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Indian Mom's Debauchery

Chapter 1

This incident which happened around 8 years ago is still seared in my memory. It was in the late 90's and I was in my first year of college at that time maybe around 18 years of age. It was that age when you are just out of school and into the relative freedom of college; the age of discovery so to speak. Girls, pizza, hanging out with friends and the like.

My dad was a deputy director in a financial consultancy farm in Mumbai but was transferred to their Baltimore office in Maryland, USA about a year before this incidence. At that time I was in my 12th standard. So mom and I decided to stay back and later join him after my board exam. I passed my board exam with flying colours and after scoring high in SAT it became a lot easier for me to get into colleges in the US. I got admitted into a community college nearby and started preparing for university.

We lived in the suburbs of the city in an upmarket neighbourhood. I was the only child of my parents. Dad was in a high paying job in an MNC. Mom was a typical housewife. She got married to my dad at the age of 19 while she was still in college and became a mother even before reaching her 20th birthday. By the way, her birthday was on 31st December, always a reason to celebrate.

She had completed her graduation after marriage but never really worked and after I was born, dedicated herself to my upbringing and other household chores. Our lives in India were quite comfortable I'd say, I went to a top private school and we had quite a few European vacation during my school holidays. So we were used to affluence. That's why mom never needed to work and she could indulge in looking after herself and leading a lavish lifestyle in high society. Money had never been an issue.

Now that I look back, let me describe my mom. She was petite at 5'4". She had bright mocha skin and of average built. When I say average built, I have to say that giving birth to a child had not really changed her physical constitution. Maybe, just maybe, she was a tad thick around the waist area and probably around the booty that actually added allure to her mature sexiness. But no way she could be called fat that most middle aged Indian women tend to develop to. In fact she had near perfect round ass almost the shape of an "O" when looked from behind. Her admirer would call them bubble butt. She was also not voluptuous but had maintained her body well, genetic or the result of doing daily yoga and regular visit to the parlours. But the one thing that set her apart from the other women of her age, was her face. She had perfect oval face with sharp nose and sparkling eyes that do not look her age. Her shoulder length hair complements her face nicely. Also, she dressed conservatively in sarees as majority of housewives do in India, to avoid the roving eyes of lecherous men and hormone charged teenagers. In short, she looked a beautiful saree clad Indian lady in her mid-late thirties. The sort of women mature men would go for.

One thing I believe is that every woman when naked looks the same, I mean not that somebody has 3 boobs or two pussies. But the one thing that attracts males is the personality or should I say the seductiveness of a woman. That is the one thing that charges up a man to take that woman and make love to her. And my mom had that in abundance.

But, let me be upfront, I was like any other guy of that age. The age of discovery. That turbulent time of youth when your hormones are pumping and you have no clue what was happening. The age when I could recognise the sexual tension between men and women. 

I have seen men, both in India and in the West gazes upon her in awe. Indian men more with lust and the western men more with admiration. I have seen dad's friends or colleagues tried to flirt with her, and she, being a lady in her prime quite enjoyed all the attentions. But she never reciprocated or gave them slightest of hint that she would be available. 

A few months after mom and I arrive in Baltimore, my dad's company threw a summer party to celebrate a successful takeover of another small company. Employees were encouraged to bring their family too. Being an adult son, I was not supposed to tag along with my parents but since I was still living with them, both mom and dad insisted that I should come with them. Besides, it would be a nice way to meet new people in a foreign country.

It was a Friday afternoon in mid-July, and we were getting ready to go. It was quite a warm day with temperature around mid-eighties Fahrenheit. As it was a casual summer party, there were no dress code. So, we decided on casual summer wears. Dad and I put on jeans and polo shirt and mom was preparing to wear a floral summer dress. That's when dad said that she should perhaps try a saree as she always looked best in them. Mom changed into a chiffon saree and a sleeveless blouse which had a deep cut. 

Now, Indian readers know that when wear properly, an Indian woman can look her sexiest best in a saree. And mom did exactly that. She draped the blue chiffon saree in such a way that it hugs her figure, accentuating every curves along the way. One could see her deep navel as the saree was tied well below her belly button. The white sleeveless blouse was struggling to hide her 36D asset. She decided to wear a strapless bra underneath as the flimsy material of her blouse might not be ideal for a strapped bra. When she was done, she asked dad how she looked to which dad looked mesmerised. His jaws dropped a bit before he steadied himself and said "you look ravishing". Now being in the US, I think mom got a bit relaxed about dressing because unlike in India, here no judgement from the relatives and no prying eyes from the onlookers. She indeed liked to dress up and spend money on expensive clothing and jewelleries. She usually wore gold bangles in both hand and golden anklets on her feet even at home. Compliment this with her mangalsutra, her diamond wedding ring on her left ring finger, a tiny diamond studded nose pin on her left nose and a pinch of sindur on the parting of her hair, I must say dad was right. She looked ravishing. She applied only light touch of make up due to the heat - eyeliner, a touch of mascara and some lip gloss. Her shoulder length silky hair tied in usual ponytail and she put on her favourite stiletto heels. With the heels on she was looking 2 inches taller. Although I never had any incestual feeling towards her but looking at her that day I genuinely thought she was one hell of a sexy mom and lot of men going to have raging hard on that night just by looking at her like that.

My emotion at that moment were quite mixed. In a way I was feeling proud for my beautiful mom, but the other part of me was slightly jealous. There would be a lot of men in the party who'd eye on this exotic beauty and one or two might even try their luck to flirt with her. Now mom was quite used to handling this type of attentions, but I was not sure for how long she could fend them off. This was completely unknown territory to her and there would be men who could sweep her off the feet. Don't get me wrong here, she had been fiercely loyal to my dad all these years, but with the benefit of hindsight, I could see there were tell-tale signs that she was getting sexually frustrated as she was approaching the end of her sexual prime and might get swept away if not careful enough. Nevertheless one thing was for sure that she was going to be the cynosure of the party.

We arrived at the party around 6 in the evening. The cab left us near the entrance to the dock which led us to the floatel where the party was arranged. Upon boarding, we were greeted by the host with welcome drinks. We moved to the main deck. There were already quite a few guests hanging around and more people started arriving soon after. A few of them came with their young children but I didn't see anyone of my age. Even the younger employees were perhaps 10 years older than me. 

As more and more guests started arriving, the music got louder and the two bar either side of the deck got busier. Dad just saw someone he knew, he gave him a smile and started walking towards him.

Mom and I stood at one corner not knowing what to do. This was the first time we were at a party in this country, so not quite sure what to expect amidst a bunch of unfamiliar faces. Although I could see that people, both men and women were glancing at us occasionally. The men perhaps were holding their gazes a bit longer on my mom. I even saw couple of younger looking guys walked past us towards their way to the bar. They were talking to each other, but suddenly fell silent when their eyes fell on mom and then on me. Couple of seconds and they chuckled and made some comments between them. I was sure it was about mom. They looked over their shoulder while passing us and their eyes were all over mom sizing her up.

Although my mom was quite confident in this kind of situation, but I felt she was looking a tad nervous. This was understandable as we were in a new territory in a new country, literally among a bunch of strangers. We were the only brown people there; majority of the guests were white with some black people among them.

As the crowd started building up, there was an announcement. The company hired a stand up performer for this event and he was going to start his act. Everybody's focus moved toward the centre of the deck while the comedian started his routine. 

There were few good jokes that made the crowd burst into laughter. That also made mom started getting relaxed a bit. Meanwhile dad came back and joined us with a bottle of beer in hand. He was about to ask mom and me something, perhaps if we'd like to drink and that's when I heard the booming voice "Hey, Mr. Gupta". 

I saw a tall, blonde, white guy approaching us. He must be well above 6 feet probably by 2 or 3 inches. He had well defined physique, kind of body we used to see in Hollywood movies. Not a beefy body rather an athletic one. Tattoos on both arm poking out of his short sleeve Hawaiian shirt. The shirt somewhat clung to his body and I could see the silhouette of his washboard abs. He was wearing a linen pants and a pair of canvas slip on. What was most impressive was that he had a warm almost childlike smile on his face. He must be around my mom's age, may be even couple of years younger.

"Hey, Mr. Gupta." He said approaching us "How are you man? When did ya come?" 

I guess dad got a bit startled hearing his voice all of a sudden, but immediately composed himself and then turned around to greet him. 

"Hey Mr. Mcleod, finally you're here. Nice to see you". He extended his hand to which the guy also extended his and shook firmly. I could see the stark difference in size in both their hands. His palm almost gobbled up dad's. His upper arm was easily twice the size of dad's. My dad was 5''7", had grown a pot belly over the years. As a result, he looked even shorter. It looked like he was towering over my dad.

"Nice to see you man. And this must be your family" he said looking at mom and me.

"Yes" dad replied. "Let me introduce. This is my wife Anjali and my son Sandeep. And this is Mr. Allan Mcleod, my boss and the VP of our company."

Mr. McLeod looked at my mom and immediately I could sense a spark jolted between them. The kind of sensation you can only feel but can't put in words. Their eyes met and both got transfixed for couple of seconds. As if someone cast a spell on them, they looked at each other's eyes for those 2 seconds oblivious of the surroundings. Then the spell broke and both came to their senses. In those few seconds I saw something in Allan's eye that years later when I think about those moment, I saw unbridled lust in his eyes. In that split second I had no doubt that this guy, Allan wanted to get between mom's legs. He wanted to fuck her. And a part of me was curious to see that happen. But that momentary feelings evaporated as soon as it surfaced.

I guessed mom was bit nervous in that situation and put her guards on. It could be the sexual tension rising and she could sense that too.

Mom said a meek "Hello Mr. McLeod" in her Indian accent.

"Call me Allan" He quickly came back to senses.

Mom said "hello Allan" with a shy smile.

"Hello, I'm Sandeep" I said clearing my throat.

Allan turned to me and said "hello". But his mind was elsewhere.

"You're a lucky man, Sridhar. You have such a gorgeous wife." Allan made his observation clear.

Both dad and Allan burst into laughter. Mom joined them with a shy smile. I didn't know how to react, but I did admire his guts. That man had shown chivalry.

Mom, dad and Allan had few small talks before some more guests arrived at the deck that caught Allan's eye.

"Excuse me, but I have to attend the guests. You guys make yourselves comfortable. I'll speak to you later." The last sentence he specifically said looking at mom before he walked off.

"Nice gentleman" Dad said. Mom and I agreed.

"It's quite impressive to become a VP of a big company at this young age. He must be very smart." Mom said.

We all agreed.

A minute later dad went back to join a group of his colleague. Mom and I again stood there watching people for about 10 minutes. 

"Hey guys, how are you doing?" I heard Allan coming our way.

"Are you getting bored?" He asked. Then added "Allow me to get you a drink, madam."

"It's alright." Mom said.

"Oh, come on. Don't be shy." Allan persisted.

Mom smiled and nodded.

Mom was a social drinker. She mostly liked to drink wine, beer or cocktails. She was a connoisseur of expensive wines and cocktails. 

"What do you want to drink?" Allan asked.

"Ummm.. I don't know. A glass of white wine may be." Mom was still not fully out of her shells.

"And you Sand.. Sand..,?" He struggled to remember my name.

"Sandeep, sir" I replied.

"Yes. Sandeep. What would you like?"

I was not legally allowed to have alcoholic drink. 

"Any soft drink." I was not really bothered.

"Would you like to come with me?" Allan turned to mom and gestured towards the bar.

Now mom got in a spot. She didn't expect this and neither did I. She didn't want to leave me and go with Allan but turning him down would be rude.

She looked at me first then hesitantly accepted his invitation.

They walked off towards the bar leaving me behind. After a couple of steps, I saw Allan put his palm lightly on mom's back and guided her through the crowd.

That was interesting. Allan met mom barely half an hour ago and now he was touching her back. I never saw a man got so close to mom that soon. He definitely had balls.

They walked up to the bar, placed order, and waited for their drink. There were quite a big crowd at the bar so I assumed it would take a while to get served.

I watched them started chatting while waiting for the drinks. Mom's body language gradually eased up, she was smiling, talking and making frequent eye contact with Allan. She was also making hand gestures while talking. She didn't look out of place anymore.

After about 10 mins their drinks were served. Mom had a flute of champagne while Allan had a beer glass in one hand and a glass of fizzy drink in other.

They walked down to where I was. Allan handed over the fizzy drink to me. We raised a toast and took a sip from respective glasses.

"So Sandeep, what do you study?" He asked me.

"Doing BS with a major in economics." I replied.

We kept on chatting about my college and other stuffs for a while until I heard someone called out Allan.

The three of us looked at the direction of the voice and saw a middle-aged gentleman, smiling and waving at Allan.

"You have to excuse me. That is Michael from our Arizona office. You guys please enjoy the party." Saying that Allan walked off towards Michael.

From the corner of my eye, I saw mom was looking at Allan as he walked away.

It was almost 7:30 pm. The sun was behind the horizon. The sky was getting darker and the air a bit chillier.

A member of the host came out from the lower deck and announced that the dinner was served. 

The guests on the upper deck started moving slowly to the lower deck. Dad came and joined us and three of us moved to the lower deck.

Buffet was ready. There were round tables with chairs around. We took our food and sat on one table along with some other guests. Dad was speaking to one of them earlier.

The dinner was followed by reward and recognition for the employees. And there was a pleasant surprise.

Dad's name was announced as he got promoted to Executive Director. Because of the merger, he now had the added responsibility to supervise a team at their Arizona office. That meant he had to travel to the Phoenix office frequently, at least once a month.

Diners at the tables started congratulating dad. Mom and I felt proud seeing that.

Allan showed up at our table and congratulate dad. He then turned to mom and said

"Sorry Anjali. Sridhar is going to be a lot busier from now. I hope that won't make you resentful." 

Everyone at the table had a laugh.

After the dinner the tables and chairs were cleared, and the space turned into a dance floor. Normal lights were put off and the strobes were on. The place got darker as in real discos. There was a DJ on the podium. He started with a peppy number. Slowly people started shaking their legs. Initially only few people but gradually more and more would join them.

Mom, dad and I were standing at a corner looking at them. A group of slightly senior looking guys almost dragged dad away to join them in a drink. Perhaps, dad now belonged to their club after the promotion. They went up to the upper deck.

Mom and I were contemplating whether to join in dance, suddenly Allan appeared from the crowd.

He was holding 2 glasses of red wine.

"I saw you are not drinking. Here is one for you. Hope you like red wine." Allan handed one glass over to mom.

Mom took that without hesitation and said "Yes, I do." She took a big sip from the glass and immediately belched out by the sudden rush of alcohol into her system.

All 3 of us cracked into laughter.

A moment or so later, Allan looked mom in the eye, reached his hand out and asked mom "Let's dance" and gestured to the dance floor.

Mom was a bit taken aback by his assertiveness. Neither she nor I was expecting this. She looked at me not knowing what to do, then decided to comply. She asked me to hold her drink and put her left hand on Allan's outreached hand. Allan gently pull her to the dance floor.

Allan was a decent dancer, but mom was bit shy at first. Allan tried to hold her hand and twirl but she started giggling which made Allan giggle too. One thing was clear, she was enjoying his company.

They broke away from the dance floor and came to me. I gave mom her drink back. She took couple of sips probably to calm her nerves a bit.

Then when Allan asked "let's try again", she had no hesitation to join him. She handed me the near empty challis and went away with him.

This time they both danced better. Initially they were freewheeling but gradually found a rhythm. Often they were holding hands and danced. Mom tucked her pallu in the waist fold of her saree. Her bare midriff, back, cleavage, belly button were clearly visible. The mangalsutra was dangling between her boobs. She was visibly a bit tipsy from all the drinking since evening.

The music reached a crescendo and the melodic numbers came out. I saw Allan wrapped his arms around mom's waist and pulled her closer. She also wrapped her arms around his neck. Their bodies pressed against each other's. They grooved with the music slowly. The contrast in their height was palpable. My petite brown mom was grooving in the arms of a tall white man. He slowly rested his palms on her shapely butt and she rested her head on his chest. She looked a little tired now.



After a while he whispered something on her ear, and they disengaged. Allan hold her hand and pulled her to the other end of the dance floor. They disappeared in the crowd.

Alarm bell rang in my head. Where did they go? What were they doing? What if Allan tried to take advantage of my slightly drunk mom? Lots of question gather around my head. I decided to look out for them.

I went around the deck to the other side. I was trying to look out for them without making it obvious. But they were nowhere to be seen. I went ahead a bit further and that's when I saw them siting on a sofa at a corner by the bar. The place was quite dark. They were both holding wine glasses and facing each other. They were siting quite close and talking almost to each other's face. The decibel level was quite high so I could not hear a word from distance. But I made sure that they could not see me.

I saw mom laughing almost at every word he spoke. Allan was trying to be very attentive. Perhaps he was having trouble to understand her Indian accent in the loud music. He hold her hand and pulled even closer. She didn't resist. Mom was continuously blabbering I didn't know what. Perhaps it was the effect of alcohol. She was completely out of her shell by then.

I saw Allan pointing to her mangalsutra and then to the sindur. She smiled and started talking again, probably explaining what they were. Then she slightly thrusted her chest forward to what I assumed, allow Allan to touch the mangalsutra if he wanted to feel it. Allan duly obliged. He took the mangalsutra between his fingers and in the process brushed my mom's melons with his fingers. Even in the darkness I could see the contrast between his white fingers and her brownish melon. I was sure mom was not in the sense to comprehend that. He then proceeded further up along the necklace and lightly brushed her collar bone and neck along the way. He then flicked her hair. I didn't see any adverse reaction from mom which suggested she was either oblivious of what was going on or she was enjoying this play secretly.

Just when Allan was about to touch her face the light came on. It was 5 minutes to 10, that was the end of the party. The DJ played the last music to close the party. 

Both Allan and mom came to their senses and got up from the sofa. The guests were saying good night to each other and started leaving. I emerged from the back and approached mom.

"It's time to go home, mom." I said.

"Let me get you a cab. Where is Sridhar?" Allan asked.

"I think dad is upstairs". I replied.

Allan, mom and I walked up to the upper deck where we found dad. He was completely drunk and was cracking jokes with some younger looking colleagues.

We told dad that the party was over and we need to go home. He was completely unaware of the time and place and was having a gala time. He couldn't even stand straight.

Allan helped dad to get off the boat and called a cab which was waiting in the taxi rank nearby.

Allan and I helped dad into the cab. Before mom went in, Allan gave her a friendly hug and said good night. Maybe his hands lingered a tad longer on her ass than usual.

We arrived home around 11. By that time dad was completely hammered and I had to help him from the cab to bed. 

Mom was bit drunk too but at least had her bearings right. She changed into her night dress before went off to bed.

Chapter 2

It was a warm summer day about 2 weeks after the party. Dad was out on one of his tour to the Arizona office.

It was the holidays and mom was also at home.

I was watching baseball on TV when the phone rang.

"Hello? Who is this?"

"Sandeep? It's me Allan"

"Oh, Allan, how are you?"

"You did not go to college?"

"No Allan, you know the summer holidays are on, that's why"

"Oh I see, ok. Sandeep, there are some documents that I need to pick up from your house. I spoke to Sridhar this morning. Since he is not home, I have to come and collect myself."

"Shall I bring it to office, Allan." I offered my help.

"Oh..don't bother. I was meaning to say hi to you and Anjali too. Been a long time. When Can I come and pick it up from your house?"

"Sure Allan why not? I would be at home all day."

"Ok , I will be there around noon"

"Ok Allan..see you"

"bye"

"bye"

It was a while since I had last seen him in the party and was looking forward to meeting him.

Dad had a study upstairs where he kept his files, books, computer etc and occasionally worked from there while not in office.

The calling bell rang around 3 pm while I was watching a comedy show on the TV. I opened the door in anticipation and there he was.

"Hello....Sandeep" he said in his booming voice.

"Hello Allan"

"So, how are you guys. It's been a while..huh?"

Just then , mom came out of the kitchen.

"Hey, Allan..how are you? She asked in her Indian accent.

"Fantastic." he replied.

"What would you have?" mom asked.

"Coffee will be good. Thanks Anjali." he replied.

We both made ourselves comfortable on the sofa and engaged in small talk. Mom went to the kitchen.

After a while mom brought Coffee and some biscuits and placed it in front of him and took a seat on the chair next to the TV.

Allan turned his attention to mom and started talking to her. After the party I got curious about his intensions, so I was especially attentive to their conversation. But it was a banal everyday conversation that did not pique my interest. Difference between life in India and US, how was she settling down etc stuff like that. So I turned my attention to the TV. 

I was engrossed in the show and paid little attention to what they were talking. They were after all grown ups and they had their own things to talk about.

Occasionally mom would burst into laughter and I would also join in involuntarily not knowing what it was about. But Allan had that sort of personality. He could make people laugh with his talk.

It was almost an hour that the conversation went on and mom suddenly stood up and said "gosh..I have to go to the market and buy groceries for the week. I completely forgot"

"Oh..is it..I am so sorry for making you forget...was I so charming?" Allan said with a wink.

Mom blushed. "No no. It was my fault. I am getting absent minded nowadays, may be getting old" Mom put on a sad face.

"Old? you must be joking. You don't even look like you have an adult son." Allan continued pressing on with his charm. 

Mom's face had turned beet red and I could see that she was quietly pleased with the compliments.

"Well when the heart is young, then what else do you need, right? Sandeep?" he turned to me.

I was hearing this back and forth conversation and was a bit amused. I mean two individuals in their thirties were flirting with each other and I was a bit confused.

After what happened in the party, mom had come out of her shell, especially in front of Allan whom she had a good time with. So she was not really nervous and quietly enjoying this play.

Not sure what to say, mom smiled and walked towards the bedroom upstairs to change.

From the corner of my eye, I could see Allan watched her walk and his eyes seemed to be fixed on her undulating buttocks as she slowly disappeared into her bedroom.

"ok..Sandeep I will take a leave"

"But Allan, the documents..." I asked

"Ahhh..forgot..truly I forgot the purpose for which I came" Allan said in mock exasperation. "Do you know where they are?"

"Probably would be in dad's study upstairs" I replied.

Just then mom reappeared and I could see that she had changed into a saree. She was wearing a mauve one that went well with her dusky complexion. Her face was all radiant as she had freshened herself up and put on some light make up. That was kind of unusual for mom given that she was just going to local supermarket. She never wore saree to run errands and usually wore western outfits outdoor. In the US, ethnic Indian wear were reserved for special occasions only. But what the hell, she looked good.

She walked towards us demurely making every effort to cover her midriff with the saree pallu, all prim and proper. Allan was grinning like a Cheshire cat.

"So so...madam Anjali is going to set the town on fire..hmmm" Allan knew how to flirt.

Mom giggled. Putting on a face she acted coy but still smiling. She stole a glance at me. I was also smiling. Kind of proud of her personality.

"Ok..I am leaving for the market....Sandeep make sure that the doors are locked when Allan leaves."

"yes mom" I replied.

"Bye Anjali" Allan said.

"Bye" mom replied and stepped out of the house.

Now we had a 3 bedroom townhouse and apart from my room and master bedroom upstairs, the third bedroom was a guest room on the first floor. Dad's study was also upstairs next to the master bedroom. That was where dad sat when he brought work home. And there were kitchen and living room as well on the first floor. We had a decent sized backyard behind the kitchen.

"Well it's here..let me take you to the room" I trailed off when suddenly the phone rang. 

"It's ok. You take the call. I can find it myself" Allan said.

"Allan, it's upstairs next to the master bedroom" I pointed in the direction upstairs and picked up the phone from the side table.

"Ok Sandeep..thanks"

Allan got up and went upstairs and disappeared around the corner. I picked up the call. It was Dave, a friend from college.

After about 15 minutes I hung up. Dave was planning for a camping trip and told me the detail on the phone. I got excited about the plan and quickly got up from the sofa and made my way to the study to make sure that Allan had got what he wanted.

I entered the room but Allan was not in there. I gently pushed open the bathroom door next to the study but it was also empty.

Puzzled, I came out of the room and was about to make my way back to the living room downstair when I saw that the master bedroom door was slightly open. This was my parent's bedroom and normally the door is kept shut whenever either mom or dad are not in the house.

Nervously I tip-toed towards the bedroom and was horrified to hear a sound coming from the room. It was the sound of a man panting and moaning at the same time.

I gently pushed the door open to get a better view and what I saw shocked me to no end.

Allan was standing at the foot of the bed with his back towards to door. His pants and underwear were down at his ankles and I could see his hips were bucking forward and backward. I could see that his face was covered with some kind of cloth.

Summoning my wits I pushed the door open a little more and saw that the cloth on his face was nothing but my mom's panties. He was sniffing them, for god's sake. And what did we have down on his dick? It was another pair of my mom's panties that was wrapped around his massive erect dick. The laundry basket was right next to him.

My throat went dry and I felt that I would collapse there. 

"ahhh ugghhhhhh....ahhhhhhh" he was making noises from his throat as his white swollen dick with pinkish cockhead was rubbed against the silky material of my mom's panties.

Suddenly I had this urge to pee and I ran away from there and shut myself in the bathroom. As I unzipped my jeans to pee, I noticed that my dick was erect. Strangely the scene had turned me on!!!!!

Oh my god...a stranger sniffing my mom's soiled panties and jacking off in them had turned me on!!! God..what do I do? I felt ill and hurriedly took a leak making sure that I did not splash any of my urine on the floor.

After pissing I went down to the hall and sat in front of the TV, staring at it while I played out the scenes in my mind. I did not care what was on the TV, that was the least of my concerns.

What I saw was like a nightmare or was it a dream...? " I was confused.

I didn't know how many minutes had passed but my trance was broken with the sound of flushing came from bathroom upstairs and footsteps rapidly approaching.

Putting on a brave face, I turned towards the sound and saw Allan coming down the stairs with a clutch of papers in his hand.

"Did you get what you need." I asked, croaked rather.

"yes...everything" he smiled at me. 

"Nice meeting you Sandeep....it was a pleasure" he smiled and shook my hand.

"Ok Allan...see you" I said trying to avert eye contact with him.

"Bye" he said and opened the door and walked out.

My mind was spinning, and I did not know what to make of everything that had happened and what I was witness to.

I locked the front door and ran to the master bedroom. The door was closed as was the case usually. I opened the door and stood at the place where just minutes back Allan had stood.

I surveyed the whole area and my eyes fell on the laundry hamper near the foot of the bed. Oh god had Allan shot his seed into my mom's panties? What would happen if mom knows about it? I meant would she suspect me?

Hurriedly I dug into the hamper and pulled out 4 soiled panties that my mom had worn that week. I inspected the crotch of each of the panties and found that apart from my mom's juices and urine stains, the area was actually dry. There were one or two odd pubic hairs stuck to some of them.

Relieved, I put the panties back into the hamper and went to the bathroom where Allan had just taken a leak. A pungent smell hovered around in the bathroom. Something like the smell of cum. I opened the waste basket next to the toilet seat and found a crumpled ball of paper in it.

So that was what happened. Allan had shot his semen into toilet paper and not into my mother's panties.

God...I was so relieved and strangely thanked him for doing me a favour. Suddenly a weird thought occurred to me. I fantasised Allan's white cock fucking mom's brown pussy and unloading his cum there. Immediately I jerked off playing that in my mind.

The excitement had made me so weak that I dragged myself to my bedroom and collapsed on the bed. It was a while before I got up.

Chapter3:

A month had passed since that incident. I was caught up in my lessons and tuitions. But the scenes of that day occasionally came to my mind and to my surprise I replayed the scene in my mind whenever I needed to jack off.

Taking a cue from Allan, I too experimented by sniffing my mom's panties, but never got too excited. In fact the taboo of incest always played on in my mind. That was the last thing I wanted to do.

One day, it so happened that mom, dad and I went to the downtown shopping mall and we bumped onto Allan. He was elated to see us and offered to have a drink with him.

Since I was not legally allowed to drink, I excused myself to check on the latest gaming that were on display in the esports centre in the mall. Mom, dad and Allan went to the bar on the top floor.

After an hour I got kind of bored and went to the bar to check on them. They were sitting on a table at the centre of the bar. Dad and Allan were having beer and mom had a glass of soft drink on the table. Dad's eye looked droopy. I thought he had had quite a few drinks. But Allan had a wide smile on his face as I saw him chatting with mom. She also appeared to be enjoying the conversation and looked quite comfortable with Allan. Allan saw me entering the bar and waved at me. He then asked for the bill. It was already quite late in the evening and dad was a bit inebriated, so we decided to call it a night. Before we left for the taxi home, Allan shook dad's and my hand and then gave a hug to mom and whispered something that I could not hear. I saw mom giggled. That raised my curiosity.

On the way home dad dozed off. I could hear him snooze. Seeing that an opportunity, I asked mom about their time in the bar earlier.

"So mom, you had a good time in the bar?" I could not help a cheeky smile. 

Mom didn't notice it in the dark.

"Yes, I had. Your dad had too many drinks, so I had to do most of the talking". She gave a look of mock anger to my snoozing dad.

"Allan is a real gentleman. He didn't mind giving me company." Mom said.

"What did you talk about?"

"He wanted to know about me. My life in India before coming here. My dream, family, what I want in life..you know all those stuff. He knows how to make others feel good." Mom replied.

"Ok, then..." I was curious.

"He told me a lot of things about himself. He has divorced his ex-wife two years ago. They have a 10 years old son and a 8 years old daughter together. His ex-wife got their custody after divorce. And he is just 34, can you believe it?"

"Wow...really" I was amused but not surprised. My guess was right. Allan was indeed younger than mom.

"Now he lives alone and sometimes feels lonely. But he likes to make new friends and spend time with them" Mom added.

I saw where it was going. Allan knew how to charm a woman.

"He also offered to take me out if I ever feel lonely." I sensed a tinge of embarrassment while mom said the last sentence.

"What did you say?" My curiosity peaked. 

"Well.. I didn't commit anything...." Mom acted coy.

That weird fantasy flashed on me again like a thunderbolt. Allan's cock inside mom's pussy. Blood rushed through my veins; my heart raged. Instantly I decided to make that fantasy come true. I wanted to be a part of this and help them mate. That thought gave me a massive hard on in my jeans. Fortunately, mom couldn't see that in the darkness inside the taxi. 

"You should take the offer mom. See dad is always busy with his work and tours. I am getting busy too in my studies. You need someone to give you company. You need a friend. And in a new country it's not easy to get a friend like Allan." I blurted out in a single breath.

Mom gave me kind of a confused look. Didn't know what to make of it.

"Ok, I don't mind. Beside he is a gentleman and fun guy to be around. I'll take that offer". Mom smiled.

My heart sank a bit. Although I fantasised for Allan and mom to copulate, I also tried to protect mom from being the object of lust of another man who is not my dad. After all she was my mom and I loved my dad. Therefore, I expected her to denounce me and politely refuse Allan's offer as I was sure she knew where it was going. She was not stupid.

But immediately that thought was overpowered by my fantasy. My rational mind lost to my dick.

When we arrived at home it was almost midnight.

Chapter 4:

Summer gave way to fall, and the new term had started at college. Dad was out again on a tour to their Arizona office. I kept myself busy in college, study, friends etc.

About a fortnight after the mall incident, one evening I came home from college to find a big SUV parked in our driveway. Since dad was not home, I wondered who could it be at this time.

I rang the doorbell. Couple of seconds later mom opened the door and as soon I stepped in, I heard Allan was calling my name.

"Hey Sandeep. How are ya doing man?". 

He was sitting on the sofa in the living room drinking coffee.

"Hey Allan, nice to see you. How have you been? When did you come?" 

"Literally 15 mins ago. Was in the neighbourhood so thought of swinging by. Your mom has been a good host. She made me coffee." Allan chuckled.

"Do you need anything?" Mom asked looking at me. 

I didn't want to interrupt them to whatever they were doing. I recalled what happened last time when Allan was here. 

"You guys continue. Let me make myself a coffee" I gingerly walked towards the kitchen.

Mom went back to the sofa and sat beside Allan.

From the kitchen, the sofa was clearly visible. One could even hear what's going on in there if paying enough attention.

I started making coffee, but my ear was alert. I heard them talking about regular stuffs.

Then suddenly Allan jumped onto more personal matters. He asked mom when did she got married, whether she had a boyfriend before marriage, when was I born - things like that. Mom was answering them diligently one by one. She had no boyfriend before married to my dad and theirs was an arranged marriage which was typical in India. Hearing that Allan raised his eyebrow. I saw a smirk on his face.



"So you were a virgin on your wedding night? What a lucky dude Sridhar was to deflower you." 

I was startled to hear that bluntness from Allan. Publicly he was a proper gentleman but in private he was a brash dude. 

What surprised me most was mom's reaction. She didn't seem to bother or feel embarrassed. Instead I heard her giggle. 

"Yes, I did save myself for the wedding night". She looked over her shoulder towards the kitchen and lowered her voice. But I could still hear her words. 

"Aha. I see! So how is your sex life? Did you ever sleep with other guys?" Allan lowered his voice too.

"Nope. Sridhar was very good in bed. Never needed anyone else." Mom told firmly.

"Oh come on. How would you enjoy life if you do not taste other men" Allan hold his ground. "And you have a body to die for. I am sure many men would love to make love to you." His volume was so low I struggled to hear from kitchen.

Mom giggled again but didn't protest or tried to divert the topic. She was definitely enjoying the conversation.

I never heard her speaking about her private life to anyone, let alone a relative stranger like Allan. But I also noticed how comfortable she was talking all these when her son was home. She had really opened herself up to him.

"Tell me why you didn't have more children? Did Sridhar not want more?" Allan asked.

"Yes he did want more. But I was not ready. One was enough for me. Sridhar always had a very demanding job, so it would have been quite difficult to raise more kids all by my own. Plus more kids would take toll on my body. Then no man would like to make love to me, you know". She lowered her voice almost to an inaudible level. I really struggled to hear that but didn't fail to recognise the flirtatious tone in her voice.

This last sentence was like a thunderbolt struck me. What had I heard? Was she serious or just teasing Allan. Even if teasing, she went too far. I could clearly sense the sexual tension building between them. They were like a naughty couple dancing to an erotic tune.

Before it went too far, I decided to intervene. I moved out of the kitchen with my coffee mug and declared my arrival.

"Hey Allan, did you watch the baseball last night? Red sox were incredible." I knew he was a baseball fan.

"Yes they were." Allan replied still looking at mom.

"Right. I think I should go now. Thanks for the coffee, Anjali" Allan got up.

"Don't forget the shopping this Saturday". He said to mom before saying bye and stepped out of the house. I heard the engine of the car outside revved up before he drove away.

"What was that all about, the shopping thing?" I quizzed mom.

"Oh nothing. Allan wants to go for shopping and he wants some female opinion to buy

a wedding gift. He has a wedding to attend on Sunday". Mom replied nonchalantly.

I was aghast but secretly admired his guts. He had the balls to make a pass at my mom and yet persuaded her to help him shopping. And my feeling became stronger than ever that he was sneakily trying to get in between my mom's caramel brown legs. Shopping was just a ploy. But I didn't care as long he was making steady progress towards mom's pussy. 

"Is he going to pick you up? I hope he treats you nicely." I smiled to which mom replied with a smile.

Chapter 5:

Came Saturday and mom dressed up in a salwar kameez with light jewellery. She had done hina mehendi on her hands and a bindi on her forehead.

Sharp at 2 pm I heard Allan's SUV pulled in.

"How am I looking.?" Mom asked.

"Beautiful" I replied.

As soon I heard the doorbell, I ran to open the door. Allan was standing there with a bouquet.

"Is Anjali ready?" He asked.

Mom came out to greet Allan. He was literally awestruck to see mom in that attire. His jaw dropped.

Seeing his reaction mom couldn't help but laughed.

"You look stunning." Allan came out of the spell. He handed over the bouquet to mom. 

"Ohh, thank you." Mom handed over the bouquet to me and asked Allan "Shall we go now?" 

Within minutes they drove away.

I shut the door and came back to the living room and made myself comfortable on the sofa.

Those fantasies started cloud my mind again. Was Allan going to seduce mom today and took her to his place? Was mom going to resist? What if Allan forced his way on to mom?

Would she give in? So many thoughts gathered my mind. But one thing was clear. I wanted Allan and mom to fuck no matter how. A beautiful lady like my mom needed to be fucked by a hunk like Allan.

I jerked off couple of times thinking all these. In the end I was quite exhausted and dozed off on the sofa.

I must have slept for hours because when I woke up it was dark outside. I checked the clock and it was 7 o'clock in the evening. Gosh it had been 5 hours already since they went out, I thought. 

Those were the days when mobile phones were not ubiquitous, so I couldn't check on their status.

I watched some TV, ordered pizza, did some college assignment before the clock struck 10. Still there was no sign of mom returning. I started to get a bit worried. 

It was around 10:30 when I heard the SUV pulled into our driveway. I almost ran off to the door when I heard the doorbell. Allan and Mom were standing outside the door. Allan's hand wrapped around mom's waist. Mom looked tipsy.

"Take care of your mom. I think she's bit drunk" Allan chuckled.

I got a bit anxious but mom assured me with her smile. They said good night to each other. Allan drove away saying good night to me as well.

I took mom inside and locked the door. She sat on the sofa and let out a sigh. She looked a bit tired now.

"How was your day, mom" I asked.

After a brief pause she replied with a smile, "Allan is a gentleman. Look what she bought me." Mom showed me a cute new nose ring. That looked expensive.

"I asked him not to buy but he was adamant. He said it look great on me." Mom chuckled.

I thought she would look sexier (may be a bit slutty) in that.

"Then he took me to dinner in a nice restaurant, we had few drinks and he insisted to see a movie. I think he is my best friend now." Mom's eyes lit up when she said the last sentence. She clearly meant it.

I could see the pattern. Surely Allan had won her heart first and slowly progressing towards pussy. One thing was for sure, Allan was not going to force his way. He was a charmer, a seducer and not a rapist.

"That's nice. I hope he too enjoyed the evening with you".

Mom smiled at me. That told me she had her feminine charm on Allan too. So it's now a seduction game between them.

"I'm off to bed, quite tired." She yawned and walked off.

Did they fuck. Did they have oral sex inside the movie theatre? Was mom hiding that part from me? I had to find out.

About 15 to 20 minutes later when I didn't hear any sound from her bedroom, I got up and tiptoed into the master bedroom. The door didn't have a functioning lock.

Inside, mom had changed into her night gown and sleeping on the bed. I gingerly moved to the bed to check if there was any tell-tale sign of sex. I opened the laundry basket. There was a black panty lying on top of the heap, probably she had worn that evening.

I inspected the crotch area. There was little bit of dampness with her usual smell but nothing suspicious. I put the panty back in the basket and came out of the room.

They hadn't had sex that evening was my conclusion.

Chapter 6:

This became a regular thing for the next couple of months. Whenever dad was out on tour, Allan used to come our home and chat for hours with mom. I often found him home when came back from college. Sometimes they went to "shopping date", "dinner date", "movie date" together leaving me at home. Needless to say, I never told a word about this to dad neither did mom. I was quietly enjoying their shenanigans.

I was not sure if they already had sex but going by their body language, I thought that was the only missing bit in the puzzle. They had still not slept together. Also, I noticed a gradual impatience creeping in Allan. That suggested me he had not achieved his holy grail yet. He had yet to sink his manhood in the divine nectar in mom's honey pot. Mom was playing the game well, perhaps better. She knew once Allan had this, she would have no power on Allan or herself.

Fall gave way to winter. Mercury was dipping every passing day. We already had first snow of the season. We had never experienced snow in Mumbai. So it was a novelty to us. Everything around looked so beautiful. Everyone around looked happy.

It was just before Christmas. My college was already closed until after new year. Dad just came back from another tour. He had taken holidays from Christmas until New Year's Day. We were making plan about things to do during that time off and for my mom's impending birthday which was on the 31st. 

The three of us were discussing that sitting on the sofa, suddenly the phone rang. I was closest to the phone, so I picked up. It was Allan on the other side. He asked me if everyone was there and to put the phone on speaker. He sounded kind of ominous. 

"It's Allan." I said to mom and dad and put the speaker on.

"Hey Allan" Dad said.

"Hey Sridhar, hi Anjali. Apologies first. I know it's not the right time to call but there is something urgent I need to say."

There was pin drop silence in the room.

"Go on" Dad broke the silence.

"I just received a report from John in our Phoenix office that they found several serious flaws in one of our client's account. This account was supposed to be settled by end of the year. They are one of our biggest clients so we can't go lax on them." Allan paused.

"Now Michael was in charge of the client, but he is on holiday in Europe. And you know John can't handle this alone. He is simply not qualified to make amendments to that account. So I'm afraid you are the only person I could think of who can take care of this mess. You are in the know. You have to go to Phoenix after Christmas, do whatever it takes, settle the account before we deliver to our client after New Year's Day. I know it's a lot to ask for especially you have taken holidays too, but you know you're the only one I could trust in this situation."

"But..it's my wife's birthday on..." Dad couldn't complete his sentence.

"That's why I asked Sandeep to put the phone on speaker. I have to apologise to Anjali and Sandeep profoundly for taking you away on her birthday. But I'll make sure that her birthday is not ruined. Sandeep and I will make every effort to make her feel special on the day. Sandeep are you with me?" Allan knew about mom's birthday.

That was the moment. I knew if I wanted my fantasy to materialize that was the perfect opportunity. That birthday she was perhaps going to get the best gift of her life. A brand new cock. Allan's cock. And I was the last frontier stood between them. I had to say yes.

"Of course I'm with you Allan. Dad, you need not worry about mom's birthday. Allan and I will take care of everything. You finish your work there and come back. We will not make her complaint about anything." I tried to hide my excitement.

"There you go. Anjali, are you okay with that?" Allan asked.

"If he has to go, I can't stop him. Work always come in the way." Mom pulled a sad face with disappointment in her voice.

Not sure if that was genuine or was she faking it. She knew the deal of course.

"Awww. Don't get disheartened Anjali. I'll personally be there to celebrate your birthday. Of course it won't be the same without Sridhar. At least I'll try my best to make you happy, I promise." Allan said.

I knew what he meant; mom knew what he meant. Only dad didn't.

I felt sorry for my poor dad. He was working his ass off to make his family happy. And behind his back, his beautiful wife was having an affair with his boss. And his son was making sure that his mom got her pussy filled by her lover's dick.

"I'll ask my secretary to arrange for tickets, accommodation and everything. You will come back on the 1st and John will take care of the rest from there." Allan disconnected the phone.

It was obvious, dad was not happy at all. Who could be? But he could not ignore call of duty either.

I was not sure what to make of it. Was it mere co-incidence that this fiasco came into light at this time, or was this by design? Allan planned it meticulously. Was he alone in hatching the plan or mom had a hand in it? Lot of questions came to my mind but the truth would perhaps never be known.

I couldn't gauge mom's emotion though. Apparently, she looked very disappointed, but inside she might be excited that finally the time had come. And so did I.

Dad departed for Phoenix on the morning after Christmas.

Shortly after I got a call from Allan. He asked me to meet him the next day. He wanted to plan a surprise party for mom's birthday. He said it would be an exclusive party for 3 of us only.

He was on the right track, I thought.

I met Allan at the shopping mall the next day. We sat in a café to chalk out a rough plan for 31st. Obviously that did not involve the special time he would spend with mom.

"I thought that I will buy her some gift. And I need your help on that" He said.

"Ok" I replied.

He took me to Victoria's Secret and straight to the lingerie section. He gestured towards the panties section and said

"Do you want me to buy your mom one of those". He was pointing to a sheer lace panty that was displayed on a rack. He had a wicked smile on his face.

Embarrassed and red in the face, I just smiled weakly.

"Ha ha ha" he laughed and patted me on the shoulder.

Now this was brazen and I found my blood flowing into my dick.

He choose a mauve camisole on one of the mannequin that ends just below the crotch. And a black matching thong to go with that.

"Does your mom have them?" He asked.

Well I had no clue about my mom's private wardrobe but I never saw her wearing a camisole before.

"I think not" I replied.

"Ok, let me buy 'em for her".

I had no doubt that it was going to be a special day for mom. A lot of things would be new to her. A camisole, a thong, perhaps a white cock. I only wished that I had the opportunity to witness them.

The master bedroom had a malfunctioning lock that needed to be fixed. Two days before her birthday I told mom that I was going to replace it with a new one. It was broken for a long time.

So I remove the old lock, and drilled the keyhole a lot bigger. Then I pretended there was something wrong with the new lock that it couldn't be fixed and I needed to buy a new one.

Mom being ignorant of my ploy believed me. Obviously, she didn't know anything about DIY work and didn't suspect a thing.

The fateful day had finally arrived. 31st December, end of the year and mom's birthday too. It was the coldest day of the season and there were forecast of heavy snow overnight.

In the morning, dad called from Phoenix and talked to mom for hours. I could imagine he was profoundly apologetic about not being home. But mom didn't look all that sad.

It had started snowing sporadically by the afternoon, but the intensity grew as day gave way to night.

In the evening, Mom was all dressed up in another one of her silk sarees with sleeveless blouse. This accentuated her curves, and anyone could figure out the contours of her body. She had kept her silky smooth hair untied and had put on some light makeup. She had also put on the nose ring that Allan had given her the other day. She was looking cute albeit a bit sexier with the nose ring on. She had her usual mangalsutra dangling just above her boobs, pinch of sindur on the parting of hair and bangles in both hand. She was looking a perfect mother and wife.

I was dressed in jeans and t -shirt as usual.

It was evening around 7 pm when Allan showed up at the door.

"Where is the birthday girl?" his voice boomed across the house.

Mom came out to the living room smiling. 

Allan caught her unaware by suddenly opening his arms wide and hugging her. She was taken aback but Allan was a strong man and he made sure that her fleshy body pressed against his rock solid one. In the process I saw his right hand travel through length of her back and rest on her buttocks.

He then did something that took me by surprise. He planted a kiss on mom's lips. It was an audible smooch which frankly I didn't expect.

Mom pulled back surprised too and looked at me not knowing what to say. She was not expecting that especially in front of her son.

I just smiled sheepishly.

Allan released his grip on mom. 

"Look what I have brought you" Allan said and handed over the gift to mom.

By that time she had gathered her wits. "What is it?"

"Surprise" Allan said.

Mom took out a packet in the cover and opened it. Immediately she understood what it was. I saw a look of embarrassment in her face. She put them back in the cover.

"Only for you" Allan said.

Mom lowered her eyes and walked away towards the bedroom to keep it along with her things.

"I want you to wear it tonight" Allan's voice boomed from behind.

"Later" said my mom in a low voice, obviously shy.

The party with the three of us went off well. Mom cut the birthday cake that I brought in the morning.

We had ordered food from a restaurant. Mom had made a special dessert.

After the dinner Allan opened a bottle of red wine. He brought several with him. He poured wine to his and mom's glass and I got myself some soft drink.

It was close to 11 pm now and the city was beginning to anticipate the coming of the new year. The snow became heavier outside. But inside it was warm and cosy.

"What do we do now?" I asked.

"Whatever the birthday girl wishes." Allan announced.

"Well, we could watch some movie". Mom replied.

"Good. I have a DVD of Titanic. You all okay with that." I asked.

Both nodded.

While I was busy putting the DVD on, mom took her wine glass and sat on the main sofa. Immediately Allan took his place next to mom and said

"Tonight let me be with the special lady. Would you mind. Sandeep?" I startled. This was not in plan. But what else could I do. 

"I'm all good. She is your lady tonight". I showed mock surrender.

Allan looked at me and smiled. Mom gave me a puzzled look.

I sat on the other lounge chair perpendicular to the main sofa. I could see what was happening there from the corner of my eye. I put the lights off.

The movie was on, but my mind was elsewhere. From time to time I could see they were talking at a low voice perhaps not to disturb me. 

Allan poured some more wine in both their glasses. Mom had started showing the effect. She was getting a bit tipsy. I knew she had a low alcohol tolerance.

Around 15 minutes have passed.

She folded her knees and put her feet up on the sofa now. In the process she cosied up a bit and came closer to Allan. Allan sensed the opportunity and put his arm around her shoulder.

The room was dark, only light reflecting from the TV screen. In that light I could see they have started whispering in each other's ear. Occasionally they were smiling quietly. They were certainly not paying attention to the movie.

Allan poured some more wine in her glass. 

She took a sip, put the glass on the side table and snuggled up further in Allan's arm. She now rested her head on Allan's shoulder.

Allan looked at her and placed a light peck on her forehead, and then on her exposed cheek, then chin and finally on her lips.

Mom looked up, their eyes met. A couple of seconds and Allan placed his lips fully on mom's mouth. He started kissing her lips without making sound.

From the corner of my eye, I could see mom opened her mouth and took his lips in. She was kissing back. I could not see clearly in the darkness, but I thought I saw Allan's tongue probing inside mom's mouth.



Suddenly there were some loud sound in the movie. They got startled and broke the kiss.

A few minutes later, mom yawned and said

"Right, I feel sleepy. I'm off to bed now". Saying that, she took a gulp from the wine glass and about to get up.

"So Anjali, you want to wear it and show me?" Allan queried her.

Mom looked at me, not knowing what to say.

Even in the apparent darkness, I saw confusion and a range of other emotions in her eye. I thought she was waiting for the last approval from me. And I obliged.

"Go ahead mom...in fact I also was with Allan when he bought it".

She didn't know what to make of it. But her expression changed the next moment and I saw a twinkle in her eye. She gave a long inviting look to Allan and got up and walked upstairs towards the bedroom. 

She was definitely tipsy if not drunk and lost all her inhibition by then. She didn't care anymore that she was a faithful wife, a dutiful mother, a conservative Indian housewife until now. She was going to have sex in a foreign land, with someone not her husband and the father of her son, a younger dude from different culture, different race who probably saw her as his exotic conquest. She didn't mind anything as long she gets his massive white dick in her brown Indian pussy.

Allan watched her all the way up until she disappeared into the master bedroom. He then turned to me. Immediately I could see lust in his eye. I didn't know what to say but gave him a nervous smile. My heart was pounding as if someone is beating me with a sledgehammer. Something inside told me the moment had come that my mom was going to be ravished that night.

As if on a clue, Allan got up and gestured me to sit where I was and slowly went in the direction of mom's bedroom. Allan knocked at the door and effortlessly entered the bedroom and closed it.

Now honestly my dick was stiff as a pole, but even though I had difficulty walking with a hard on, I lost no time in following Allan to mom's bedroom upstairs.

I was close behind and peeked through the keyhole that I made bigger the other day.

Mom was standing in front of the mirror wearing the mauve camisole and black thong while Allan was seated on the bed watching her. Her silk saree, petticoat, blouse and lacy bra were all on the floor. She was looking her sexiest best.

My mom then took one side of the hem and teasingly lift it until the lining of her thong could be seen. The scene was so erotic that I thought I would come then and there.

Allan got up, stood behind and wrapped his hands around mom. His palms are touching mom's naked thighs. He proceeded to kiss her neck and his right hand travel upward and pressed her boobs.

His left hand then travelled the distance between her boobs and her love valley, and he started rubbing her over her camisole.

"ahhhh..uhhhhh.." mom started breathing heavily "what are you doing.. Sandeep will know".

"No..he won't say anything....relax" Allan assured mom.

Mom then smiled and broke away from his grip and tried to fix the camisole over her buttocks.

"God your ass look so sexy..ohhhh" Allan was in awe.

Mom struck a pose jutting out her ass in front of him.

I guess that threw him off the cliff and he lunged at mom holding her in a bear grip while he rubbed his groin area over her soft buttocks.

Mom giggled and tried to break free, but Allan was a powerful man and he fell backward on the bed with mom on top of him facing the other way.

Allan started to finger her over her satin thong under the flimsy camisole and mom was writhing and moaning as Allan's fingers started working the magic on her.

He rolled mom to his side so that they were facing each other on the bed. He then proceeded to unzip his pant and take his cock out. It looked bigger than when I had seen it the last time when he was masturbating with mom's panties.

He then proceeded to take mom's hand and asked her to stroke it slowly. Allan was kissing my mom and fondling her boobs while she was stroking his dick slowly.

"ahhhhh ummmm" Allan was groaning at the pleasure he was getting.

Allan then slid the thin shoulder strap off her shoulder and started sucking on mom's nipples.

Her turgid nipples stood erect as Allan alternately sucked between the left and right nipple.

This went on for some time. In the meantime Allan had pulled down his pant and underwear and was wearing just his T shirt. 

Mom was lying on her back next to him with her boobs exposed. They were taut and standing proud. Her dark brown nipples were the size of a big grape.

Mom was giving her a good hand job too.

Allan lifted mom's camisole from below and pushed his hand through her black thong panties and started fingering her clit which made my mom buck her hips and almost jump up from the bed in pleasure.

Mom was working frantically on Allan's cock, pumping it vigorously with her hand and I could hear the sound of the bangles hitting each other on the right hand.

Meanwhile, I had my dick out and was stroking it with pleasure.

Allan then got up and pushed mom's camisole all the way up. He then hooked his fingers to the crotch of her panties and pulled it to one side.

Mom's trimmed bush was displayed in all its glory with the red clitoris peeking out of the garden.

Allan then started licking mom's clit up and down and sideways.

"ahhhhh oooooooooommp aaaaaaaaaaaaahhha" mom was moaning as her thighs held Allan in a vice like grip while he feasted on her pussy and love juices.

"ahhhhh...feelsss great..oh my god ahhhhhh" mom was sobbing and thrashing around on the bed.

I never imagined that my mom would be this wild creature that she had become, all immersed in ecstasy as Allan's tongue worked the magic on her.

Here was my mom, spread eagled with another man's face on her love nest exploring her private treasure, licking, biting, teasing and caressing her love bud. She started bucking her hips against his face in equal fervor. Her moan grew louder with each lick.

Allan was on his knees continuing to lick mom' clit till heaven come. I could also see his dickhead just touching the bed and his big balls hanging loose.

Then mom did something unexpected which took Allan by surprise. She abruptly raised herself from the bed and stretched out her hand beneath Allan's body and literally pulled his cock towards her.

Allan let mom have her way as he stood on his knees on the bed expecting mom to take his manhood into her mouth.

Mom did just that taking half of his 9 inches into her mouth, sucking it lovingly. Mom's head continued to bob up and down as Allan groaned in pleasure.

I guessed mom had never had a dick that big before. My dad's was certainly not that big. She could not take the full 9 inches in one go. She was not experienced enough in giving blowjobs.

I was impressed by the size of his dick but jealous of him at the same time. He was about to explore those intimate part of my mom's anatomy by his cock that my dad never would. For the first time mom is going to feel a superior alpha cock in her birth canal on her birthday. How lucky she must be.

Allan then got up and lovingly spread her thighs and started rubbing his engorged dick on her pussy lips over her thong.

The panty crotch had become sopping wet with Allan's saliva and mom's juices. Allan then pushed the crotch of her panties to the side and continued teasing my mom by slowly rubbing his cockhead up and down her wet slit.

"mmmmmmmm don't tease me...fuck me darling " mom was pleading.

Allan smiled, and removed her thong completely. Mom helped him by lifting her ass off the bed. He inserted his tool lovingly into mom's mushy love hole.

There was an immediate reaction from mom as she spread her legs wider to accommodate his giant dick.

"ughhhhhhh" Allan grunted as he ploughed mom's love field with his cock forward and backward in undulating motions. 

"mmmmm ahhhhh" mom bucked her hips to meet his thrust head on. As my mom and Allan mated with gay abandon rocking back and forth up and down in ceaseless motion uniting with each other. 

That was the scene I had been fantasizing all along. Allan's superior cock definitely deserved mom's pussy more than my dad's. A beautiful woman like my mom must be devoured by a man like Allan. My dad was her wimp husband and provider of all her needs, but mom's pussy must be enjoyed by a cock like Allan's. As fertile she was, mom must be breeding with a man like Allan, and not my father. The best gene always prevails.

"cumminggggggggggggggggggg" mom cried after a short while.

"me too" groaned Allan.

Allan gave one final thrust with all his might.

The clock struck 12 and crackers started bursting all over the city.

Allan clenched his butt muscle and unloaded copious amount of his virile semen into my mom's inviting vulva. 

Allan didn't use a condom. That was my first wish. He came inside my mom. That was the second wish. It seems God had answered both my prayers.

Without wasting time, I grabbed a newspaper lying outside and shot streams of my goo all over the Day's Headlines.

Mom's debauchery was complete.

Chapter 7

It took me good few minutes to recover from my orgasmic bliss. I was in a state of trance, still processing what I just had observed. There she was, my prim and proper Indian mother getting her pussy filled by a white man who is not her husband. The erotic nature of this copulation was simply irresistible. The contrast of their skin tone, especially their locked genitals, the debauchery of a loyal Indian wife with her white paramour and finally receiving his baby making seed in her receptive womb were all too much for me. I never cummed so much before.

I looked inside the bedroom now. They were lying exhausted, Allan on top of mom. His now shrinking cock still buried inside her pussy. Mom gradually loosened her grip on Allan and her legs slid down onto the bed. Knees slightly bend, her legs splayed wide on the bed. Allan's flaccid cock came out of her pussy with an audible 'plonk' noise and with that drops of cum oozed out and trickled down through her left inner thigh on to the bed sheet and formed a huge wet spot. 

Allan rolled over to her left and laid flat on his back. His now limp cock was lying upside down on his abdomen, glistening with mom's pussy juice. The head pointing towards his chest. A tiny drop of cum formed at the slit.

I looked towards mom. Her freshly fucked pussy was stretched so wide that I could see a gaping hole and a pool of fresh cum inside. Allan's semen oozing out from her pussy and there was also some blood mixed with it, she was bleeding slightly because his monster cock had torn her tight inner labia. That was a sign that my mom hadn't had sex in years or maybe because dad's cock was much smaller than Allan's. Given how attractive she was and her flawless performance minutes ago, I'd assume the second. 

After a minute or so her inner lips slowly closed and her pussy went back to its "normal" shape.

She turned to her left now. Allan was lying on his back with his eyes closed. Mom looked downwards to his cock and with her right-hand grab hold of it. Allan opened his eyes, tilted his head towards mom. Their eyes met and they both smile at each other. No word was spoken, mom raised her upper body leaning on her left elbow and put her lips on Allan's and started kissing. Allan kissed back. Within seconds they were passionately kissing each other. Their tongue entwined and danced in each other's mouth. Further down mom's right hand started stroking his cock gently, occasionally giving light squeezes. I could see few drops of his leftover cum dripped out and fell on mom's fingers.

They broke the kiss and mom brought her mouth down and planted a soft kiss on the cockhead. She swiftly smeared the cum accumulated on Allan's cock tip on her lips like a lipstick. She then opened her lips and put the head inside. Allan winced in sheer pleasure and put his right hand on the back of mom's head. He then lightly pushed her head against his cock and at the same time gave a slight forward thrust by his cock. About 2 inches of his cock entered her mouth. Mom was bit surprised by this and rolled her eyes. Nevertheless she happily started sucking on the cock. The cock grew bigger in her mouth and in no time half of its full 9 inches buried inside of her mouth and the other half was wrapped by mom's fingers. Mom then removed her hand from the cock and took hold of his balls. She started bobbing her head up and down the shaft, while scratching his balls with her manicured nails. His balls started getting heavier. She looked at them, gave a naughty smile, brought her tongue near the balls, and gave a nice long lick. She occasionally took them in her mouth. I could imagine the degree of pleasure Allan was receiving. His legs spread further apart giving mom deeper access to his balls, his 9 inches proudly standing tall, pointing towards ceiling, his eyes shut, face grimaced and a low groan escaped his mouth. Encouraged, my mom went back to suck his cock, taking half of his length in one go and started bobbing up and down. The cock was glistening with her saliva and her juices from the fucking earlier.

By now, my mom had crossed all the boundaries of being a faithful wife and mother. She had found the forbidden fruit she had perhaps been craving for long deep beneath her prim and proper exterior. The way she was enjoying with Allan in her bed, said to me that she finally met her match. Her deepest carnal desire is about to be satisfied.

Allan patted on her bare butt cheek. My mom stopped sucking and looked at him. Allan winked and gestured her to come over him. She shifted her butt over, straddling his face. Her knees are in-line with his ears. She slowly lowered her pelvic. Allan also helped by locking his hand around her waist and pulling her shapely ass down on his face. His face is now fully engulfed by her round butt. I could sense when his tongue touched her pussy. She suddenly shuddered and arched her back. Her eyes rolled over, hair dishevelled across shoulder. He must have touched her erogenous spot because a guttural sound emanated from her. She had now firmly pressed her pelvic to Allan's mouth and at the same time herself took his erect pole in mouth. They are now in a 69 position.

From where I stand, I could see mom's end of the action. She was bobbing her head up and down frantically, taking almost the entire length in her mouth. His cock head must be touching her throat. Her mangalsutra, the sign of her marital sanctity was swinging wildly and regularly brushing against the cock. It looked as though it was also busy pleasing his cock. I had never thought in my wildest dream that my conservative Indian mom could give such a nice deep throat. From time to time she took the cock out and with her nose touched the tip of his cock head. I guess she was taking a sniff of his musky aroma. Her silky-smooth hair would fall down from her shoulder and came in between her mouth and his cock. She would quickly flick her hair back over her shoulder making the space between his cock and her lips free from any obstruction. By now they were settled in a steady rhythm sucking each other.

This went on for good few minutes. Allan patted her butt again and mom got up. She looked over to Allan. He gestured her to turn around which mom complied. He asked "Anjali, how about you ride me?" Mom giggled and rode him without saying a word. She straddled him placing her knees either side of his waist. With her left hand placed on his torso to keep balance, she grabbed his cock with her right hand and place the cockhead right at the entrance of her vagina. They look at each other, a non verbal agreement was made and she lowered her body onto his pole. First his bulbous pink cockhead and then inch by inch of his vein covered white dick started disappearing inside the fold of her mocha coloured pussy. She stopped when his dick was half way through. She now raised herself until the cockhead is just enough inside of her not to slid out. She slowly lowered herself again. This continued for couple of minutes. With each stroke Allan went deeper and deeper until the base hit her pussy lips. He was fully in. She took few more full strokes. Allan's cock was buried deep inside her. At that position she paused for a moment. 

I was astonished to see their stamina. Allan notwithstanding, but I had never thought mom had this kind of sexual vigour. There she was, my conservative mom riding on her lover's cock. The contrast between their skin tone was the sexiest thing anyone would notice. My mom with her dusky glowing skin riding on a pinkish white cock. The white cock was deeply buried in her darkish brown pussy and the pussy lips were stretched to accommodate his 3 inches girth. She placed both her hands on Allan's chest and bend forward to offer her tits. Allan hungrily took one in his mouth and cup the other with his left hand. Again his pinkish lips against her dark areola looked so sexy. They looked like a perfect pair. She, the exotic Indian princess finally gave herself to her white knight, showering him with her eastern sensuality. He the blonde nordic king was devouring on his exotic conquest. Everything from their body contour to overall features looked like they perfectly complement each other. Cupid had handpicked this couple.

The sight was simply too sexy. A conservative and devout Indian wife and mom had tasted the forbidden fruit. Something inside me told that there would be no way back from here. Mom would get drawn to this virile cock time and time again, she would no longer be happy with anything less. I thought, she fully deserved this cock. Her mature sexuality needed a testosterone fuelled man who could give her all this pleasure. The fact that mom cheated on dad to get her pussy filled, made this forbidden liaison even more intoxicating. She would definitely not had received this kind of pleasure in a monotonous marital sex.

My mom collected her loose hair and tied in a small bun while Allan was devouring her tits. She adjusted herself riding on Allan to give him better access to her tits causing her naturally wide hip flared further. Her butt cheeks spread further apart. Allan placed his hands on either cheek near the crack and pulled them a bit further. I could clearly see her dark puckered hole. Mom further bend forward and rest her upper body on top of Allan's torso. His cock buried deep inside her pussy. They looked at each other and she took his lips in her mouth and started kissing. 

Meanwhile Allan tightened his grip on her ass and started pounding from below. From my vantage point I could see his white rod going in and out of mom's pussy. Her pussy lips were swollen and firmly clutched his rod. Couple of strokes later I saw mom's hips also gyrating with Allan's thrusts. She was nearing another orgasm. Allan clutched her now loosened hair and pulled her head back. She was staring at the ceiling. Both had increased their tempo. Couple of more thrusts from Allan and mom could not hold. She reached her peak. With a long groan she shuddered.

"Ah ah ah aaaaaaaaaiiiiiiiiii" mom whimpered and collapsed on Allan. A powerful orgasm had erupted. Her juices started flowing down Allan's manhood. She was breathing heavily with her eyes closed. Allan meanwhile rolled over and put mom on the bed on her back. Mom was still breathing heavy with her nostril flared up and there were sweat beads glistening on her forehead. Her face looked angelic by the post orgasmic bliss. She opened her eyes and reached out for Allan. Once she grab hold of his hands, she pulled him onto her and showered him with kisses on his face, lips, neck and chest. She locked her legs on Allan's butt to pull him further in. Her right hand reached between their body and got hold of his balls while her left arm slowly caressed his back. It was a sight to behold. Mom's petite frame was completely overtaken by Allan's athletic frame. Only her brown limbs are poking out from under his white body. It looked as if chocolate flakes were poured onto bowl of cream. Her right hand was gently massaging on his hairless balls. Her bangles were making sweet melodic chimes with her action. This added to the eroticism that was unfolding on the bed.



The air inside the room was filled with pungent aroma from their love juices mixed with smell of pheromone and sweat. I could smell that even from outside the door. It was intoxicating and made my dick hard again. I started stroking my dick gently.

Allan got on to his knees and placed himself between mom's legs. He delicately spread them wide apart and placed his hard cock right at the entrance of her pussy. Their eyes met and an unspoken lust was transmitted. Mom grabbed his cock and lovingly put that in her love hole.

Allan meanwhile adjusted himself between her thighs. He then placed her legs on his shoulder and slightly bend forward to get better access to her pussy. He now started pounding slowly. Her anklets were brushing against his neck rhythmically with each stroke. With all the lubrication from their mutual love juices, mom's pussy had become smooth like butter. Allan was getting no resistance and mom's pussy had lovingly accommodated half of his manhood without any problem. Only a wet "plop plop" sound emanating rhythmically from their locked genitals. He increased his pace and so did the wonderful wet sound and the musky aroma. It was too much for me and I came hard again. Still only half of his dick was in.

I was quite impressed by Allan's stamina. This had been going on for more than an hour now and he was showing no signs of relenting. If the first round was a sprint, this was certainly a marathon and he was good at both. In fact I came 4 times in this duration. My mom was equally impressive in keeping up with Allan. They were indeed a pair made in heaven.

Allan grabbed her legs by the back of the knees and pushed them down to her so that her knees were touching the bed beside her face. Mom was very flexible due to her years of yoga. She had no problem spreading her legs like that and exposing her sex to Allan like a lotus bloom. Without saying a word Allan entered her and all of a sudden, furiously started ramming his oversized, enormous cock hard into her pussy. With his hands still holding her knees to the bed beside her face he slammed her hard so that her huge tits started bouncing uncontrollably. The mangalsutra between her boobs was thrashing so violently as if it was about to fall off her neck. "Owww GOD It's So Big!!!!, ohh, ohh, ohhhhh, ohh my god don't stop, ah, ah, ahh, ahh!" She was whimpering in pain as he went faster and harder into her stretched pussy. Perhaps for the first time in the whole session, she felt the full length of Allan's dick and started screaming. I could see the whole 9 inches was fully in and probably ramming against her cervix. 

In the first round, they both were so excited that they didn't get the chance to fully explore each other. Now that the initial excitement had settled, they were up for a long and hard fuck.

"Ohhh, Owww, ohh, oww, ohh, oww, oww, ohh God fuck me!!, fuck me hard, ohh ohh, ohh ohhhhh god ahhhhhhh, I'm Cumming!!!!, Oh My God I'm Cumming!!!" He just kept pounding into her swollen 38 year old mature pussy. Mom was having another orgasm god knows how many times. I simply lost count. Her hands were gripping the head board above her, her knees were touching the bed beside her face, and her huge tits were bouncing up and down with each thrust of his cock. She came all over him. But still no sign of him anywhere near cumming. The man was a fucking genius.

Allan kept on fucking mom at a steady cadence. Mom looked a bit subdued after her last orgasm, but quickly regained composure. Knees still touching the bed beside her face, her left hand found Allan's balls and she started caressing them again. The diamond on her wedding ring sparkled in the dimly lit room. My mom was fondling another man's balls while wearing the wedding ring given by my dad. Her mangalsutra which was the symbol of her marital sanctity was lying unadorned by the side of her neck. With her left hand still fondling his balls, she put her right hand on his bare butt and gently pulled him towards her. She was inviting him to come inside her pussy.

But Allan had different plan. He fucked her for few more minutes. At last he gave couple of mighty thrust and suddenly withdrew and immediately started stroking his cock vigorously. He was nearing ejaculation. Mom put her feet back on his shoulder and locked them behind his neck. With his cock encapsulated between mom's thighs, Allan took last few strokes and the volcano erupted. 

Three large ropes of his gooey cum erupted from his pisshole and landed on mom. The first one on her forehead and nose, smearing her sindur. The second one on her cleavage and third one on her belly button. He still had more to release. He picked up her mangalsutra and aimed his cockhead towards it. Last few shots of cum landed on it. Seeing that mom giggled. Allan chuckled and released his grip from his cock. His balls were now empty. And then mom did something I'd never had imagined. She raised her left hand and showed Allan her diamond studded wedding ring which my dad gave her at their wedding. She had been wearing that all those years faithfully. Now she no longer needed that as she got a new man in her life. Showing the ring, she smiled and winked at Allan. He got the clue. He grabbed her left hand with his right hand and positioned his half erect cock with his left. His piss hole is directly aiming over the diamond. Thick drops of cum started oozing out and fell onto the diamond. Mom started giggling to see this. She now wiped her forehead and nose with the back of her right hand. The cum smeared sindur on the parting of her hair was now smudged across her forehead.

This was largely symbolic, but to me with this Allan finally completed his conquest of my mom and claimed his trophy from my dad. My mom became his lover. After this, mom's sex would never going to be satiated by my dad.

After jerking off countless time I was literally exhausted and didn't want to stay there to witness their sexual romp anymore. Perhaps they were also tired and wanted some rest.

Just before leaving, I had one last look at them. I saw them cuddling, kissing and caressing each other tenderly like two teenagers newly in love. I let them share their tender moment of love and affection and went off to my room. They were probably going to have a long night.

In bed I started rewinding the whole episode in my mind and in no time I dozed off.

Chapter 8

Next morning I woke up quite late. As it was a holiday, I had no rush to get up. Instead I wanted to play with my dick recalling last night's incidences. I was still reeling under some sort of stupor recalling mom and Allan's tryst from last night. My loyal and faithful mom finally give in to her innate desire on her 38th birthday by mating with a man not her husband. She had taken a lover, the best gift for her birthday.

Finally, I got up from bed and went downstair not sure how to face them. A range of emotion were playing through my mind. Happy that mom found someone in Allan she loves. Jealous that her priority from now on would be to make another man happy rather than dad or me, that her love would be shared and surely the lion's share would go to Allan. Above all I was aroused by the prospect of seeing the love birds together again, one of whom is my own mom.

I entered the kitchen gingerly and found mom was preparing breakfast. But there was no sign of Allan.

"Good morning, mom". I spoke.

"Morning". Mom replied without making eye contact.

She had taken shower and looking fresh in her robe. There were faint bite marks on the nape of her neck which she tried to conceal with her flowing hair.

"Where is Allan"? I asked.

"Oh, he has gone home". Mom replied, again without making eye contact. There is a palpable tension in the air.

This was getting bit awkward. I didn't know how to respond. Should I pretend that I knew nothing about the night before and carried on as if nothing happened? That would be a blatant lie which would be impossible to keep up to. Should I confront her? That would increase the tension and might cause irreparable damage in a mother son relationship. Or Should I tell her that I know everything and I'm totally okay with that? I decided on the later.

"Mom, I know what happened last night between you and Allan and I wanted to tell you that I have no problem with that. You both are adult and have every right to enjoy your life the way you want. If you're happy, I'm happy for you too." I spitted out. A big weight lifted off my shoulder.

Mom looked at me. Her countenance changed from being petrified to confusion to relief hearing that. Seeing that I got bolder.

"And I respect your decision if you want to ..... you know, with Allan". I gave her a smirk and a wink.

She giggled. I saw a mischief played across her face. Encouraged further, I spurted out "I'd like you to have fun with Allan. You deserve this mom and I'm not going to tell this to anyone. Your secret is safe with me. And I want you to know that I'm not going to judge you for whatever you do and my love for you is as strong as ever."

I thought the last few words really brighten her up. She gave me the same beautiful smile which could melt any heart. She came up to me and gave me kisses on either cheek with the same lips that were sucking Allan's cock last night. That gave me an instant boner.

"Thank you Sandeep for being so kind and understanding." Mom said giving me a long look. With that an unspoken agreement was reached. I would keep my mouth shut and go about my life as usual while she would continue her frolic with Allan. 

"Your breakfast is ready". Saying that she went upstairs. I heard the door of her bedroom shut.

I was sitting in the kitchen eating my breakfast. A lot of thoughts started gathering in my mind. My relationship with my mother had changed forever. With the revelation, it had become more of a best friend type relationship rather than a mom-son one. Hopefully I'd become her best friend from now on and could discuss anything private with her and so did she. I hoped she would allow me to witness her capers and shenanigans without objection. Although a part of me was jealous by the fact that it was Allan who was going to be benefitted the most from this arrangement. He was the one who would enjoy my mom from now on and not my dad or myself. Strangely for the first time I felt a sudden sexual attraction towards mom.

It was a win-win situation for all except dad. Allan and mom would be frolicking with each other and I would be treated with all the voyeuristic pleasure. Dad was going to be the only looser. His wife of 20 years was taken by another man and his son was a secret accomplice.

With that thought I finished my breakfast. As soon I left kitchen, I heard the doorbell rang. I opened the front door to see dad was standing there. He returned from his tour.

"Happy new year, son" Dad grinned.

"Happy new year, dad." I replied with a big smile and gave him a bear hug.

The sun was shining on the snow-covered front yard of our home. Children were playing in the neighbourhood. Life was going on as usual on the outside but inside, a new year and a new life was about to begin for all of us.

Epilogue

Mom and Allan's affair continued, and I remained a silent spectator feasting on their sexual escapade until dad found out. Even after knowing what had been going on behind his back, he was ready to forgive mom and move on together. But I guess mom had got addicted to Allan's cock by then and there was no coming back. There were obvious changes in her appearance too. She had toned up because of having regular sex with Allan along with her usual yoga classes. Her legs firmed up and whatever tiny little cellulite were there in her thighs, ass or belly, all but disappeared. She looked younger and happier. She had also started wearing more trendy cloths and to my surprise carried them well with confidence. 

Mom's private wardrobe had also transformed. Her undergarments and lingerie became skimpier to the level of thongs and G-strings only and she started visiting bikini waxing parlours regularly. Sometimes I was the one who took her to the parlour or shopping when Allan was not around. She even got herself a nice butterfly tattoo right at the mound of her left boob and a mermaid tattoo on her lower back. These all showed her transformation from a demure Indian housewife to a confident hot mom. She indeed looked a lot sexier now. Knowing that I was on her side, she did not feel ashamed or the need to hide all these from me. In fact she was rather proud to show them off. In short, she was loving her new life.

Finally, one morning she dropped the ultimate bomb to dad and me. She was 12 weeks pregnant with Allan's child. Her belly became slightly bulged. At first it was a big shock to me because I though she didn't want more children. Allan's alpha cock did the wonder which my dad's cock could not. Allan's cock brought the feminine instinct out of her. His potent sperm had finally found their way into mom's womb and knocked her egg and she looked visibly delighted while announcing her pregnancy. She was glowing in radiance as all the female hormone started working inside her. She decided to move in with Allan while preparing to divorce my dad. After this humiliation, dad didn't want to stay in US anymore. He left his job and him and I moved back to India.

Mom gave birth to a healthy little girl few months after we went back to India. Her name was Rohini Mcleod. Mom kept sending me her photo all these years growing up. It was obvious who her father was. She has the perfect blend of Indian beauty with western features. Mom and her young lover Allan eventually got married and had further 2 kids. She is now carrying his 4th kid. It's astonishing to see her going so strong even in the twilight of her breeding age. Both of them can't get enough of each other it seems. I'm in touch with them and visit them every few years. After all she is my beautiful mom. Allan started his own business in Minneapolis and moved to the country. Mom started teaching yoga in a local fitness studio. They are settled in Minnesota now and look like a happy family with 3 beautiful mixed-race kids and waiting for a new one.
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Indian Mom Falls for White Man

Disclaimer:

This is a continuation of INDIAN MOM'S DEBAUCHERY by jhallo, please read it. I tried contacting the author with no response yet. I was not satisfied with the ending and wanted a more assertive Allan. It will pick up after Anjali had her night with Allan and her husband had arrived home.

*****

Part 1

Over the next few days, life went back to being normal. It was as though Mom never had the affair with Allan, she was back to being a devoted wife and Dad did not suspect anything unusual. I had sometimes stood outside the door at night outside their bedrooms and heard low intensity moans, meaning that Mom and Dad were still having sex like normal. The intensity was clearly not the one Mom experienced with Allan.

Soon enough my Dad had to go out on tour again, it was on a Thursday night. When I returned from college the next day, I found Allan in the house, and my mother looking stunning. She was wearing a western dress for a change. She had on a black off-the-shoulder bodycon dress with slits in the leg region. A little bit of her cleavage was also visible. My guess was Allan had bought this for her and convinced her to wear this.

"Wow Mom, you look stunning!" I said upon seeing her.

"Thank you Sandeep!" She said, her cheeks slightly red. 

"Anjali and I are going to hit up some clubs and go dancing today." Allan's voice boomed as he stood up and put his arm around Mom's waist. I cannot lie, they looked like a really hot couple, a tall strong blond man with my beautiful slightly petit brown mom. The skin contrast, it was making me feel extremely horny.

"Go for it Mom, I think it will cheer you up to let it loose for a night and dance." I said hoping not to sound too eager. 

Mom had that heartwarming beautiful smile on her face. They left soon hand-in-hand. I noticed my mother was getting slightly bolder in front of me regarding Allan. 

My fantasies started to cloud my mind again. Would my mother give in to this hunk of a man again and let him bed her. Will they act like a proper couple in public, they could hardly keep their hands off each other in front of me.

I went to the laundry basket found Mom's pink panty in it, sniffed it feeling both extremely dirty and incredibly horny and started jerking off. Images of how Allan fucked Mom on her birthday filled my mind, her small brown frame, his incredibly masculine white body. How she looked squished under him. She's my mother this is wrong. It was like my mind was on ecstasy with the dirty thoughts and then I inhaled the scent of Mom's panty. I must have cum 3-4 times before my dick settled down. 

It was getting late and Allan and Mom were still not back, they were enjoying their Friday evening probably acting like a couple, and here I was watching anime to pass time and eagerly waiting for their return.

At around midnight I heard the SUV pulling into the driveway. I opened the door as Allan was holding Mom, who appeared to be tipsy and hugging him for support. I noticed Allan also had a bag with him and as he stepped in I implicitly understood it was clothes for overnight.

"How's you're evening been?" Allan asked with a curious kind of look as he held on to Mom who looked so beautiful in her black heels and dress. 

"It's been fine, nothing much going on these days." I replied. 

"Well we had a very entertaining evening. Let me help out Anjali for now." Allan said with a twinkle in his eye. Mom looked lost and was smiling. She pecked Allan in front of me when he said that. Her hands lovingly roaming Allan's blond hair. She was obviously not in her senses. 

As Allan and Mom reached the stairs, the brute of a man just picked up Mom in his arms and carried her to the bedroom shutting the door shut. I quietly climbed up the stairs, and peeked through the keyhole that I had made. 

Mom was looking lovingly at Allan and caressing his blond hair with her delicate hands. Allan too was staring at Mom's beautiful face, his face showing a sense of love and lust. His hands were caressing the side of Mom's black dress. 

"Anjali, you look stunning!" Allan said in a sultry voice. He leaned in and began making out with Mom. He tightened his hug around Mom while kissing her. Mom raised her arms, showing off her gorgeous dark armpits and had them stretched around and over Allan's head in a diagonal sort of way. Allan's hands had found Mom's butt, and he was busy squeezing them, eliciting moans from Mom.

"Uhhhh, oooooohhhhhh", came a deep guttural moan from Mom as Allan squeezed Mom's ass during their make out session. This time unlike last time they were in no hurry and were more into making love with each other it seemed. The hot scene in front of me combined with the difference in skin color and the fact that my mom was being naughty was getting me hard again despite having jerked off many times in the evening. 

"AAAAAhhhhhh" moaned Mom followed by a spank sound as Allan squeezed and spanked my mother gently. His strong white hands easily overpowering Mom's body. 

Allan was very intelligent as during the make out session he had managed to unzip Mom's dress and had removed it. Mom's magical brown body was on full display covered with only a bra and a lacy black panty. He removed his own clothes showcasing his white body leaving only his boxer briefs on. His rod clearly very hard and sticking out of stretchy fabric of the briefs. 

Mom's eyes were filled with lust looking at Allan's naked torso as she moved her delicate hands around his peck muscles and 6 pack. Her brown hands on his white body. What a sight. Every Indian fantasizes about white skin while growing up, and here Mom would get to enjoy the sight very intimately many many times. 

Mom started licking Allan's torso delicately using her tongue. Allan ran his white hands sensually down Mom's brown back making her shiver, occasionally spanking her. Mom used her hands to jerk Allan's white rod in the briefs. Allan undid Mom's bra exposing her perfect nipples and her dark round breasts. His hands fondled her boobs making Mom moan. I was going crazy watching his white hands playing with my Mom's Indian body, jerking my dick hard waiting to see how the white man conquers this Indian lady again, making her abandon all her morals and duties towards her husband and child.

Allan suddenly grabbed Mom's body and threw her on the bed. She looked surprised?

"What the? Uhhh ahhhh uiiiii". Mom moaned as Allan, clearly horny pulled down her panties and begin to lick and bite around her inner thighs. 

"fuuuuuuuu ck". "ahhhh it feels so good, fffffuuuuuck me." Cried Mom, it was rare to hear swear words from my mother especially English ones and here she was, with her brown legs spread out around the face of a very white man getting eaten out and moaning in ecstasy. She put her hand on his head and caressed his blond hair and guided his head to stay on her pussy. Her head shaking side to side in ecstasy, as Allan showed her heaven on Earth. 

"oh Goooood"

"fuuuuuuuuuccccck". "JEESUS" Mom cried out in ecstasy her legs shaking. I had never heard Mom say Jesus before in casual talk as she was Hindu, maybe Allan was beginning to influence her. 

Allan clearly satisfied with his work as Mom had her eyes closed and was shaking her head in ecstasy began licking his way up her body.

"Baby you're such a sexy tease!" He told Mom in a husky voice. His blue eyes looking right at her. 

"Fuck me darling! I need it, I want you". Mom started whispering. 

Allan reached down and began fingering Mom.

"PLEASE, I need you, I need your dick in me." Mom was begging.

"My body needs it, I can no longer control my desires. I will do anything darling." Mom said trying to feel as much of Allan's body with her arms and hugging him as much as possible.

Alan grinned. "Not like this, tonight I'll make you my bitch". 

My Mom seemed puzzled but suddenly she understood, and began to get up, she put her hands on the head of the bed for support and positioned her ass up in the air, her beautiful hole clearly visible. Allan spanked her ass.

"Owww. Baby hurry up and fuck me" and she began to do a mini twerk saying that.

Allan quickly got behind her and positioned his dick at her vagina, his body behind hers making lots of colorful contact. He pushed his white rod into her brown body and used his hands to caress Mom's stomach and boobs.

"Ahhh uiiii." "FUUUUUUCK FUUUUUUCK" "JEEESUS" Mom moaned loudly in her Indian accent. She must have been so lost she forgot her son is in the house. I had never heard Mom moan audibly with Dad. 

"FILLS ME COMPLETELY UIIIII MAAAA" Mom wailed as Allan began hammering her. He used his hand to grab her hair and was using her doggy style while pulling her hair, like the true conqueror he was. Occasionally spanking her ass. His manly sweat dripping all over Mom's feminine dark body. 

I did not know how to feel watching this, I mean she was my mother, being turned on by this, was it wrong, was it incestuous. They seemed like a couple made for each other. My hott beautiful Indian mother deserved to fornicate with the best man, after all it was basic biology. And compared to Allan, my dad was clearly a wimp, this was all natural. As all these perverted thoughts raced in my mind I was jerking off in a sock.

"AHHHHHHHHHHH" "FFFFFFFFUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUK" I heard my mother cry and saw her legs having a spasm, she was about to cum! Allan started ramming his strong white body hard into my mother's delicate brown one. He held her tightly as they seemingly came together, truly they seemed like a couple made for each other. Upon seeing this, I shot my sperm into the sock and hurried back having a lot of mixed feelings. 

Having jerked off many times I was out and tired, by the time I got ready for bed, it seemed Mom and Allan were just getting started again. It seems they clearly had forgotten I was in the house as Mom was moaning with free abandon making it hard for me to fall asleep. However I managed to fall asleep and my dream was filled with weird images of Mom's naked brown body and Allan's white body wrapped around each other.

Part 2

Suddenly I woken up to my alarm ringing, realizing I had forgotten to set it off for the weekend. What a dream I thought. Even though Mom usually got up by now, I suspected she hadn't because of her "eventful" night. Curiosity got the better of me and I found myself tiptoeing into her room to see what was happening, I saw from the keyhole they were clearly sleeping. I walked in quietly and almost gasped at what I saw. The whole bed was a mess the bedsheets drenched. Mom and Allan sleeping in a way, had it not been for their skin color, you could not tell whose limbs were whom. Their bodies wrapped into each other, Mom's legs between Allan's. On the ground lay Mom's mangalsutra covered with white goo, clearly Allan's sperm. 

I decided to leave the lovebirds to it and decided to be a good son and make Mom and her lover breakfast. By the time I had finished I heard some commotion from upstairs. Soon I realized they were having sex again as I heard sounds of moaning. Feeling awkward I tried to ignore it and cleaned up the kitchen. Turns out they were having a morning quickie as the sounds quickly stopped. 

Few minutes later I saw Mom emerging. I noticed she was wearing a gown, however unlike the ones she usually wore this was quite short, it ended near her thighs. I guessed this too must be due to Allan. I wasn't complaining as Mom had amazing brown legs, and I longed to stare at them. Mom arrived in the kitchen and when she saw I had prepared the breakfast. She was overcome with joy. 

"Good morning Sandeep! You really prepared breakfast for me and Allan?". She asked. She looked extremely radiant/glowing and joyful. I nodded.

"Wow you are so sweet." She gave me a heartmelting smile and kissed both of my cheeks, giving me an instant hard-on. She wasn't wearing her mangalsutra! I noticed she had quite a few visible bite marks on her neck and even a hickie! 

"Mom you look extremely radiant today!" I said with a wink and a smirk. She giggled with mischief. 

"Good morning!" I heard the booming voice of Allan thundering in the house as he made his way down. When I saw him I almost gasped, and Mom started blushing furiously red, which is quite hard for Indian women to do. Allan was only wearing a pair of boxer briefs, and it was quite evident that the morning session was not enough as he was sporting a massive hard on. He must have seen both of us staring.

"Sorry about this, it's just much too hot to wear too many clothes today". He boomed. He too seemed to have a certain jump in his step as he walked around. 

"It's completely fine Allan, think of this as your home." I said politely. 

"Allan, Sandeep made both of us breakfast!". My mother chimed in. Allan smiled, came over and patted my shoulder.

"What a wonderful child, makes sense, given how wonderful his mother is." Alan said with a smirk. 

"Allan!" Mom said blushing furiously. Allan went over and pecked Mom in front of me. Mom didn't visibly react. I just stood there smiling sheepishly. I noticed Mom and Allan were holding hands, and in the day the contrast of their skin colors was very visible. 

Allan clearly took care of his body as he had massive shoulders and a visibly 6 pack. His white body glowed unlike anything I had seen before. We sat at the table, Allan at the head, Mom on one side and me on the other. I noticed Allan and Mom talking a lot to each other, and did not really make conversation with me. After we had done eating, Mom quickly took the dishes to the kitchen to clean them. Allan followed her.

I noticed Allan standing behind her, hugging his strong white body into her soft brown one from behind. My poor Mom stood washing the dishes as Allan ran his big paws down the side of her leg, and I am sure she felt his dick in her butt. Occasionally her hand would reach out behind her and stroke Allan's blond hair. The whole scene was so hott. He was whispering something inaudible to her, as his hands roamed her soft body. She would occasionally jerk from the touches, but seemed to be enjoying it. 

I was in the living room watching some tv, when I noticed Mom and Allan going up hand in hand and then the bedroom door shut. Soon enough the sounds of fornication started filling the house. It seemed Mom had lost all shame and had no intention of suppressing her moans any longer even with my presence. 

Soon the sounds got my pecker hard and I had shot my white goo all over the floor, which I rapidly proceeded to clean to ensure no signs of it remained. A few hours later, I had noticed there was no moaning sounds for quite a while, and then Mom and Allan came down hand in hand. Mom was wearing an elegant pink strapless sari. She looked beautiful! Allan was wearing a semi-formal shirt and pants. 

"We are going to get some lunch near the beach, would you like to join us Sandeep?" Allan asked confidently, while holding Mom's hands. Mom was a bit shy but more confident than breakfast.

"Wear some good clothes, Allan wants to take us to an upscale place." Mom said.

What choice did I have, I shrugged and asked for 5 minutes. I didn't know how to feel, it would be like I was a 3rd wheel on a couple's date. I was beginning to admire Allan's confidence, to have turned my shy homely mother into a confident woman who was going on dates with a white man. 

When I came out of my room, I noticed Mom and Allan liplocked. Feeling awkward I cleared my throat. They broke apart and Allan confidently said, "Let's Go!"

... to be continued


Indian Mom Falls for White Man Ch. 02

Part 3

As we walked outside I noticed Allan had brought home a new Tesla. Allan was certainly a gentleman as he opened the door for Mom. As I got in the backseat of the car, I told Allan, "Nice Car!"

"Thanks, glad you like it." He replied back.

Allan and Mom were soon engrossed in an engaging conversation. Mom was laughing quite a lot and smiling. Allan was lightly flirting with Mom in front of me, praising her beauty quite a bit. I was taken aback since I did not expect this top happen so openly in front of me, it's like I was not even there.

When we reached, Allan opened the door for Mom and took her by the hand. The skin contrast of his white paws around Mom's brown hands was mesmerizing. Allan held the door open for Mom as they entered the restaurant as well. They really were becoming a couple.

Allan and Mom sat down together on the same side while I sat opposite them. Allan confidently put his white arm around Mom's body in front of me. Mom was blushing slightly. I did not know how to react, they were openly acting like a couple in front of me. Mom who was looking stunning being felt up by a white man openly.

Mom and I are vegetarians so we ordered vegetarian dishes, Allan ordered a meat dish.

"I don't feel full without some red meat" he said out loud. Mom looked at him, eyed his biceps and smiled.

I couldn't help but stare at mom during the lunch, she looked gorgeous in her pink strapless sari. She usually did not wear such bold outfits, but I guess exceptions have to be made to impress the man she is "dating". Allan and Mom were deep into conversation, I noticed Allan was helping Mom learn the American accent as he was teaching her how to pronounce words in American style.

Allan paid for lunch like a gentleman, it seemed he had done this multiple times as Mom did not even insist. As we roamed the market, Mom who was wearing high heels was swaying her hips gently while walking. Allan had kept his arm around Mom's waist. I was walking behind them, confused how to act. Luckily they were not even paying attention to me. Sometimes Allan would gently pat Mom's back or upper ass when he wanted to make a point.

Watching my Mom dress and act sexy had already gotten my pecker semi hard. I couldn't stop staring at her swaying ass, which was turning me on. I had to keep adjusting my jeans to not be obvious.

We had arrived to the scenic part of town, where a lot of tourists and couples used to hang out. I noticed several men glance at Mom with interest. Allan and Mom were too busy conversing to notice, I noticed that Mom had started to put on more of an American accent while conversing with Allan, though it was far from perfect.

Allan approached me, giving me his iphone and asked, "Would you mind taking some pictures of us, its not often Anjali wears something so beautiful." He said and was smiling kindly. I shrugged and took the phone from him.

Allan and Mom posed in various places as if they were tourists and not locals. The interracial couple looked amazing in the photos, Mom's melanin skin contrasting with Allan's white skin. Allan wearing a shirt, Mom a typical Indian Sari. Mom was shy initially and blushing but later on she had accepted it and was confidently putting her hands on Allan whenever it suited the photo.

Slowly we had made our way to "Lover's Point" on the river in the town. This is where usually couples would kiss and get a photo clicked. Mom blushed a deep red when she saw the spot and saw couples lining up and kissing.

Allan said, "Cmon no harm in having a little fun". He then lightly pinched Mom. "Do you think its appropriate?" Mom asked back. "I think it will be fun" Allan responded confidently and pulled Mom into the line. Mom was furiously blushing. I did not say anything and let the situation play out. Soon it was Allan and Mom's turn to take the picture.

Allan towered over Mom, used his paws to remove hair from Mom's face.

"You are beautiful Anjali" he said and started kissing her. Mom started kissing back, seemingly lost in the moment, she put her arms around Allan's neck. I started taking pictures, my pecker getting quite hard at the hot moment. They made out for several minutes quite openly before breaking the kiss. Mom's cheeks very red. Her lipstick on Allan's lips. Allan was beaming.

"I hope you got the pictures" Allan said. I nodded and handed him the phone. "Thank you Sandeep" Mom replied and patted my hair. "I am glad you are having some fun Mom" I responded. We made our way home, Allan being a perfect gentleman for Mom, opening and closing all the doors for her. The way Mom looked at Allan showed strong desires in her eyes.

Part 4

Upon returning home, Mom and Allan excused themselves saying they had to change, of course I knew what was really going to happen. They seemed like a newly formed teenage couple who could not keep their hands of each other.

As soon as they went in the bedroom and closed the door, I went to my usual spot spying in the keyhole and listening carefully.

I observed Allan was removing Mom's sari, he was undoing her petticoat. "You looked stunning today babe" he said. "It was hard to keep my hands off you" he continued. Mom was just staring at his face, she reached out with her hand and stroked his beard with her soft brown hands. Mom started moving her legs in a way such that it was clearly massaging Allan's dick through his pants. I could see Allan's eyes roll as he felt it.

Allan let out Mom's magnificent brown mangoes and started squeezing them with his manly white paws. "MMMMmmmmm." Mom moaned out loud without abandon not caring if I could hear it in the house. I realized Mom was lost in lust and would not be controlling herself this time.

The way Allan was looking at Mom was the way a lion looks at its prey. There was hunger in his eyes and he was salivating at the thought of having her again. Mom's eyes were big and round and she too was clearly in lust for him. She removed the buttons from his shirt, revealing his 6 pack. She started to instantly lick and kiss his muscles.

I too had taken out my pecker and brought with myself a sock as I started jacking myself off watching the intensely hot scene unfolding in front of me. I had to be very careful not to make any sound whatsoever. I was however already close to cumming, the couple in front of me had not even started.

Allan striped off the remaining clothes of Mom, he picked her up and with his arms and threw her on the bed. Crawling on top of her, lusting very heavily. He was licking and biting her body as he made his way up. Mom was moaning heavily.

"UUIIIII..." "ooooooooooooHHH" "AAAAAAAAAAAH" "FUUUUUUUCK".

Allan stopped on Mom's neck and licked it, very much like how a lion licks its prey. Mom was shaking under him, her hands were in Allan's hair and she was moaning very sexily. Seeing this, I lost control and shot my shot in the sock... I could clearly hear the sounds of their fornication outside as I recomposed myself. Unlike Allan, my stamina was not very high and so my pecker was soft and would stay soft for a while, so I decided to go to my room.

As I made my way to my room I kept hearing heavy moaning sounds and occasional screaming. I heard Allan's name being called multiple times in a very high girly pitch. They kept at it all afternoon and evening, not a moment of respite in Mom's moans and screams. I tried to engage myself in college homework, but I still couldn't block Mom's loud moans that were verberating throughout the house.

Finally around 7.30 pm there was a breakage in the sounds. I had already changed into pyjamas and t shirt for sleeping. Soon I saw Mom emerging downstairs with a very satisfied look, she was wearing a conservative yet elegant western style dress. Allan emerged soon after, he seemed to have showered and was wearing a glamorous shirt and pants.

... to be continued... sorry my updates are a bit slow

