my cock and thrust my hips up into her.
She grabbed my hands and squeezed them harder into her flesh. "No! Not yet I want both of you at the same time"
I tried to tighten my muscles but it was no good cum shot out filling my condom. She sat on top of me, for a moment I could see the disappointment on her face. We had been fucking her for almost twenty minutes.
All this time we had been competing with each other and she was just getting started. Her disappointment vanished and she bit her lower lip. Her abs tightened and she hunched forward. Her breasts hung down close to my face as her body shuddered and her back straightened up. Her mouth opened and she bucked her hips forward. My cum filled the condom, we had cum together.
As soon as she was finished with me she rolled off bared her ass to Richard. "Fuck me from behind."
I had read about fit women and sex. How they had longer sex and more orgasms, but I hadn't imagined this. While Richard and I were unofficially competing with each other, mom was out doing both of us. At this rate neither of us was going to satisfy her.
Mom still had her wedding ring on as she gripped the comforter in both hands twisting them up tight. Richard held on to her and fucked her as she knelt on all fours. Her breasts swung back and forth, her long nipples bending as they swept over the fabric.
"Oh my god, harder!" she squealed, "fuck me harder! Deeper, I want it deeper!"
Richards face was beading with sweat and drops ran down his brow and landed on the crevice of her ass. She had two dimples above her cheeks and her spinal ridge was pronounced, lined with feminine muscle.
The tiny fine hairs on her body stood and her smooth skin glistened with moisture. But she wanted more. But that was as much as she got. No matter how hard or fast he fucked her she didnt shudder or lock up once.
Maybe it was an age thing but he also didnt cum like I did. Then I realized I had stretched her out. The idea of it made my cock harden, she still had no idea who I was. Richard fell back onto his feet and sat there. Sweat ran down his red face and he was panting with an open mouth.
Mom fell forward and rolled to her side and looked at me. "I want more, I want both of you to fuck me at the same time." She turned and looked at me, even with the mask and opaq eyes I could see the lust in her expression. "Your young are you ready to fuck again?"
Richard gave me an exhausted glance and wiped the sweat from his brow. I was young, and I was pretty sure this was a one time thing. But the question wasn't really intended for me to answer, she crawled over to me and stroked my half limp cock.
"Hmm, it's a nice cock." she purred.
Her warm hand cupped my balls and massaged them, rolling them in her palm. She started jerking and pumping it faster until my instincts came back to life. Slowly blood filled it but not as hard and without the lust.
"Come on, your going to fuck me again with that young bull cock." she said.
It was mostly pride that made me stay hard. I couldnt have an old man like Richard outlast me, but I was still going to fuck her longer.
She looked me in the face, I could see she tried peering through the lens. My heart thumped in my chest. Her hand slowed and tied together my heart rate matched her stroke speed. She licked her lips and adjusted her mask.
She was getting curious. Richard and I both froze as the straps stretched and deformed the skin around her face. Earlier while she was on top I saw her try peeking under but without luck. Now this, Richard and I shared a glance. We had been foolishly competing with one another, all the while the real battle was with her.
Lens or not she was peering into my soul. With her other hand she felt the ball gag and frowned. Before I could react she pulled the ball gag from my mouth and slid her hot sharp tongue inside my mouth.
The hot, soft piece of flesh circled my mouth and lips. Her soft warm lips mashed into mine and we purred with each other. Her body radiated heat and her she still had a firm grip on the shaft of my cock.
The rules of kissing ran through my head and my inside voice told me 'Never kiss'.
She was horny and wanted more, her finger tips traced my chin and with great effort I pulled away from her. Our saliva mixed and stretched from our mouths like a translucent thread. Without losing the momentum she had established her fingers found the bottom of my condom and rolled it up and off. The trapped sperm and lube hit the cool dry air.
Her smooth hot hand stroked my bare cock, "I want both of you now,"
Richard stepped off the bed and said, "Okay I'll get him a new condom and he can fuck you from behind."
She laughed and said, "Not with that cock and I don't think we need a condom, you said he was clean."
Like a feline she crawled over me and guided my bare penis inside of her. We were skin on skin and my sperm mixed with her inside. It was my first time unprotected in a woman. The hot flesh of her insides had ridges and small bumps that I had never felt before.
Richard looked on with a condom wrapper in his hand, but I ignored him.
The sensation made me moan and my neck tightened. I wanted to scream out in pleasure but if I did I knew she would figure it out. I bit my tongue and breathed through my nose as deep as I could.
She looked back at Richard and leaned forward. He looked exhausted, I had last 20 minutes and he had an extra ten but she was going to outdo both of us. She leaned close to my ear and whispered "When I make you cum again, I want you to cum inside of me."
It dawned on me at that moment if she wasnt fucked to exhaustion she might remove her mask before I made my escape.
Richard tossed the condom on the table and grabbed the lube from the end table. With a hard squeeze he lathered his cock in it. Mom carressed and massaged her breasts while she leisurely ground my cock inside of her. She purred and hummed to herself pleased with my cocks return.
Richard paused and watched as mom thrust her hips forward and back speeding up with each thrust. Muscles across her body tightened and relaxed propelling her on top of me. She grunted and huffed with her effort. Strands of hair clung to her wet hot skin. Her stomach curled in and tightened and she paused, she dug her nails into my pecs but she said nothing. I held her hips down tight, giving her as much depth as I could.
"Oh my god," she winced and gasped. She flipped the stray hairs from her face with her hand and caught her breath. Her breasts rose and fell with each deep breath. "Oh my god I love this cock." she giggled and started grinding her hips on me again.
Richard climbed back on the bed and pushed her forward onto my chest. With one hand on her back and the other on his cock he guided himself into her. She winced and squeezed my shoulder then let out a breath of air.
"You okay?" Richard said.
"Yes," she said and took a deep breath.
Richard leaned forward and took her hips in both hands.
"Just give me a sec...ond!" she squealed and flopped down onto my chest. In a single push Richard slid his cock into her all the way.
A bulge pressed against my own cock creating a pressure inside of her so tight it gripped me.
Without giving her a rest he fucked her for all he was worth. She clung to me, her hot sweaty body slid across my skin and I wrapped my arms around her damp body. She huffed and grunted with each hit.
He was an absolute ass to her ass and all I could do was cradle her in my arms. Richard no longer looked at me, he only stared into the back of her head. His face and chest flush with effort.
His sweaty body slapped against moms ass with a rhythmic loud clapping sound that filled the room. It was the face of a man with regret. That night he learnt that he was no cuckold. It was fine when he got to fuck other women, but this was different.
"Oh my god I'm so full," mom gasped into my ear. Her fingers dug into my flesh on my shoulders and she huffed and grunted.
But his rhythm was all wrong, whenever she tried to join in his frantic single pace speed threw her off. Then he let out a loud grunt, held her hips tight and fell back onto the bed with a half limp cock.
He huffed and puffed and his whole body was red. Mom swallowed hard and pulled the hair from her face, she touched and caressed my jawline and ran her hand over my freshly cut hair.
She smiled and gazed at me through her mask. Her eyes, while not able to see details, moved as if she was looking over my face. "Hmmm I wish I could fuck this cock all day," she laughed. She lowered her mouth to mine and I thrust my tongue into hers.
While my cock stirred inside of her I twisted and rolled my tongue in her mouth, caressing and teasing her teeth and top of her mouth. She squeezed my shoulders and moaned into my mouth. Her hips pulled forward and froze for a few seconds.
After her body relaxed I rolled her off me, got behind her and grabbed her by the thin waist. She laid face first onto the bed. She was weaker now but she still had too much life in her.
Her arms stretched out over the bed and she lifted her head up to look at Richard. She squealed and gave him a huge smile as my cock sunk inside of her from behind.
"Oh god I love this guy, his young hard cock! Oh fuck me, fuck me hard." she squeezed the bed sheets in her hand and braced herself.
She was so wet not even my cock felt her tightness. But this wasn't for pleasure, the bed groaned and creaked while I slammed my full weight into her. No matter what I did to her from behind she demanded more.
"Harder, fuck me harder!" she screamed not caring of who might hear.
I held her hips in both hands, her heart shaped ass was flush, her back muscles had beads of our sweat and her wet hair clung to her body. My own muscles burned and all fine movements were gone.
Her toes and feet stretched out and her legs curled up. She reached back and grabbed my whole ass in her hand and pulled me hard into her. Her grip made it feel like my asshole was exposed to the air and being pulled open. "Oh... fuck!" she squealed and cried while her body convulsed on my cock.
With my cock deep inside of her she rolled her hips humping my cock. Her grip was so hard on my flexed gluteus my asshole continued to stretch. She gasped for air and cried out "Oh my god, holy shit."
But just like Richard I gave her no time to recover and pulled from her grip to fuck her more. The muscles in my body only allowed a single style of stroke. She was so wet her inside sucked and slurped with each thrust. After her last orgasm she was a lifeless doll and just as I was about to give up her body tightened one last time and she tapped my hand.
I paused and felt her weak insides pulsing on my cock. "No more, no more."
But I was finally close and the sight of her wreaked body and the weak orgasm made me groan. It was a combination of victory, relief and pleasure. The surge of warmth built up in my testicles and moved down the base of my shaft.
I bit my lower lip tight so I wouldn't cry out and curled my torso forward deforming her limp round ass. Hot sperm poured into her and she squeezed my hand. Richard looked on as I pumped my hips and drained the last bit of my sperm into her.
Her body tightened and she tried to lift one leg up, "Oh my god."
She continued to murmur something but it was too low and unclear to hear what she said. I pulled away from her limp body and admired her one last time spread across the bed. Her stockings had a run on the side of her thigh. Her once neat hair was a tangled mess twisted and damp with sweat.
Her fit body was soaked with sweat and her breasts squeezed out from under her. With a weak hand she pulled at the bottom of her mask and I ducked behind the corner. My knees were shaking as I pulled my pants on without my underwear.
"What's your name?" she huffed and rolled over onto her back with her knees lifted.
Her hands roamed over her stomach and breasts. "Richard take this mask off I cant breath with it on,"
"We agreed no names, no faces," he looked back at me and motioned to the door with his hand.
Half naked and shaking I grabbed my things and ducked into the hallway. Barefooted I raced for the elevator as I pulled my shirt over my head. The elevator dinged as it reached the ground floor, its doors opened and a couple stared at me.
I cleared my throat and looked away from them. My haggard look drew the eyes of every patreon I passed. Like a dog with his tail between his legs I slunk out of the hotel. Even though none of them could know my step father and I had serviced my mother, it felt as though they knew.
My drive back to the campsite was a mixture of exhilaration and disgust. It was dark and late when I pulled into their paid show stalls. The water felt warm on my clammy crusty skin and once I was clean I started feeling better.
Staring at the water circle the drain beneath my feet I repeated to myself, "Put the game pieces back in the box."
That night it took a while to fall asleep but once I did I didn't wake until late morning with the birds chirping and the tent feeling hot and muggy from the suns heat.
Andy and I finished the weekend hiking and camping. We planned to stay until the middle of the week but after Andy got 8 wasp stings on the leg, side and armpit we called it a wrap late in the day on monday.
By the time we packed up and I dropped Andy off at home the sky was dark. Originally I planned to get a buzz cut at the barbershop on wednesday prior to coming home. With the change of plans I had to buy a pair of clippers at our big box store.
At the back of the parking lot under a street light I thumbed through the manual and clipped a guide onto the pair of clippers. I had planned to get a second haircut, a buzz cut to throw mom off.
The clippers buzzed to life and echoed across the empty parking lot. If I trimmed my hair Mike who had the same short cut would get 100% percent of the credit and she would believe he had a huge cock. Hell she might even have an affair with him after that.
Logic would say to give myself the buzzcut as planned. For whatever reason emotion took over and right or wrong I shut the clippers off. The drive home was a twisted swirl of thoughts, but not just of the clippers.
Back in the house I found myself regretting not going through with the clippers. I decided to slip in the back door through the garage. To our surprise mom and I ran into each other at the entryway. She had two cans of crushed tomatoes in her hands and the walk in pantry door was open. Her eyes were large as I entered the door next to her from the garage.
Her hair was tied up in a bun, she wore a dark red satin robe. The robes she wore stopped mid thigh and showed her toned long legs. The belt wrapped around her waist amplified her trim stomach and wide hips.
"Oh, hi," she said, a wide smile spread across her face as she set the cans on the shelf.
"Did you drop Andy off at home?" she said. She turned her head to the side and looked to the top of my head.
"Yeah, just before coming here. His armpit swelled up and I think he had enough of camping for a while." I said.
Her bright white teeth showed and she opened her mouth to speak, paused then continued. With one hand she reached up and ran her palm over the side of my head. "When did you get a haircut?" She gave me an inquisitive look.
My stomach turned and I regretted not going through with the plan. Richard entered the room from the sunken living room and paused. His gaze locked onto my head and his cup frozen to his lips mid sip.
"I... ha, well I singed my hair when embers blew out of the fire pit. I was able to get a haircut before dropping Andy off. It even caught fire on the top," I laughed.
She frowned and rubbed my head harder, "No, it didn't? Thats a shame, I liked your longer hair."
Her eyes looked over my face and shoulders then back up to the top of my head. She folded her arms under her breasts causing them to deform in the satin folds. The crease between her breasts squished together and she gave me an approving grin. "Maybe on second throught I like it, it's a nice change."
Leaving my side she ran her fingers over my chest and paused for a moment. She grabbed her hot tea from the corner of the counter and carried on down the hall. Richard relaxed and gave me a quick glance then returned to the living room.
The crease of her ass filled with her robes as she walked off to her room. Now that the moral roadblocks were gone my cock filled with blood. The desire to push her forward, flip her robes up and fuck her from behind filled my head.
Less than forty eight hours had passed since she made her moan for my cock. But unknown to her the mystery cock she was grinding inside of her was thirty feet away from her. According to biology and sex ed class my sperm could still be swimming inside of her.
In the house all three of us had exposed nerves for days. Awkward silences, separate rooms, extra work hours, but after a week things began to normalize. Except every time I saw mom I got twisted up inside from the anticipation of sex. While I knew it was a one time thing my cock didn't seem to think so.
I started hitting the weights harder with each day, running further and taking two showers. Mostly just to keep my mind off things. By things I mean the over whelming desire to fuck my mother who I still lived with and could never breath a word to.
As the months passed that night seemed further away. Richard never texted me again, all though the two of them would go out with Joan and her husband almost weekly. Mom and Richard began wearing red while Joan and her husband had yellow outfits.
But as fate would have it, that was as far as I was meant to be involved. I found a nice girl from college, we moved in together and started a small business together. Problem is every day it feels as if that skeleton in my closet will come tumbling out.
One day my regrets came back, mom and Richard announced their divorce. As Blair and I sat there in the living room listening I braced myself for hearing the inevitable words, "Remember that night, well it was..."
Thankfully Richard never said a word. He could have ruined my life but he didn't, in fact he scarcely looked at me as they told us and my step sisters.
They had tried counseling years before so it was something that had been brewing from before our night together. Maybe that's why he didn't say anything or he couldn't for the sake of his own daughters' futures.
Either way I helped him move, it was the least I could do for his silence. We shook hands and we said our goodbyes, his final words that day was sorry, then got in his truck and left.
After I helped mom move her things. The realtor put a sign up, a pretty woman who was the same age as mom. The condo was new, fancy and was close to a newly developed part of town.
Blair and I returned to our lives and I buried that skeleton as deep as I could. But the guilt from time to time nags at me as I feel as if mom and I share the same closet but she's unaware of it.



        