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"Can I tell you a secret?" I whispered, meeting my gaze in the mirror. With a seductive smile, I subtly narrowed my eyes and brought my lips together.

"Can I tell you a secret?" I repeated, this time with a deeper, more enticing tone. "There is absolutely nothing in this world, and I mean absolutely nothing, I'd rather do than be close to you. I want you to know... ahh, there..." 

Damn it. Even when attempting to charm myself, I struggled to find the right words. Why is talking to girls so daunting? Will this shit ever get any easier? Alright, one more try.

"You wanna know a secret?" I provocatively locked eyes with my reflection. "I couldn't imagine anything ever, more hot... err, more hotter, than feeling you against me... naked..."

"MOM! MICHAEL IS TRYING TO GET IT ON WITH HIS REFLECTION AGAIN!"

"GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE!" I erupted, my voice echoing through the bathroom. My slightly older twin sister, Jessica, stood in the doorway, prompting me to turn around swiftly and hurl my toothbrush across the room. It missed her as she deftly evaded my aim, disappearing out of sight. I couldn't stand her annoying habit of barging into the bathroom without knocking. Seriously, was it so hard to respect my privacy? But I guess that's what sisters were for - to be a constant source of annoyance. I could hear her laughter fading away as she scampered down the hallway, eager to share my embarrassment with our mother.

"God damn it," I muttered, dejectedly casting my gaze upon my reflection in the mirror. "Can I tell you something that everyone already knows? There ain't a chance in hell I am getting laid tonight!"
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Tonight was supposed to be the night. It was supposed to be everybody's night. Word had spread that no one ever left one of Aaron White's parties without some unforgettable action. Apparently, the alcohol flowed freely, fueling the wild desires of all the attendees. Even an old friend, an ultimate nerd with a knack for awkwardness, claimed to have reached second base at the last party. This was the guy who had once publicly wet himself, for crying out loud. And yet, even with that embarrassing memory still lingering, he still managed to score.

My sister, in her typical teasing manner, had assured me that I would definitely get laid at the party. "I'll hook you up with one of my friends, Squirt. And failing that, I'll take care of you myself," she had hinted mischievously.

She was barely twenty minutes older than me, and "squirt" was one of her kindest nicknames for me. While the idea of my sister hooking me up with some sympathetic sexual satisfaction was undeniably strange, I oddly wasn't completely put off by the idea.

The night was Saturday, when most people would be out and about, enjoying the weekend. As for me, I would typically be huddled in my room, headset on, unleashing a barrage of 'Yo Mama' expletives at noobs during an intense, all-night gaming session. That had become my life, a routine of school and gaming. It wasn't a life that allowed many friendships to bloom, primarily due to my reclusive tendencies. I had also developed a rebellious streak against popular trends, perhaps as a way to justify not fitting into those trends. But it wasn't always this way.

Once upon a time, I had a bustling social life, effortlessly making connections with others. But as I grew older, particularly when girls became my main focus, I started to overthink everything. School, friendships, behaviors, the very world around me. Most of all, I began to overanalyze myself. Every word and action was scrutinized internally, questioning how others perceived me, whether they secretly thought I was a dick, and were just humoring me. I started to distance myself from their plans, withdrawing into the comfort of my own home. And now, here I am, an 18-year-old grappling with overwhelming social anxiety and the weight of my virginity.

But tonight, I surrendered to the relentless pestering of my few remaining friends. A couple of nerds that I've known for years but more recently have come closer to, as I secluded myself from the masses. Much like myself, they found they didn't fit in with others our own age and mostly kept to themselves. They're two of the most genuine people I know, and that's why I still have something to do with them. They don't seem to judge me, and in turn, I don't question their motivations.

As I grabbed a quick bite to eat before venturing out, I couldn't help but chuckle at my parents. Typically, Saturday nights were deemed their designated date night, but this week, Dad had made alternative plans with his buddies again. Probably some sports-related event that had piqued his interest. It seemed that lately, sportsball night had taken precedence over their romantic rendezvous more frequently than not. 

What amused me, in my own peculiar way, was my mother's valiant efforts to entice and persuade Dad to stay in with her for the evening. She would usually resort to utilizing various euphemisms, carefully masking her intentions of what would be in store for Dad if he stayed in for the night.  Because apparently, I'm still a stupid, naive child, blissfully unaware of the hidden meanings behind her covert messaging. Tonight's compelling reason for Dad to stay in for the night was to do some 'interior decorating'. It's a sad state of affairs when parents in their forties are having more sex than promiscuous eighteen-year-olds who supposedly have the reputation of going at it like rabbits.
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I got picked up around 9 pm, and as I walked out the door, my mom yelled, "Don't get anyone pregnant!" It was a sweet and slightly embarrassing thing for her to say, as if she thought there was actually a chance that I could get laid tonight. But as we arrived at the party, I was nervous as hell and felt sick in the stomach... or maybe I was just hungry.

My friends tried to pump me up for the night ahead, but their efforts fell flat. The moment we stepped out of the car, the booming music hit us like a wall. I couldn't help but wonder how long it would take before the noise control shut down this party, as the sound surely traveled far beyond the confines of this neighborhood.

Cautiously, I ventured into the property, instantly hit by a wave of anxiety when I saw the massive crowd. Near the entrance, there was a sign that read, 'Everyone here must be at least 18 years old' and I knew that Aaron White was the kind of person who would enforce that rule with extreme and strict adherence. As we continued through the mob, I estimated there were hundreds of kids, all struggling to be heard over the deafening music. The constant drone of chatter filled the air, making it hard to focus.

I was handed a cup filled with some unknown drink, but at that point, I didn't really care. With a swift motion, I knocked that fucker back and handed the empty cup back, earning laughter from my friends. I felt my focus tunneling, narrowing my field of vision until everything else faded away. Another drink was promptly handed to me, a clear sign that my friends were accustomed to my anxious drinking habits. I took it and started moving, leaving my two buddies behind. I had no destination in mind, but I had a habit of hiding in plain sight, finding solace in the anonymity of the crowd.

Gradually, the sea of people and the deafening noise started feeling familiar. My vision widened, allowing me to take in more of the vibrant surroundings. I took a few sips from my drink, allowing it to soothe my nerves as I surveyed the crowd. There was no shortage of girls, dressed in revealing attire that left little to the imagination. Now that the initial jitteriness had subsided, I sought out my friends and began to truly enjoy myself. We carved out our own little corner, observing and amusing ourselves with made-up commentary, as if we were narrating an animal documentary featuring the partygoers. We embraced being the outsiders, fully aware and unbothered. We crafted our own special brand of fun amidst the chaos.

Out of the blue, a girl materialized before us, her words melting away into insignificance as my mind struggled to process her presence. She was gorgeous, though. No, not gorgeous. She kind of oozed sensuality. While her features may have appeared unremarkable, her skillful application of makeup lent her a seductive aura. Her black shoulder-length hair tumbled in stylish disarray, adding to her allure. Clad in subtly alluring attire that accentuated her feminine charms, she emanated irresistible magnetism. I recognized her as one of my twin sister's friends from school, a yearmate. She had ceased talking and simply smiled, patiently awaiting my response.

"Huh?" I blurted out, caught off-guard.

"You, silly," she chimed, her voice dripping with playfulness, before seizing my hand and whisking me away from the cozy sanctuary of my solitary corner. "Come on."

She led me out past the crowd of party guests and behind an old rickety garden shed. She gently shoved me back against the wall as her hands went to the top of my pants, and she cutely looked up into my eyes as she promptly undid my belt. I wasn't entirely sure what was going on as this girl, whose name I didn't even know, proceeded to undo my pants, and giving me another cute smile, she dropped to her knees in front of me. Luckily for me, my penis did know what was happening and was at attention, ready, as she reached her hand into my boxers and, taking hold, pulled him out to the chill of the night air.

She gripped my dick in her small fist and started pumping up and down my shaft. Every so often, she would look up at me and smile as she worked on me. I would awkwardly smile back, silent except for the occasional groan. She jerked me off with increasing enthusiasm, and I moved my hips slightly to match her hand. The reality started to hit me that I was getting to enjoy my very first handjob, somehow by some odd twisting of fate, or possibly a mistaken identity. I didn't have time to contemplate this, however as I watched my nameless pleasure-giver lean forward and take me into her mouth. The feeling was earth-shatteringly exquisite as I moaned far louder than I should. She swallowed me down to the hilt in one go, then pulled back with just the head remaining in her mouth as she sucked and slurped on me for a moment. She continued this for maybe a minute more, max, before I felt that all too familiar feeling deep in my balls.

"Oh fuck! I'm gonna come!" I blurted out. She quickly jumped up and stood to my side as she jerked on my cock for a couple of seconds more until I ejaculated unceremoniously onto the ground in front of me. She milked my cock for a moment before releasing me to bob gently out of my pants.

I caught my breath briefly before looking at her and sheepishly asked, "What was that for?"

"Exactly as I said to you before. I owed your sister a favor, so she asked me to get you off," she replied nonchalantly.

"Oh," I said, feeling a bit silly now. "Was it just for me, because I can always... umm... return the..."

"That's not necessary, Michael," she interrupted. "I'm going back to the party now."

She turned to leave but stopped and looked back, "You have a cute dick." Then she was off.

A cute dick. What the fuck does that mean. Cute, as in soft or small or cuddly? Cute. Jesus, what the hell does it mean when a chick says your dick is cute!?

I dragged myself back to the corner where my friends were huddled. A moment that should have been a milestone in my young adult life was now tainted by my inner toxicity. I just experienced my first blowjob, only to be told I had a tiny dick. How deflating. Not to mention, I'm pretty sure I only lasted a couple of minutes. Fuck me!

I lost interest in the conversation, drowning in my own thoughts, and my friends noticed something was wrong. Not wanting to kiss and tell, nor disclose why I was so bummed, I just told them to drop it. But as I scanned the party, I saw my sister and her clique of friends giggling away. My nameless pleasure-giver was in the group's center, obviously sharing her story and mocking my tiny "cute" penis. The other girls snickered as she spoke, and I caught some of them glancing at me, judging the joke that I was. I felt a wave of nausea in my stomach and knew I was reaching the end of my tether before I either had a panic attack or childishly threw a tantrum at the next person who giggled in my direction.

I made a hasty exit without giving any reason and fled the party. The walk home was soothing, with the cool breeze calming my mind, and soon I realized that the girls were not really talking about me. I was such a nobody that girls like that would not bother to gossip about me, and that was strangely comforting. This allowed me to savor the memory of not only my first handjob, but my first blowjob too. And a cute dick, well, that must just mean it's a good looking dick. I've seen other dicks while watching porn, and some of them are outright ugly.
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I got home around 10:30 pm. I was still slightly buzzing from getting some action at the party, but I had also let my insecurities ruin my mood. As I stepped inside, I heard the TV blaring in the living room and saw a couple of empty wine bottles and glasses on the coffee table, but no sign of my parents. Had Dad decided to stay home for their 'Date Night' after all?

“Yuck,” I muttered out loud. I had a good guess of what they were up to and was glad they didn’t take full advantage of both of us kids being out of the house to use the living room instead of their bedroom. Walking down the hallway, I saw their bedroom door was shut. “Gross,” I thought again.

I decided to avoid hearing any noises from my parents by taking a hot shower before settling in for a late-night gaming session. I grabbed a towel from the linen closet and listened for any sounds from their room as I passed by. All I heard was soft snoring, and I rolled my eyes at how much old people just squander their free time with sleep rather than doing something exciting. I continued to the bathroom and opened the door. I walked in.

"ARGH!" I yelled loudly. It was my initial shock reaction. There were two things I quickly took in as I entered the room. The first, was that someone had just recently had a shower, the steam and warmth still thick in the bathroom. The second thing I noticed, the main contributor to my surprise, was my mostly naked mother sitting on the toilet seat with both hands between her spread legs. She was leaning back with her head against the wall, eyes closed, dressed in only a black bra and matching underwear. She had one hand pulling her underwear to the side, as her other hand... as her... other... ARGH!

Mom's eyes immediately shot open as her legs simultaneously snapped shut, trapping her hands between them. "MICHAEL!" she gasped.

Our eyes locked, frozen like startled deer caught in headlights. I mustered the courage to speak, stammering, "I... I was just going to shower... but, I'll come back!" My heart raced as I spun on my heels, desperate to escape the awkwardness.

"Wait!" Mom's voice called out, halting my retreat. I reluctantly turned, meeting her stern gaze. She lifted a hand from between her legs to point a finger at me, her warning clear. "Don't breathe a word about this to anyone!"

A mischievous grin formed on my face. "Sure thing, Mom," I chuckled. With one final glance, I exited the bathroom, gently closing the door behind me.

Well, if that wasn't going to be the most humiliating and awkward thing to happen in my life, then I'm not looking forward to what will be. I shook my head in disbelief on my way back to my room and closed the door behind me. I locked it with a click, as if that could keep out the memory of what just happened. Was this going to scar me for life? As if I didn’t have enough issues already. Did I need to add 'caught my mother masturbating' to my resume?

It was at this point that, while attempting to concentrate on my video game, I subconsciously began to reflect on what had occurred. It turns out that my mother still masturbates, even at her ripe old age of 43. I had naively imagined that you wouldn't need to masturbate anymore once you started regularly having sex. Why would you need to? Especially when my mother, Jennifer, had what appeared to be a great body. Surely, my father, Michael, wanted to give it to her any chance he got. 

Wait, what? My mother had a great body!? Now, there's a realization I never thought I'd have.

I couldn’t help but burst into laughter. Mom looked so mortified. I almost felt sorry for her. Almost. This could be the best thing that ever happened to me. “Don't breathe a word about this to anyone!” she had begged. Well, sorry, Mom, but I’m going to have a blast with this. Nothing too cruel, of course, but I think I just earned myself a few months of no chores.
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The following day, I dragged myself to the kitchen, craving some coffee. I put the kettle on and listened to the familiar sound of Mom and Dad shouting at each other down the hall. It was nothing serious. It never was. Just their way of blowing off some steam. They always made up afterward. Sure enough, the noise died down, and soon, Mom walked into the kitchen, followed by my slightly sheepish-looking father.

“Good morning, sweetie,” Mom said, grabbing two mugs from the cupboard. She didn’t look at me or Dad. “How was the party last night? Do I have to worry about being a grandma?”

“Please,” I snorted. “No chance of that. You know, you can’t get pregnant if you swallow, Mom.

“MICHAEL!” Mom gasped. Dad chuckled but quickly shut up when Mom glared at him.

"You in the dog box again, Dad?" I asked with a grin. 

"Yes, he most certainly is," Mom answered for him, shooting him a frosty glare.

"Hey, you try to do a nice thing..." Dad protested.

"You fell asleep on me!" Mom snapped.

“I was exhausted, okay? You made me paint the whole spare room by myself!” Dad complained, sounding like a child.

Mom didn’t say anything; she just gave him the silent treatment. That was worse than anything.

“Oh, so that’s why...” I began.

Mom’s eyes darted to me, warning me to stop.

"What?" asked Dad, confused.

I looked at Dad, then back to Mom. "That’s why Mom was drinking alone when I came home last night,” I finished.

“MICHAEL!” Mom exclaimed, pretending to be angry. “Don’t make me sound like an alcoholic.”

Dad chuckled as Mom handed him his coffee. "I think she prefers drinking alone. Well, I’m going back to bed to watch some golf and soothe this headache.”

After Dad left, I gave Mom a cheeky grin. “I bet drinking isn’t the only thing you like to do alone.”

"Oh, piss off!" she hissed, looking for something to throw at me but giving up when she found nothing handy. “I’m embarrassed enough as it is without you rubbing it in.”

I laughed, and she just rolled her eyes, sipping her coffee.

"So, did you get to finish at least?" I asked.

“No, I didn’t,” she said, sounding annoyed.

“That explains the mood then. I get cranky, too, if I don’t get to finish,” I teased.

“Ugh! Too much information, Michael!” Mom groaned, getting up. “I’m going to watch golf with your father!”
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Later that day, I was immersed in a marathon gaming session and suddenly felt the urge to pee, so I hid my character behind a bush and dashed to the bathroom...

“ARGH!” I screamed. It was my instinctive reaction. But this time, Mom was only putting on makeup in front of the mirror. "You'd think you would have learned to lock the door after last night, Mom."

"There’s nothing to lock the door for," Mom said, leaning closer to the mirror as she applied some mascara. "You'd think you would have learned to knock."

"Well, anybody would think you wanted me to walk in on you at this rate," I suggested.

Mom paused and looked at me through the mirror. "Well, Michael, nobody would think that because nobody knows what happened here last night."

“Because it’s our little secret, right?” I smirked.

“Exactly, honey,” she said sarcastically and resumed her mascara.

“Well, I need to pee,” I said, walking into the bathroom and standing beside Mom at the toilet.

"Can’t you wait until I’m done?" Mom asked.

“Nope,” I said as I turned my back to her, and, fishing my dick out of my pants, I started to pee into the toilet.

“MICHAEL!” Mom groaned. “Have some decency, for Christ's sake."

“I thought we ran out of decency, Mom,” I joked.

"Apparently," she said, resigned to her fate.

I finished and gave my penis a couple of shakes, then washed my hands. As I was drying them, I blurted out something that I hadn’t really thought about. I kind of just wanted to make Mom more uncomfortable. “Can I tell you a secret?” I asked.

“You’re going to anyway, aren’t you?” Mom said sarcastically.

“I actually found what you were doing last night kind of hot!” I said, dropping the towel on the sink and heading for the door.

“Michael, for God’s sake!” Mom exclaimed. “I’m your bloody mother!”

“I don’t mind,” I shrugged, leaving the room.

“Kids these days,” Mom muttered, loud enough for me to hear from the hall.

I was in a strange situation. For some reason, I felt confident enough to flirt for once without feeling stupid or nervous. Too bad it was my mother I was flirting with. Maybe I could just think of it as practice. Practicing to flirt, with my mom! Michael, you’re so smooth with the ladies! Thanks, I practiced on my mother. Ugh! I’m such a loser. I had to drop this ridiculous idea!
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"Good morning," Mom said, entering the kitchen the following day.

"Why, hello there, beautiful," I grinned.

Mom ignored me as she headed for the kettle. Dad, on the other hand, lowered his newspaper and looked at me over the edge. “What are you up to?” he asked suspiciously.

I laughed, “Nothing at all. Can’t I just compliment my beautiful mother once in a while? Is that a crime?”

“Yes! It’s weird. Especially coming from you,” Dad said, frowning at me.

“He’s been acting weird like that for the past few days. Just pay him no mind like I do,” Mom said, turning her back to us as she made her coffee.

I just smiled at Dad, fluttering my eyelashes at him. “That's sound advice if ever I heard any, Philip,” I said. I sounded like a dick, and why did I call Dad by his first name? I needed to change my strategy.

Dad just shook his head at me, raising his newspaper again to resume his reading.

Mom sat down, also shaking her head at me. But she had a playful look, and I could see a smile tugging at her lips. I pretended to be innocent, but she just smirked at me.

“So, Jennifer,” I broke the silence boldly. Apparently, I was sticking with the same stupid strategy. “Do you have any exciting plans for today?”

She raised an eyebrow at me, then answered dryly, “Work.”

"Oh,” I said lamely. That didn’t give me anything to work with. Then I perked up again, "That sounds like a lot of fun."

“Mmhmm,” she hummed, giving me a suspicious look.

This was going nowhere fast. “You know what? I’m just gonna go,” I grimaced, making a face and getting up. I backed out of the kitchen slowly. Mom just watched me. Dad, following Mom’s advice, ignored me.

Right. I guess there's a lesson to be learned here: if you're going to flirt, make sure the other person is in a position to flirt back. Mom couldn't flirt back because Dad was around, cramping my style. If it weren't for him, I could have had Mom giggling like a school girl. I mean, I imagine school girls do giggle when they're successfully flirted with... or so I've heard.
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Strangely enough, it was a rarity for me to have some alone time with Mom. It amazed me how much time Dad spent lounging in the common living areas like he had nowhere else to be. Mom, on the other hand, was always on the move, busy with a million things. There just never seemed to be a good opportunity. In moments of desperation, I even tried flirting with my sister, but all I managed to do was stumble over my words while Jessica pushed past me, annoyed.

I couldn't help but wonder: Was my ability to confidently flirt with Mom only because I had some leverage over her? Maybe catching her in that awkward and embarrassing moment had given me enough confidence to go for it. After all, she wouldn't want me blabbing about her embarrassing little secret, so she'd have to humor me. There was no chance of rejection, and that knowledge brought me a newfound sense of confidence.

Finally, on Thursday night that week, an opportunity for some much-needed alone time with Mom presented itself. Dad was off watching a sportsball game at his buddy's house and wouldn't return until late. I found Mom curled up on the couch, engrossed in the glow of the television, as I sauntered into the lounge.

"Hey, good-looking," I greeted, sitting at the other end of the couch.

Mom let out an exasperated huff. "Please, stop taking the mickey out of me," she muttered, her eyes fixed on the TV screen.

"The mickey? Me? Never!" I protested, feigning innocence. "I'm just happy to see my favorite parent."

"Sure," Mom retorted sharply.

Apparently, tonight might not have been the best time after all. Mom seemed to be in a sour mood, possibly because Dad chose to indulge in sports instead of spending time with her. Or, perhaps she was just annoyed by my behavior. This whole 'flirting with Mom' thing was turning out to be quite the challenge.

I glanced over at her. Her legs were tucked comfortably underneath her on the couch, one hand supporting her head. She wore a matching set of pajamas - snug bottoms that accentuated her curves and a loose-fitting top that embraced her breasts. I couldn't help but think she looked genuinely lovely. Her long, brown hair cascaded over her shoulders, still slightly damp from a recent shower.

"New pajamas?" I inquired.

"Mmmhmm," she murmured in response.

"They look great," I complimented.

Her gaze finally shifted towards me, the first time since I settled down beside her. "Let me guess, you think they'd look even better on my bedroom floor?" she quipped.

I almost choked while she chuckled to herself. "Oh boy, I've already heard them all," she teased, redirecting her attention to the television.

"By the way, do you sleep on your stomach?" I playfully asked, flashing a smile.

Her eyebrows shot up, and she turned back to me with a huff. "Sometimes," she conceded, entertaining my question.

"Would you mind if I did, too?" I joked.

"MICHAEL!" she exclaimed, trying to swat me across the couch. "I'm your mother!"

"I know," I admitted, laughing along.

"Listen, I think you might be confused about what you walked in on the other night," Mom began, her voice firm but composed. "Let me break it down for you. Grown women masturbate too. It's not fucking exclusive to desperate little teenage boys," she explained, gesturing at me, suggesting I'm a frequent masturbator. I am.

"Mom! I've never...," I started to protest, intending to deny any such behavior.

"I fucking know you have!" she interrupted sharply, pointing her finger accusingly at my face. "Don't act all innocent with me. And all this bullshit flirting you're attempting to do. I know exactly what you're up to, and it's not going to work. You think you can embarrass me? Well, Buster, you're wrong! I can easily trump any of your silly advances simply by fluttering my eyelashes. Do you really think you can handle me?"

Mom's outburst caught me off guard, but I quickly composed myself and rose to the challenge. "Yeah! I think I can take you on, actually. I've got youth on my side. Hot, sexy youth and virility," I responded defiantly.

A smirk formed on Mom's lips, and suddenly, she leaned forward, locking her gaze with mine. In a low, tempting voice, she whispered, "And I have these." Her hands cupped her breasts, giving them a brief squeeze and jiggle before releasing them.

I couldn't help but stare, transfixed by her bold move. "Well, those are nice and all, but I'm still confident I've got this," I admitted, unable to tear my eyes away.

"Alright then. Game on," Mom shrugged, settling back onto her side of the couch and resuming her comfortable position. "Now, if you don't mind, I'd like to watch my show. So, kindly, fuck off."

I laughed as I stood and walked away, leaving her to her own devices. The conversation we just had was beyond belief. Her choice of words was something I rarely heard, except for those heated arguments with Dad that echoed through the walls. It was strange to see her behave this way. However, I have to admit that she was cornered and reacted accordingly. Surprisingly, it turned me on. Well, not exactly turned on, but it was definitely hot. Especially when she clutched her tits. It seemed as if a completely different person briefly possessed her. And, truth be told, maybe it did turn me on. There, I said it. She utilized the weapon that only girls possess, the thing boys covet above all else - boobs! And, I must admit, I kind of liked it.

A wave of confusion washed over me as I questioned myself, wondering what was going on with me.
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The following morning, everything kicked off. Before I even stepped foot in the kitchen, my sister's voice rang out, "Wow, Mom. Looking fabulous."

"Good morning, family," I chirped as I entered the room. Ouch, Jessica was right! Mom looked stunning. She wore a form-fitting black skirt that accentuated her round butt, stopping just a few inches above her knee. Her legs, shapely and encased in black stockings, extended into a pair of sleek black flats. Completing the picture, she wore a loose-fitting light blue sweater, which revealed an alluring hint of cleavage. Echoing Jessica's sentiment, I couldn't help but blurt out, "Wow, Mom. Looking amazing."

"Oh, eww, Michael. That's just creepy coming from you," Jessica groaned.

"I'm sure Mom doesn't mind, right, Mom?" I boasted.

"I don't mind at all, honey-bear," Mom confirmed, kissing me on the cheek. In that moment, she ever so subtly leaned into me, pressing her body against mine. I couldn't help but notice her breasts pressing against my arm. She was right, of course – all she needed were her tits.

"Ewww," Jessica immaturely groaned once more. "I'm outta here." She grabbed her empty cereal bowl and made her exit, purposefully leaving it unrinsed on the bench.

"So, it's Friday!" I began.

"It certainly is," Mom responded.

"So, got any exciting plans for tonight?" I asked, trying to come up with something interesting to say. But as I looked at Mom, her face filled with boredom, it was clear I had nothing.

"Oh, you know, just a thrilling evening ahead," Mom replied, smirking. "I was thinking of indulging in a long, hot, soapy bath accompanied by a bottle of wine."

"Mmm," I smiled back. "If you need any help with washing your back, or... anything else, just let me know."

Mom immediately shut me down with a firm "No, thank you!"

"Okey-dokey," I said. "By the way, what time do you plan on taking this bath? You know, because you always leave the door unlocked during your private alone time, and I wouldn't want to accidentally walk in on you. Again."

Mom studied me for a moment, then broke into a smile. "Between 8 and 9. So please, do your best to remember and behave yourself."

"8 and 9. 8 and 9. Got it, I'll remember, fo sho," I casually implied, then nonchalantly strolled out of the kitchen.

That night, the thought of interrupting Mom's bath time crossed my mind, but ultimately, I decided against it. Whether it was nerves or the fear of getting into trouble, I couldn't say for sure. However, I knew that exercising better judgment would lead to better opportunities, so I opted to play it safe. After all, I didn't want to fall right into her trap.

––––––––
[image: ]


The following day, I found myself once again alone in the kitchen with Mom, savoring my customary wake-me-up coffee. She hummed to herself while expertly cooking scrambled eggs for breakfast. She wore a short white cloth robe, tied snugly at her waist and ending just below her butt. As I observed her, I couldn't help but appreciate the curves of her hips and ass, the smoothness of her legs, and even her delicate bare feet. The way the robe clung to her body made me wonder if she was naked underneath, although the fabric seemed thick enough that I could be wrong. My dick still twitched in my pajama bottoms a little with the idea of her nakedness just beyond that robe.

I forcefully shook my head, determined to dispel those troubling thoughts from my mind. I couldn't ignore the inner conflict that tormented me, torn between engaging in playful flirting with my mother as a mere exercise and the undeniable truth that I was growing increasingly captivated by her allure with each passing day. 

"Morning, Mom!" I greeted, attacking the coffee machine with enthusiasm.

"Hey there, sweetie!" she beamed, her Saturday morning smile lighting up the room. Weekends are always happier around here, especially with the sun streaming through the bay windows.

"How was your bath last night?" I grinned, trying to keep the conversation flowing.

Mom gave me a curious look before answering, "It was wonderful. Just me, relaxing in the bubbles, and taking advantage of my private alone time with a bottle of wine."

"That does sound wonderful," I approved, nodding awkwardly. I needed to think of something to say.

Mom sensed my hesitation and continued, "I even forgot to lock the door last night. Surprised you didn't try to 'catch' me again."

"I definitely thought about it," I replied, grinning mischievously. "But instead, I locked myself in my room, imagining you in that hot soapy bath... while having a nice big wank."

"MICHAEL!" Mom exclaimed as I heartily laughed at her surprise. "That is so inappropriate!"

She looked at me sternly, "No, seriously though. That's taking it a bit too far."

“No, taking it too far would be if I had said that while I... umm,” I started, then thought better of continuing and halted right there. That probably would be taking it too far, and I wasn’t going to risk getting Mom angry over this silly little game.

"What?" she questioned.

"No, no, you're right. That was too far," I chickened out. 

How far was I willing to take this 'banter'? How willing was Mom, for that matter? So far, what little flirting we've had has all been in jest, but I know that with my new slight attraction to my mother, my judgment was starting to cloud over. It's like there's an unworldly force compelling me to push just a little bit further than I appropriately should. A voice, not heard but felt, right at that opportune moment, and without even thinking about it, I want to follow its suggestion.

"Well, at least there's a line you wouldn't cross," Mum said smugly.

I smiled and replied, "Oh, I would cross it. I just don't want to get in trouble."

"Trouble?" she laughed. "What were you possibly going to say that would get you in trouble?"

I denied it quickly, trying to diffuse the tension. "It's fine, just a silly joke. I had nothing, really."

Mom leaned in closer, her voice dripping with curiosity. "Come on, say it! I promise I won't get mad. I might even like it."

I hesitated, feeling the weight of the moment. "Nah, it's too built up now," I replied, trying to play it cool.

"MICHAEL!" she demanded, her voice ringing out. "Out with it, right now!"

I whined playfully before finally giving in. "Okay, fine. What I was going to say, something more inappropriate, was that while I was spanking it, I was thinking about doing you. There, happy now?."

"Doing?" Mom quizzed.

"Fucking, Mom!" I articulated, smiling broadly.

She was silent for a brief moment, looking in my direction, but I could tell her eyes weren't actually fixed on me. Then a beaming smile lit up her face, the tension dissipating.  "Oh, is that all? And here I thought it was going to be something... wrong."

I laughed. "Nah. Just your standard mother-son fare."

Just then my sister stumbled into the kitchen, rubbing her eyes and yawning like a lioness. She had just crawled out of bed and still looked half-asleep.

"Ah, Jess, perfect timing. Your brother is being weird," Mom greeted her cheerfully. She gave me a sly wink as if to change the subject in case Jessica had overheard our conversation. I rolled my eyes at her.

“Michael's always weird,” Jessica mumbled. She slouched on a chair and rested her head on the table. Her eyes were glazed and unfocused as if she was dreaming with them open. Mom and I exchanged a puzzled look, then shrugged.

“Well, I’m off to take a shower,” Mom announced, getting up and taking her plate to the sink.

“Me too,” I said, following her example.

"No. We only have one shower, Michael. You were going to clean your room, remember? I'm having the shower, not you," she said, frowning at me.

"Oh, yeah," I responded with mocking realization. 

We left Jessica alone at the table, still in a trance. We reached the bathroom door, and Mom slipped inside. She was about to close the door when I stopped it with my hand.

"So, I can come in and watch, right?" I asked, grinning.

Mom pretended to think for a second, then smiled back at me. “In your dreams, you can.”

I stood there, frozen, staring at the closed bathroom door. It didn't sound like Mom had locked it, again. Was she inviting me in, or was she seriously just that careless? Dad was still snoring after a late night 'with the boys', and Jessica was a zombie. The timing was perfect. It had to be an invitation. But she was still playing with me, trying to lure me in and make me blush. To her, this was just a game. To me, it was becoming something more. I think now, I just wanted to see my mother naked! That was quite the realization. If I walked in now, she would have the upper hand... but I didn’t care.

I reached for the doorknob, ready to turn it and face her. Locked! I tried again, rattling the knob loudly. Nothing, except...

“MICHAEL!” Mom shouted from behind the door.

“ARGH!” I screamed in shock. I ran for it, stomping down the hall and into my room. Maybe she would think I was joking around. I wasn’t, of course. The voice in my head told me to look, and I obeyed. Well, I tried to, anyway.
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That night was Mom and Dad's date night, the usual for a Saturday night. It was also one week since I had caught Mom in the bathroom. I guess it was a one-week anniversary of sorts for me. One week since I became very aware of my mother's sexuality. And I also got my first blowjob. So... the best week of my life?

The rest of the day seemed to drag on forever. I couldn’t stop thinking about Mom. Even my gaming session couldn't fully draw me in. At one point, I just sat there staring at the lobby screen for about half an hour and eventually just logged off. I needed some fresh air, so I went outside for a bit and even mowed the lawns while I was out there. They didn't really need doing, but I was just that restless and bored.

Around 6 pm, I was sitting in the living room, watching some random show on TV, when my parents came in. They were bickering again, as usual. It was their date night, but Dad once again had other plans. Date night and game season just weren't compatible. Dad is usually pretty attentive, and seems to spoil the shit out of Mom, but come game season and he becomes a bloke through and through. His drinking triples, and he spends a lot more time out with the lads. And so Mom and Dad argue more frequently, usually because she doesn't get the attention she wants from him. But their bickering doesn't usually last long, and they're usually cuddled up on the couch together five minutes later. 

They carried on squabbling, not caring that I was in the room. I sat on the couch, pretending to watch TV as they went at it. I was used to their fights now and knew you just had to wait it out until they calmed down.

But then, something unexpected happened. Mom cut off her own words in the middle of a sentence and turned to look at me. She stared at me briefly as if she had just remembered I was there. Then she smiled and said to Dad, “You know what? Go ahead. Go have fun with your buddies.”

He blinked, taken aback by her sudden change of tone. “Really?” he asked, incredulous.

“Yeah, really,” she said, nodding. “Maybe I can persuade Michael here to keep me company tonight.”

He looked at me as if seeking my approval. “What do you say, mate? Think you could keep your mother company tonight?”

I tried to act casual, but I felt a surge of excitement. “Sure, why not?” I said, shrugging. “There aren't many thing things I'd rather do.” I meant it as a joke, but it was also the truth at that moment.

"Ha! That's my guy," he celebrated. "See, honey? You don’t have to be lonely tonight after all."

Mom clapped her hands delicately, brimming with excitement. "So thrilling! We can watch movies, enjoy some wine, maybe even have a relaxing bubble bath," she chirped.

"Don't scare him away, dear. Let's stick to the movies and wine," Dad interjected.

"No, no, the bubble bath sounds enticing too," I confessed, knowing Dad wouldn't take me seriously. Mom laughed and playfully stuck her tongue out at her husband.

"Okay?" he mused. "Well, I guess I'll get ready to head out. You kids have a great night."

"Oh, we definitely will," Mom grinned as Dad exited the room to prepare.

Alone together, I looked up at Mom with a smile. "Bubble bath, huh?"

"Well, I was just trying to make your father a little jealous, actually," Mom corrected me.

"That's a shame. But depending on how much wine I can get down ya, that could still change, right?" I suggested, hopefully.

Mom laughed along with me. "Well, honey, you just never know," she said before leaving the room, following after Dad.
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Dad left with a mocking remark. “Don’t get her pregnant.” Jessica had already gone out for the night, as usual on weekends. I was in the living room, waiting for Mom to join me for the first movie. She had already started on the wine while tidying up the house for the past half hour.

Mom finally came in, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She wore her new flannel pajama pants that fit her snugly around the hips, butt, and thighs. She had no top on, just a thin white tank top with spaghetti straps. The singlet was quite low cut and accentuated her generous cleavage that was pushed together wonderfully by her bra. Her arms, shoulders, and most of her upper chest were left bare, her smooth skin just begging me to lick her all over... Did I just think that?

"Wow, Mom, you look hot as hell!" I announced as she fell back onto the oversized couch, her breasts bouncing deliciously.

"Well, it is date night, after all," Mom smiled. "Plus, I want to make this as uncomfortable for you as possible."

"Well, you did say that all you needed was to use your tits against me. And might I say, you're displaying them superbly right now. 10 out of 10. Would nurse from again," I attempted to brazenly compliment her.

"10 out of 10? Why, thank you, honey. However, this is just a very good bra. It can make anything look good," she deflected.

"Okay. Well, how about your butt then?" I suggested.

"What about my butt?" she questioned, frowning.

"It looks absolutely stunning. Are you going to contribute that to your pajama pants, too?" I smirked.

"Definitely not, I have a great ass," Mom laughed.

"Yes, you do," I confirmed. "I didn't get the chance to enjoy it as much as I'd like. Not as much as I'm getting to admire your breasts anyway."

Mom gave me a curious smile. She looked at me with a hint of suspicion, then took another big sip of wine. She finally broke the silence. "What the fuck is going on with you right now?" she asked.

“What do you mean?” I played dumb. I knew exactly what she meant.

“This... thing, you’re doing. It’s like you’re actually hitting me. As in, really actually hitting on me. It’s so weird,” Mom said.

I hesitated, wondering if I should just be upfront with her. Tell her what's really going on in my head right now. As much as this has been a lot of fun, I think maybe I'm getting in way too deep, unable to distinguish between fantasy and reality. And I know my mother. She'll appreciate the honesty over anything wrong that I could possibly say. 

I decided to take a chance and be honest with her. I chose my words carefully and said, “I think that, after last Saturday night, something clicked in me. I’m usually terrible at talking to girls and flirting with them. I always mess up. But, after I saw you, you know... fingering yourself...”

"STOP!" she interrupted abruptly. "Carry on, but please don't ever say that you caught me... 'fingering' myself out loud ever again. That's so embarrassing when you say it like that."

"Well, that's just it, actually. That embarrassment that you're feeling. It's like it's emboldened me to feel like I have some leverage over you, in some odd way. Like I could get away with anything with you because you wouldn't want me to tell anyone about your embarrassing little solo session," I explained, as I reached forward and grabbing the bottle of Mom's wine, I took a swig straight from the bottle. I've rarely been allowed to drink in front of Mom, so this was the point I was trying to make with her.

"Okay. Firstly, having a 'solo session', as you call it, is not embarrassing. It's very natural for people to play alone. It's the getting caught doing it by your son part; that's what is embarrassing," Mom giggled to herself. "And secondly, what you are describing is blackmail, sweety."

"Oh please," I acted hurt by her comment. "You know full well I would never tell anyone about it. It was just the idea that I could get away with anything. It just gave me the confidence to talk to you like a... you know... like a woman."

Oh fuck. Was I losing it? My ace in the hole. My leverage. Was it being voided right in front of my eyes? I needed to cling to all that I had left before she sucked it all away with those succulent, full lips.

"Oh," pondered Mom. She had another drink while she thought, quietly. "So, let me get this straight. You could have tried to blackmail me for anything; money, booze, a week off school. But instead, you chose to pay me compliments and make me feel good about myself for the last week?"

"Ha! You could look at it like that, I guess," I laughed.

"And how do you look at it?" She quizzed.

"I think I just want to see you naked," I answered honestly.

"MICHAEL!" she cried out, then smiled. "You pretty much already saw me naked when you caught me... fingering myself!"

I grinned loudly. "Yeah, well, that was the catalyst for everything that followed, I guess," I beamed. "But, you weren't completely naked, and everything happened so fast that I didn't get the opportunity to really appreciate everything you had laid out in front of me."

Mom finished her glass of wine, then sitting up, she leaned forward to grab the bottle back off me. Her cleavage was wonderfully on display as she leaned forward, and she looked up and caught my stare, seeing exactly where I was looking. She smiled at me, snatched the bottle, and then sat back to pour herself the last of the wine into her glass.

“Sweetie, this anxiety you feel when talking to girls is very normal,” Mom said. She was using her 'let me educate you' tone that I knew all too well. “Boys usually don’t get the opportunity to be chased by girls. It’s the other way around. Boys usually do the chasing, and girls can just relax, look pretty, and wait for the boys to compete for them.”

She paused, but I knew she had more to say.

“So I understand what you’re going through, and it must be stressful, but that’s just boys and girls. That’s the thing to remember.” She went on. “But it will get easier, trust me. You’ll gain more confidence, and it will no longer feel like the girls are high up on a fucking pedestal. And just so you know, girls are just as nervous and insecure as boys are. It’s not like anyone has an advantage over the other. You just have to remember that when you talk to girls. Just be yourself, and if they like you, then great... if they don’t like you, then fuck 'em! It’s their loss.”

I nodded and smiled, quietly letting her words sink in. I guess this was Mom's version of the birds and the bees, only it was several years too late. Not that I felt like it would do much to ease all the pressure that had built up over those years.

“So, now that you’re not going to spill the beans about what you saw me doing, I guess you have no leverage over me. So the question is, without that leverage... are you still going to flirt with me, or not?” She asked, leaning back on the couch.

“Well... I guess not,” I said, pretending to be sad.

"That's a pity. I was beginning to warm to the idea. I guess I'll put these away then." Mom purred as she cupped her tits, giving them a quick squeeze and bounce, giggling.

I don't think I could ever get bored of such a sensual sight of my mother bouncing her tits at me like that. But I decided to attempt to act like I was bored of it. I guess if I followed Mom's advice, then I should be acting like her grabbing her tits is no big deal. That I shouldn't just let my jaw drop to the floor whenever I see something that I like. At least it seemed like Mom was happy for our little game to continue a little longer. Or she was just drunk, because she had pretty much polished off that whole bottle in under an hour.

"Oh, that old routine, Mom? You'll need to try harder than that," I smirked.

"Is that so?" Mom smiled.

She then pulled both her legs up onto the couch, her right leg bent upwards with her left leg falling to the side, leaving her legs open to my gaze. Her pajama bottoms were tight, and I was gifted with an unobstructed view of her mound, well, the completely covered version of it. Regardless, just getting to look at the shape of her was enough to make me hard, especially with the knowledge that she wanted me to look. 

But that wasn't the only surprise. Right there, clearly on show between Mom's open legs, was a wet spot right where her... right where her, umm... hmmm, I couldn't even internally narrate what I was seeing. This was my mother, after all. These hurdles take time to overcome, but once the floodgates have been opened, I have no problem leaving them open. Speaking of floodgates, let's try this again... right there, clearly on show between her open legs, was a wet spot on her covered pussy! My dick twitched at the thought, and I leaned forward in my seat to hide my excitement from my mother. Was she as excited by this conversation as I was? The wetness between her legs was leaning towards a big fat yes!

Time to get that upper hand again, "Wow, Mom!"

"What's that, honey," Mom purred nonchalantly.

"You're so wet down there," I smiled, licking my lips a little.

"Fuck!" she yelped as her legs snapped shut. She was quickly blushing as I laughed, but her death stare stopped me in my tracks from trying to heighten her embarrassment any further.

"What's up, Mom? Are you getting a little excited?" I said, grinning from ear to ear.

"Not at all, it's just... it's just... you know..." she stammered, then glaring at me, she sat up, her boobs again giving a delicious bounce. "What if I am a little excited? This whole conversation is exciting! You're practically worshipping me in such a lecherous way that if it were from anybody else, I would have kicked them in the balls. But that lewdness coming from my own son just makes it feel safe, no matter how offensive it would usually be to hear such things. And that... well... that's a little exciting."

Her sudden openness was captivating. Not only did her admission help to fuel my attraction for her even further, but it also brought a sense of relief. It reassured me that I wasn't alone in my unconventional thoughts. That there was a growing mutual attraction between the two of us. Or at least the unique circumstances we found ourselves in.

"That's hot, Mom!" I responded, smirking. "I knew you were enjoying this."

"Oh, get off your high horse! I know what you're hiding by sitting like that. Why don't you stand up and show me you're not also excited before you try to embarrass me for the same thing," Mom glared, pointing a stern finger at my crotch.

I didn't know what was hotter right then, flirty Mom or mother Mom. "Well, I wouldn’t want you to get cross with me, so I best act like a good son and do as I'm told," I said and stood up.

I didn't look down. I just watched Mom's face as she looked at my crotch. Her look went from one of sternness, to a gentle smile, and, lastly, to utter enjoyment. Finally, I looked down to see what she was seeing and was relieved to see a sizeable bulge in my pants. It looked impressive, more impressive than it actually was, and I was happy with my first exposure to my mother. What an odd thing to think.

"Oh, honey," she giggled. "That's so cute."

Fuck! There's that cute word again. "Cute?" I asked.

"Yeah, cute. It's cute that you're standing in front of your mother, showing off your excitement, kind of like wanting to show off your new toy to me," she cooed.

I laughed, "Yeah. Mom, check out my new erection. Want to see what I can do with it?"

I felt relieved as some of the burden of self-consciousness lifted from my shoulders. In spite of this, I was still reluctant to remain standing in front of Mom in my current state. I took a seat on a spacious armchair situated directly across from where she was comfortably perched on the couch. I confidently didn't make any attempt to conceal the bulge in my pants.

"This is all just so weird!" Mom said, not taking her eyes off my crotch. "We're sitting here playing some odd game of show and tell, but I can't help but think about how much you've grown up and that it wasn't that long ago that I was changing your nappies."

"So, less talking and more action then?" I suggested hesitantly. "You know, to avoid even more awkwardness."

"And what exactly do you have in mind?" she mused.

"I mean, we could... well... anything is fine," I answered, my nerves kicking in a tad, and I backed out of screaming for her to do something crazy, like getting her tits out.

"Okay, how about if we put it this way," Mom said, choosing her words. "If it was up to you, what would be one thing you would want to have done before the night was out?"

I pondered my response, taking a deep breath to gather my courage. Instead of shrinking away, I fully committed and went all in, knowing it was what Mom would want. After all, this was all just mere fantasy, unlikely to materialize. Still, you never know. Might as well go out swinging. "I want to eat your pussy." 

Mom's mouth was agape in surprise. "Really?" she marveled.

"From behind!" I added, smiling after a bit more thought.

"Oh, why from behind?" Mom asked curiously.

"Dat ass!" I answered. We both laughed.

"Well, that's quite an answer, honey," Mom said.

"How 'bout you, Mom? What would you choose?" I quizzed, interested to hear her answer now that I've told her mine.

"Easy. I'd want a foot rub." Mom replied matter-of-factly.

"Oh? That's it?" I asked, a bit bummed by her boring answer.

"Mmmhmm," she hummed, closing her eyes as if imagining the perfect foot rub, then opened them again, her dark eyes fixing on me again. "I fucken love a good foot rub. The perfect foot rub just makes me melt. I lose all inhibitions and just succumb to the pleasure coursing through my entire body. The perfect foot rub is the key to unlocking the gateway to getting me to agree to absolutely anything, and everything."

Mom's legs had subconsciously opened once again while she talked, and the wet spot on her crotch had gotten much more significant. Once she finished speaking, she noticed me looking between her legs, but this time, she didn't close them and allowed me to continue admiring her wet crotch.

"Having a good look are we?" Mom purred.

"Of course, you're fucking gorgeous," I complimented, admiring her overall allure. 

Everything was all out in the open now. There were no more moral roadblocks left in my mind. The floodgates had been obliterated, and nothing was left to hold back my lust for my mother. I wanted her in every possible way, as a lover, my first lover. I wanted to lose my virginity to my mother, and I had no internal qualms in doing so.

"Mmm. I think I like you looking," Mom breathed. Her eyes were slightly glazed over, in either lust or drunkenness, I wasn't sure. Hopefully both.

"How horny are you right now, Mom. Because it looks like you're so wet that you're soaking right through your pajamas?" I asked incredulously.

"Excitement and horniness are very different things, dear," Mom clarified. "For example, in the present situation, excitement is just the enjoyment of this illicit little moment. Horniness would be the urge to act out on that moment."

"Oh, so you're not horny so much as excited?" I responded. If anything, I just loved to hear her talking so openly.

"Well, it's not that. It's just that... you... you know nothing can actually happen between us, right?" Mom stammered. "You're my son."

Well, that was a kick in the balls. And here I was, finally thinking otherwise. Well, best not to show disappointment and try to keep up appearances. Fuck it, one last try. 

"Like, I know that this is all just talks and all. But given the chance, I'd absolutely go there, Mom. You're smoking hot, mother or not," I admitted. We've come this far, might as well lay it all out there for her. "So, I'm fine with getting turned on by this conversation. It's fun to imagine."

"But wouldn't you be worried about how our normal everyday relationship would be changed? Like, forever?" she quizzed me further.

"Ha! No, I promise you can still ground me for being a little shit," I laughed. "It's weird that I feel like I'm pleading my case right now. Like I'm trying to convince you we should get it on."

"It kind of feels that way, yeah," Mom grinned. "Jeez, what a strange time we live in."

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Well... this whole conversation is strange... but you know, is it really that uncommon?" Mom mused, almost to herself. "Every second video on a porn site is family members or step-families getting it on. Is it that hard to just want to watch some girl getting royally fucked by some ripped young guy and sneakily get myself off."

I was quiet, waiting for her to continue, but when she didn't, I filled the void, "It does seem to be something people are into nowadays."

"Maybe nowadays has nothing to do with it," Mom replied. "Maybe it's always been something people have liked, but the internet has brought it to the surface."

"So... did you ever 'get yourself off' while watching any of these family videos?" I asked cheekily.

"Once or twice," Mom smiled back. "They're just so naughty. I couldn't help but get a little turned on."

"So how 'bout now, Mom?" I grinned mischievously. "You feeling turned on enough to maybe want to act out on some of that naughtiness?"

"There's a huge difference between getting yourself off to a video on the internet and acting out on that fantasy," Mom said, all motherly. She then smiled, a spark in her eye. "You know what though, I think I'm drunk enough and maybe even excited enough that you could almost convince me that would be a good idea," she smiled.

"Only almost?" I queried. "How do I get that up to a certainty?"

"You'd need to tell me something very naughty first," Mom smiled deliciously.

"Something naughty?" I asked.

"Yeah, like something naughty that you want to do. Like, you would want to play with mommy's tits," Mom spoke quietly, leaning forward on the large sofa while pressing her boobs together with her arms. The sight immediately got my attention, and I silently nodded my agreement that I would indeed like to do that.

"Or... " Mom continued, her voice still soft and captivating. "... or that you would want to suck on mommy's hard nipples."

I nodded again, and this seemed to encourage Mom to keep on going.

"Or that you would want your mother to play with your hard cock," she suggested, moving forward off the couch onto her hands and knees, then slowly started to crawl the short distance to where I was seated. I had never seen such a look in her eyes before – dark, mysterious, and piercing. It left me speechless. I felt compelled to maintain her enchanting hold over me, so I simply nodded in complete approval.

"Maybe even suck on it for a while?" Mom continued. My cock twitched in my pants which caught her eye, and she smiled sexily up at me. She was now between my legs as she knelt up on her knees, placing her hands on my lower thighs.

"Mmm," she purred wickedly. "Baby seems to have liked that idea, of mommy sucking on his big hard dick. Or were you thinking of something else? Maybe you were thinking of mommy's wet pussy?"

"Oh, fuck!" I gasped involuntarily.

"Oh, I think I hit the jackpot with that one," Mom grinned. She remained kneeling between my spread legs, gripping my lower thighs tight. Her dark eyes held my gaze, captivating me frozen.

"So it's mommy's pussy you like the most, huh?" she cooed. "What turns you on the most? Would it be getting to eat mommy's pussy? Maybe getting to fuck mommy's pussy?"

My eyes glazed over as I attempted to hold her stare; the sheer implications of her words had my cock throbbing harder than ever.

Then her lips curled into a mischievous grin, "I know what turns you on the most. It's getting to shoot your big load deep inside mommy's naughty pussy that you really want."

"Holy fuck, Mom... Yes!" I blurted out, finally exhaling.

Mom giggled at this, breaking the reverie. "You dirty little boy!" she sneered. "To think of your own mother in such a revolting way."

With her hands on my lower thighs, she pushed herself up until she stood in front of me, a look of stern disagreement on her face as she waved a finger at me. "I ought to tell your father about the filth you have floating around in that wicked little head of yours, young man."

"Re... really?" I stammered, surprised at her quick turn-around in attitude.

Then she smiled playfully and bending forward, her face only inches from my own, she spoke in a low, enchanting voice, "I'll tell you what, you naughty boy. I'll keep your filthy little secret... if you can keep mine. Deal?"

Wait, how... I gave her an advantage. It was mine to have, and she used all of her sexy on me to wrangle back control. Although, this wasn't a typical mother-son kind of deal. No, this was a naughty secret kind of deal. One that has implications of further naughty secrets. Hell, if she is willing to keep the secret from her husband that her own son wants to desperately fuck her, then what other secrets is she willing to keep. This was an easy decision.

"Okay," I simply replied, smiling back at her.

"Good boy," she said, standing straight again. "Well, time for bed! Goodnight, honey."

And with that said, she quickly turned and left the room.

"Umm, goodnight, Mom," I called after her, slightly delayed after having admired the incredible sight of her ass as it swayed side to side with an exaggerated walk.

Needless to say, sleep evaded me that night. I lay awake for hours after Mom left, consumed by thoughts of what had just occurred between us. Over the past week, I had experienced a flurry of emotions, ranging from disbelief to timidity to a desperate need to want to fuck my mother. I never would have imagined that what had just happened between us was even possible. My mind raced with questions. Was Mom in her room, waiting for me? Did she want more? Or would she reject me if I tried? With Dad possibly due back any minute, the risk of getting caught was high, but the temptation was irresistible.

As I lay in bed, staring into the abyss of my thoughts, I eventually heard my father arrive home around 2 am. I was disappointed that I had wasted hours with the opportunity to make my move. I convinced myself that Mom had been lying in her bed, wide awake and equally disappointed that Dad had arrived home before I could initiate our newfound fun. These thoughts spun in my head, driving me to the brink of madness. The clock ticked past 3 am before exhaustion finally overcame me, and I drifted off to sleep.

––––––––
[image: ]


I woke up much later than I had in a long time. It was nearly midday when I finally managed to crawl out of bed that Sunday morning. The entire house seemed deserted as I shuffled to the kitchen to prepare a much-needed coffee. The atmosphere was eerily tranquil, so much so that I couldn't help but question whether my confession to Mom had somehow disrupted the natural order of things. It felt as if my transgression had torn apart the fabric of reality itself. However, amidst this disquieting thought, a peculiar sense of relief washed over me as though I had successfully accomplished an extraordinary feat.

Usually, with everybody out of the house, I would take full advantage of being alone. That means having a nice long jerk-off marathon while watching porn with the volume up for a change. What can I say? I enjoy the plot. But not today. Instead, I had my morning coffee and then had a shower to freshen up. I would patiently prepare and wait for my next opportunity to have a go at Mom.

And I waited. Weeks passed, and I rarely got a chance to be alone with Mom. Even my damn father seemed to have abandoned his usual kickball outings. I almost felt like the universe was conspiring against me, thwarting my every attempt to get closer to her. It was unnatural and infuriating. I started to lose my grip on reality, imagining that this was all Mom’s fault, that she was deliberately manipulating the situation to avoid me. Maybe she felt guilty for our sinful conversation. But then, occasionally, I thought I caught her glances, her smiles when no one else was looking. They were wicked and playful, full of mischief and allure. Like she could read my mind like an open book, and she knew how much she tormented me. And she seemed to enjoy it. She was dressing up more provocatively and seductively than ever before, teasing me with her curves and her charms.

Just when I had lost all hope, fate intervened and gave me another chance to be alone with her. It was after approximately 17 days and 16 hours of waiting and longing. I had a study day at school, but instead of wasting my time there, I decided to skip it like the badass rebel I was. I went home to 'study' some new character builds for my latest gaming obsession. I had been home for about half an hour when I heard the front door unlock and open. Shit, I was busted! I didn’t know if I should hide or act casual. But before I could decide, Mom walked past my bedroom on her way to hers and saw me sitting there, guilty as sin.

“Ummm, why are you home, young man?” Mom asked, raising an eyebrow.

I panicked. Should I lie or tell the truth? The truth had worked in my favor with Mom before. “I’m skipping! It’s just a study day,” I blurted out foolishly.

“Michael!” she scolded. “That’s naughty.”

I felt a pang of guilt, regretting disappointing her. But maybe I could still charm her. I grinned at her, “Is that good naughty or bad naughty?”

She hesitated, then smiled back at me, shaking her head. “You’re a troublemaker, you know that?”

“Oh yeah, I’m a terrible troublemaker,” I grinned.

She perched on the edge of my bed and scanned the room, then asked, “So what are you up to?”

“Just playing my game and trying to stay out of trouble,” I said.

“You’re already in trouble!” Mom giggled and slid back on my bed, resting her head on my pillow. She gazed at the posters I had on my ceiling, noticing them for the first time.

“So, why are you home?” I asked, breaking the brief silence.

“I always come home for lunch, dummy,” she said, propping herself on her elbows to look at me.

“Really? I didn’t know that,” I admitted.

“That’s because you’ve never paid any attention to me until recently. I guess it’s one of the advantages of working close by,” Mom smiled. She then pointed at my posters, “Why do you have so many girls up here?”

"Ha! It gives me a target," I joked.

“Yuck,” Mom laughed, lying down again, studying my posters.

She lay in silence for a while until she suddenly groaned. “Ugh, I don’t want to go back to work. I might call in sick.”

“Oh, look who’s talking now, Miss Naughty,” I teased.

She propped herself up on her elbows and looked at me, pretending to be sad and pouting her lip, “You won’t tell on me, will you? I’ll keep your secret... if you keep mine.”

“You’re taking a bigger risk than me. I’d get detention... you could lose your job,” I said.

“Hmmm, that’s true,” she agreed, then smiled at me wickedly. “But I can make it worth your while if you don’t tell on me for being bad.”

“Really?” I asked. She had my interest. Well, she always had my interest, but now I was really curious.

“I could spend the rest of the afternoon in your bed,” she offered, grinning.

What did that mean, I wondered. Whatever she had in mind, I was eager to find out. “Deal,” I agreed.

“Like you had a choice,” Mom said, grabbing her phone. “I’ll just text my boss and tell her I have a stomach ache.”

“You’re a naughty girl, Mom,” I commented.

Mom just smiled at me as she texted her boss and put her phone on my bedside table. She lay down and then lifted her butt to slide my blanket from under her and pulled it over her, up to her chin.

“Okay, I’m going to have a sneaky nap. You, keep it down,” she said, then turned over with her back to me. She lifted her head and looked back slightly in my direction, “And no getting any inappropriate ideas.”

"Umm, okay... good night then?" I puzzled. Was she serious? Mom was planning to spend the afternoon sleeping in my bed. But how would that make it worth my while?

"Oh, this won't do at all," she groaned, wriggling under the blanket. She pulled off her pants and threw them on the ground. I couldn't believe my eyes as she got comfortable in my bed, no longer wearing pants. Now, it was definitely worth it. Her not wearing any pants in my bed... well, that was definitely sexy. I knew it was a stretch, but I was content with the idea of her naked legs between my sheets.

I turned back to my game, and within a few minutes, I heard a gentle snore. Mom had fallen asleep. Strangely enough, I felt a fleeting moment of intimacy in that instant. I smiled to myself and continued playing. I briefly considered putting on some porn to see how Mom would react if she woke up to the sounds of sexy moaning, but decided against it. She would more likely scold me than get turned on.

Mom slept for a few hours and stirred just before 4 pm. She turned over, briefly surveying the room before her gaze landed on me, offering a sleepy smile. "Hello," she greeted drowsily.

I chuckled. "Hi. How was your sleep?"

"Mmm, very nice," she purred, sitting up and stretching. "I fucking love it in the afternoon!"

"I'll keep that in mind, Mom," I replied, smiling.

"I figured you would, honey," she replied, casually tossing the blanket aside. Upon noticing her bare legs, she spotted her pants on the floor beside the bed. With a shrug and a smile in my direction, she gracefully got out of bed. She bent down to pick up her pants, making no effort to cover herself. Her blouse, though long, parted slightly at the buttoned-up center, teasing a glimpse of her panty-covered crotch and her voluptuous thighs.

Pausing for a moment, she allowed me to admire her as she smiled knowingly. Finally, breaking the silence, she teasingly remarked, "Enjoying a little sneak peek, are we?"

I briefly met her gaze before deliberately returning my attention to her crotch, maintaining a playful grin. "Oh, absolutely!"

She shot me a look before continuing, "I think you lied when you claimed you lack confidence around girls. You seem just fine to me."

She was right. I did feel fine around her—no anxiety or impending panic attack, no stumbling over my words. I wasn't exactly a charmer, but I could at least put together a coherent sentence. Even without the upper hand I once held, I was still able to communicate like a normal person. Well, maybe only somewhat normal. After all, this was my mother, and in my mind, I wanted to seduce her.

"Well... with other girls, I'm just not confident at all. But with you, I don't feel any nervousness. I'm at ease with you... you're my mom!" I admitted.

"And yet, you can say those words while looking at me the way you are now, and it doesn't strike you as odd?" Mom questioned, raising an eyebrow.

"I mean, not as much as it probably should... actually, not at all," I responded, reflecting on her words.

She scrutinized me suspiciously as if she thought I was holding something back. Then, she smiled once again. "Well, this has been enjoyable! But I'll leave you to it."

She turned to leave the room, and my eyes immediately dropped to check out her delicious, round ass. Her underwear was pulled slightly up between her cheeks, leaving more for me to feast my eyes on. Her footsteps created just the perfect amount of jiggle, and I felt my dick twitching as I imagined burying my face in her ass and tasting her unadulterated delights.

"Mom!" I said. She turned, and I gestured to her ass. "Yummy!"

"Something to think about while you jerk off later," she smiled with a wink. 

I laughed, "I can't deny it."

She shook her head, feigning dissatisfaction, "Such a filthy young man."

"Oh, come on!" I said. "Don't pretend you haven't 'fingered' yourself while you thought of me."

"I haven't, actually," she smirked coyly.

"Well, I'm sure you will now," I suggested.

She winked at me, then left the room as she called back over her shoulder, "You never know."
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A few days later, it was Friday night, and Dad was hosting game night at our house. Game night usually involved about five of Dad's buddies, drinking, shouting, and indulging in Mom's attempt at catering. I use the term "attempt" because Mom would often join in the drinking and general ruckus, and by the time it came to serving the food, her attention to detail was somewhat lacking.

The night was filled with noise and excitement, and to my surprise, I stayed in the living room the entire time. I sat back with a few beers and watched the game unfold. Meanwhile, I noticed Mom quickly downing glasses of wine and, at one point, snuggling up to Dad on the couch. Towards the end of the match, I couldn't help but notice Mom lying back, her eyes closed, while Dad gave her a foot rub. It reminded me of a conversation we had a few weeks ago, where she mentioned that a good foot rub could easily win her over. I couldn't shake off the feeling of jealousy, knowing that, given the chance, Mom would soon be jumping Dad's bones.

Once the game ended, the alcohol had run dry. I felt a pleasant buzz from the drinks, and I was about to excuse myself to retreat to my room for some gaming when the guys started discussing going out for more drinks at their local bar. I could sense that Mom wasn't happy about it, as I saw her whispering into Dad's ear and running her hand up and down his chest. However, he shook his head and assured her it wouldn't be for long. Mom stormed off, greeted by a round of male bravado from Dad's friends.

Shortly after, they all left for town to continue their night of drunken revelry. I took the opportunity to tidy up the living room, ensuring there wouldn't be a mess to deal with in the morning, before making my way to my room to settle in.

While my PC was booting up, Mom entered my room and sat on the edge of my bed, clearly frustrated.

"You all good?" I asked.

"Not really. And fuck him!" chastised Mom.

I laughed. "Left you high and dry, huh, Mom?"

She glared at me, giving me those mock evils I've been seeing a lot from her lately. "No, honey, if I were dry, there wouldn't be a problem!" she complained.

I thought for a short moment. This is an opening if ever I knew one. How do I play this hand without being too eager and pathetic, yet letting Mom know what I had in mind. "Well, listen, if you're thinking of relieving some of that pressure by fingering yourself in the bathroom again, then at least remember to lock the door this time," I jested.

"Ugh! You little shit!" she scoffed. Then was thoughtful for a second, "Actually, a shower would do me wonders right now. I knew you had your uses, Son. Thanks"

She bounced to her feet and quickly left the room. Moments later, I heard the shower turn on in the bathroom. I tried to concentrate on my game, but instead, my imagination went wild with mental images of my mother soaping herself up in the shower. I shook my head, but it was no good, and already my dick had hardened in my pants. I imagined her soaping up those gorgeous tits, her nipples hard and poking into her hands as she squeezed them intimately. Or her plunging 3 or 4 fingers deep into her pussy as she thought about me fucking her brains out from behind. I soon had my dick in my hand as I jerked off to thoughts of my filthy mother.

I was really getting into it too, when the maddest thought popped into my head. Mom wanted me to catch her in the bathroom again! Now that I thought about it, the shower had turned off a couple of minutes ago, and she still hadn't exited the bathroom. What was she still doing in there?

I stuffed my dick back into my pants, and quietly, I made my way down the hallway, taking slow and cautious steps toward the bathroom. Standing outside the door, I strained my ears, hoping to catch any sound coming from within. Silence. With a cautious hand, I reached out and gently touched the doorknob. A brief hesitation seized me. I expected the door to be locked. After all, it was the last thing I had mentioned to her. 

The door will be locked, and I'll turn it into a joke, a playful "Haha! Just checking!" type of moment. I would then proceed with my obnoxiously loud and silly run down the hall like I did the last time the door was locked. Yes, that would be the game plan. Taking a deep breath, I firmly grasped the doorknob, turned it, and pushed the door open.

"ARGH!" I yelled loudly. It will forever always be my initial reaction.

"Damn it, Michael!" Mom growled as her legs snapped shut, trapping her hands between them.

Wait. What! It took me a second or two to take in the scene, but when I finally did, it really hit me. There was Mom, once again sitting on the toilet, leaning back in nothing but a black bra and panties as she fingered herself. It was the same scene as before when I had caught her. 

This time, though, with a rush of courage, I stepped inside. "Wo, Mom. Don't be so surprised. I told you to lock the door," I grinned as I casually closed the door behind me, locking it.

"Not that, you shit!" she chastised me. "You always scare me when you yell like that. It's annoying!"

"Oh, sorry," I apologized, smiling. I nodded my head, gesturing towards Mom's halted activities. "So I see you took my advice then."

Mom smirked back at me as her legs slightly parted, but her hands remained unmoving and hid her panty-covered crotch from my gaze. "No, I didn't," she purred. "You suggested I lock the door. I left it unlocked."

I openly admired her body as I looked her up and down. "And I'm glad you did," I complimented her.

I wasn't the only one doing the ogling, as I noticed Mom openly looking at the bulge in my pants. She licked her lips. "Listen, honey, you're quite obviously overdressed, and I was hoping to finish off what I started in here," she breathed, as one of her hands slowly ran up her stomach and the other began to rub between her legs over her panties. "So, how about we shed some of this tension."

Without hesitation, I pulled my tee-shirt over my head and shucked off my pants, only my tented boxer shorts remaining. I stood up straight, waiting for Mom's next move.

"You're so cute," she purred, spreading her legs and now openly rubbing her panty-covered mound while she gripped one of her breasts tightly with her other hand.

Fuck it, I'll take it! I let my boxers drop to my feet as I stood completely naked in front of my mother for the first time since I was a young boy. I wasn't a buff guy, in fact, I wasn't far off being described as scrawny with a fairly average size penis, and I almost felt self-conscious revealing my body to her right then.

But then she licked her lips again. "Yummy!" she purred, smiling devilishly as she eyed up my hard cock. "You know, there's just something sordidly naughty that you're so... boyish."

That oddly boosted my ego as I stood naked before her, reasonably confidently, awaiting her next instruction.

She rubbed between her legs with a bit more vigor, and she clenched her eyes shut as she gasped aloud, her body twitching with pleasure. She opened her eyes and smiled lustfully, "Jerk off for me."

I didn't hesitate. Inspired by the erotic display before me and the attention she was giving me, I took hold of my throbbing cock and eagerly began pumping away on my dick while I feasted on Mom's sensual display. Now I've jerked off a couple times before, but never before have I been able to make myself feel this damn good. My seriously sexy mother, my own damn mother, played with herself right there in front of me while I stroked away at my cock. I was just waiting to wake up from such a wonderful dream. I started to pick up the pace when I noticed Mom doing the same, and we both groaned in pleasure as we feasted our eyes on each other's bodies.

"Mom?" I said as I moved closer to her. She removed her gaze from my dick to look into my eyes quizzically. "Mom, show me your tits."

Her face suddenly turned ashen white, her eyes wide, as she again snapped her legs shut. "Shit!" she exclaimed, shaking her head as she bolted upright on the toilet and attempted to cover her near-nakedness with her hands. "What the fuck are we doing?"

My hand stopped dead still on my dick, which was deflating remarkably quickly. My face must have turned the deepest shade of red. "I thought..." I started.

"No!" Mom interrupted, standing and quickly wrapping herself in a large towel. "Goddamn it, what was I thinking?"

She fled from the bathroom, leaving me naked and foolish, my dejected penis flaccid and pathetic as I hung my head in shame. I slowly picked up my clothing and sheepishly made my way to my room, passing my parent's closed bedroom door.

All because I stupidly let my dick do my thinking and couldn't separate fantasy from reality.

In shame, I retreated to my room and sank onto the edge of the bed. My careless and foolish actions had singlehandedly ruined my relationship with my mother. The pit in my stomach twisted as I thought of the image she must have of me now. Disgusted with myself, I imagined her in her room, crying over my foolishness and blaming herself when really the fault was all mine.

I toyed with going to her room to explain but ultimately decided against it. Instead, I threw on a pair of boxer shorts and crawled under the covers, seeking solace in the darkness. Regardless, sleep was far from coming. For thirty minutes, I tossed and turned, shifting my gaze between the ceiling and the shadows around me. I was pathetic and revolting; how could I possibly face Mom after this? Should I move out? I couldn't imagine what would happen if she told Dad. I was doomed.

Suddenly, my bedroom door opened, and from the light in the hallway, I could make out my mother's silhouette as she entered my room, closing the door behind her. I didn't know what to expect as she moved across the room to my side of my bed.

"Mom, I'm sorry I..." I started.

"Shush!" she interrupted. "Don't talk."

Mom gently pulled back the blanket, revealing my nearly bare form. The soft glow of moonlight filtered through a small window above my bed, casting a gentle blue hue that allowed us to gaze into each other's faces. Wordlessly, she sought my consent, and I nodded in affirmation. Taking her place on the bed, she gracefully positioned herself above me, with one leg on either side of my waist. Wearing only a long t-shirt, the tantalizing warmth of her inner thighs brushed against my hips as she assumed her poised position above me.

Mom sat back, resting her butt on my thighs, then surprising me further, she reached for the waistband of my boxer shorts and pulled them down my waist. My dick, still embarrassed from earlier, lay soft between my legs as she reached for it and gently began to stroke some life into it.

I was taken aback by the unfolding events, not to mention my self-esteem had already taken a considerable blow, and I found myself unsure of how to process the situation. And yet, my mother was sitting on top of me and toying with my penis, something that I've wanted for weeks now. Just that thought alone was enough to ignite a spark that even my folly and bruised ego couldn't contain, and within seconds, I began to harden in my mother's hand. The blood rushed from my brain head straight down to my sex head, and a moment later, she was stroking up and down my hard, unadulterated, mother-loving cock. I imagined it was normal for a guy to lose all reservations and rational thought as soon as his dick is played with. As inexperienced as I was with sex, I wasn't about to let tonight's dreadfully awkward episode get in the way of getting some long-overdue loving. Especially from my mother!

Mom then surprised me again, beyond my wildest of dreams, as she knelt up and hovered above me. She was still holding my dick in her hand, and I suddenly felt the soft, wetness between her legs as she rubbed the head of my cock against her entrance. I held my breath as I tried my best not to move. I didn’t want a repeat of earlier when Mom came to her senses and stopped what we were doing. Then I felt it. The warm, velvety softness enveloping me as she lowered herself onto my lap, and I felt my dick slowly easing into her moist depths. I was finally inside a woman. And not just any woman, but my sweet and beyond fucking sexy mother. The warmth and softness, coupled with my mother's delightful moan, gave me the most incredible sensation that had my head spinning out like I was stupidly drunk.

She then began to move on top of me, up and down, her velvety pussy grasping around my shaft as I slid in and out of her. I was too stunned, too stupified, to move. Instead, I lay there unmoving, my arms limp at my sides as my mother deliciously bounced on top of me. I heard myself start to lightly moan, or was it whimper, which seemed to encourage Mom further as she began to pick up the pace. With each beautiful thrust downward, I felt myself buried deep inside her body, then as she would raise back up, her pussy clutched at my ridiculously hard cock, not wanting to let me go.

Being a virgin, I didn't have anywhere near enough experience to know any better, but I could tell Mom was a pro and knew how to use her body as an instrument, and I felt myself being sucked in deeper inside her with each thrust. The physical and mental sensations began to kick into overdrive as I felt that familiar tingling in my balls, a mere 2 minutes or so from when this started.

"Mom!" I exclaimed suddenly. "I'm gonna come!"

"Mmmhmm," she hummed as she started rocking faster above me, her pussy tightening around my cock even more.

Disappointed in my lack of sexual stamina, I felt my balls tighten, but instead of succumbing to the failure, I gave in to the unadulterated pleasure between my legs. I reached up, a hand on Mom's hip and the other on her shoulder, and then I pulled her down on top of me, gripping her soft body against my own. She replaced her bouncing with a delicious grinding on my dick, and she began moaning out loud as I finally started thrusting into her.

"Honey! Fuck me!" she cried out abruptly. "I'm coming!"

I was already there, and I gave her a couple more hard thrusts before slamming into her one final time as we ground our crotches roughly against each other. I moaned loudly as I came deep inside my very own mother's pussy, her heavenly body pressed against my own as I clutched at her obsessively. Mom then shuddered above me, moaning in pleasure, loud enough that I worried the neighbors would hear. I pulled her face down to mine and pressed my mouth against hers to muffle her cries, and she immediately pushed her tongue into my mouth. I reciprocated with my own tongue, and I kissed my mother for the first time as lovers while our bodies ground against each other. As we kissed passionately, I let my hands wander down her back, finally coming to rest on her ass, and I squeezed a succulent cheek in each hand.

As our orgasms died down, so did our passion, and Mom ended our kiss, opting for cuddling into my neck instead. I continued to hold her against me, my hands still resting on her butt, and I inhaled her scent deeply. She smelled of shampoo, apples I think, and I couldn't believe my luck to be holding her right then.

We lay silently, our breathing returning to normal, even if our mother-son relationship never will. A million thoughts ran through my head. I was both disappointed with my lack of staying power, yet proud to have given Mom her own orgasm. What would this mean going forward? Was Mom going to regret what we've done and keep me at arm's length from now? Or, was this the start of a new heavily sexual relationship where she just can't get enough of me and wants my cock inside her any chance she gets?

That last thought caused my dick to pulse with renewed life inside my mother. Her pussy squeezed tightly around my shaft in response, and I throbbed enthusiastically inside her.

"Michael!" Mom giggled.

I stayed silent as I started moving my hips again, using my hands on Mom's ass to move her body with my own. She moaned into my neck as I felt her hips slowly rise and fall, and soon, I was moving in and out of her again. Slowly Mom pulled herself off me, leaving just the head inside her, then I pushed back into her as I pulled her ass down into my lap. We repeated this several times, the lush squelching of our mingled juices and our steamy moans echoing loudly in the otherwise silent room. We soon picked up our tempo, and we were fucking again, but this time I was participating as I tried my best to make my mother feel good.

As we got into a good rhythm, Mom sat up again, stretching out sexily above me. She moved her body more sensually this time as I held her hips tight, loving the feel of her softness. She then reached down to the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it up and off in one fluid movement as her tits bounced deliciously on her chest, finally bared to me in the soft moonlight. I immediately reached up and cupped them, her full, softness spilling out around my hands. They felt magnificent!

Mom then leaned forward, dangling her breasts above my head. "Suck on mommy!" she beckoned, sensually.

I grabbed her breast with my left hand guiding it to my mouth, and sucked a thick, hard nipple between my lips. My other hand went back to her hip to leverage my movements as I continued to thrust in and out of her wet, sodden pussy. Mom fucked back at me harder as I continued to nurse at her breasts, returning to my origins within her body and never wanting to ever leave again.

Unfortunately, I once again felt my balls tightening. Like, what the actual fuck! Could I not last more than a few minutes? As I tried to concentrate on anything other than my dear mother's tight cunt wrapped deliciously around my dick, or the fact that my very naked mother already had a pussy full of my seed and was trying her hardest to get another load, or...

"Fuck!" I cried out again, my voice slightly muffled from being smothered by Mom's tits in my face. "I'm gonna come again."

"Yes, baby," Mom encouraged. "But not inside me this time."

She swung off me, turned, and grabbed hold of my cock once more as she barely missed a beat and continued to bring me to the brink of orgasm with her hand. 

"This time, I want you in my belly," she cooed, looking me in the eyes with a pure sexual deviance that set me off.

I cried out as she dipped her head down and took my cock deep into her mouth just in time to catch the first shot. She moaned around my dick as I shot my load into her mouth, her hand stroking me through my orgasm. I couldn't believe how good it felt as she sucked the cum out of my balls, not spilling a drop. As my orgasm neared its end, she started a more sensual sucking, gently milking the last of my come out of me.

She finally released my dick from between her lips with a pop and sat back up. She had an odd, satisfied smile as she looked down at me.

"Was it everything you hoped for?" she asked, smiling.

I was still trying to get my breath back and also mentally come to grips with what had just happened. Here was my mother, wait... my unbelievably sexy and naked mother, nonchalantly sitting next to me on my bed, her pussy and her belly full of her son's cum, asking me if it was everything I had hoped for.

"And more," I smiled back.

She laughed out loud, and I joined her, feeling much more relaxed now. It certainly helped break any of the awkwardness we should, by rights, be feeling right now. But it never came. No awkwardness, no regret.

From the moonlight creeping in through the window above my bed, I could look at her body. Her breasts were bigger than I thought, no longer hidden by her bra. They dropped a bit under their weight but still stood nice and high on her chest, the pink nipples large and suckable. Her slightly rounded belly with a bit of a sexy pouch just added to her mature beauty, along with her very womanly flared hips, between which I could just make out her bush. She looked wonderfully beautiful, and I immediately regretted not getting the opportunity to spend any time on her.

"Well, I'm glad you've now got it out of your system," she said, reaching for her t-shirt. "I better cover up before you try to go a third time."

She pulled her shirt back on, stealing away my stunning visuals, and then hopped off my bed to stand beside it, looking at me, smiling. "That was fun," she said, her more motherly expression that I'm most familiar with returning.

I enthusiastically nodded in agreement, "Shit yeah, it was!"

I noticed the sticky mess between my legs and shyly pulled my boxers back up to my hips to hide my nakedness, then sat up on the edge of my bed, looking up at Mom in all of her gorgeous glory. I was still light-headed and couldn't believe what had transpired here tonight. I had fucked my sexy as fuck mother. I even came inside her...

"Should we have used a condom?" I asked, mildly concerned.

"Well... probably yeah," she answered thoughtfully. "I mean, I'm not on any birth control because your father has been neutered... but it's kind of a safe time of month, so we should be okay."

I nodded naively, which she smirked at.

"Well..." she said thoughtfully. "I guess I better go before your father gets home."

"Okay," I replied. "... thanks, Mom."

She smiled, bending down towards me, "No, thank you!" She pressed her finger to my nose cutely. She turned and started to leave the room, and I admired how the shirt accentuated the crack of her delicious ass.

"What made you change your mind?" I asked as she got to the door.

She opened the door and then stood looking back at me thoughtfully. "We don't really need to discuss that..." she replied.

I nodded.

She turned to leave but stopped once more and looked back at me. "Were you a virgin?" she asked, smiling.

I feel like I blushed the deepest crimson and awkwardly looked at anything else to fix my gaze on, anything other than my mother.

"It's okay if you were, honey," she said sweetly.

I returned my gaze to her, then nodded, "Yeah... yeah, I was."

"Good!" she stated as a matter of fact. "It's a mother's job to teach her boy everything about being a man."

She winked at me, smiling, and then left the room, closing the door behind her.

I laid back on my bed, hands behind my head. I just had sex with my mother. What the fuck? And I performed like I imagine any virgin would, absolutely terrible. But she didn't seem disappointed, nor did she insinuate that this was a one-time thing. Imagine that, the devilishly devilsome prospect of having sex with my mother, on tap, in my own home. I'll never need to leave the house again. Unfortunately...
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The next week was hell. Life didn't just go and return to normal, our sinful act of incest forgotten, but we also weren't amidst a full blown affair. As usual, within this household, there was nearly always someone about, so we didn't get any alone time. But what opportunities we were rewarded with allowed us some flirtatious moments. Mostly naughty looks and winks, but there was also the occasional dialogue, mostly from myself, reminding Mom just how much I wanted to do to her.

By Friday, a week after we had sex, I had flirted myself into such a frazzled state that I couldn't think about anything else. My mother consumed all my thoughts, both waking and dreaming. I started to think that we would never be together again.

Then, that night, Mom had ordered in pizza for dinner. It was only about 6 pm by the time we were finishing up, and Mom started tidying up after us and rushing us to hurry up and finish.

"What's the hurry?" Dad managed to get out with his mouth full.

"Ugh! Don't talk with your mouth full, dear," Mom snapped. "I just want to tidy up because I'm leaving shortly, and I know that if I don't clean now, it'll still be sitting here tomorrow when I get home."

Dad frowned, a look of confusion spread across his face, "What? Where are you going tonight?"

"Seriously? I told you last week that I was going to stay at Rachel's tonight!" Mom said in apparent frustration. Rachel is Mom's best friend who lived an hour or so away.

"Oh..." Dad said. He obviously couldn't remember. He looked at me, "Well, looks like we might be hanging out tonight then, mate."

"Ahh, no," Mom cut in quickly before I could say anything. "Michael is going to be driving me. I've arranged for him to have a little date with Rachel's daughter."

Mom ruffled my hair childishly. "It's going to be so cute," she cooed. This was obviously all news to me.

"Ah yes, what's her name...?" Dad chirped up, in obvious excitement that I might actually be going out with a girl. "Is it Brenda... no, Briana...?"

"It's Celeste," Mom shot him down, then looked at me. "Come on, I want to leave soon as it takes about an hour to get there, and you're not even showered. Hurry up, please, Michael."

Oof! "Sure, sure," I said. My head was in such a state that I just wanted to get out of the dining room before I said something I shouldn't. I was so confused. Was Mom actually pimping me out, or did she have other plans? Either way, the longer I remained in that room, the more likely it would be that I put my foot in it so quickly made my exit.

I left Mom and Dad to what sounded like bickering and went and showered as instructed. To keep up appearances, I dressed as if I was going on a date, then went to see if Mom was ready to leave. I laughed when I saw her as she had changed into super casual clothing, just black stockings and an oversized grey sweater.

"You don't think you're a bit overdressed there, Mom?" I joked.

"No, honey, I'm not the one going on a date tonight," she replied, smiling. "I'm planning on pre-loading on some tacky wine, which is why I have you driving us there. Us girls are then getting stupidly drunk while we watch soppy rom-coms and binge on junk food."

"Don't go overboard, honey," Dad said. "Otherwise, you'll end up in bed all of tomorrow hungover with a headache."

"That's the idea," Mom smirked. "I'm going to make the most of it. That's what weekends are for. Also, I have my own personal driver."

Mom smiled sweetly at me, "You look wonderful, Michael. Very dashing. You'll need to bring an overnight bag. We're staying the night after all."

"Righto!" I left to pack in my room. I wasn't quite sure how I was meant to act. On the one hand, I had the super exciting feeling that this was all just a show, and Mom and I were about to get some alone time finally. On the other, Mom could actually be pairing me up with someone I've never met. So, the blind date option was the act I put on.

"Make sure you've got the essentials," she called after me.

––––––––
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We left soon after, and I was disappointed Mom insisted we take the runaround car rather than her car, which was far nicer to drive. Probably because Mom knows I'm not the strongest driver and didn't want to risk me damaging hers.

"So, where are we actually going?" I asked as we pulled out of the house and began our journey.

Mom flashed me a devilish grin, "Well, we're definitely not going to my friend's house for the night, that's for sure. We're going to have to stop at the store, though. We need supplies."

I was brimming with excitement, far beyond words. Mom had gone to great lengths, fabricating a story that no parent could possibly believe, just to secure some precious alone time for us. This unexpected gesture demonstrated that she might be just as enthusiastic about this adventure as I am.

When we arrived at the store, we leisurely explored the aisles, picking up some light snacks and a few bottles of champagne. Mischievously, Mom led us to the cosmetics and personal care section, where she slyly seized a box of condoms from the shelf. With a suggestive smile, she placed the packet in my hand and sent me off to purchase it separately. Sheepishly, I complied, feeling a delightful mix of embarrassment and anticipation. Fortunately, the store featured self-service checkouts, preventing me from drawing any attention as I swiftly completed the transaction. I retreated to the car and spent a few minutes deep in thought, pondering the entire situation, until Mom returned, carrying a couple of shopping bags.

"Right, one for the road," she said, buckling up in the passenger seat. She held a bottle of champagne and popped it open, ready to indulge. "You gotta head north out of town, and we better make it snappy."

"Why the rush, Mom," I teased, smirking. "It's not like we've got anything important to get to."

"Well, I think you know that's not true," she hinted, her mischievous smile lighting up the car. Fuck! I could just melt at that smile. "But, if you would rather go back home and play your silly little video games, be my guest."

"Nah, we can do your thing," I agreed, reaching over to rest my hand on Mom's thigh. "I have a feeling whatever you have planned will be absolutely incredible."

"Same here," she beamed. Her gaze traveled from my hand on her thigh to meet my eyes. "Don't you go getting any ideas, Mister."

"Oh, I wouldn't dare," I replied. Of course, I would, but at the same time, Mom has been keeping her hands to herself and, other than a few naughty looks, has been acting rather coy.

And yet, my nerves were tugging at all the wrong places in my brain. Deep down, I knew that my sweet mother had orchestrated this ruse with Dad just to get us out of the house to have some time together. However, reservations started creeping in, and my palms grew sweaty against the steering wheel.

Come on, don't be a pussy! I repeatedly thought to myself, trying to muster some courage.

We left town and followed the northbound highway, passing a few neighboring towns. After about 50 minutes of driving, Mom instructed me to take a left turn off the main highway. Eventually, we arrived at a motel just outside Pinedale, a slightly smaller town than our own. The motel seemed decent enough, and the distant views of the local mountain ranges hinted at a potentially pleasant stay.

Come on, don't be a pussy!

Mom went to the reception to collect the room key while I unpacked the car. She had already reserved the room a few days ago, but because she used her credit card, I had to pretend that the room was for me and what's her name. Mom returned to the car with a confident saunter, effortlessly twirling the key card between her fingers with a flourishing skill I never knew she possessed. God, she just oozed deliciousness.

Come on, don't be a pussy!

Once inside the room, I dropped the bags and closed the door while Mom inserted the key card to activate the lights, promptly setting them to a dim setting. The room was pleasant, with a spacious bed in the center and a spa bath tucked into one corner. It even had a small kitchenette for cooking and a separate bathroom.

"I could get used to this," I admitted, standing there expectantly while Mom sorted through the bags.

Come on, don't be a pussy!

Mom opened a bottle of bubbles and took a swig, not bothering with a glass. She passed me the bottle, and I did the same, the wine was sweet and easy to drink. We stood, waiting for the other to say or do something. Anything. The situation of a mother and her son sneaking away from their family home for sex obviously weighing heavily on our thoughts. This just isn't something the human spirit is equipped to handle, yet here we were, about to jump into the fires of sin, and premeditated at that. I mean, you just cannot get any more premeditated than a mother booking a motel, of all things, for a night of fucking her son.

"Well, this is awkward," Mom smirked.

Come on, don't be a pussy!

Mom grabbed the bottle back off me and took another long drink. She had already smashed back a whole bottle on our way here, so she likely already has a good buzz.

"Come on, don't be a pussy!"

"I beg your pardon," Mom laughed. "I get the feeling your inner voice is trying to give you some advice."

Fuck! Had I actually said that out loud? Oh well, here goes...

I stepped forward, grabbed the bottle from her hand, and took a long drink. Then, placing my left hand on Mom's hip, I pulled her tightly into me. She yelped cutely, but before she could say anything, I kissed her.

She moaned gently into my mouth, followed closely by her tongue as she put her arms around my neck and pulled me closer. My inexperience in kissing didn't seem to hinder Mom one bit as she pressed her body against mine, our lips refusing to part. Her tongue, God, her soft wet tongue, dueling with my own as I noticed for the first time that I was rock hard, and not only that, Mom was pushing herself against it.

Mom broke our kiss apart, her lips smacking against mine as we parted, and she grabbed the bottle back off me, all smiles. She drank the remainder of the sweet liquid in one go, some of the wine dripping out the corner of her mouth and down her chin. She smiled deliciously as she wiped her chin with the back of her hand.

"I'm going to open another bottle," she purred. "You decide what you want to do with your old mom now that you've got me all alone, all to yourself."

I admired her gorgeous ass as she bent over to retrieve another bottle from the grocery bags, and I knew I just had to bury my face in there as soon as possible.

I took a deep breath, mustering up some confidence, then trying hard to keep my voice steady, I asked, "Do you remember a few weeks ago? You asked me if I could do anything before the night was out, what would it be?"

Mom popped the bottle open, then thought for a moment before grinning naughtily, "Oh yes, I remember." She took a drink and then passed me the bottle, which I accepted gladly. "You wanted to eat Mommy's pussy from behind because of, and I quote, dat ass! Is that about right?"

The blood rushed straight to my dick, making it even harder, which made the alcohol go straight to my head, and I suddenly felt dizzy. I just couldn't believe those words came out of my mother's mouth... her juicy, kissable mouth.

I laughed, really just taking a moment to compose myself internally, then had another drink. I scratched my forehead, feigning bashfulness, then chuckled, "Exactly that, yeah."

Mom chewed on her bottom lip alluringly, her eyes beaming. She turned and crawled onto the bed, then leaning forward, she pushed her round butt into the air. Her stockings were tight against her ass, almost transparent, the outline of her white underwear drawing my gaze down between her legs where her full pussy awaited me, enticing me.

Keeping her head low and ass up, Mom looked back at me amorously and cooed, "Come eat Mommy's pussy, baby."

If anything made this moment more delectable was Mom referring to herself as Mommy. It really hammered home the immorality of the sin and the crime of such a taboo union of a mother and her son committing incest. And fuck was I committed!

I stepped forward and, kneeling behind my mother, placed my hands on her hips. I guided my hands over her behind and legs, feeling her softness through the smooth gossamer nylons. Her ass was the absolute holy grail, and if I had the time, I could have stayed worshipping that heavenly butt all night. Instead, I leaned forward and gave her left ass cheek a quick bite, eliciting a cute yelp from Mom.

I reached up and, pushing her sweater up her back, I saw the pale skin of her lower back come into view, surprised that she had worn so little to leave the house. She threw on pantyhose and a sweater over top of her underwear with the simplest of black flat slip-on shoes. When I first saw the ensemble at home, I thought it was the most folksy outfit she could have worn. Now, I don't recall ever seeing anything sexier worn by any woman.

"I appreciate you admiring my butt, honey," Mom flirted, looking over her shoulder at me. "But I've been so wet all week, and I desperately want your tongue in me. Now!"

I smiled at her, and, reaching up, I grabbed the top of her stockings and pulled them down her ass, her underwear included. Her gorgeous, large white ass cheeks were bared to me, and between her legs was her very moist, completely bald pussy, just begging to be kissed. The lack of hair between her legs was a surprise as she had a bit of a bush last week. I felt embarrassed to look at her up so closely, especially her asshole, which was winking back at me. I was embarrassed yet so very excited, this being the first pussy I'd had in my face, and I immediately felt intoxicated by her heady scent.

"You shaved?" I queried, running my fingertips lightly over her pouty, wet lips.

She shuddered at my touch. "I did," she breathed. "I liked that you don't have a lot of hair down there. How smooth you feel... I thought I would be the same for you."

Oh, God! I buried my face in her ass, my tongue plunging straight into her pussy. Mom moaned loudly as I started licking all over her mound. Never having done this before, I thought about what I'd seen in porn and did my best to imitate that. She was dripping wet, and her juices tasted indescribably good. I wanted more of her as I tried to push my tongue deep inside my mother.

Porn recommended I should concentrate on her clit, and having a fair idea what I was looking for, I ran my tongue through her delicious folds until I felt a bit of a nub, and when Mom abruptly moaned... I knew I had it. I grabbed hold of her ass with both hands and went to town, licking her pussy with extreme enthusiasm. Mom continued encouraging me with her moans of pleasure and the occasional shaking of her ass in my face. It boosted my confidence to know that I was helping Mom feel good while I had a wonderful time eating her dripping, wet cunt - it was a win/win as far as I was concerned.

"Oh, baby! You're making Mommy feel so good with your tongue," she purred. "Keep eating my pussy, baby. Keep eating Mommy's wet fucken pussy!"

My dick throbbed uncomfortably in my pants in reaction to my mother's words. The juxtaposition of my fairly respectable mother that gave birth to and raised me compared to this lewd woman bent over with her ass in the air while begging for her son to eat her pussy; well, it was like chalk and cheese. And I fucking loved it!

Without missing a beat, Mom knelt up, and reaching behind her, she grabbed the bottle of wine from the bedside table. She had a drink, then to my surprise, she reached back, and, holding the bottle over her butt, poured champagne down the crack of her ass. The golden liquid ran over her asshole and pussy, then straight into my mouth. What wine I didn't catch on my tongue ran down Mom's thick inner thighs and eventually soaked into the pantyhose still halfway down her legs.

I feverishly lapped at her cunt to get all of the champagne left on her, following the trail upwards, and suddenly, I was licking her asshole. Mom moaned loudly at this, and it enlivened me to continue as I enthusiastically ran my tongue up and down the crack of her ass. I couldn't believe I was doing something so dirty with my mother, who seemed to be enjoying it as much as I was, and the inner pervert in me encouraged me further as I buried my tongue as far into her asshole as I could.

"Oh fuck, baby! You're such a dirty boy!" Mom breathed. "Put your fingers in me too, honey. Finger Mommy, and lick my ass."

Not wanting to disappoint, I kept my tongue buried in her ass, and reaching up, I rubbed her clit for a moment. Mom wiggled her butt at me, and I pushed a finger into her pussy. Mom exhaled in pleasure as I felt around inside my mother's cunt inquisitively, then I eased a second finger in.

"Mmm," she moaned as she pushed her ass back against my invading fingers and tongue. "Finger fuck me, baby. Hard and fast!"

I started pumping my fingers into her as I ran my tongue all over her stunning ass. Her moans, and the wet squelch of her pussy, echoed throughout the motel room as I tried my hardest to make my mother feel good.

She suddenly fell forward, and my fingers sadly slipped out of her. She turned on the bed to look back at me, a naughty grin playing across her face as I looked back at my almost unrecognizable mother. "Get undressed, baby," she beamed, smiling sexily at me. "I think your cock wants some attention."

She was correct, of course. My dick felt like it would burst as it throbbed agonizingly, and my pants suddenly felt two sizes too small. I jumped to my feet and started to remove my clothes. I watched Mom keenly as she pushed her stockings and panties down and off her gorgeous shapely legs, then pulled her sweater over her head. And then there she was in all her mature glory, radiating a glow of unbridled sexuality, completely naked except for a plain white bra that immaculately held her large breasts high on her chest. She was an absolute vision of perfection.

"Fuck, Mom!" I gasped, absolutely bewildered by my dumb luck. "You're so goddamn gorgeous!"

She giggled girlishly, "Come on, get on the bed."

I climbed on, and Mom guided me to lay back. I was completely naked and lay on my back, waiting expectantly as she gently ran the fingers of her left hand up and down my stomach and chest. As she had pointed out, I'm not all that hairy, even for my age, and what hair I did have was quite fair, so didn't really show up. That coupled with my relatively scrawny frame, and you could really say that I looked more boyish than I did manly. To be honest, if it weren't for Mom seemingly liking what I had on offer, I would be feeling extremely self-conscious right now.

Mom looked at my face and winked, smiling, "Let's have some fun."

She knelt up and threw a leg over my chest, and I was greeted with another delicious view of her freshly shaved and puffy pussy hovering over my face. She then sat back, my tongue on the ready as I once again lapped up her thick juices, her musky taste an effusive liquor that I was quickly coming to crave. I held her ass with both hands as I flicked my tongue repeatedly over her clit, garnering some sweet moans from my mother.

I felt a hand wrap around my pulsing cock as Mom started to stroke me up and down, and it was all I could do not to shoot off right there and then. Even though I hadn't been touching myself, it already felt like I was on the verge of coming even before Mom had touched me - so this was going to be awkward.

I removed my mouth from Mom's pussy and gasped, "Mom! I don't think I'll be able to hold on... like at all." Fuck this is embarrassing.

"Yes, baby," Mom exulted. "Come for me."

She leant forward over me, and I suddenly felt her warm, wet mouth envelop me right down to the base. I had built up way too much excitement and just exploded immediately the moment I felt Mom sucking on me, and I let out a loud sigh as I came in her wonderful mouth. I buried my tongue in Mom's pussy again as I shot jet after jet down her throat. She moaned adoringly as her lips fastened at the base of my dick, swallowing my entire load deep into her belly.

"Yummy!" Mom purred. "Don't worry about coming quickly, baby. The more come you can give me, the happier I'll be. Just make sure you stay nice and hard for Mommy."

On Mom's advice, my dick indeed did remain nice and hard. Mom kept sucking on me as I continued to kiss and lick every part of her that I could reach from this position. As she leaned forward to kiss and suck on my balls, I placed a finger on her asshole and wriggled it around. She shook her butt at me, which I took as an invitation, and pushed my finger into her ass. Mom sighed appreciatively as she nuzzled into my crotch, kissing and licking me all over as I fingered her ass and ate her pussy. I was in heaven as she let me have my way with her.

I was hoping I could give Mom her own orgasm, but she suddenly rolled off me and sat upright. Her hair was a little disheveled, and she had a bit of a glassy look in her eyes. She leaned forward, "Put a condom on so I can fuck you!"

"God, yes!" I responded excitedly and rolled off the bed. I rummaged frantically through the shopping bags, looking for the condoms. I thought I had put them in one of the bags when I brought everything inside, but maybe I had left them in the car. "Do we really need them, Mom? I can't find them."

Mom grabbed the almost empty bottle of wine and finished it off, then stood it upright on the bed. "Remember last week when I told you it was my safe week? Well, right now, we're in my very unsafe week," she grinned naughtily at me as she stroked up and down the neck of the bottle. "If you don't find those condoms, then the only thing fucking me tonight is this bottle."

"FOUND THEM!" I loudly exclaimed as I held up the box. Although I would just love to watch my mother fuck herself with a wine bottle, I wanted it to be my dick inside her more so.

Mom clapped her hands together eagerly, "Well, hurry up and get one on, then get your cute butt back over here."

I tore through the box hurriedly and got a condom out of its individual wrapper. Funnily enough, I've practiced putting on a condom - pathetically, I've practiced this a lot, and I quickly rolled it down my shaft and then rocketed onto the bed. Yeah, I was probably acting a touch more immature than I should be, given the situation and especially given who I was with. But, fuck it if I didn't really care at this point with my excitement levels this high through the roof.

Mom pushed me down onto my back and straddled my hips. She reached between our legs and, grabbing hold of my cock gave it a firm squeeze, seductively smiling as we locked eyes. "I've been waiting all week to have you back inside me, son," she purred.

She placed the head of my dick at her entrance, then holding her breath, she started lowering herself down on me. We both moaned as I felt her velvety softness sucking me inside her, and impatiently, I pushed myself up into her to the hilt. Mom yelped at the sudden intrusion, then chuckled at herself as she leaned forward and kissed me passionately.

"Fuck Mommy, baby!" she breathed.

"Oh, God!" I groaned.

I pushed into Mom just as she pushed down on me, and our bodies slapped together deliciously. As we both let out gasps and moans of pleasure, we got into a good rhythm, and I reached down to grab Mom's ass tightly, pulling her down harder onto me with each upwards thrust. Being the expert fucker that Mom was, she would bounce her round ass back up like she was flicking her tail, then allow me to pull her back down again as I pushed my cock deep into her juicy cunt. Mom moaned into my mouth with each thrust as we refused to part our lips from each other. We sucked, licked, and kissed wildly at each other as we tried our hardest to become one.

Finally, Mom pulled back just enough to look into my eyes. "You're fucking me so good, baby," she gushed. "I fucken love your hard young cock fucking me... fucking Mommy's dirty cunt!"

"Mom!" I groaned. "It's so hot hearing you talking so naughty."

Mom sat upright on me, and instead of bouncing, she started grinding against me instead. "You like that, baby?" she purred as she smiled sexily down at me. "You like Mommy being all naughty for you? Being a naughty slut for her son?"

"Fuck yes!" I moaned, reaching up to play with her bra-covered tits as they jiggled enticingly above me.

"Tell me, baby," she sighed, closing her eyes and pressing her clit down hard against my pelvis. "Tell me what you like the most."

"That you're my mother," I answered quickly and honestly.

"Mmm," she moaned. "I love that I'm your mother too, baby. I love being your slut mommy."

She opened her eyes, and, smiling down at me, she leaned forward, holding up her weight with her hands on my chest as she started to bounce her ass up and down on top of me. "I love that looking down at you, I see my son, the little boy I gave birth to all those years ago... now grown up and back inside his mother where he belongs. It's so bad... and wicked, and I'll probably go straight to hell for this, but I don't care. Fucking you is such a nasty fucken turn-on that I want nothing more than to be your slut and make you feel good."

I felt my balls tightening with her admission. Realizing how into this affair my mother was only heightened my own lust for her. Attempting to play it cool, I responded, "I just like your titties, Mom."

Mom laughed, then nibbling on her bottom lip sexily, she sat upright again, reaching behind her back and swiftly unclasping her bra. She expeditiously yanked away her last item of clothing, her tits bouncing free to fall triumphantly upon her chest. The large pink nipples, hard with her excitement, just begged to be chewed on, and my mouth watered as I felt my cock throbbing deep inside her. My beyond sexy, curvaceous, and fully naked mother was riding me, and for a brief moment, I thought it couldn't get any better than this. But then Mom gave me a wink, and using both hands, she lifted her right breast, then, tucking her chin down into her chest, licked her own nipple.

"Holy! Fuck!" I exclaimed as my jaw dropped.

Mom just giggled, then after licking all over her nipple, she drew it between her lips, her cheeks slightly hollowing as she sucked on her tit. She continued to grind her pussy hard on my cock as she suckled on her nipple, every so often alternating between breasts. I knew I wouldn't last much longer, but I gave myself an imaginary high-five for at least lasting twice as long as my last disastrous efforts at having sex.

Her overwhelming sexuality was too much for me, and I felt myself quickly reaching my threshold. "I'm coming! Fuck, you're so hot, I'm coming!" I cried out stupidly.

Mom released the fat nipple from between her lips and, leaning forward, started bouncing her ass on my cock again, her cunt tightening around me, sucking me deeper inside her. "Yes, baby! Come for Mommy!" she demanded.

I grabbed hold of her wide hips tightly, and with a cry, I pulled her down into my lap and came deep inside my mother, the thin condom the only thing protecting Mom's womb from my young, potent seed. As I fired off inside her, Mom pressed her nakedness flat against my own and continuing to grind vigorously into my lap, she kissed me with rousing passion.

Eventually, my orgasm died down, and with an exhilarating sigh, Mom rolled off me and cuddled into me, kissing my chest. "Mmm," she purred. "That was wonderful, honey. And you lasted much longer too."

Yeah, I was pretty happy with myself. Even though Mom did most of the work, I stayed hard and gave her something to fuck. In fact, I was still hard. "Would you like to go again?" I asked, slightly cocky with my young horniness bolstering me up.

Mom excitedly squealed as she sat up. "Yes, please," she chirped. "But seeing as you should be able to hold off from coming for a bit longer this time, I'd love to feel you inside me without a condom... just for a little bit..."

"Are you sure that's a good idea," I asked.

"Oh, it'll be fine," Mom muttered as she reached over me, and grabbing the condom at both the base and the tip, she slowly pulled it off me, careful not to let any leak out. She looked down at my still hard dick, with some of the messy remains of my orgasm still evident, and she shook her head. "This, however, will not be fine. We need to clean you up first."

It was odd that it felt like she was fussing over me, being completely momsy for the first time tonight. That didn't last long, however, as although I had assumed she would get a warm washcloth or something, she instead surprised me by taking my gooey cock back into her mouth. I took a deep breath as she again sucked on me, then occasionally using her tongue to lick up and down the shaft and especially where my come had pooled around the base. Although my dick was starting to feel a little sensitive, it was no less pleasurable, and she was beginning to make me feel really good with that exquisite mouth of hers.

Once satisfied that I was clean, Mom sat up smiling, saliva dribbling down her chin, which she wiped with the back of her hand. She then laid back and, spreading her legs wide, beckoned me forward, "Come fuck me, baby. Get between Mommy's legs and fuck me good."

My cock was right back to full hardness as if I hadn't even come at all. Mom was an absolute vision of perfection as she welcomed me back inside her, this time without a condom. As I crawled up between her legs, I couldn't help diving in to give her pussy another tonguing, and she squealed in delight as she squirmed her ass into the bed. As I ate her, I looked up her body between the swell of her tits and got a kick from seeing my mother close her eyes in pleasure as I licked away at her hard little clit.

While lapping away at her dripping cunt, Mom picked up the used condom full of my come from off the bed. Dreamily, she held it up above her head and, opening her mouth, she emptied the contents onto her tongue as she moaned delightfully. This woman was insatiable, and I crawled up between her legs as she reached down to help guide my cock back inside her. She was so wet that I pushed the entire length of my cock deep into her pussy in one hard thrust.

"Yess," Mom hissed as her legs wrapped around my back, pulling me deeper inside her. She opened her eyes and looked deep into my own as she licked her lips. "Fuck me, Michael! Fuck Mommy good and hard!"

And I did. I pulled back, my cock almost coming out, then thrust back into Mom hard. She groaned loudly each time I pushed deep into her, and I reveled in the feeling of her sucking pussy as I felt her clamp down on me with each thrust. As I lost myself in the pleasure of being inside my mother's body, my thrusts became less controlled and more frantic until, eventually, I was pumping away on top of her quickly. She used her feet on my ass to help pull me into her, and as I flattened out on top of her, I grabbed her shoulders with both hands to really slam into her hard with each thrust.

"Oh, fuck!" she cried out. "Fuck me harder, baby. Screw Mommy's dirty cunt real good!"

"Mom!" I moaned. "Fuck, you feel so fucking good!"

"You too, baby," she breathed. "I love your big hard cock filling Mommy's pussy up as you fuck me so nicely!"

I loved the feeling of her nakedness pressed against my own, her big tits flattened against my chest, as I slammed my pelvis into her roughly. The heat of my mother's sucking pussy was a burning reminder of the sordid act we were engaging in as I felt like my mother was attempting to consume me, cock first, back into her body. We were both covered in sweat from our animalistic bonding, joined sexually like no mother and son ever should, yet it felt like this was the most natural thing in the world.

Soon, however, I once again felt my balls tighten as my third orgasm was quickly approaching. "Mom, I'm gonna come again," I warned, panting between breaths.

"Not yet, baby. Just a bit longer," Mom breathed as she let her legs fall from around my hips, spreading wide open, wantonly. She then reached down and, grabbing my ass, pulled me deeper with each thrust.

I closed my eyes as I attempted to imagine anything else other than the delicious woman underneath me as my cock continued to piston in and out of her juicy cunt. Anything to take my mind off of her tits pressed against my chest, or the way she wriggled her hips to meet each of my thrusts inside her, or each of her sweet moans of perverse indulgence.

"Baby!" Mom cried out suddenly. "I'm gonna come, keep fucking me, Michael. Make Mommy come with your big hard cock!"

For a moment, I optimistically thought I could help Mom reach her orgasm, then pull in time to come all over her tits, so I doubled down on fucking her as hard as possible. Unfortunately, her pussy had other ideas as she deliciously clamped down tight around my cock, and I suddenly realized I wouldn't last even a few more seconds.

"Oh fuck, Mom! I'm gonna come!" I cried out, a last-ditch effort to warn her that I wouldn't be able to hold back any longer.

"Ohh, I'm coming too, baby! I'm coming too!" she gasped aloud, then she once again wrapped her legs around me, locking me into place inside of her. "Come inside me, baby."

"Mom? Are you sure?" I breathed.

"Yes, baby. Oh God, yes!" Mom moaned. "Give Mommy all of your come, baby. I want your seed deep in my pussy, deep in my belly. Oh fuck, I'm coming!"

Mom gripped me roughly, her nails clawing into my back as she cried out loudly, her body shuddering in a thunderous release. I slammed my cock deep into her with one final thrust and came hard, my seed pouring forth deep into Mom's unprotected womb. As I filled her belly with my hot load, I kissed her passionately, our tongues dueling as we moaned breathlessly into each other's mouths. We ground our groins against one another, reaching a peak of sexual pleasure and release as our bodies shook against each other. Eventually, both of our orgasms began to subside, and as Mom released her grip around me, I suddenly noticed how sweaty our bodies were while I rested on top of her.

I lay on my mother, catching my breath as my still-hard cock throbbed inside her body. Mom moaned softly to herself as she slowly ran her fingertips up and down my back. I turned my head and nuzzled into her neck, her hair sticking to her skin in a sweaty, hot mess.

Eventually, she gave my ass a quick tap. "Up, up," she beckoned breathlessly, her tone motherly. "I need to get my breath."

I reluctantly rolled off of her, my dick slipping from her oozing pussy with a loud squelch, and lay back beside her as we both panted, exhausted. "My God, Mom!" I huffed. "That was so fucking amazing... you are so amazing!"

"Well, honey, your old mom likes to think she is a lady in the streets and a whore between the sheets," Mom giggled, nudging me with her motherly hip. She then rolled over, facing me, and looking down, she grabbed hold of my cock, giving it a playful squeeze. "I can't believe you're still hard... do you think you can go again?"

"Of course I can," I smiled proudly.

"Good boy," Mom cooed, leaning in to give me a wet, passionate kiss.

"Do you want me to put on a condom?" I asked.

"No, baby," she purred, rolling on top of me. She then sat up, grabbed hold of my dick, and aimed it at her dripping pussy as she sunk down on it in one fell swoop, bottoming out right into my lap. "The only place I want your delicious come is deep inside Mommy's cunt. Do you think you can manage that, honey?"

I gripped her soft hips tightly as she began to gently rock up and down on me, and as wonderful as her juicy pussy felt wrapped around my cock, I still put up one last rational objection, "But what if you get pregnant?"

Mom picked up the pace above me. "Mmm, yes," she purred, then fell forward, pressing her body against mine as her ass bounced up and down on my cock. She looked into my eyes, her own a deep, dark well of seduction. "Keep fucking Mommy, baby. Fuck your mother over and over... give me all of that potent seed right into Mommy's womb. Make Mommy pregnant, baby."

"Oh, Mom!" I moaned as I pushed up into her, meeting her movements with a thrust of my own.

"Will you still want to fuck me, even when my belly is big and round with our baby?" she breathed.

"Fuck yes!" I moaned.

"And will you feed on Mommy's milk, like a good boy?" she cooed, and sitting up a little, she held her left breast in her hand and guided it to my mouth. I moaned my approval as I buried my face in her flesh, sucking her thick, rubbery nipple between my lips. She groaned delightfully above me as I sucked, licked, and chewed on the tit she was holding up for me to feed upon, all the while bouncing her ass on my cock.

We stayed like this for a bit longer, enjoying each other with less urgency this time. Every so often, Mom would pull her nipple from my lips only to hold up her other breast to me, which I would lecherously suck into my mouth. Mom suddenly stopped and rose up off of me. She turned into the reverse cowgirl position and again sat on me, my dick sinking into her luscious depths. This is how I came for a fourth time, deep inside my mother's body as she herself orgasmed, bouncing her ass vivaciously in my lap.

We finally broke away from each other to take a break. We decided a nice bubble bath was in order, and while we waited for the spa to fill up, we opened the last bottle of champagne and snacked on fruit, cheese, and crackers. There was barely any resemblance to my mother, whom I had known all my life. Instead, here was this marvelously beautiful, mature woman, giggling away charmingly as I did my best to impress her with my impressions of my twin sister in the mornings.

We then soaked in the spa, drinking the champagne from flutes rather than straight from the bottle this time. The jets and the bubble bath obscured Mom's body from my desiring gaze. It was the first time I couldn't feast on her nakedness in the last couple of hours, and I already missed it. In saying that, even the top of her chest, her neck, and the way her hair, roughly tied into a bun atop her head, framed her beautiful face had me hard once again. I soon had her bent over the side of the bath as I ate her ass. She then amazingly did the same to me, which I absolutely loved.

Unable to hold back any longer, I pulled her out of the bath, and without even drying off, I pushed Mom forward, bending her over the bed, and sank my cock deep into her pussy from behind. Mom moaned loud and often as she begged me to fuck her harder, and I gripped her hips roughly, pounding into her as hard as I could muster. We both came together this way, Mom helping herself along with a hand between her legs, crudely rubbing her clit to orgasm as I pumped yet another load of virile young sperm deep into her belly.

We collapsed on the bed, and without any reprieve, we continued to make out as we got more comfortable on the bed. We spent the next hour or so just leisurely kissing and touching, taking our time to explore and pleasure each other. I spent time just kissing and licking every inch of my mother's body, giving particular attention to her gorgeous ass. When it was her turn to do me, she had me reeling as she was licking and biting my nipples while I jerked off. She really surprised me when she dipped her fingertip into the precum that was pooling on the head of my cock, and, getting her finger nice and slippery, she pushed it into my ass. As she fingered my ass, she kept her mouth secured to my nipple, biting every so often, and I was torn between enjoying these new sensations and the conflict of whether I should even like this. When she took her finger out of my asshole and sucked it into her mouth, I no longer cared what I was or wasn't meant to enjoy and moaned aloud as she got her finger wet again and returned to fucking my ass with it. She did this a few times, sucking on the finger that had just been up my ass, and I went to town on my cock, no longer caring how tender and sensitive it was feeling.

Suddenly Mom rolled onto her back beside me, and, throwing her hands between her legs to play with her cunt she moaned, "Sit on my face. I want to lick your asshole again."

Although feeling a little self-conscious, I didn't hesitate, and facing Mom's feet, I knelt above her face, one knee beside her head, as I balanced the rest of my weight on my other foot. She grabbed my hip and pulled me downwards, and then felt the incredible, wet sensation of her tongue on my asshole. She moaned as she reached between her legs again and played with her deliciously sodden pussy as she tongued my ass. I gripped my hard cock in a tight fist and jerked off as I started grinding my butt into Mom's face, and I groaned as I felt her trying to push her tongue inside me.

The naughtiness of Mom's desire and her beyond sexy body writhing below was all too much for me, and I felt my sixth orgasm of the night quickly approaching. "Mom, I'm gonna come soon," I warned.

She quickly threw me off, and kneeling up, she pushed on my chest to lay back. "Quick, on your back! I want your come inside me," she demanded, sexily.

As soon as I was inside her again, I let loose into her well-fucked pussy. Mom urgently bounced her ass atop my creaming cock as she rubbed her clit roughly with her hand, and moaning loudly, she brought herself to a thunderous, body-shuddering orgasm.

She then collapsed on top of me as we kissed wetly and passionately. Eventually, Mom rolled off me and cuddled into my side, throwing an arm and leg over me as she nuzzled her face into my chest. I held her close to me with an arm around her back, my hand resting on her voluptuous hip. We didn't say anything. We just lay, our chests heaving as we tried to recover from our vigorous sexual workout. Eventually, Mom's breathing fell into a regular rhythm, and I concluded she had fallen asleep. I reached above me, playing with multiple switches until the room finally fell into darkness. Exhaustion taking over, I was very soon asleep myself.

––––––––
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The next thing I knew, the sun was streaming in through a window across the room, right into my face. I must have been so exhausted that I slept peacefully through the night. As I drowsily looked around the room, attempting to clear the grogginess from my head, I noticed that Mom was in the kitchen area preparing something to eat. She was wearing just a white bra and underwear, the same as yesterday, and looked fabulous in all of her mature allureness.

"Good morning," I yawned happily. 

She turned and smiled at me as I sat up on the edge of the bed. "Good morning, yourself, sleepyhead," she grinned. "I finally got sick of waiting for you to wake, so I opened the curtains to let some light in here. I'm making us pancakes."

Suddenly feeling underdressed, I threw on a pair of boxers and got up to help Mom with breakfast. Other than our state of (un)dress, we acted just like we usually would have, as a loving mother and son. I could mostly keep my dick under control, meaning I was only semi-hard throughout our cooking; she still looked absolutely stunning after all, even first thing in the morning. We didn't discuss the night's activities over breakfast. Still, the conversation very obviously hung in the air, just waiting to be picked out and brought back into reality. The breakfast was wonderfully delicious, and having depleted all of our energy last night, it was a very welcome meal. Mom made me do the dishes when we finished eating, even though someone would come through and clean once we've left, she said that it is polite to do so. Always with her life lessons...

"Come sit with me," she beckoned once I was finished cleaning up the kitchen.

I was nervous. Should I be nervous? What happened between us last night was amazing. I can't imagine there would be anything to be worried about. I sat on the edge of the bed next to her, suddenly feeling less confident about our relationship than I did only 30 seconds earlier. I sat in anticipation while Mom thought of the right words to say.

"Michael..." she started. What, no more calling me baby? It was baby all night last night, and now it's back to Michael?

"... I just want you to know, last night... what we did together was earth-shatteringly amazing," she continued, smiling sweetly. "I have never had sex... been fucked... as perfectly as I was last night... and by my own son, of all people..."

"Mom..." I started, taking her pause as a queue to speak.

"Let me finish," Mom interrupted. "... last weekend, at home... I made a decision to cross a line I definitely shouldn't have crossed. It's just that you've put yourself in this funk, and you really don't have any reason to be there... most of the girls out there would consider you a great catch. I really wanted to help you get over that self-imposed hurdle that you've built around yourself. And, to be honest, you are just the kind of guy that I would fall for... I mean, I already did, 21 years ago with your father."

This was all a bit of a bomb going off in our current situation. I wasn't sure if I should be pissed or grateful. "So, you felt sorry for me?" I questioned hesitantly.

"No, I didn't feel sorry for you, Michael. You feel sorry for yourself, and that right there is the problem," Mom asserted, that frustrated Motherly tone sneaking through in her voice. "That, last night, that was all you. And fuck were you amazing!"

"So...?" I wondered. "What you're trying to say is... behind all your excuses just now..."

"Excuses?" Mom interrupted, a slight annoyance creeping into her voice.

"Yeah, your excuses. You can frame this however you want, Mom. But at the end of the day... I seduced you!" I stated. Actually, I didn't just state it, I laid that shit down like it was the law. It was like there was an invisible pump up my ass, blowing hot air through me and puffing up my extraordinarily, and coming out of nowhere, confident chest.

Mom was silent for a moment. "Well..." she pondered. "I think... maybe..."

"Mom," I smiled. "It's okay. I think you're correct..."

"Well, I know I'm correct," she said, slightly puzzled. "But, I can't help thinking you're also correct. I just wanted to show you how amazing you are. You are the one who already showed me how amazing you are."

"That's an indirect way of saying I seduced you," I grinned.

"You're a shit, you know that!" Mom acknowledged.

"Yeah," I agreed, nodding.

"It can't go on, though," Mom said, her face suddenly serious. "Last weekend, at home, that was meant to be a one-off. But, I didn't feel it went as well as it should, possibly because I had gotten frightened and ruined the mood. So I planned for just this once, with full privacy and plenty of time, to just go wild on each other. And we really did."

She smiled, glowing, as she was pretty obviously replaying last night's events in her memory. Her expression turned slightly more serious, and she told it how it was, "Once we leave this motel room, our lives will return to how they were before this all started."

I nodded.

"I'm sorry," she said genuinely.

"I understand, Mom," I accepted. A million thoughts were swirling around in my head right then, but none of them were negative. In fact, I could go as far as saying that my respect for my mother increased tenfold. In her mind, she did what she needed to do to help her child through a personal crisis. And I think she succeeded.

"Good," she stated, standing up. "Well, I'm going to go have a shower. Seeing as we still haven't left the motel room, it's up to you whether you want to join me."

I grinned ear to ear. And join her, I did. This short-term arrangement had a looming expiration date, and I certainly wasn't going to let that go to waste. My seventh orgasm of the trip was into my mother's mouth while we 69'd on the bathroom floor before we had even made it to the shower. I was also rewarded with a mouthful of her cunt juice as I brought her to a gushing orgasm with my tongue. Finally, I took her one last time in the shower, and fucked her from behind up against the wall. With her ass pushed back at me, her tits pressed against the tile shower wall, and her hand between her legs, we orgasmed together as I emptied my balls deep into her dripping pussy.

Just before we left the motel room, Mom pulled me close, and we kissed passionately one last time.

"Goodbye. I had a lot of fun," she smiled. "Hopefully, I'm not pregnant."

Luckily, she wasn't. 
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Over the next several months, Mom and I mostly stuck to our agreement. Mostly. For the most part, our relationship returned to normal, and it was like nothing had ever happened between us. We never really discussed our sordid affair again. Not really. 

About two months after my sexy getaway with Mom, I approached that girl from Aaron White's party. The one that had agreed to get me off as a favor for my sister. Her name is Lana, and it turns out there was a reason she agreed to it, and we've been dating ever since. I like to think that it was my newfound confidence instilled by my mother that led me to ask Lana out. Lana claims she quite wanted me from the get-go, so who's to know? 

As for Mom, there have been some occasional moments. A casual touch here and there. A few flirtatious remarks. Hugs that lingered longer than customary. Quick pecks on the cheek during greetings or farewells, which over time escalated into more lingering kisses on the lips. And every time, I would just watch, completely bewildered by my girlfriend's brazen behavior with my mother, while she would mischievously wink at me. In hindsight, I realize it could have been a mistake to confide in Lana about my tryst with my mother. Or maybe it was fantastically fortuitous.
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